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Sour grapes, yes. In my meanderings from Arizona to New York in the
feminist community, I have had my run-ing with Lesbian Feminist thera-
¢ pists. But these are not my own sour grapes. More than one womon has
told me horror stories of what her Lesbian Feminist therapist did to
her.

Let's add this up. All sorts of wonyn in our community go to thera-
pists. Not psychiatrists, even, or psychologists, much less neurolo-
gists or nutritionists. Just this vague thing---counselor. An even
more ambiguous thing than social worker. This, in itself, is no
crime. but it is something to be kept in mind. Do any of us know ex-
actly what the code of conduct of thesswomyn (and I presume in some
cases, men) is? What exactly do they do? As far as I know, I could I-
e,

hang out my shingle and have all of you dashing to me to solve your
most 1ntimate problems. And sure, I could shoot the psychological breez
if that didn't bore me, which it would, and for a small fee, of course.

But think about it. If we in the Lesbian community are going to a hand-
ful of womyn, spilling out guts about ourselves and our close friends and
lovers, consider the information that puts into the hands of a very small
group of womyn. And this is especially devastating in a community as
small ag the Lesbian community. The therapists get information about the
Lesbian community at large that none of the rest of us are privy to.
This is where I open my eyes and begin some healthy worrying. Is it
healthy for the Lesbian public to give information about itself to an un-
M elected elite that has private, financial interests? And what‘'s more,
what prevents this private group from using that information politic-
ally, to mold feminist public opinjon about any individual womon?

lALB RIG HT This begins to get scary. My Pol.,itical belief is that

(continued on page 2)
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Editors Note

Putting together, o+
this issue of H a4
the newsletter is<{
particularly trying for g,
me, as I have about 200 2
pages of the first draft of
a "first novel" screaming out to
me, just waiting to be worked on.
But here I am, knowing where my
first loyalty really lies, trying
to finish this up and get it out
to all of you no later than usual,
As you might have noticed, our
prices have gone up a bit: $1.50
for a single issue and $3.00 for a
year's subscription. Back issues
are still 50¢, and there are still
quite a few of the older ones
left. Be sure to make any and all
checks and money orders out di-
rectly to your editor, Dorothy
Fanla, or they will have to be re-~
turned. We are out twice a year,
with no rigid deadlines, when time
and money permits. Written con-
tributions can be submitted in
just about any form of writing, we
ask only that you have at least a
general feminist consciousness,
kxeep it from being too lengthy,
and have an adequate command of
the English language, Content of
work is never touched, only abso-
lute editorial work will be done,
except for poetry, which will not
be touched at all. We are open to
trades with other publications, as”
well as exchange ads, review cop-
ies of books and publications,
contributions of work, subscrip-
tions, donations, etc. At this
time we would like to thank those
who wrote and called in connection
with the collection of women's
literature, which I was willing to
give away (some of the letters are
in our "mail section"), and are
happy to announce that much of it

has been promised to (continue on page 5 )

Editor/Publishers Dorothy Feola !
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For a change in your life we invite you
to try: The Wishing Well Magezine and
Sarvices. Features hundreds of current
members’ self-descriptions (by Code #),
letters, opinions, valuable resources,
reviews, and much more. Introductory
copy $5.00 ppd. (mailed discreetly first
ciass). Confidential, supportive, dig-
nitied, sensitive, prompt. Eight years’
reliable reputation. Beautiful, temder,
loving aiternative to “The Waeil of
Loneliness.” A family fesiing. The
plonser of tham all! Fres information.
Gay Women ars writing and meeting
EVERYWHERE through:

The Wishing Well
P.O. Box 117
Novato. Ca. 94948-0117
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THE FOLLOWING IS A LIMITED PERSONAL ANALYSIS OF
WOMEN'S SMALL PRESS SHORT FICTION, INCLUDING
THE BOOK LESBIAN FICTION, AN ANTHOLOGY, PUB-
LISHED BY PERSEPHONE PRESS, AND AN EXAMPLE OF

HOW MY OWN FICTION TURNED FROM SHORT TO LONG.

REACTION

os‘“‘“‘
vt

» A funny thing happened on the way to reading
through the book Lesbian Fiction, An Anthologys I
stopped to write a novel. No, I'm not being
facetious. I can't even claim that any/all of
the stories I read up until then (13 of them)
were so inspiring that I was pushed, or even nudged,

N into taking on this somewhat overwhelming task of
writing a "first novel.” The fact is, this book brought home the fact to
me (once again) that, after reading years of Women's Small Press short fic-
tion, I have very seldom been so impressed by/with a story that it has
stayed with me for months, let alone years. Many have been well written---
some excellently written---some interesting for the moment---some boring
forever---but very few have been memorable. And this goes for writers
whose names we are all familiar with, as well as those whose names we don't
know at all,

I have always felt that, with few exceptions, there always seemed to be
something missing, something lacking in the short fiction I've come across
in Women's Small Press publications, though the same reason does not go for
every story I found lacking. I know that I have always enjoyed writing
that touched me as “"personal”---as my own short fiction started out and

. continued for a number of years---but I am starting to feel like turning a-
' way from the solely aggrieved, tormented, depressed, or agonized type of

writing, and, as I have started to write myself, look to the "emotional,"”
even "dramatic,” or "encouragingly realistic" type of fiction writing,.

The aforementioned novel (of mine) started out as a somewhat long short
story, which refused to end because 2 of the main 4 characters were left
hanging, unsatisfied with their lives as it stood, both unhappy, with lots
of love, caring, and sharing in them, and not enough time and space for me
to bring it out ins they also had an extremely interesting past life---my
first experience in writing about women close to my own age (42)---some-
thing I had only touched upon in the original (short) story. And I just
couldn't leave it like that, I couldn't do it to my characters, who had be-
come a part of me, or me, who had become a part of them. All of us, and
even the rest of the characters in the original story, deserved more, more
time and more attention, more than I was able to give them in that original
concept. After all, it wasn't their fault that I allowed them to grow,
grow to where they demanded the telling of their own story. I couldn't
rest, they wouldn‘'t let me, until I brought their life/story into focus,
takirgit full circle, filling in most of the important gaps, years of ex-
periences, thoughts, feelings that there was just no room for in the orig-
inal short story. After all, the least I could do (for them) was bring
their story to a decent, if not happy, conclusion. And I'm glad to say
that I was able to work the ending in both those directions.

I don't think I sound too much like Mary Poppins if I asks "Where is the
hope, where is the encouragement?” I like the real, I like the personal,

» the emotional, the dramatic---but where is the rest of it?---where is the

coming full circle, instead of everything, everyone's lives, being left up
in the air? I'm just tired of feeling bad, bitter, depressed after reading
the fiction in Women's Small Press (publications). I put it to you, where

is the rest of what makes up a "real™ story? Well, (continued on page 4) v






