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I have healed much through naming what I
have survived and having my story
acknowledged, and hearing/reading truths that
tell me I am not alone

I look in the mirror, and can honestly admire
the ovarios on me

I am one awesome strong woman

I wrote a song about street harassment

I yelled back

I informed 2 women walking the opposite
direction about the heckler

I decided to do an experiment

I keep yelling back

I became a certified medical advocate for
Chicago’s Rape Victim Advocates—now I get
to make sure that when a survivor wants to
talk to the police, they are taken seriously

I can be threatening when I am cornered

I know I would have hit him if I had to

I am going to take a self-defense class this
summer, no doubt

I am worth defending

I have the right to go anywhere I choose, wear
anything I choose and say anything I desire
As a teacher and feminist I continue to speak
out and encourage my sisters to open their
eyes and mouths

I respond, “Let me down.”

Gripping my glass bottle tighter, I
Instinctively lifted it over my shoulder

I snarled my rage back: “I will push you
down those stairs. Get the fuck out of my
way.”

I created a piece of installation artwork about
sexual assault to help my own healing and
educate others

I followed, still holding the bottle over my
shoulder poised

I leaned back to get a better view of the
situation

I had to keep my eye on the receptionist who
was female. Make sure she seems me and I
see her

I was able to end the relationship

My mind and body helped me stay safe and
keep going until [ was in a place, years later,
where I could deal with what I went through

I saw what was really going on

A thousand thoughts rushed through my brain
I felt my body react to his presence

Trust your body!

I made an attempt to circumvent his reason
for touching me

[ tried to intimidate him

I got my thoughts together

I used the broken record technique

Every time he attempted to touch me I would

. tell him to quit it and that I’d prefer he drive
" with both hands on the wheel

I was watching for a moment when I could
jump from the car

1 tried to appear calm

I told them to get the fuck away from me

My best bet was to keep focused and alert and
keep the situation from escalating if I could

I bolted from the car door

I yanked my wrist away and ran

I didn’t do anything until two weeks later
when a friend urged me to call the police

I yelled “What do you think you’re doing?
Get the fuck away from me!”

Violation is never our fault

We are so worth defending

We need to keep speaking the truth as we

know it "
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I wiggled to the far side of the bed

I mumbled “No’s”

I said 1t loud enough to break through your
drunk, stoned haze

[ was describing an abuse of power and trust

I called my two best friends for consolement
and eventually ran to one of their houses to
cry

I'am writing to let you know that you need to
make a formal apology to my brother and
parents for what you did to me

I started training in self-defense, boxing, and
karate

I walked out screaming

We marched in “Take Back The Night”
marches

I became a self-defense teacher

We started to trust our instincts

We  started being our own informal
researchers

I communicate the basic principles of
choosing to resist against an armed attacker
Her moment to resist appeared in her mind.
She seized that moment

She was able to reach into his pants pocket
and get his keys out and drive herself away
We  talk  about  practicing  verbal
communication at times when you are not the
target

I teach people to seek allies, and to be an ally
every time they can

I try to get others to be involved in anti-
violence efforts like working the shelters

I offered a free self-defense seminar
Tencourage survivors to talk to each other
Idrew pictures of the men

Ican help prevent rape

I'filed charges against him

The women came together to complain

She made posters and hung them up all over
canipus

L let the librarian know what happened

I walked away and told my boss what
happened

I tumed around and kicked the perpetrator in
the shin with my steel-toed boots

[ sent a copy of my written diary of the events
to the federal agent in charge of the case

[ was afraid, but persevered

I’m going to testify and finish this process
Hope has been established in me that we can
change things

When [ am cat-called on the street I cat- call
back

When drunken men have grabbed my ass on a
crowded street I have punched back

She bit hard

[ am making them accountable not just to me,
but to their friends and family it they have
them, and to society at large

I got a teeling ot something not quite right

I chased the man back, calling, “No!...”

I started to back away

[ started to scream in short blasts

I kept squalling, and he ran

I told Greg what had happened

The women support one another and discuss
how to create an action plan to get themselves
and their children out of the house and away
from the abuser

We shared 1deas and strategies for awareness

[ made it clear that I wanted out of the
marriage

I was so angry

I knew I’d eventually leave this person

[ got my stuff together and got up to leave

[ never could call what happened that night
what 1t was, rape, until winter of 2000

She and I are determined that she make it to
adult womanhood with the ability to expect
that her boundaries be respected, name any
infractions for what they are, and hold the
person(s) accountable

[ intend to support her wholeheartedly
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[ said "Ewww, put that back!"

[ got sick of it and kicked him in the shin,
hard, and ran

[ explained to him that I didn’t feel like
talking

I told him to put it away

[ felt proud for taking care of myself, and
unremorseful

[ said, “I don’t appreciate your staring at me.”

I knew that I was right for going with my
instincts

[ stood as far from him as possible

[ yelled for all to hear, in the mass of people,
“Next time, don’t be a sexist asshole!!”

I felt somewhat good for addressing it

[ was saying no

I found strength

[ am a strong, independent gurl.

I got away from him

I was able to get the door open and run out
before they could catch me

I raged and released my frustration, pain, and
utter disgust

I quit my job and reported all of the men that
were harassing me. Justice was served

Stand up for yourself and don’t be ashamed
There are people out there that care

I turned to him and said, “I’m gonna start
counting, and by the time I get to three, you
better be moving away from here. ONE!!”

I shouted at the top of my lungs

I closed and locked the door

[ drove off

I looked at him and said in a normal tone of
voice, “Did I give you any indication that [
wanted you to do that?”

I said, “Shame on you!”

I began to get very involved in social justice
activism

T opened my eyes

I pushed you off the bed

She yelled at him while hitting him with her
shoe

[ gathered my sleeping bag and left

I am starting to seek counseling

After 10 seconds of frantic thinking of how to
get his body off of mine I pushed him off of
me and ran

I marched up to him and very loudly, clearly
and firmly said “DON’T YOU EVER TRY
ANYTHING LIKE THAT AGAIN.”

I mentioned all this to a female friend of mine
We decided that we should do some type of
an intervention with [the offender]

[ declined his offer by saying “No thanks.”

I told him that my boyfriend was the only
person I wanted to kiss me

I told him “NO!” over and over again

The thought of kicking him stayed in my
mind

[ broke free from him and walked away

The women organized a neighborhood march
I had the chance to talk to a friend about what
happened

I told my mom what had happened

[ ignored him

I told him I was busy

I decided to tell him that I didn’t appreciate
how he acted and that if something like that
ever happened again I would report it

If a person wants something from me that I
don’t want to give [ don’t have to do it

Other people’s needs are not the priority

No one can take advantage of [me]

We arranged a meeting with another activist
group that [the offender] was heavily involved
with

We confronted him with each instance of

mappropriate conduct

I did what I could to defend myself and my
activist community

I finally told my mother who the assailant was
[I wrote to the offender] to ask for an apology



Chicago Rape Crisis Hotline
1-888-293-2080

Books: .

Check out your local library, or feminist bookstore for more titles!

Allies in Healing: When the Person You Love Was Sexually Abused as a Child~ Laura Davis
Choices: Sexual Assault Prevention Workbook For Persons With Physical Disabilities~ Ellen Shaman
Courage to Heal: A Guide for Women Survivors of Childhood Sexual Abuse~ Ellen Bass

Her Wits About Her: Self-Defense Success Stories by Women ~Denise Caignon, Gail Groves

Self Defense: Steps to Succeed ~Joan M. Nelson

Self-Defense: The Womanly Art of Self-Care, Intuition, and Choice ~Debbie Leung

Self Respect and Sexual Assault ~Jeanette Mauro-Cochrane

Stopping Rape: Successful Survival Strategies ~Pauline Bart

Zines/Music:

Of course there are way more zines that touch the topic of sexual assault/abuse/ harassment then the ones
presented here. These are some I’ve come across recently. If you do a zine, or know of one on this topic,
send it to me and I'll review it for the 3" issue.

Free to Fight compilation put out on Candyass Records. Comes with a rad zine that has success stories in
it as well as “how to” info.

Stop Rape Now an international female vocals punk comp to benefit home alive
put out on Outcast Records ..- comes W/ a 24ing.

Out of the Vacuum by Liz Defiance

contact: lizdefiance @ hotmail.com

This is one of the most amazing zines on the subject of sexual assault I have ever seen! Liz tells several of
her personal stories about dealing with sexual assault and harassment from known and unknown assailants.
In addition to sharing numerous physical and verbal self-defense techniques, she does a great job of looking
at each situation critically. She raises lots of tough questions that got me thinking like, “Is it self defense
only in the moment, and if you go get somebody afterward then it’s violence?” She leaves these questions
unanswered and lets her readers battle out the ethics on their own.

Radical Slut Dis-Covery: Building & Re-Building Qur Sexual Selves

By Midge and Emiliah contact: fecuntah @yahoo.com

Two courageous women share their stories about relationship violence and the proactive steps they are
taking to heal from it. There is a section on “Bodywork, Belly Dancing, and Yoga” as well as a lengthy one
on confronting an assailant who is part of your social network, and one on community involvement.

Welcome to the second annual issue of the Women’s Self-Defense zine!

In this issue you will find a mixture of personal stories, articles, commix, and interviews about
self-defense. While the title is Women’s Self-Defense this publication is a resource that is
intended to be accessible to many communities of people.

This is an ongoing project with no end in sight so I encourage everyone to send submissions.

The process of collecting these stories has been intense and amazing. I am so grateful to all of the
people who shared their stories, art, ideas, and feedback with me. This zine could not have
happened without you!

Personal self-defense success stories about overcoming violence and harassment make up Fhe
bulk of this zine. In the stories the authors describe strategies they used to 1) end assgult, 2) bring
closure to her healing process after assault, 3) bring the perpetrator(s) to justice, 4) 1nt§arv.ene on
the behalf of another person targeted for assault, 5) contribute to a greater anti-violence
movement, 6) confront v balv haasg,ment; and Mr"nore

MRt R

I encourage you to make reading his zine an interactive process. You can do this by trying to pick
out all of the proactive strategies the authors write about while you read each story. For your
convenience I have pulled out many of these strategies and compiled them in the back of the zine.
You can reference them under the heading “Self Defense Is...” (paget7) I have done this to help
everyone focus on the empowering things that the authors have done because I believe our
society often trains us to focus on the negative things that are being done to the defenders.

I chose the subtitle for this zine, “Stories and Strategies of Survival” because it is by paying
attention to these proactive deeds of the authors that you, the reader, are able to learn some self-
defense strategies. Many of the authors describe physical, verbal, and psychological techniques
that enabled them to end a dangerous/unwanted situation. These techniques include naming the
unwanted behavior of the perpetrator, criticizing the behavior of the perpetrator, stating her needs
clearly, yelling at the perpetrator, using everyday objects as impromptu weapons, shouting
commands at the assailant, running to a safe spot, asking those around her for help or support,
confronting a known assailant in person or through a letter, encouraging/teaching other women to
defend themselves, reaching out to people who are targeted for violence, talking back to verbal
harassment/bigotry, working with other women as a team, and many many more. You are more
then welcome to write to me and point out strategies within the stories that I have not included in
the end compilation. See how many you can find!

I received several letters from people (mostly folks who run distributions) who said they thought
the title of this zing was misleading in that they expected to find step-by-step instructions for self-




defense. I think this is kind of funny because those people really missed the point of the zine.
That was: there is NO step-by-step formula to self-defense. People can choose (and [ would
highly recommend) to take a self-defense class to learn techniques which they can choose to
incorporate into their self-defense “tool bag”, but the uniqueness of each defender plus the
uniqueness of the circumstances of each assault equals an endless list of possibilities for how to
handle the situation, and in the moment we each make the best decisions we possibly can. The
closest this zine comes to being a “how to” guide is that it shows how real people have chosen to
defend themselves. The idea is to show how diverse self-defense can be, and in doing so I hope
that everyone who reads this zine will come away with at least one new technique they feel they
could use. The majority of the self-defense techniques are not spelled out for you but lie within
each woman’s words, and pictures. There is a brief resource listing in the back of the zine for
further reading on self-defense for people who want more and different kinds of information.

Having said this, I did include several pieces that illustrate self-defense techniques in a more
“how to” way. The art by Megan;Isy, as well as the article on using your voice is meant
to give more straightforward depictions of self-defense strategies. I'm really happy that there is
more art in this issue, and I hope that more people contribute art for the 3™ issue. Diversify the
medium... Yeah! On that note. ..

Women learn from women’s lives-- so share your stories and ideas for the 3™ issue of this zine.
Topics include (but are not limited to) the following:

How have you used self-defense in YOUR life? What does self-defense mean to you? How have
you respond to street harassment, harassment at work etc.? Have you taken/taught a self-defense
class? What did you think about it? Have you stopped a dangerous situation before it escalated to
assault? Have you confronted a known assailant? Have you helped another person get out of a
violent/dangerous situation? How have you dealt with the aftermath of assault/harassment? What
have you found helpful in your healing from assault/abuse? What kinds of things
did friends/family do to support you or that helped you to heal? What do you wish people hadn't
done when they tried to support you? What books or resources would you recommend to
survivors? Did you receive support from a women's group or from the police? Did you file
a police report or take an assailant to court? What was that process like? Were you able to get out
of an abusive relationship? What signs do you look for to see if a person or situation is
dangerous? Have you organized or participated in a Take Back The Night rally? Have you taken
part in a speak out against sexual assault/abuse? You get the idea... the possibilities are endless!
Submissions can be anything from comics to stories, from articles to journal entries, art, photos,
poetry, rants, interviews, resources, etc. The zine will be legal sized paper (8.5" X 14") folded in
half, so you can design your own page(s) or just send things to me and Il put it together.
Submissions can be made under a pen name or be anonymous.

(This is a small, incomplete list of what's out there. Send me the names/contact info of good books/
resources you know of for issue #3.)

Self-Defense Organizations:
You can find places that offer classes in your area by looking in the phonebook under “Self Defense”.

There are surly lots of great organizations out there, but there are alsoc not so great ones where the
instructors are patronizing etc. If you are not going on the recommendation of a friend who has taken the
course then be sure to ask the instructor lots of questions about the content and philosophy of the course.
I’ve found that the most empowering courses are the ones that are not afraid to call themselves feminist in
philosophy. With the exception of RAD I’ve taken classes at all of the following places and I recommend

them.

Chimera: Based out of Madison Wisconsin, with chapters in other states as well, this is one of the oldest
feminist self-defense organizations out there. 128 E. Olin Ave. Madison, WI 53713 (608) 251-5126

Girl Army: Girl Army began in 1994 through Suigetsukan, a collectively run, non-profit marital arts
school in Oakland. They hold classes at various places in the Bay Area. (415) 835.4728

Home Alive: Based out of Seattle, WA this group offers free self-defense classes (206) 720-0606
www.homealive.org Even if you do not live in the Seattle area check out their web page for a great listing
of resources in addition to the ones listed below including books and hotline numbers.

Impact (formerly known as Model Mugging): They have chapters in 16 states as well as Canada,
Switzerland, and Australia. Their classes are usually expensive (several hundred), but well worth it, and
they do offer some scholarships. 1-800-345-KICK  www.bamm.org

RAD I've never taken one of these classes, so I can’t personally vouch for them, but I've heard they are
good. Both men and women teach these classes, and they have locations all over the country.
http://www.rad-systems.com  (757) 868-4400 Lo

Thousand Waves Martial Arts and Self-Defense Center, NFP: e ’ )(‘(0‘“53(‘/( ¥ .

See the inteview with Kyoshi Nancy on page  for more info o “’LO” OU(\ C .

1220 W. Belmont Ave. Chicago, IL 60657 x o g °© A“ g

(773)472-7663 http://thousandwaves.org - gk/ :\\0 (‘(\d\ S( (2,9/( {(\9/(\ E
o W 0 ‘

Toll Free Hotlines: _ §<Q)‘{\\ -\A‘B" Y(gb( 5 X (Q’Q/

National Domestic Violence Hotline a r ° 9

1-800-799-SAFE PR,

National Child Abuse Hotline
1-800-422-4453

(
National Sexual Assault Hotline * \0 \3'\\30 )(p
1-800-865-HOPE ‘. %U\( Lt
. 'y .



Viramma © Life of An Untouchalle by Megar

I've been reading this book called Viramma, Life of an Untouchable and this
story, this woman is simply amazing. Viramma's story is told over ten years
through her conversations with co-authors Josiane and Jean-Luc Racine. She
speaks of her life as a member of the lowest caste in india, the
"Untouchables" or, as they are now known, the Dalits ("the oppressed"). |
always find the way people tell their stories interesting and Viramma's ability
to tell her story through conversaticon is very natural and interesting to read.
Though most of her time consisted of the daily labor of being an agricultural
worker for a powerful family (literal serfdom), she also was known as a
singer, a midwife, and a talented lamenter in her village. But this lady
doesn't just sing, she can yell, too! Viramma definitely knows how to hold
her ground (and use some wicked crude language!) and survive in her daily
walks through the town. Viramma talks about one such moment in the
registry's office during her younger years:

"One day I did my hair well, with flowers, I'd drawn a beautiful pottu and |
was very neat. The civil servant was sitting at a table near the window.
When he saw me walking past, he signaled to me to come in. | said to myself
that he was a top man, a Sir, a civil servant, and that | should stop out of
respect. Maybe he wanted me to sweep the pavement or the courtyard. |
went into the room, covering my back with my sari and putting my palms
together respectfully. And what did | see when | raised my eyes? His dick! A
fat dick! He was holding it in one hand and he had money in the other. |
screamed. | was trembling all over and | didn't know how to get out of the
situation. | walked out screaming...I went in their thinking you must obey a
village official and here's what he showed me: his dick and his money!"

The next day, the same thing happened to another woman from the village.
The women came together to complain and the offender was transferred
from the village immediately (but unfortunately not fired...).

Later on in her life, Viramma confronted many more men who harrassed her
in public. She yelled at one while hitting him with her shoe, " 'Hey donkey!
You want me to give you my blessing with a broom? You think you're
Manmadan and you're calling me to be your wife? You piece of crud!’
Nothing happens without the woman's say so, even if she is a Paratchi
{Untouchable)." One of my favorite aspects of this book is how the
transiators really tried to capture Viramma's language. She called another
guy a "donkey fucker" and a "juice drinker” (I never really got why drinking
juice would be a bad thing but I'll take Viramma's word for it).

These confrontations are just a taste of all of the life experiences that make
up the stories related in the book. We don't often hear the stories of
illiterate women but due to the fact that Viramma's conversations were
recorded, transcribed and translated we have the cpportunity to hear her
voice.

- £y Ariel Clemenzg
i{g @: PO BOX 2433
e : CHAMPAIGN, tL 61375
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Below are some letters [ received after the first issue of this zine came out. I got many more
orders then I did actual correspondence, and [ hope that changes with this issue. Ideally, I'd like
to hear from each person who has been touched in some way by this zine. So, after you read this
please consider writing me a letter letting me know what you thought, what you liked, disliked,
what you'd like to see in the next issue etc. I really appreciate communication, and even if it takes
me a while I'll respond to every letter [ get. If you would like to send a letter to one of the authors
in particular please state that in your letter and I will do my best to forward it to that person.

SR RAT B Fov o

12/30/01 Hey Ariel, I just wanted to write you before it leaves my mind. I just finished reading
Women’s Self-Defense cover to cover in one sitting and wanted to congratulate you for a job well
done on something that must have taken a lot to put together, and encourage you to keep it up.
Which I'm sure you will. I feel kinda strange writing all this, but I figure positive feedback can
only be good. Your strength and fire are inspirational, remind me what I’ m fighting for and give
me some hope, something in short supply these days. In short, thanks. Keep it up. ~ Kenn, MA

Jan. 2002 Ms. Ariel Clemenzi, Hey lady, it was really fucking nice to see you the other day, and
your zine rocks. I am in Austin right now, [ just got here yesterday. Seriously, I am really really
glad and grateful that I have your zine with me because I have been reading it and it gives me
confidence and strength, which is really important being in a new place and not knowing anyone!

... Love, Lani, TX

3/15/02 Dear Ariel- Thanx so much for sending me your zine. I’'m living in an intentional
community so [ can pass it around to a Jot of wimmin here. It’s really good to see so many
wimmin being able to write about their strength in the face of this fucked up patriarchal system!
Yes! There is so much strength that can come out of anger. It is impressive to learn about the

various techniques that different wimmin have used in different situations. ... Continued clarity in
~Redmoonsong, MD

4/24/02 Dear Ariel, I picked up a copy of your Women’s Self-Defense zine, and it was so
inspiring that I used it with an all-girls workshop that I recently started. The students really
enjoyed the excerpts we read. We wrote about times we felt disrespected on thfa street ax}d we
wrote comebacks as a writing exercise. Also, the women at the workshop really liked the bicycle
comic from “Kick” zine, and Loolwa Kazoom’s story and the list at the end where you pulled
lines from all the stories. I enjoyed the range of the stories too. It gives me hope that women can
survive and take an active role in their safety to affirm themselves. Take care, Ta,

11/15/02 Dear Ariel, I just read the Women’s Self Defense zine. Ijus want to thank you and all

the people who worked to put it together. It was really inspiring. I took a se
while back, and the zine has motivated me to get together a new group of ladies and

classes. As is clear in the zine, one step at a time makes a difference towards self-prot
otection of each other. Thank you! ~Leslie, LA
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As a young child I witnessed domestic violence in my home. At the age of 15, my first boyfriend,
crying, told me that he had been sexually molested by one of his family members. During the
summer of that same year one of my closest friends talked to me for the first time about why she
was so desperately afraid of being alone in the dark. The reason was that she had been raped
while walking home one dark evening. Later in life, it became known to our family that one of
our family members had been silently enduring sexual abuse for many years. Unfortunately the
list goes on. I am continually faced with the lasting effects that sexual assault leaves on the lives
of so many of the people I care about—family, friends, lovers, and even myself. Sadly, the
problem of sexual assault spreads far beyond my own circle of family and friends. Every 2
minutes someone is sexually assaulted in the U.S., and it is estimated that 18 million women and
3 million men, in this country alone, have been victim to some kind of sexual assault in their
lives. I do this zine as a way to contribute to the anti-violence movement. I believe that by sharing
our stories we can help ourselves and others to face the reality of sexual assault, help each other
overcome the isolation that it brings, and break down the stigma that surrounds this issue so we
can work to end the abuse.

WHY
8

In the last zine I wrote about dealing with many instances of street harassment, stranger assault,
and “date rape™. I find that the closer I was to an assailant (the better I knew him/her), the harder
it is to talk or write about the violence, so I had avoided the topic of domestic abuse in the last
issue. But, as I said, some of my earliest childhood memories are of domestic violence, and so 1
want to address it. ,Agl -2 child I did not have many tools or resources I could use to cope with
or end this violence. But that doesn’t mean I didn’t try. [ remember one time in particular when
my dad had locked himself and my mother in their bedroom. At the time she was pregnant. All
my younger brother and I could hear was yelling, hitting, and crying. We may have been young
but we had creativity on our side. We knew that our dad didn’t act like this when other people
were in the house. In fact, the domestic violence was hidden from family and friends by both of
my parents for a long time. My brother and I decided that if we could trick my dad into thinking

people were in the house then he’d stop his assault, at least temporarily.

We gathered together all of the shoes in the house. One pair at a time we put them on our hands,
clomped them down the hall leading to their bedroom, and left them outside the bedroom door.
Our logic was that dad would hear many shoes “walking” towards his bedroom door and then see
them under the crack in the door. We thought he’d be fooled into thinking that people were
standing in those shoes and listening to what was going on. How we wished that was true! I write
this story for several reasons. Firstly because children lack many of the resources that adults have
I want to encourage everyone to take notice of the children in your lives. Listen to them, believe
them, and advocate for them. There are many young survivors who’s voices are not represented
in this zine. I also write this story to illustrate how creative people can get when attempting to
deal with a violent situation. It is common for resisters of violence to use whatever resources they
@ have available. In my case in the story my brother’s and my resources were each other, our old
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shoes, and our wits. As I grew older [ leamed more effective verbal, physical, and even
psychological techniques that have become great resources in my personal struggles against
violence. This zine brings that personal struggle to a community level because it is a result of
many awesome people networking together, sharing our experiences and stories with the hopes of
giving each other even more resources, options, strategies, vallf* r1or1 and inspiration to end
v1olence mn our lives, in our communities, and on a Olobal scale. |
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The First Time I Defended Myself
By Liz Defiance

[ was 7 years old, playing hide and seek with some boys in the church basement while my parents
were upstairs teaching youth group, during that one year that my family decided maybe they
should develop religious roots. I didnt mind, since hour-long sessions of hide and seek in the
spooky abandoned basement were fun for me.

This time, though, one of the boys who was a couple years older than I was took his dick out of
his pants and wouldnt put it away, ignoring me when [ said "Ewww, put that back!" It was the
first time I had seen a penis. I was scared and though I wasn sure what was going on, I knew it
was something I'd get in trouble for. I felt sick and didnt want to be around him, but he kept
foliowing me around, still with his dick out.

Eventually, I got sick of it and kicked him in the shin, hard, and ran back upstairs, where my
parents were. The boy came upstairs, crying, and told the adults what I'd done. "He had his thing
out!" I said, feeling like I'd been punched in the stomach. Remember not having an understanding
of what some things (masturbation, clits, naked people, etc.) are, but thinking theye dirty and
you can get in trouble for any association with them? I felt that.

My dad yelled at me for kicking the boy. That was the first time in my life that I realized my
parents didn’t know everything. I knew that I was right for going with my instincts, even though I
d?dn’t realize it wasnt my fault that boy was showing me his dick and ignoring me when I told
him to put it away. I just felt proud for taking care of myself, and unremorseful - but I sill cried
because I was sure my father was wrong, and I would never trust him the same way again.

Liz Defiance is the author of Death of a Psyche zine, and Out of the Vacuum. For more info on

A: So I thought that was a really important, and beautiful gesture and I’
comment on that.

B technique?

m wondering if you’d like to

sad at that time, and it's easy to feel hopeless, and that the world is just a
cople in New York city and then we were going to go kill
d just on and on and on. So when I meditated aftcr September
back to me to work locally. Think globally, act locally. And I'm a self-
d so I can teach people to counter that violence because the more
o behave violently. So 1 was just driven to return to my core
Muslim community and
d it was in that spirit of

N: Well, I felt so hopeless and
dreadful place. Violence killed so many p
thousands of these people in Afghanistan, an

11", the image just kept coming
defense teacher, I know about violence an
empowered people are the less likely they are t
work at that time. It seemed such a natural, easy thing to do to reach out to the

offer support. It was useful to me to counter my Own feelings of hopelessness, an
intervention that we talked about earlier.

violence. Healing from at sexual assault is something tha
ongoing process.

d for many people this can be a challenging,
survivors who are looking to heal?

A: My next question is for survivors of
comes up in most self-defense classes an
Do you have any words of wisdom to share with

Is to talk to each other because one of the other things that we get
like we're the only ones, no one could possibly understand the things
have different details in our stories, but essentially
ally important support by sharing our stories with

I really really encourage survivo
from abuse and violence is the feeling
that have happened to me. And as you know, we may
they are all interconnected, and we can receive really re

other survivors.

A: Yeah, totally. [Pause I jt have a ple qstlo.What is your favorite self-defense

s stories?

. Lt’ d you like to share one of your own personal self-defense succes
N: [Thinking...] Wow. It’s been a really long time since I've had a conflict that frightened me in any kind
of a way that I can frame a story around it. 7

A: Well, that in and of itself is a success! |

[Unfortunately the tape cuts off here, and so the very end of the interview is unrecorded, but Kyoshi Nancy
went on to describe a time when she saw two men yelling at each other across the street from the dojo. It
looked as though the men would soon escalate the situation into physical violence. Keeping the distance of
the road between herself and the yelling men Kyoshi Nancy called out to them telling them that there were
more peaceful ways to deal with their conflict. She told the men to step away from each other, to take deep
breaths, to talk about the dispute calmly, etc. Hearing her words the men stopped fighting, got into their
cars, and drove away.]
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idea of self-defense to encourage communities to come together to confromnt and end violence?
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N: And a free self-defense seminar.

And a free self-defense seminar

N: Yeah.

Narrow Escape on a Beach in Thailand
By Ayun Halliday

Hua Hin, Thailand 1993: Greg and I were staying in a Buddhist monastery as the guests of a
monk (previously a Saghu in India...) from Surinam. We went to a gorgeous beach everyday.
There was a lot of construction in the area ~ luxury hotels going up ~ the workers lived packed in
2 story barracks made of corrugated iron, windowless in that blazing heat. The monk gave most
of the food he received on his daily alms rounds to the workers’ children as we passed their
muserable home en route to the beach. One afternoon, I couldn’t bear to leave the beach when
Greg and the monk headed back. [ took my book down to the water’s edge and sat in the surf, .
facing the ocean. I got a feeling of something not quite right and turned to see a shirtless man

absconding with my clothes, disposable camera and sarong, which I'd left some distance behind

me. My 1% thought was that I did not want to walk past the construction workers’ home and up

the hill to a monastery wearing only a bikini. I chased the man back into the dunes, calling, “No!

Please! Don’t take my stuff!” On the other side of the dunes he stopped and faced me, gestured

that 1 should lay beneath a tree, saying probably his only English word as a command: “Okay.

Okay.” I started to back away and he pounced, trying to force me to the ground. We were the

same height, thought I was probably 5 years older at least, at 28- I can’t remember, I think he was

feverishly pawing me, trying to kiss my neck. I remember a circular tattoo above his breast, a sort

of mandala. I started to scream in short blasts, like a car alarm. He leaned back and punched me

in the forehead, the only time I've ever been punched in the face. I kept squalling, and he ran

down one of the many paths leading into the scrubby woods. I retreated to the beach side of the

dunes, the image of myself with my throat slit under that merciless, gorgeous sunny sky quite

clear. After 5 minutes or so I nervously picked my way back to the scene of the struggle, and

retrieved my trousers, which he had dropped in his haste to escape. He had stolen my shirt, my

sarong, my camera. Can’t remember who ended up with my shoes. Feeling ashamed (I should

have felt lucky) I made my way back to the monastery, a purple bruise forming above my

eyebrows. Told Greg what had happened. When we told the monk and asked him to go with us to

the police, he told us that they would probably do nothing, it would take at least half a day to file

the report, there was an army base near by and probably half the guys in the area had a circular

tattoo on their chests. We left the next day without having filed a report.

Ayun is the author of the very awesome zine East Village Inky and also of the book The Big
Rumpus. You can learn more about her rad projects at http:/fwww.ayunhalliday.com




A Story About A Giri Who Put Others Before Herself
By Stefanie

I'm generally a very nice person to all-people. I don’t hesitate to go out of my way for others and
I get a great sense of satisfaction when I do. But for a long time I put other people’s needs before
my own. (This is something I have been in therapy for so I'm getting better all the time.) I think I
picked up this behavior from my dad- who currently takes care of others and not himself. He has
taught me the importance of helping others, but never the importance of helping myself. And so
my life has been a continuum of being taken advantage of. Until one day.

W iy,

I’ve been in community college for a total of 2 years now. And throughout those years I have had

the misfortune to come across at least two people who just couldn’t get the message. The first

incident, the one I learned a lot from, happened during my first semester. My first class was

called Weight Training. It should’ve been called “Sit on a Bench and Talk to People You Don’t e
Really Like Just to Pass Time.” Everyday I'd walk from the women’s locker room across the gym

entrance and into the weight room. It was a nice stroll, only took a minute at the most. And

everyday I would see the same older man sitting on the bottom step of the staircase inside the

gym. He would sit in the corner and look as if that was the only spot in the world he wanted to be

in. He would act really friendly to every passerby even though no one ever spoke to him. I felt

bad for the gig guy so I one day accepted his call for some company. What a mistake!
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He introduced himself as Freddy, real name Alfredo. He said he was a student at the school
taking only physical education classes. He explained to me that he had gotten into a really bad car
crash a few years ago that sent him into a coma and eventually he lost his ability to speak. It
turned out that the accident was caused by him driving under the influence. He seemed really
ashamed about what he had done.

So here you have it: a verbally and somewhat physically handicapped man named Freddy and me,
an innocent-looking 17 year-old girl. He’s a lonely man looking for a friend and I'm a girl
looking to help out people like him.

No more than a month goes by and we learn a bit about one another. I tell him about my anxiety
disorder and depression. His response: “Hang in there, it’s not that bad. I mean, look at me!” At
the time he was the only voice of comfort I had. How could I not show my appreciation to him?
One day I found out exactly how he wanted me to show my appreciation.

I had been feeling extremely low since my boyfriend and I split and I didn’t have anyone who 1
could lean on. After another boring lass of discovering muscles I hadn’t known existed, I ran into
Freddy. Began to initiate a conversation as I tried to explain to him that I didn’t feel like talking.
But he kept insisting that he could make me feel better if I stayed wit him. But I didn’t want to, I
didn’t want to be with anyone. Then he came up with the brilliant idea that a kiss from him would
make everything better. I politely declined his offer by saying “No thanks” and “I have a

® by TANYA




N: I love the movements on a very deep level that make me feel more free and more powerful and more in
charge.

N: The physical movements of martial movement. [ love that at a very very deep level. I also have seen,
starting in myself and in the people that I do work with, the way that practicing these arts transforms us and
allows us to be actually more openhearted, and more engaged in life, and able to be more connected to
people because our fears are more realistic, and they are more specific. It’s not like you're enveloped in a
cloud of fear your whole life. And that’s what keeps me training, is that positive transformation that I see in
myself, and that I see in my students.

A: That’s something that I feel I’'ve gained by studying here in the dojo—that sense of being less

constricted by fear.

A:

Waves. You offer self-defense classes that are women only and a
wondering how the dynamics in the classes cha

ha

N: Great.

nse classes you teach at Thousand

< et e to talk about the self-defe
I think this would be a good time e e O aee co.cd, and I'm

nge when you’re teaching, and what is the value of

. e cona®
ving women taught, women only self-defense classes, and what is the value of the co-ed dases.

N- It varies from class to class, so it’s hard to generalize. And the curriculum, in terms of what we cover, i§
almost identical. And that’s very deliberate because it’s a curriculum that was based on women’s self-
defense. I feel really strongly that men need to be a part of the solution of violence against women and
children, and in order to be part of the solution they have to be shown, and encouraged, and allowed to be
allies. So it’s not as if I don’t think covering rape is an irrelevant issue in a co-ed self-defense course. It"s
not at all. It’s a very relevant issue. One because men can be raped, and two because men have women in
their lives who are raped. So in terms of content I really don’t change it at all. We cover relationship
violence, which is our word for domestic violence, or violence with intimates, and we cover that exactly the
same in the co-ed class and in the women’s class. So the content of what we teach is really not different.

In some classes there are women who self-select and go into the women only classes and I think they feel
more comfortable there. There are other women that tell me that they enjoy having men in the clasls, one
because they’re amazed to have these ideas discussed in front of men, and to hear men’s_ thinking on it, and
to realize that maybe they have some stereotype notions that all men are like this when in fact they have an
opportunity to experience alliances with men that are really healing of some of the results of gender
violence. And also [my female students] like having male partners because they tend to feel the)./’ll
probably be attacked by a man, and they like the experience of working with bigger, taller, more massive
people to test their techniques on. So, I like offering both [co-ed and women only classes], and I like that
women can select which one is best for them. We also offer a gay and lesbian sclf-defense class, and then
people can select there because frankly, we’re all multiple identities right? So, who is to say whether a
lesbian woman is going to feel more comfortable in a gay and lesbian class, a women only class, or a co-ed
class? And vice a versa with men. I don’t know whether some gay men would prefer to be in our gay and
lesbian class, or in our co-ed class. But I like having the option.
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boyfriend (even though I really didn’t) and he is the only one I want to kiss me.” But he didn’t get
it.

“But I want to kiss you, you're my friend” he said. “Friends don’t kiss” I replied. After realizing
he was not going to persuade me using his voice he decided to try it out with his hands. He
grabbed me as if he was going to lay a romantic, Fabioesque kiss on me. I told him “No!” over
and over again. (This is what I had to say in response to an unwanted pass.) But he ignored me.
People walking by ignored me. Why? What made these people think it was OK for him to be
doing this to me? It wasn’t friends playing around, it was serious. He seriously wanted to kiss me
and [ was seriously rejecting him. But it obviously wasn’t working. The thought of kicking him
stayed in my mind the entire time. But I refused to hurt him for two reasons. One: he had been
hurt so seriously before I didn’t want to add onto that. Two: I was afraid that I would get into
trouble for acting violent and he would get off scot free. The only defense I could use was my
voice and that was clearly not enough.

I finally broke free and walked away from him as he yelled “I’ll see you tomorrow”. What a
wanker!! I was feeling pretty shaken up and found it impossible to learn how to graph a line using
the quadratic formula in an equation with two variables. Math was not something I wanted at that -
time. '

It wasn’t until 2 hours later that I had the chance to talk to a friend about what happened. But
even when I did, I didn’t feel any better. All she said was “What a jerk!” Tell me something I
don’t already know!

When I got home that night I told my mom what happened. Her response was much more
comforting than my friend’s. She asked me if I wanted her to call the school. I said no because I -
didn’t want him to get into trouble. I would just stop talking to him. And I did. I ignored him and
sometimes would just say I was busy. I eventually decided to tell him that I didn’t appreciate how -
he acted and that if something like that ever happened again I would report it. But my dad acted
quicker then I could. The director of the P.E. department pulled me aside one morning and told
me my father had called and told him what happened. He sat me down in an office with a female
teacher because he thought it’d be easier to tell her the story. I just kept saying that I didn’t want
him to get into trouble and that this whole thing was pointless.

Finally I told her Freddy’s name and explained all the details. She told me that he has pulled the
same kind of thing on other girls as well. And my incident was the final one to get him removed
from the campus. He was also told not to go within 40 feet of me again. It was a nice idea but he
didn’t give up. Some days he would enter the weight room, pretend to be in the class and slowly
make his way closer to me. When he did this I left and my instructor would kindly tell him he
couldn’t use the facilities at that time. He eventually stopped showing up. I never saw him again.

O,
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A: Mm-hmm. A lot of times in self-defense classes these myths come up and the instructor is able to
I recall being 11 or 12 years-old and telling my mom that I was against violence. [ also told her clarify them, but for women who don’t take a self-defense what are some other ways that we can
that if [ were ever to be attacked by someone I wouldn’t fight back so [ would not hurt the other i
person. I am proud to say that has all changed. Since that day when Freddy forced himself on me
I learned that if a person wants something from me that I don’t want to give, I don’t have to do it.
Other people’s needs are not the priority. I AM A WOMAN! And no one can take advantage of
that!

N: I mean, I do. I just think that we need to keep speaking the truth as we know it and telling success

_ stories. I loved when the book Her Wits About Her® came out because I thought that was such a
revolutionary idea: to talk about real-life experiences, especially success stories. And from when that book
came out—even before that—we’d already sort of figured this out on our own, but I think that the teaching
methodology of using success stories to counter what we hear on TV and read in the papers is great. We
only hear about women'’s failures, and, you know, male’s freedom to carry out whatever kind of violence it
is that they intend to do. We're inundated with that, so anything that any individuals can do to spread
success stories and talk about the truth rather then the myths is h

A: What do you consider to be a successful self-defense story?

N: Well, only the person who’s in the experience can define it. And that’s the key factor. It would be story
to story. I mean, I’ve told stories in my class—particularly when we cover the weapons, in terms of dealing
with the armed attackers part of my course—where I really rely on success stories to communicate the
basic principles of choosing to resist against an armed attacker. And you know, some of the stories that I
tell are brutal stories of horrible things that have happened to women. One story that I tell, which is a true
story that a woman told me years ago from taking my class, is that she wags abducted and taken out to the
desert by a rapist. And when he got there he began to try to rape her, but he was sexually dysfunctional so
he forced her to felicitate him, and that’s when her moment to resist appeared in her mind. She seized that
moment, she bit hard, and he went into deep shock and fell down. She was able to reach into his pants
pocket and get his keys out of his pocket and drive herself away. So was she violated? Of course she was.
And was she traumatized? Indeed. She defines that as a total success story, and so do I. So, that’s an
example of how we have to let that defining be for the survivor of the experiences.

A: Yeah. I think that with that story too, it becomes apparent that it brally hard on the [self-
defense] teachers to be hearing all of these stories, and to be confronted on a regular basis with the

violence that has been going on against women. What has been inspiring to you personally that has
kept you teaching for all these years.

2 Editor’s note: Her Wits About Her: Self-Defense Success Stories by Women. Edited by Denise Caignon
and Gail Grove. Published by HarperCollins 1987.




own informal rescarchers because this was before Pauline Bart’s book came out'-- and there really wasn't
any systematic data to rely on that showed that self-defense worked. Except that we knew it worked
because we would hear success stories, and we started to just—basically what we teach women today, trust
our instincts that the stories we were hearing were following a pattern. That assertive, immediate, forceful
responses worked the best, and pleading and begging, and those kinds of responses didn’t seem to work so
well; which was counter what we were being told at the time. The advice that police were giving women at
that time was more towards these pleading, begging, ‘try to humanize the situation’ and nothing we were
hearing bore out that that worked.

So the main source of this research was just talking to women survivors. And then there was a lot of work
done by, a little bit by me, but.more by the generation of women a little bit up from me, who started
training in martial arts maybe 5 to 10 years before I did, who were very competent martial artists and they
had learned “self-defense”—what their teachers had called self-defense—in their schools. But they knew
that that kind of self-defense wasn’t really relevant to women’s needs. So they had already begun the
process of figuring out how to take physical movements that could be relatively easily learned out of the
martial arts and to teach them to people who weren’t going to study over a long period of time; and then
combine that with information about assertiveness, and using the voice, and basic [information on] what are
your human rights regarding controlling your body. So some of that work had been done a little bit earlier
and some of it was being created when I started teaching.

A: You mentioned that when you began teaching self-defense the police were still telling women that
they should try begging and pleading to get out of a situation, and I think that there’s a lot of that
misinformation s#!! going on today after decades of feminist research which shows that is not a safe
strategy for ending assault. Another one of the myths that I find to be very common is the one that

says most assaults are perpetrated by a ‘stranger in the bushes’, but as we know, the reality is that
most assaults against women are committed by a person who the woman knows. Why do you think
that there is so much misinformation about violence against women out there? Why does it persist?

N: Well, the media contributes to it to a great extent in terms of our information—we call it information—
it’s really just stories about violence that come from what we read in the newspaper, and see on TV. There
are these stories that are considered newsworthy, but they are such a narrow part of the spectrum of stories
that we experience regarding violence. I don’t know if that is the major part of the part of the problem, but
that certainly contributes to the lack of understanding that people have. And the other factor is just that—I
mean Pauline Bart learned this in her study— it is harder for us to defend ourselves against someone that
we know then someone that we don’t know. Why? For two reasons: One because we don’t understand
what’s happening until later; it takes longer for our mind to process this. And two, we’re ambivalent about
stopping someone because we have a complicated relationship with that person. We might like them and
hate them, or love them and hate them both at the same time. I think that that same psychology operates on
a societal level in terms of why we can’t bear to think about the danger being from people that we know.
So, we continue to have an ostrich approach where the head is in the sand of saying that ‘I’'m going to be
attacked by somebody different from me’. I mean, it’s the safety bubble mentality that we have because
there is so much violence around us all the time that we have to focus on something that separates us from
it. And it’s easier to fear and dislike people who are different then we are.

! Editor’s note: Pauline Bart is the author of the groundbreaking book Stopping Rape: Successful Survival
Strategies published by Pergamon Press in 1985.
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For the last women’s self defense zine I wrote a story about traveling in Germany and being
attacked by two men who tried to rape and strangle me. I escaped and hitched a ride to a police
station where a report was filed and I drew pictures of the men. Since then [ have been asked to
testify in court against them and the legal process has begun.

I have very strong feelings against the prison system, the injustice towards poor people and
people who are not white. [ don’t see prisons, as they are today, as working to solve or heal
people who are hurt and damaged by our society. However, I also have no alternative solution to
suggest for two men who have murdered a woman, and raped several more. Men who have been
through the system several times and each time out continue to attack. If I can help prevent one

. rape, one murder, by these two men spending their lives in jail, then so be it. This is for that poor

woman who has no voice, six feet under ground.

[ was telephoned a few months after returning to the states and was told that one of the men ha
been caught in a bank robbery; he still had my credit card in his wallet (which he had stolen), and
when questioned about it he admitted the charges I had filed against him. A federal agent was in
charge of the case now; because it was international, and I was asked to send a copy of my
written diary of the events. So I did, and was told that I may be asked to testify in court later; that
they would fly me overseas. [ heard nothing for about a year and a half; until a couple weeks ago.
I had moved from New Orleans so I was contacted by a new agent; a woman who worked with
the FBI in Pittsburgh. She worked in the violent crimes division; dealing primarily with children
who were victims of rape and attempted murder and women suffering from domestic violence.
She talked of some cases; of a six year old being raped, beaten, left for dead, who was able to
reconstruct a picture of his face with the help of a character sketch artist. It made me feel sick.
How many men- not that only men abuse but because the most violent cases are mostly by them-
get away with this kind of violence and are never caught? Talking to her she was very reassuring,
supportive and not like the local German police had been; who had improperly asked if I"d been
partying with these men, or made the whole thing up.

I was asked to meet with two German officials, one man one woman, the FBI worker, and a
female German translator, to recount the events and to look at a lineup video and distinguish the
assailants. I was afraid, but persevered. The system in Germany is much different than in the
states; no death penalty, and the victim’s character is not admonished in court. There can be no
questions of your sexual history, or accusations of your personality or intentions. And prison
situations are said to be not as severely brutal as in many of the American prisons. 1 met with the |
group and they showed a video; one by one a face would appear, then the profile, then the person |
would walk back and forth and you would see the whole body. After each I would have to
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answer yes or no. I saw four faces before I was struck with the pasty, white, bitter face of one of -
the attackers and instantly my whole body shuttered in disgust, every muscle tensed and [ felt a
wave of nausea. I voiced by yes and we saw a second video. A few of the men seemed they
could have been the second man, some I knew for certain weren’t, but [ couldn’t give an absolute
yes; I couldn’t remember. I hadn’t seen him speak, I interacted more with the first man and so I

told them so. Recounting the scenario wasn’t so difficult, T was able to do so without breaking
down emotionally, occasionally it was frustrating when something was communicated with
difficulty and we had to run through it again to make sure it was right. The German officials
hand wrote the entire testimony and we went through it again and then I signed each of the dozen
pages. After it was over, I rode my bike home- my house is an eerie 8 minutes away from the
new Pittsburgh FBI building, and went on with my d

I was asked to testify in Germany against them in court, all expenses paid, and I can bring a
family member. There is no trial date yet, but I expect it to be soon. I'm going to do it and finish
this process. The FBI has told me that any and all counseling I need or want is available free of
charge with someone experienced in trauma of this sort. I don’t feel that I need it now; and they
said even in a few years from now [ am welcome to use the service. In the last couple years I
have had nightmares, fear sleeping in a house where a door is unlocked, fear of people touching
my neck, and sometimes my neck feels constricted and I feel like I can’t breathe.

Since meeting with these people, some of the tension is gone, some of the fear is gone, and_ hope
has been established in me that we can change things. Teaching each other self- defense is one
way, giving each other active support through projects like this amazing z_ine is a.nother. This
situation has given me faith that sometimes we can really succeed in holding attackers
accountable for their actions beyond just our defensive actions. When I am cat-called on the
street T cat-call back. When drunken men have grabbed my ass on a crowded street I have
punched back. Now, after being assaulted, I am making them accountable not ju.st to me, but to
their friends and family if they have them, and to their society at large. I don’t belle\(e in violence
as a response for a non-violent action, nor do I believe that a violent action necessarily deserve; a
violent solution. I would not wish death on these men, but I do want them to have no opportumty
to act again. Now they won'’t be able to attack any more women. In this case, their imprisonment
ans much more to me than beating the crap out of them ever could.

Meredith is a self-defense instructor who gives classes at the Women’s Resource Center located

at 121 N. Highland Avenue Pittsburgh, Pa. She is a columnist for Slug and Lettuce, the author of
Crude Noise, and the editor of MINE: An Anthology of Women’s Choices zine. See call for
submissions on page * ©2.

Interview with Kyoshi Nancy Lanoue

Kyoshi Nancy Lanoue is the founder and one of the executive directors of Thousand Waves Martial Arts
and Self-Defense Center, NFP in Chicago, Illinois. She has been studying martial arts since 1977 and
holds the rank of 5" degree black belt in Seido Karate and 2™ degree black belt in Kajukenbo. She has
been active in the women'’s self-defense movement since she began her martial arts study, and in 1979, she
started a self-defense organization called SAFE, which conducted hundreds of workshops. Thousand
Waves first opened in 1985 under the name the “Women's Gym" and in addition to offering a safe place
Jfor women to work out, the gym served as a dojo where Kyoshi Nancy taught Seido karate. Almost 20 years
later, Kyoshi Nancy continues to teach both karate and self-defense at Thousand Waves. The Center offers
ongoing instruction in Seido and Kajukenbo, as well as short-term self defense classes. I can't say enough
good things about Kyoshi Nancy and Thousand Waves. I had the good fortune of studying Seido Karate
there for one year (I wish it could have been longer, but I moved out of town!!), and it had a very positive
impact on my life. I had the pleasure of interviewing Kyoshi Nancy in her office at Thousand Waves on
May 15" 2002.

1 A: Whn did you start teaching women’s self-defense? And what led you to become a self-defense

N: 1 don’t remember exactly when I taught my first seminar, but I started training in self-defense, boxing,
and karate all at the same place, at the same time in 1977. At that time our school, which was a women’s
school called the Women’s Martial Arts Center, in New York city, was a very activist school and we did a
lot of demos, we did a lot of appearances at city hall, and at various places. We marched in “Take Back The
Night” marches, and we were very active in the anti-violence movement that was being conducted by
feminists at that time.

There was an urgent need for self-defense teachers because women were starting to talk about their
experiences with violence, and coming forward, and we were positing self-defense as a useful healing
mechanism for women who experienced violence. So, it was a time when there was a rush to create self-
defense teachers and I naturally fell into it because I had had some teaching experience. My father was a
teacher—he invented a form of survival swimming called “Drown Proofing”—and when I was a child I
assisted him. He died when I was 12, and I took over a lot of his students that had been studying with him.
So I had had some teaching experience in my childhood, and therefore it was easier for me to learn how to
communicate, especially movement-based things. So I became a self-defense teacher, the long answer to
your question, in a very short amount of time. I'd say within a year of beginning my own study I was
already conducting workshops, and assisting in classes, and virtually teaching classes

A: That’s amazing. I feel like women nowadays are lucky in a way because we have a whole p
of information and resources about women’s self-defense—but it sounds like in 1977 you and your
colleagues who were beginning to teach self-defense had to draw from scratch?

N: Absolutely. In terms of how it all happened, it began of course with listening to women’s stories, and
just accumulating data woman by woman of ‘“What happened to you? Where did it happen? How did it
happen? How were you approached? How were you targeted? What did you do?” And we started being our
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FREE LTICKS AT PHARMACY :
By f Ri@L

When I was 16 I used to work at a crappy place called C.V.S. which is a laree chain
convenience/pharmacy store on the east-coast. It was crappy because the bosses tr(:ated the
emplo_yees like total subhumans, and paid us very low wages. There was a group of boys who
came into the store frequently and while I would be “stocking and facing” (aocorporate term for
putting useless merchandise on the shelves) they would sexually harass r:e. There were 3 or 4 of
them and all’were quite young, I’d say in their early teens if that. They would follow me around
and say stupid shit about how they wanted me to suck their dicks etc.

Nothing oo creative, but

I 1 e whi -as working on the
ke working there even more hellish. One while [ was working

cash registe g i s of - gestures and noises richt in

z:. .o ¢ ade all kinds ot rude gestures ana i g

5 r they came Il ht up to me and m : . '

ot ’ everything that []]Cy had been dOlI‘!g up till that
< =

front of my boss. I walked away and told my boss - they had been doing op
oint. Unfortunately he was not 100 Supportive. He just asked me if [ knew them, ¢ Lsand
Ipdidﬁ’t he seemed disinterested. The harassers got away, but they had seen me teil the manag

about them so after that they stopped coming in. .

they came in enough to ma

A few da}{s later I was “stocking and facing”
merchandise when I felt a hand on .my bcutt

in an isle by myself. Twas bent over abx f useless
- Without thinking I turned around and kicked the

the perpetrators Jast day on the job and he was “

the fuck away from me. .. and :
th
that job again. ey did. In fact, a

ust tryipg to have a good time”. I told them to get
fter I kicked that guy no one ever harassed me on

How to Cope...Write a Letter
By Kim

I had a long, difficult ralk with my mom last night. Recently I was almost sexually assaulted by a
client when I was social work counselor. It scared me and hurt more deeply than it should
because [ had an assault back from when [ was 18 that I never recovered from and kept secret. |
was molested by my brother’s best friend J- and it was my first sexual experience. I didn't tell my
Jfamily because it would have made things really awkward with our families being so close. [ just
wanted to keep it my shitty secret. So when the recent assault happerned, I had to see a therapist
but I couldn't afford to pay her so my parents helped. I just explained to them I had "skeletons in
my closet” which of course my mom’s been prying to find out about. I probably used that phrase
so I could finally get them to get it out of me. It’s just that I've never talked to my parents about
emotional, sexual, or even biological issues...and that was the issue in the marathon call last
night. I called home to say I was lonely and unhappy despite saying last week I was done with
therapy and totally motivated to conquer the world. She said the fact that I'd kept the assault
secret deeply hurt her as a mother. She watched me grow-up not as happy as [ should have been,
and she watched me make choices in my personal life that didn't make sense ro her. She thought
that if I confided in her, she could have provided the support I needed. Unfortunarely, she said
these things in a way that just laid guilt on me. I need to finish healing from a series of assaults
and harassment and now I have to feel guilty that [ didn't include my mom in the healing
process!? I can’t apologize for my perception of our relationship seven years ago. blah. arg. It
hurts. It sucks. Does this shit ever go away? ‘

The conclusion of the call was actually positive because I finally told my mother who the
assailant was and she made me promise to finish the letter I'd been drafting for months to J- and
get the incident out of my head and into his lap where it belongs. I sent it the next day and he
wrote back pretty quickly. Although he doesn’t seem to understand the larger picture, I know
he’s having an internal struggle so maybe if he surrounds himself with good support networks, he
can become a healthy person. Mailing the letter was not the conclusion for my struggle with the -
first sexual assault because I have to go through my family’s struggle with the issue too. Now
that they’ve survived the initial shock of the incident, things are almost back to normal. I don’t
think about J- every day and I don’t feel like a walking skeleton closet, a victim, or a head of
emotional baggage. Maybe my letter will inspire you to close some unfortunate chapter of your
life. Or maybe it will help you feel like you’re NOT the only one who was touched, molested,
abused and betrayed by someone you trusted. Be strong.

Some advice about writing a letter:

e Dredge-up the horrific details to give the assailant a realistic idea of what you went
through. This will force the perpetrator to recall the real set of events instead of whatever
version keeps them sleeping soundly at night. You will read in the following letters how
my assailant was in denial about what really happened.

e Be specific about what you want and in what format. In my case, I wanted an apology
for myself and my family. Other women have wanted specific actions from the person
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like making a community aware of their history as an abuser/assailant, banning them
from some locations, requesting that they read certain books to raise their awareness
about how assault affects survivors, or keeping a journal of how they are trying to
improve. If you want the perpetrator to get counseling or support for their issues, then
tell them to seek that support outside of your network. This way the perpetrator will need
to create their own support network. You should never take on the role of counselor as
you have given them enough of your mental energy already, and they need to work out
their own shit. '

e Be aware of what you might receive back: nothing, an unsatisfying letter, a disturbing
call, etc.

e Try not to do this alone. In my case, [ did not need help writing the letter, but it took
encouragement to send it and I continue to seek help talking through the anti-climatic

]
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September 22, 2002
I-
I'm writing to ask for an apology for something you did to me about six years ago. I’ve already

- forgiven you so it shouldn’t be too hard. I'm going to tell you what I believe has happened to me

since you did it. And hopefully you will understand some things about consequence, power and
sexuality- and especially you’ll just feel total remorse for what you did to me. I think you already
know and I think you’ve been making it up to me for a long time- but without acknowledging it
to me or yourself- that is the only way for a true apology or closure on my part.
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better. An.waayg,wwkhat’l’ve been trying to get a.t this entire time was that just thls’passtllgrggfgzz
to the [Women'’s bookstore] and there, on the zine stand, I saw a copy of Wg{rle‘r} s Se De :
i d when I got home read the entire thing. It was
know that there are people out there that care

for such a wonderful cause. Thank you for that.
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Stories and Strategies of Survival. I picked it up an
nice to know that I wasn’t by myself and also to
enough about this to create such a wonderful zine
It means a lot and thank you for listening.

~ Greta

P.S. I think it is noble of you t
have experienced and/or felt.

o take on such an endeavor and to listen to what a lot of women
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S1ompP 1o FoOT
SCRADPE YOUR HEEL.
DOWN FRom THE
ENEE ONTO THE
TOP gf THE FOOT
WITH A STRONG
STOMP, EITHER FROM BEHIND/ iIN
FRONT/THE SIDE.

SToMP TO KNEE: RRING THE KNEE
UP AND THEN

DRWE THE FCOT
QUT, HITTING THE:
KneEe WitH
YOUK HeegtL -
THIS CAN BE
DONE FROM
THE SI0E,
¥ or STRIKE AT PRIMARY TARGETS WHEN
CaoM 1N OU'RE ONTHE GROUND POKE

b
FRONT, KINEE. 1dTO ?3\ ayES
OR.EveN STOMPTO GROUN

FLOM BEWIND.

o

ALSO: BRINGING UOUR KNeE UP WL HELP
KEEP SOMEDNE OFF You .

A FEL) WELL-LANDED STRIKES WILL SURPRISE THE ATACKER & HORT, AND
OL CAN LEG [T AND GET TO SAFETY .
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I am writing to you during the calm-after the storm. My story is rooted in the unfortunate and :
anger-working situation of sexual harassment in the work-place.

All of my life (and I am only 18 years old), my encounters with men have not always been the
most healthy experiences. At the age of 9 I was sexually molested by my 16 year-old neighbor.
That was an event in my life that I kept buried in the back of my brain until only a few months
ago. As I hit my teen years I didn’t date a lot. And being a bi-sexual teen in a small town is not
the simplest thing to express to your peers. Well, I ended up having a series of not-so-good
relationships. Now, I do not want to give off the impression that I was weak/defenseless and
overly self-conscious. I am a strong, independent gurl. Always have been, always will. I was just
confused and couldn’t understand why I had such god-awful luck. [ guess I figured back then that
the more that [ fooled around with guys the more it would make me forget about my past and also
make me only like men. Well, in the long run all of that ended up hurting me more. Especially
since [ did a lot of the same things they did. In specific, drugs. Everything came to a point in my
life where I was sick of everything. Especially with my treatment. I have always grown up
believing I was feminist- growing up with 3 incredibly strong women in my life. But I was
absolutely sick with the thought that I had allowed myself to put up with it as long as [ did. So my
senior year of high school arrived bringing me a new sense of myself and what to do with, well,
me. So in the fall of 2001 [ moved to go to art school. And I just seemed to carry my old bad luck
with me whenever I walked down the street. [ sill do. But, shitty as it is, it seems to have become
a part of our beautiful American culture (said in a tone of sarcasm). Things completely got to be
too much for me when I started my job. I didn’t start until about 4 weeks ago. I quit last week. I
was getting harassed by a group of about 7 men. I always wonder why I was picked to be the
target. I just don’t care anymore. Within a two week period I was asked if I was seeing anybody,
“Can I walk you home?”, things about the way I look, etc. All of it escalated into that they wanted
to have sex with me, I was a “whore”, and then one day everything was pushed far over the edge
when I was in the worker’s green room when one of my co-workers came up from behind me and
grabbed my thigh. I got away from him and found out that he had shut both him and me in the
room with another co-worker. I was able to get the door open and run out before they could catch
me. Needless to say I was hurt but above all, I was pissed off. I wanted to hurt someone back. I
was sick of being victimized. Luckily my roommate was home and 1 raged and released my
frustration, pain, and utter disgust to her. A couple days later I quit my job and reported all of the
men that were harassing me. Justice was served, but in how many other cases around the world
are women being objectified, raped, beaten, cat-called, looked up and down, denied right of
marriage to each other, denied abortion rights, having their clitoris mutilated, being told to"
“smile”, followed, threatened, and flat out treated like a door mat and nothing is done. To those
women who are out there that think that is just the way life is and always will be... NO! Stand up -
for yourself and don’t be ashamed of your dignity. I apologize for ranting, but I must admit I feel

I think I was 18 years old one sumimer night when I had friends over- including you, B-, N- and
whoever else. I was trying to be cool by having you guys over while my whole family was out of
town. We got high and drunk and at some point I went to bed thinking everyone could sort-out
sleeping arrangements themselves. I woke up when you knocked on my door asking for me. I
figured we were out of beds & couches so you could sleep on mine because it was huge. That’s
what I said, “you can sleep here if you want”. I wiggled to the far side of the bed and went back
to sleep. Pretty soon, you started to touch me. I'd always had a crush on all of [my brother’s]
friends- including you- so I figured it would be ok if we spoon. (But I didn’t say anything out
loud.) You continued to touch me and I was no longer comfortable. You kept trying to roll me
over to face you but [ kept resisting. You reached between my legs, groping my body and chest
and somehow reached your head around to kiss me. Next you got on top of me, straddled me, put
your hands under my back to pull off my pajamas. I mumbled “No’s” before but when you were
going to pull out your dick, I said it loud enough at this point to break through your drunk, stoned
haze. I pushed you off and then curled in the fetal position on the far side of the bed. You left
my room. In the morning, I think you’d already left before I got downstairs. I don’t think I saw
you for at least a year after that and the conversation was minimal. Several years later (one of the
winters [my brother] was in Africa), I came to Colorado for a work vacation, you helped me
enormously by letting me stay at your house, borrow your jeep to drive to Aspen then stay at your
house again to escape the horrible work vacation. You were very thoughtful and brotherly and I
interpreted that as your regret. I know you’re not a bad person, but you made a horrible mistake.

The morning after you molested me (after I finally got everyone to leave the house), I took a long
shower because I felt so disgusting. I called my two best friends for consolement and eventually
ran to one of their houses to cry. She had her own abuse story to compare so I was comforted that
she understood, but I was angry that it is such a common occurrence for young women.

You were my first sexual experience. If someone asks about “my first kiss” or “first __ 7, I
have to lie. I don’t know what to call what you did. An assault? Was I molested? It wasn’t date
rape because I wasn’t raped (luckily) but [ knew you very well and I trusted you. I was drunk and
I let you get in the bed, but you were also like my big brother. Since I didn’t know what it was, I
didn’t know what to do with it. I just tucked it away and never told anyone else. But it
reappeared to haunt me. A few guys I really trusted as friends couldn’t date me because I was
sexually repulsed. I couldn’t get close to them even though I wanted to and that made me
question my sexuality. Later I proved to myself that I was straight by hooking-up with guys |
didn’t know that well and who I felt superior to- intellectually, age or whatever. I did a lot of
other painful “growing-up” in college, but the fact remains, I haven’t had a successful
relationship of any length because I'm avoiding men having any power over me. I'm
un/consciously looking for it to fail or I put up barriers to prevent getting hurt. Your assault was
the first of many, but you hurt me the deepest because youn took advantage of my drunken
sleeping state, you took advantage of my crush, you took advantage of the fact that my brother
was gone, the house guests were asleep, and I had never been touched before.




I’m suffocating in a closet of skeletons and I needed to clear out this one. This conversation was
supposed to be in person, but when I was in Colorado, we hung out one night and it was awkward
to pull you aside. It has taken me forever to write this letter because this sucks J-, it really does.
It fucking kills me to think about it every day and relive it by writing it down. You can call me if
you want to reply, but I guarantee it will be weird because you’ll catch me off guard. It might be
casier to write your own letter because it’s only fair you get to put your thoughts together too. I
didn’t tell my family about the incident because I was ashamed and scared about what would
happen if our families found out. I thought that would be more stressful than burying the whole
incident. Obviously that wasn’t healthy and right now [ just want an apology. I want you to learn
something from this so you’ll move on and be healthy without a social stigma. I hope to hear

from you.

K.
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Qctober 2, 2002
K-

I’m so sorry for what happened that night, I’
all I'm sorry for taking advantage of all t

even happen.

m so sorry for how it has affected you, and most of
he positive innocent things that allowed such a think to

Big Mouth #1
By Redmoonsong

The first time happened when I was about 20 and wearing a sheer outfit. I got into an elevator and

a man stepped in with me and as we rode up, he said “Do you always wear see thru clothes?”

“When I feel like it,” I replied.

As I.ex1ted, he followed me to my car. I turned to him and said, “I’m gonna start counting, and by
the tlmeT I get to three, you better be moving away from here. ONE!!” 1 shouted at the tg’ of my
lungs. “TWO!!” He started to back away, looking confused. “THREE!!” He was at the Ff)ront o);
the car, so I unlocked the door, jumped in, closed and locked the door. He ran over and started

pounding on the glass. I drove off and started shaking all over and couldn’t stop ‘til I got home.

Big Mouth #2
By Redmoonsong

ISV\:jaj 5(1) years old and hitchhiking in a truck. The man was my age and we were talking amiabl
u¢ erly,. he rgached over and touched my breast. I looked at him and said in a normal t yf
vo_1ce,“ Did I give you any indication that I wanted you to do that?” He said “No, but : ”(j::dol
;jl[l{(j’L]I]):IED I GIVE YOU ANY INDICATION THAT I WANTED YOU TO D(,) TI'{AT Ccuz
OUT HERE DEPENDS ON ME GIVING VERY CLEAR SIGNALS!!!” (Said very

&




e Pr.actice yelling “NOOOOOO!” for a long time. See how it feels to yell for a whole
m.mute! At first it may feel like a very long time. See how it feels to yell for more then a
minute... for 3 or 4 minutes. This will be good practice in case you need to defend
yourself for an extended period of time.

- @ Practice yelling different words and phrases so you can get a feel for what ones you are
: comfortable using, and what ones come naturally. {See What should I yell?]
e Imagine yourself in different situations where you would have to yell to defend yourself.
Does your yell change if you are defending yourself:
against a stranger versus someorie you know?
?n a crowded area like a bar versus on an empty street at night?
in your home or the home of a friend?
Get to know your different yells.

What should I yell?

I’s up to you! In a dangerous situation the actual words you use are secondary in importance.
What really matters is the power of your voice. Having said this, there are some things to
consider when choosing what to yell as you practice.

f‘NO!” is always a good thing to yell in a dangerous situation for several reasons. The word “NO”
is little but it is powerful. It sends a very clear message. “NO” also carries legal ramifications.
Should you decide to take your assailant/rapist to court having said “NO” will help your case.

As stated above, it is not guaranteed that your yelling will bring a third pravrtykkio you1 a1d but you
. can increase the chances of intervention happening by making people feel directly involved. If
- you are assaulted in your home or in an area where you know people (friends, neighbors etc.) you

.. can call out to those people by name. Using someone’s name makes that person more likely to -

_ come to your aid, and it may make the assailant more hesitant. If you are in an area where there
- are people around who you do not know you can still make them feel personally invested in your
situation by describing them and yelling specific commands such as, “You in the red shirt... Call
the cops NOW!”

Likewise, and possibly more productive, you can yell specific commands at the assailant such as,
“Take 5 steps back NOW1” “Get off of my bed NOW!” or “RUN!!” Many women have reported
that the assailant actually followed their commands. This is not surprising when you consider that
assailants are usually very nervous about the assault too. Yelling a command gives you a great
opportunity to change the power dynamic and take control of the situation. Also, the more
you yell a command the more likely the assailant is to follow it.

Remember..
i

&9

Thank you to Meredith Stern for input on this article.

Reading your letter has left me questioning what type of person I am, was and will be. It disgusts
me to think that I actually did something like that and have been allowing myself to forget about

it for so long.

I recall initially wanting to apologize to you about it, but didn’t probably because of how I déal
with things. I have serious communication problems, at least that is what most of my semi
significant others have told me. I think my communication problems stem more from my intense
and daily self-medication. When I say how I deal with things, I mean I put them away and forget
about them or allow myself to believe them different. So maybe I avoided a formal apology
because I thought you did not want to be reminded about it, or I did not want to remind myself
about it, probably a combination of the two.

Thinking about this has allowed me to revisit other bad things that have happened in my life and
question how have they affected or changed me. For example, when I was very young I was

-looking at pornographic magazines with a friend and his older brother, the brother then forced me

to such my friend’s dick. This of course was a terrible experience, but I really can’t say how it
has affected me, accept I never want to suck dick again. I unfortunately got my girlfriend in high
school pregnant, and as you know I do not have a child. This continues to affect me; I feel a
constant sense of guilt as I do with what I did to you. Ialso feel I have let my parents down since
they have talked to me many times with their concerns for abortion and their desire for me to
have children of my own someday. So this has made my relationship strange with them since I
always have the feeling “if they only know what I have done”. That event has also made my
relationships difficult because I never want to be in that situation again even thought I know I
would handle it different. 1 have never told anyone about any of these things, I just thought I
would tell you.

I have not had much success with relationships, but if I were to give you some advice this is what
it would be. There is one girl that I truly loved and still miss today; she was one of my best
friends for about two years before we started dating. Because we were good friends before we
started dating it allowed us to be ourselves around each other, and avoid the use of a fagade. This
made our relationship real and I hope I can feel like that again but it doesn’t seem possible,
everyone now seems more concerned about not being lonely than really being happy. So I feel
people rely heavily upon the fagade to avoid this loneliness. For example, the girl I was just
dating told me she was divorced after about a month of dating. Anyways what I’m trying to say
is I'm sorry you push away people that you trust and know because of what I did, because my
best relationship was with a true friend.

I can’t tell you why I did what [ did because I don’t know. I do know I could only read your
description of it once because it made me feel so awful. All I allowed myself to remember is that
I tried to hug and kiss you. I have admitted to myself for some time now that I have true
problems with drinking, sometimes it’s good sometimes it’s bad. I’m sure my problem will
continue to cause grief for those I care about and for myself. I don’t know when it will get better
or when it will get worse. I know it is very difficult to do something about it or even to talk to

someone about it.




I’m sure things will get better for you, you're too cute and smart for them not to. I guess the only
thing good about forgetting about bad things is it allows you to focus on the good things. If you
even want to talk you can call me at xxx or email me at xxx.

Take care,
J
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December 6, 2002
J-
Thank you for writing back to me so promptly- I am not so efficient.

I was not completely relieved to read your letter because I don’t think you “got it”. Your
apology was sincere, but I’'m not the person to receive your purge of emotional problems. I
definitely was not soliciting relationship advice nor compliments on my looks & intelligence. [
was describing an abuse of power and trust, which now I know happened to you also. Luckily I
worked through my sexual identity issues but you haven’t gotten over your homophobia and other
hang-ups. Iam not going to help you, and I hope you surround yourself with people who will. I
am writing briefly just to let you know that you do need to make a formal apology to my brother
and parents for what you did to me and how you’ve been lying to them. I wanted you to come up
with this course of action yourself in order to redeem yourself in their eyes and relieve my stress
holding this from them so long, but you haven’t so here’s my request for it.

[ have been collaborating with a woman named Ariel who edits the (mini-magazine) The
Women’s Self Defense Zine. A large portion of the zine is articles by women who were strong
defending themselves from attacks. We co-wrote a piece on how partners, friends, and family
can help victims of sexual assault. A course of action for assault victims can be to address the
perpetrator for closure and reparation. The method I devised with some help was to write you a
letter. Ariel was inspired by my decision and requested I submit the letter anonymously. I will
get you the zine when it is published and I hope you will have found some assistance with your
issues before I see you at my brother’s wedding.

Best,
K

GOO00000000000!

Place your hands on your lower belly and continue breathing deeply in and out. Keep
your shoulders still... if they are rising and falling with your breath that means you are
still breathing into your chest. You want to be breathing into your belly because when
you start yelling this will help protect your throat from becoming sore. You know you are
breathing deeply when your hands rise and fall with each breath but your shoulders are

still.

Lilke Lhanal

net Like thia ...

Now, as you exhale let out a sound. Any sound will do, but vowels work best. Start with
“000000000" letting the sound grow louder as you exhale.

Use your diaphragm muscle to push all of your breath out. When you think that yog’ve
gotten all of your breath out push more out by contracting your stomach and continue
with your sound until your breath cuts off and you need to inhale again.

Once you’ve pushed all the air out let your belly expand again to pull air in deep. It is
normal to feel the muscles in your belly ach a little because they are being used in a new
way. It’s like any other exercise... it takes getting used to, and your diaphragm muscle
will grow stronger the more you use it.

Remember: Yelling is a lower, more “bass” sound then screaming. It may take you
several tries to get a low, gutsy sound. It can help to remind yourself that a yell comes
from your belly and not from your throat.

Let yourself make louder and louder sounds with each exhale until you are yelling loud
and long! Now you’ve got the feel for yellmg'” o

Practicing your yell:

e Practice yelling “NOOOOOOOO0O00!” loud and long. '

e Practice velling “NO” over and over again. See how it feels to yell “NO” 5 times in a
row... ten times... more.

e If you are practicing with a partner you can take turns yelling “NO” at eact{ other'. Eac‘h
time your partner yells “NO” take one step back. Have your partner keep doing this until

you have backed up against tl h rol
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yell you are breaking the attacker’s “script” and taking the power and control back into your own
hands. In addition to being an unexpected deviation from the plan, the sheer volume and power of
your yell will startle the assailant.

What else can velling do if [ am in a dangerous situation?

Yelling may make other people in the area aware of what is going on. There is always the
possibility that someone may hear you yelling and come to your aid either by direct intervention
or by calling the police. While it would be great for this to happen we should noi count on it.

. People are usually more concerned with their own safety then the safety of others. However,

- yelling will definitely bring attention to your situation and this is not what the assailant wants.
* Your yell is like 2 bright light shining on the assailant, and it will cause him or her to become
very uncomfortable about carrying out the (rest of the) assauli.

Ready...!

Especially if you’ve never yelled before... give it a go! Yelling can actually be fun! It is a
wonderful and empowering experience to practice yelling with a group of people; in a self-defense
class. This will give you a chance to hear how strong and unique everyone’s voice is. But, if there
are no self-defense classes in your area don’t let that deter you. You could always get a group of
your'flfiends together to practice yelling... or even do it by yourself. Practicing yelling, like
practicing any other self-defense technique (or anything else!), is very important. You don’t want
to wait till you’re in a dangerous situation to try out your yell. Practice it now so you can get
comfortable using your voice in this new way.

Warming up for your yell:

e Find a safe place away from others where you won’t be disturbed, or just let folks around
you know that you are going to be making a lot of noise.

¢  Once you’re’ in your space s_tand up and start breathing deeply in and out through your
mouth. Ygu I feel the air fl.llmg up your lungs. When your lungs expand your diaphragm
muscle w1l! pull down making more room for your lungs. Your belly will fill with air and
then your ribcage will rise.

® You want to breath deeply, bringing the air into the bottom of your lungs. Don’t breath

Into your chest but deeper into your belly—your power. This will make your yell louder
stronger, and longer. ’

Dear friends and partners:
(By Kim and Ariel)

It can be challenging to give support to a survivor of violence. A lot of times friends may not
know "how to act" or “what to say" and unfortunately just end up avoiding the subject all
together. That is mostly what happened in our cases, and it made Ariel feel really isolated,
like she was stuck all alone with this horrible experience. And it made Kim feel like she was
partly to blame for the incident and irrational for being scared and sad. This kind of isolation
is an experience that other types of survivors feel. For instance, some cancer patients stop
hearing from friends who feel helpless and scared of death issues.

Ariel: For a long time, I felt like I didn't have anyone to talk with, or any constructive ways to
deal with all of the anger and fear that I felt after the assault. I actually ended up cutting
myself; something I had never done before. I believe I resorted to this because I felt so
isolated, angry, frustrated, and scared from the whole assault and the lack of support, and
needed some way to “release” those emotions.

Kim: I didn’t actually tell anyone about my first assault so I denied myself support. Much
later, after an attempted sexual assault, friends and lovers did not know how to help so I
choose to see a therapist.

If you are in a position to support a survivor of violence, there is no one-way to act...just be
yourself. As a supporter, you don't have to make them “feel better”, just be a friend. The
healing process is not going to fit some after-school special "3-phase” model. Healing
processes are as unique as the person because the event comes in context with a unique set of
life experiences.

The following are some actions we wish people had done (or not done!) to be supportive in
the early stages of our healing processes after the assaults, and some of them are things that
friends did do that really helped. We are talking about our own personal experiences and
needs, and we’re not implying that every survivor will want the same things we did.
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Provide a safe space. [ wanted there to be time for me to talk about the assault in a place
where I felt safe, unrushed, and undistracted.

When I talk about the assault, believe me.

Let me express the full range of my emotions about the assault: rage. sadness, fear etc.
Let me be angry and you can be angry with me.

Let me use the terms that I feel are most appropriate when describing the assault.
For example, let me use the word “rape” to describe the severity of an assault even if
there wasn’t “vaginal penetration”.

Let me define what about the assault was most hurtful; Do not assume that one
aspect of the assault was ''worse'" then another. This includes not saying stuff like
"That's horrible!" when I talk about what specifically happened. What you may think was
horrible may not have been a big deal to me. Or something that you didn't think was "that
bad" could have been what hurt me most. Let me decide that.

Don’t "down play" the assault. For example, I overheard one friend who I'd confided in
saying "He messed with her pretty bad". I was not "messed with" I was assaulted! Let me
define what happened in my own terms. Let me name the behavior.

Be patient. Don’t ask me to provide details I don't feel comfortable/ready to talk about.
Place blame where it belongs: on the assailant. Don't ask me questions like "Why were
you there/in that situation?" or "Were you drinking?" or "Didn't you know that was
dangerous?” These types of questions imply that I was somehow responsible for the
assault. And besides, why I was where I was is not the issue. Negate my feelings of
guilt- that I had any responsibility for the situation happening.

Don’t dwell on my feelings of fear, but be considerate of situations that would be scary-
walking home through a dark neighborhood at night, getting into a dark house at night,
going back to the place where the assault occurred for any reason. Offer to accompany
me just because I’d like the company, not because you’re protecting me.

Focus on the positive. Help me to realize all that I did to keep myself safe, sane, anq
together in the situation, and all that I did to get away/end the assault instead of focusing
on what the assailant did to me.

Let me know I’ve got your steady, active support. If you’re up for being a support

person make it clear that I can come to you again in the future for support. Follow this up

by creating a safe space where I can bring up the issue if I want to. For example, gparty
or show is probably not a “safe space”. Instead, we could make plans to go to a quiet

café.

Allow me to take the time I need to heal-- don’t rush me. Healing comes in cycles and

I may feel just fine for a while and then feel not so good again later. Allow me that
flexibility, and don't think I should be "over it already".
Allow me to be alone if I need it.

Let me talk about my dreams. I've found that even years later I'll have dreams about the

assault which leave me with intense/painful emotions, and it really helps if I can talk it
over with someone. As a supporter, you could talk about how the survivor could

Loud and Clear: Have you yelled recently?
By Ariel

‘80% of women who yell and run from their assailants escape the assault.”

. class.

Yelling is a basic, easy to use, and very effective self-defense technique. A loud powerful yell caﬁ ”
do many things to help overcome a threatening situation. This section is designed to give a basic

- understanding of yelling and help you become comfortable using your yell. Personally, I think

that- the best way to get comfortable using your vell is to take a self-defense class. In a class
setting <you’ll be able to hear how unique and strong each person’s voice is, and also get tips on
improving the strength of you own yell. So, this section is not meant to substitute for taking a

Is yelling like screaming? -

Nope, yelling is different from screaming. A scream comes from your throat. It is high pitched
and unsustainable. A scream is what you might hear in an Alfred Hitchcock movie. It can easily
be interpreted as a fearful, helpless sound, and it can also hurt your throat if you scream for a long

time. A yell is a world of difference.

So what is a yell?

A yell is a low, loud, powerful sound that comes from your belly. Because it comes from your gut
it won’t hurt your throat like a scream can so you can vell for a looooooong time if you need to. A
yell communicates power and authority. A yell says, “Don’t mess with me!” or “Stop messing
with me!” It is a powerful and effective self-defense technique.

What can yelling do for me?

If we find ourselves in a dangerous situation yelling can help us regain control of that situation.
Sometimes fear can cause people to “freeze up” and yelling breaks that freeze. It keeps us
breathing, thinking, and focused on getting ourselves to safety. Yelling also releases adrenaline -
into our blood stream which will help us to react quickly and powerfully. Defenders have
reported being able to accomplish amazing feats with the help of adrenaline. Yelling will also
help us transform our fear into power which we can use to strengthen all of our other self-defense
techniques. For example, a defensive strike to our assailant’s knee, throat, or eyes will be stronger
and more effective if we back it up with a powerful yell.

What will yelling do to an assailant?

.Assailants look for “easy victims”, not someone who they think can powerfully resist. A yell tells

an assailant that you are NOT an “easy victim”. When we yell we let the assailant know that .
we have a strong spirit, that we have chosen to resist with all of our might, and that we will "
succeed. In many cases the clear message that your strong yell sends will be enough to end the -
assault, '
Assailants attack people because they want to gain a feeling of power and control over another
person. Most assailants have thought about how they want the attack to go. They have it planned:

out in their head. This plan is like a “script” which the assailant expects you to follow. When you
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overcome the situation in the dream. (Note to survivors: I’ve found it very empowering to
visualize myself being successful after dreams where I was in an unsafe situation.)
Work towards some resolvement. Focus on whatever will make me feel better. Offer
your support to create closure. There could be many ways to go about this: advice to quit
a job that is stressful and unsafe, intimidate a sexual harassment offender, take legal
" action, or write a letter to the offender.
Offer to help me find resources that will help me deal with the assault such as feminist
counseling, support groups, books, web sites or other informational resources, a self-
defense class etc. But please let me be the one to initiate what resources [ actually use.
(i.e. Don't tell me what I shouild do)
Offer your support if and when I want to confront the assailant, but don’t initiate
this! One friend wanted me to go to the spot of the assault the next day to see if we could
find the guy and confront him. Another friend wanted to do a "ceremony" in that spot. I
did not feel safe going back there that soon (5 years later I still don't want to go back
there!) and was not in any state of mind to do a confrontation/ceremony then.
Don’t confront the assailant without my permission!
Don’t talk to others about what I tell you without my permission. Please respect my
privacy unless you’re talking to a counselor about how my situation affected you, or in
order to get advice from them on how to be a supportive friend.

Partner(s)~

Let me be the one to initiate physical contact for a while.

Be very responsive to my nonverbal cues. If you feel me tense up or pull away, STOP
and let me figure out what I'm feeling/what I want.

Be patient. Being patient applies to so many situations and interactions. Ask for
clarification if you don’t understand my actions. Remember that you are the focus of
most of my thoughts and emotions and you are the most important support to me.

PFamily ~

Don’t be offended. I might give you a more delicate version of the story. I will be able
to tell you what happened depending on the type of support I think you will be able to
provide. I might lay the burden of truth on friends and partners because they usually
provide my emotional support.

Dig out your skeletons. Letting me know something like this happened to you or a
family member helps you relate, can bring the family closer, and destroys the isolation
that I, the survivor, feel when I think I'm the only one who’s been through this.

Spend time together. Even if we're not talking about the incident, just making family
connections reinforces the fact that 1 have a support network no matter what happens.
Establish a rapport. Talk about life issues from the start so that if something serious
happens, the survivor will already be comfortable to seek you for support

i




A Brief list of Resources for Survivors. . .to start. .

For People Struggling With Self Injury
Books:

meen Living with Self Injury by Jane Wegscheider Hyman
Bright Red Scream by Marilee Strong

Web sites: :
Self Injury, Abuse & Trauma Resource Directory
http://www.self—iniury—abuse—trauma-directory.info

http://www.selfinjury.freeserve.co.uk

For Male Survivors of Sexual Assault

http://www.utexas,edu/studenUcmhc/booklets/maleassault/menassauIt.html

See also the Resources section at the end of the zine.

why 2 POSTER ART

This year there was a whole string of assaults (more then 2 dozen) against women on the University of
Illinois Champaign-Urbana camps where I go to school. The assaults seemed to be perpetrated by the same
one or two offenders because they followed a similar pattern of a man with a gun, and they happened in one
area. The University responded by sending out emails and posting fliers that stated “DON'T BECOME A
VICTIM”. Yeah right... like it’s a choice! These bogus fliers announced “If you walk alone after dark, you
are at risk for becoming the latest victim in a string of attacks...” the fliers went on to tell women what they
should do like “NEVER walk alone after dark.” The fliers placed attention/blame on women for taking
“risks” while totally diverting blame from the perpetrator(s). I am sick of being told that I can’t walk by
myself, can’t go out at night, etc. That is bullshit. Why wasn’t responsibility being placed on the assailants?
I kept thinking that there should be some kind of response to these stupid fliers but never got my shit
together to do anything about them. Then one day I saw this poster up all over campus! It was designed by
my friend Molly. I love it because it places responsibility back onto the perpetrators, and encourages
women o fight back. Now ['m totally into poster art so... Send me your poster art for issue #3!

is Happen 1o




- occurred in our activist community were looked at together it was a very big problem. We
arranged a meeting with another activist group Tito that was heavily involved with and who had
.- voiced concerns about his behavior towards women as well. Two members from each of our
 groups came together along with me and another woman who wanted to confront Tito. When we
confronted him with each instance of inappropriate conduct and how it had damaged the trust that
activists had to have with one another to accomplish anything, he just stared at us blankly. He
was completely unresponsive. Eventually, exasperated, we asked him if the intervention had
changed his thinking about his behavior. He thought for a moment and said “not really.” We
asked him if ASU had laid out behavior guidelines before these incidents had happened would his
behavior have been-the same?  He thought for a while and sincerely said, “no, probably not.”
We called the meeting to a close and left very disappointed. All we could say was “at least we
gaveitashot™

Six months later, out of the blue I received an email from Tito. It was an apology for his behavior.
He said that he had taken this time to rethink a lot of things in his life and realized how much he
could have hurt all of those women with his behavior. I was surprised with the sincerity with
which he had written. He had even included a reflective poem that he had written about the two
incidents with women in ASU about how he wished to make up for the untrusting environment
his behavior created. And to top it off, he said that he had written an educational play about
sexual assault and police brutality that he was putting on with a theatre group he was part of to try
to help curb the damage he had done. He even asked my friend and I'to read it and give criticism
so that our perspectives would be included.

- I know not every instance of confronting a perpetrator is a success. This one happened to be a
- kind of a retroactive success. In a way, even if Tito hadn’t changed his ways, I know that because
confronting him was what I needed to do (and because I was able to do it in a safe way) even that
- would have provided some closure and given me the feeling that I did what I could to defend
: myself and my activist community.

Rebecca is the owner of the one woman wonder Vegan Desserts By Rebecca. Check out her
website at http:/fwww.vegan-desserts.com yum, yum, yum! Sce add rage. (03
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' By Lisa Garrett

[ wrote [this] in my journal twelve years ago. It was my perspective at 23 (as I indicated with the
date). I honor that as a really true place for me at the time. Yes, as you can see from the journal
entry, ['did blame myself to some extent. In reading it now, I sob with such compassion for
myself and anger for the society/family that taught me to think that way. So, the best I can say is
that as "inappropriate” as it is to think that way, it was true for me at the time and I think many
girls/womyn also unconsciously believe they are to blame. It was my attempt to name my truth
now, 12 years later in the follow-up entry, as a way to offer a continued piece of my process
ground the event. It feels important to me to honor all of me...my entire process as a survivor, not
Just the Amazon self who knows a more empowered truth now. For me, it was important to be

;; trrue’to’ both” vy{f_}ao Ikwﬁa’sj at E@?,Fi}ﬁ? angi who I'am now. I claim all of me.

June 23, 1990
Journal kept during travels in Europe
(I was 23 at the time and just graduated from college)

Day spent walking through Lucerne. Lesson: Don’t go in isolated areas alone.

I walked around the ancient walls that once fortressed the city and found a bell tower that I
wanted to climb up. It was here I encountered a man who molested me. No, I wasn’t physically
hurt, but emotionally I was accosted. (I don’t know the right words to use to describe what
happened exactly). Anyway I climbed up the clock tower to see how the time was kept. Old
folks two towers over said it was worth the steep climb up. As I approached the tower there was
a middle-aged man (“normal looking™) admiring the view. I stopped a ways back from him and
looked with my camera: bad picture, so I put it back in my pack. I read the map of the towers and
realized this one was the one with the clock at the top. As I entered, some tourists exited and I
hesitated a little about the emptiness of the staircase. But I kept going, determined not to be
paranoid.

Climbing the steps, I was scared mostly of the steepness and thought little of the one-way trap I
was walking into. To the top, not much of a view and certainly not much insight as to how the
time was kept. I studied the concrete block pendulum in the corner that ticked off notches on a
wheel. Ithink each notch was a second or so.

Suddenly, I felt trapped up there and wanted to return down, but was almost afraid of what might
be there. Too late. He was at the top of the stairs, so I tried to be calm and leave. He blocked the
stairway and said, “Are you happy?” I smiled slightly and muttered, “Yes”. Tried to get by but
he and his dick in his hand blocked the way. I wanted to slip past but was so afraid. He speaks !
more in broken English: “Will you make me happy? Help me, please, please, help me, please
help me.” I respond, “Let me down.” He responds right back leaning toward me, “Please help !
me :




I felt the glass water bottle in my right hand. My voice sounded pleading and terrified: “Let me
down?...” My head was racing: where the fuck can I go?? I am here trapped, ok now what?
Don’t run back he will really corner you and you can’t run down those steep stairs. He knows
you are scared, but he’s sorta scared too, uneasy about handling his dick and pleading too for
your “help”. Gripping my glass bottle tighter, I instinctively lifted it over my shoulder and
snarled my rage back: “I will push you down those stairs. Get the fuck out of my way.”

“Okay.” He descends and I follow lagging behind still holding the bottle over my shoulder
poised.

At the bottom of the stairs, he walks off quickly. I want to cuss him out. Stay calm, stop shaking,
it’s ok, bastard, bastard, bastard. Find a phone.

Found a public phone station but I have to wait for an available booth. I want to vomit and cry.
My entire body is shaking, really shaking!! I wanted to de-sex myself, make no man look at me.
Ugly-fy myself. I am surrounded by men as I wait. It was sickly ironic. I couldn’t stand or sit
next to even one of them. I had to keep my eye on the receptionist who was female. Make sure
she seems me and I see her. Make no eye contact with those men. Give them no opportunity to
Sex you again.

God,I am angry about this. Ifeel violated and helpless. And I felt guilty like I had set myself up
by noticing him and knowingly going into a one-way trap. It wasn’t a safe thing to do and I know

better, but I certainly did not ask for it!! Bastard. That’s the only word that fits.

July 1, 1990 (my 23 year-old reflections on being female)

It’s strange to be a woman. I want to be attractive to men and have them notice me but there’s

such a fine line between wanting them to notice verses wanting certain ones to act. I did want |

that guy to notice me outside the tower, but I definitely didn’t entice him or lead him on in any
way. There’s something intriguing about being admired, but I don’t feel being admired and being
accosted are at all related. He violated me emotionally and it’s those scares that will make me
less desirous of strange men’s admiration. My idealism really fights with me----there’s always

the possibility, it says, that I might meet someone really nice and interesting in remote places. |

Then there’s the practical side that remembers and keeps feeling the terror I felt in the tower,
trapped.

I am glad to know that I can be threatening when I am cornered. Ialways wondered because I am |

so peaceful of a person. I know I would have hit him with that bottle if I had to. I am going to

take a self-defense class this summer, no doubt!

e

~ our sleeping bags snugly together in a group. However, the morning of day nine I awoke to a -

_ group, Tito, on top of me. He didn’t grab me or hurt me, but his move was very deliberate and

of e ,k‘__Community Self-Defense
By Rebecca

For lack of a better term I'll call what happened self-defense infused with community-defense.
When I was a first year student at DePaul University I began to get very involved in social justice
activism. One of the groups that I was the most involved in was DePaul’s Activist Student Union
(ASU). The campaign that they were working on when I joined was a campaign in an attempt to
change the sweatshop conditions that the university’s merchandise (sweatshirts, hats, etc.) were
made under. I was thrilled to be part of this group and threw my energies into the biggest event
of the campaign: a “sleep-out” (as opposed to sit-in) in front of DePaul’s school of business and
administrative offices, right in the heart of downtown Chicago. For 10 days we advocated for the
Worker’s Rights Consortium (an independent sweatshop monitoring group that helps change
unfair working conditions) while the school’s administration decided whether or not to sign on.
For those days I was part of a core group of about twelve people who handed out flyers in the
morning, drummed and chanted in the evening and slept on the concrete at night. Most everyone
new each other well from school and when someone who wasn’t part of ASU showed up for the
night, they were usually friends with someone there. It was a very safe feeling environment.

By nighi eight the core grodf) had become very close friends and each night we would all crash in'

- heavy weight on top of me pinning me down. I opened my eyes a to find one of the men in the

* not an accidental shift during sleep. After 10 seconds of frantic thinking of how to get his body !
off of mine I pushed him off of me and ran into the business school making a b-line for the
bathroom. Inside I cried in one of the stalls. Something inside told me that Tito’s move was |
more than just an accident; it really shook me up. I pulled myself together by trying to assure
myself that it wasn’t a big deal and I would just go back out and tell him to stay away from me.
When I got back outside I saw.him wide-awake and chatting with some other campers. I marched
up to him and very loudly, clearly and firmly said “DON’T YOU EVER TRY ANYTHING LIKE
THAT AGAIN.” He gave no response and just stared at me like I was a space alien. I turned

away trembling, gathered my sleeping bag and left.

The next week, much to the group’s excitement, we found that because of our efforts the
University sided with us on worker’s rights issues. Even though I was thrilled, something was
still bothering me about the incident with Tito. It really shook the trust and comfort I had felt
around my friends in ASU. I mentioned all this to a female friend of mine and she confided in
me that Tito had groped her one of the nights at the sleep-out. The two of us decided that we
should bring this issue to the entire group and possibly do some type of an intervention with Tito.
I was initially worried that I would be seen as overly sensitive and silly for bringing such a little
thing up—but the group was very concerned to hear what had happened. As we talked, other
incidents came up where Tito had behaved inappropriately towards other women at activist
events. While the incident with me seemed small, when all of the collective incidents that had




March Against Domestic Violence:
Neighborhood Response by Survivors of Abuse and their Supporters }\{ Me

!

There are two support groups for women survivors of domestic abuse in the
community center where [ work. One group is for English speakers and the other is
for Spanish speakers. The groups meet weekly to talk and support one another as
well as to discuss healthy relationships and how to create an action plan to get
themselves and their chiidren out of the house and away from the abuser. One
activity which is always really powerful for all the members of the group is the T-
shirt project’?Each woman designs a T-shirt to express herself. Some choose
slogans like "No more violence in the home, no more violence in our community”
and others represent their own story through pictures and words.
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In October, the national month against Domestic Violence, the women organized a
neighborhood march. I had the opportunity to join the march the past couple years

and all we have all found it an emmpowering and powerful way to reclaim our voices.
We walked along major streets in the Rogers Park neighborhood of Chicago where
the participants worked and lived shouting slogans, holding bilingual signs and
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, Wwearing purple, the color of Domestic Violence awareness. We handed out
bilingual leaftets saying that we do not accept violence against women and
chiidren in our communities. We wore the T-shirts we designed. 1t was a great
opportunity to make a visible presence in the neighborhood. This was not a large-
scale protest down town, but a neighborhood-based action that spoke directly to
the community. We all returned to the center energized and shared more ideas and
strategies for awareness as we ate soup to warm us up after o
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December 25, 2002

I am 35 years old and still worth defending. [ have the right to go anywhere [ choose, wear
anything I choose and say anything I desire. However, rights and safety are two different things.
I am learning to discern safety and still speak out about the injustices in this misogynistic culture
as much as I can. How many girls, young womyn and womyn think they are to blame for their
perpetrator’s violations??? How many of us fantasize about being “swept off our feet” by a:
stranger in a remote location? Where do these fantasies come from? Take a look around
us....MTV, lyrics to songs, magazines, romance novels, billboards, commercials.....we are
saturated by this set up of our own demise. As a teacher and feminist I continue to notice and .
speak out when I see this set up in action and encourage my sisters to open their eyes and mouths,
- as well. Violation is never our fault. And, we are so worth defending.
Blessed Be.




-  He You s,
Crveet o\w\;smenJr
v} Sucks |

t o lell wiike

§ay\j opont (...

JOHNN TH%HCWANS’@,,.\/. DRets
MAM\ZY . P
Trr© {%&%ﬁ
%‘“gw o cped
ME&B‘N\% VIALS

CONTACT 8.

?E@:clo/rxl > ‘/ -
Po. Box 50217 =
-1, CHicAGo, 1L (0g80

(é_) \;?%» vy feaccion five @® YaLwo-Com
Bl

e

Send 2 in Wfl mai| fo- owr demo
(bi\ihjm\ \On\\"\’\ckl V\Q/Punk Lov~ the P?oFo{e l)

- tell me I am not alone.

Anyway, almost three months had passed. I thought I was losing my mind, my self-esteem was so
gone, and I was overwhelmed with childcare, housework, and isolation, as, surprise, surprise, C.
hated my hanging out with any friends. I had none for a while. One evening, while frantically
trying to make dinner Remi was unusually clingy, (but they get that way when they know you’re
stressed, and R and I had a really tight bond, as we nursed and he was constantly held by me, so
whatever energy I had going on, he was totally exposed to it, for better or for worse) and I lost it,
and started yelling, “What do you want?!” His little face twisted up in horror in response to my
shrieking. Silence. Long pregnant pause- then WAAAAAAGH! Great—now I felt really
miserable. I will never forget me hunkering down in the small space between the mattresses and |
the nightstand, frantically undoing his snowsuit, and just holding him, both of us crying, until we :
were both so exhausted. I wanted to die, but who’d raise Remi? The fact that I, who was
generally so free-spirited with such an irreverent sense of humor, was having frequent detailed
thoughts about my own death scared me. Plus I was tired all the time. I did a pregnancy test- it
confirmed what I knew instantly that night, but had tried to ignore. I knew exactly when the last
time I had sex was; I had less then a week to terminate. Later I would attempt to explain to C.
why I wanted to terminate the pregnancy and he’d just stare ahead. Silence. Granted, my reason
was that I didn’t want the marriage to continue, so why bring another human into this? I never
could call what happened that night what it was, rape, until winter of 2000, so I never did say to
him, YOU DID THIS until we were in counseling, negotiating the terms of our separation.

.I cameq the pregnancy to term, with a mixture of hatred for this Obstacle to MY Escape and an
Intense impatience to meet this person that I was incubating. I knew she was female- while I can’t
say why, I just felt it. La Rapina was dawn quickly, in the ninth month of éestation. Opal Raven ‘
was born on October 12 of 1998. She is intense, observant and profoundly keen at naming her
feelings. Quite the comedienne and sometimes overbearing, she forces me to reckon with

emotions that I have painstakingly buried. It has been a long and complex three years but I have
learned so much. She and I are determined that she make it to

port her wholeheartedly. I have healed muc,h through
g my story acknowledged, and hearing/reading truths that

i i 4

It is 2002. I am now 27. I'look in the mirror, and can honestly admire the ovarios on me. I know I
still don’t give myself all the credit I deserve, but it’s coming. I am one awesome strong woman.

' And wait “til you meet my kids. ..




. 7"to leave an abusive jerk, and second for mynzvtd‘\'/éﬁtiir'eéwi'n NYC and SF. My mother was never

' much help; she would chime in with a disheartened, “I don’t know why you did what you did,

. now how are you going to look in court?” She’d get angry at the fact that I refused to feel the

- shame that people were trying to force-feed me. To make a long gross story short I remember him

pinnino me to the bed while his foul alcohol-laden breath rushed over my face with each word:
“Why? Why don’t you want to? Because you’re thinking of him, aren’t you? No? Then prove it.”

- Then silence while he did his thing. I just wanted it over with, I knew he’d pass out soon after. I 5 =

hated how combative he was when drunk—I'd already experu,nced several fights with him, and

o just wasn’t up to it. He ejaculated (very quickly for him; he normally takes forever—the feeling
of power over must have been an intense turn-on) and as I had predicted, passed out immediately -
© after. I stayed up, crying, and hating him, hoping this stupid marriage would be over, wracking

" my brain with a way to get out and not end up poverty-stricken with no stability for myself or my

then nine-month old son. A somewhat bitter smirk is all I can muster when I think that I was ever -
actually afraid of his threats, that his silent treatments, and sulking ever affected me the way they
- did. But that’s the kind of treatment I had grown up with, so I was quite used to feeling guilt and

i fear in response to another’s anger over thelr own shortcommos

The “him” he referred to was a boy that I worked with, who’d developed a kind of “savior” crush
~on me. We were actually only friends, or confidants rather, as fiends return the kindness, and in

. retrospect I never did anything as thoughtful for him in return. But then again, he never demanded

it. Last year I wrote him a letter thanking him for the kindness he’d shown me. I bumped into him

- in line at the bank shortly after; as usual he was joking around with my children. I turned to see
who was making my daughter laugh so hard and there was his big boyish grin: “I got your letter.
Thank you. I'm glad you’re moving on.” Nothing physical had ever happened as we both were all
too aware of the fact that I was married, albeit quite unhappily. But in the winter he’d pick me up
for work. He drove my son and I to the doctor when we both had the flu and a wicked fever that
i had knocked me on my ass. He’d call to offer to pick up groceries for me whenever it was
freezing, and would get down on all fours and play with Remi while I put them away or caught up
on housework—something Remi’s “dad” never did due to the fact that he was grappling with his
own demons, or too affected by his attempts to numb them. He wanted to squander his little trust

fund on me and get me out of this marriage and play daddy to my son. He was 21, and just |
scemed so naive, so young, and I already had full hands with a real infant, and an overgrown yet |-

incomplete human. I knew I'd eventually leave this person but I didn’t want it to be for someone
else. The only reason C. had known of this boy’s crush on me was he used to obsessively check
through my purses, or go looking in my wallet for cash. He’d found a note that this boy had
ritten- it was nothing but a flowery doodling of my name, but in those days I grasped whatever
heesy form happiness took, and savored it. C. also used to go through my journals, and while I
wasn’t dumb enough to write about this person, when he was drunk he’d hurl back stuff I had

written, telling me that “normal people” didn’t have thoughts like mine, didn’t make the analogies .

I made
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Addressing It
By Sabrina Margarita

One time, when I used to wear my more ‘punk’ gear, [ was wearing a minidress (that was not
clingy nor short), black fishnets with big holes, and my doc martins. Some guy in the subway
came over, stood right in front of me, and looked me up and down and continued to stare for
some time. [ said, “I don’t appreciate your staring at me.” I was then yelled at by him as a fucking
bitch. The train came, we took it, me standing as far from him as possible, then when we got off,
we went, like everyone else, in a mass of people, up the stairs to exit. He then came up close to
me and whispered, “Next time, don’t wear that shit”. Thought I really felt like gouging out his
eyes and castrating him, [ yelled for all to hear, in the mass of people, “Don’t wear that shit?!
Next time, don’t be a sexist asshole!!” I continued to go up the stairs with the other people, and
the guy tried to regain his manhood by yelling at me from where he stood, with the “fucking
bitch” thing. Though I felt somewhat good for addressing it, it really is draining to constaatly
have to choose my wars, so to speak, to always have to deal with men who can’t control

themselves, and to be yelled at by some ignorant boy who doesn’t’ expect me to verbally defend
myself. Sigh.

Sabrina Margarita is the editor of

Bamboo Girl zine, and the woman

behind Pinay Power Productions.

For more info on her many projects check i
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When I saw my drawings I was hit hardest by the difference in the “me”s that I saw and my astute
rendering of them; me in 1998 at 23, and me just this past summer, four years later. I am pleased
with how far I have come—that’s why I was grinning when you kept asking me if I was pleased
[with how the drawings photocopied in the zine]. The way the drawings look, and the fact that
they are “out there” at all thrills me. I am proud, and grateful that you have compiled this
collection, Ariel. I am so bummed that I haven’t shared my stories. As you know, their dad and I
are no longer going to continue this marriage. I was looking up “Raven” in Spanish, and the
closest I could find was “rapina” which also means “to plunder, to assault”, and “bird of prey”. I
did not know this when I chose her name or the name of the drawip but it is very uncanny.
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Back in 1997, C. came home one night, very drunk, and our relations were already very strained.
I had already made it clear that I wanted out of the marriage, but each time I brought it up, my
atternpts at communication were met with threats of “losing” my son, reminders of the fact that
he made the majority of the income (“I make $60,000.00 a year, what court 1s going to give you
our son?”), and that I had been an ex-sex worker. His other oft-used response was just silence:
he’d look at me like I was nuts or imagining everything, and say nothing. Never before had I felt
fear of being judged because of experiences I had had, until I met him. I was so angry because I
feared the judicial system would in fact support his sexist bias, and demonize me first for wanting
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I Found The Strength
By Sarah

My heart was racing, he was on top of me, and I’m thinking, "What is he doing"?7 I was saying
“No”, and he was pinning me down. He stopped after unzipping his pants (moments before the
actual violation), only to tell me how fucked up it was that I was saying no. "He" was my
boyfriend and we were in my room. The next day I told myself that it was natural for a boyfriend
to expect sex from a girlfriend, esp. when drunk. And you know what? I was WRONG!!!! VERY
wrong. When people care about you, they RESPECT you. He almost forced me to have sex with
him. I don’t like to use this word, {and not many people even know about this) but that’s RAPE.
Being in a controlling relationship, the men in our lives get us so convoluted that we make
excuses for whatever they do. Things we would condemn if done by another person. So I'm
writing to say that I was in an abusive relationship, and I didn’t even know it until we broke up
(because he wanted me to accept his cheating). I can’t believe I found the strength but I did and
you can too. I was pregnant with his baby, so its not like it was a clean break. But girls (and
guys), if you know people that care about you and tell you that your boyfriend is abusing you,
they’re probably right. You don’t even have to break up with him, just take some steps away to
see if maybe without his input, you think your family could be right. Love does not outweigh how
someone treats you. If you truly think you guys are in love, its probably obsession. On his part,
and a desperate need for someone to love you on yours. That was my case. He continued to spy
on me long after the break. If it had gone much further, I probably would have gotten scary
surprise visits. And yes, any relationship where a man puts a hand on you can result in
MURDER. One abusive relationship can be compared to all others. Your boyfriend or husband is
not "different”. He won’t "change". So I figure better to deal with the shit now than what he
might possibly do to you or your family later. And of course, take the proper
\§ precautions to protect your family. This could include a restraining order,
¢ a disguise, moving, changing your telephone number in minor cases. But
always most 8

either still in or just out of the relationship, its
beneficial to listen to a professionals opinion. I also

found it was easier to listen to input on my
situation of someone who was totally objective. §
I am still trying to build back up my self-estecm==
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I was enjoying a lovely spring day in Chicago by walking around without a ®

o destination: As | continued down Damen, | heard someone yell behind me, "Hey | >4
‘.J LOVE you in the pink." As | turned around, | saw a quite silly yuppy hanging off his
- o condo balcony awaiting my response. So, (in one of my better come-back
a{‘% moments) | yelled back, "Oh yeah, well | LOVE when yuppies fall offtheir Py,
LM@& balconies." I smirked at my own comment and turned back around on my path. | iy
o even had the opportunity to inform two women walking the opposite direction about 7

J%jﬁ the pqssible ba!cqny heckler coming up. They thanked me and taughed at his %
i stqpfdity. And | enjoyed the rest of my day in peace. Yeah, | was wearing a pink g%ﬁ'

57’* shirt, so what? L . 5 A 2
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My middle finger has played a large role in my communication, especially when |
ride my bike. Indeed, the middle finger has communicated exactly what | wanted to

say so many times... (,‘(}7 (,J,”L,) (4//311’ (-rqffl-,,’ ,rfky? («Jj—w ‘(«’/?H) ?«J,‘lﬁ

‘% comments from car drivers and even pedestrians. | would normally yell back or use 2
s the trusty old middie finger. Getting sick of spending my bike rides yelling, | decided- i
to do an experiment. What would happen if | wore a lot of safety gear (which | really 3<%,
% should wear anyways) like a helmet, reflective lights and bands next time | ride. i

«~ - Would safety gear create an untouchable force field around me? Would the gear :fé
gjb de-sexualize me to the passer-by enough to deter commentary? The end resuit - ,é -
<3 was that the safety gear did not stop the street harassment that had become the ﬁii
);,, sou~ndtrack to my biking. { came to the conclusion that people were gomna keep ¢
:‘g"" yelling so | was gonna have to keep yelling back! 58
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I’m not pulling a trick. I just want a free ride:
A lady’s account of hitchhiking
By Midge

The popularity of hitchhiking has dwindled over the last few decades, perhaps mostly due to the
decline of people’s trust in others. Hitching can definitely be tough work and somewhat more
intense for wimmin for somewhat obvious reasons. There is the problem of, ‘all it takes is just
one nutcase.” The fear of this one lone nut has kept us inside, immobile and in line for years,
right? After all, it is the same lone nut that keeps us off the streets at night. However, despite the
pending risks of sexual assault, murder, drunken drivers, reckless drivers, arrest, discouragement,
getting lost or stranded, getting sprayed with pesticides, robbery, mosquito bites and asphyxiation
from exhaust inhalation, hitchhiking can also be a positive and empowering experience.

Nice stuff to expect (from friendly drivers) besides free rides, free meals and free beer include
getting driven straight to places you need to be (sometimes even if it’s a few hours out of the
drivers way) and occasionally being treated to hearing lengthy dissertations on interesting affairs,
such as the state of the global economy. How nice some of the drivers were surprised me at first,
but it makes sense to me now. Considering that most people here in the states would never
hitchhike, they deduce that they somehow must be ‘better off” than you since they would never
voluntarily put themselves in the position that you have put yourself in. A lot of guys also have
this whole fatherly attitude about it, looking out for you as if you were their own, sometimes even
trying to infringe a bit on your independence by asking you to promise to never hitchhike again
and stuff like that (just like a real dad would do). Other people, they just pick you up for
excitement. In these cases you are actually doing them a favor, because they want to live
vicariously through you. Other common reasons people pick you up include: to relieve boredom,
to keep awake, to get help with driving, to rescue you from danger, for company, for free therapy,
to convert you to jesus, to warn you about the dangers of hitchhiking, to revile hitchhikers or to
keep their karma straight.

Now, for the not so nice stuff... Realistically, any female-type persyn is potentially vulnerable to
assault at any time, no matter what she is doing/wearing/etc. Moreover, it is nearly inevitable to
run into men who are putting out all possible forms of sexual tension. Even men of the most mild
and considerate appearance will probably try, however ineffectually, to cop some kind of sexual
energy from you. There are, however, some ways to minimize the risks or curtail the effects.

The question is: how do you fend off the topic of sex? Failing that, how do you get them to
knock it off? Here are a few basic strategies. The first involves the concept of legitimacy; as a
legitimate humyn being, you are a legitimate traveler with legitimate reasons for hitchhiking. The
more legitimate you are, the less you can be seen or treated as an object. Unfortunately, for a lot
of men, a womyn cannot be a legitimate humyn being unless she’s a ‘good girl’ (and sometimes
not even then), but only a ‘bad girl” would be hitchhiking. You are more likely to be a ‘good girl’
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Trusting Your Gut

Qﬁz By Rebecca 5%
0 ¢ J

When I was 16, I was set up on a blind date with an older guy. From the moment I saw him
something in my gut told me that something was wrong.
[ pushed away those feelings by telling myself I was being judgmental.

On that first date he used intimidation and manipulation to sexually assaulted me. For three
months after that he assaulted more times than I can remember. At the time I knew what he was
doing was wrong but I didn’t have the words to describe what I was going through and couldn’t
explain the situation to anyone else. He acted like all the fucked up stuff he was doing was
normal... so I figured I must be the crazy one. I kept myself sane throughout those hellish
months by defending myself verbally and physically when [ could and disassociating my mind
from my body when [ couldn’t.

After I was able to end the relationship, my mind and body helped me stay safe and keep going
until [ was in a place, years later, where [ could deal with what [ went through. My body would
make me physically ill anytime [ came near places that guy hung out—so I stayed away. My
mind continued to numb the parts of my body he had violated. I defended myself without even
knowing it! While it wasn’t the most pi€asant way to learn this method of self-defense, I learned
it well. Trust your body!

[ was studying in the library. I liked to isolate myself in a cubicle with books and a
walkman and do a fot of reading and research without distractions. | chose a spot
on the fourth floor. i hadn't noticed that as it approached closing hours | had
become the only person on that particular floor. A man came up to the cubicle next
to mine and sat down. | didn't immediately react because ! was nestled into my
cubicle reading. But then I began to feel my body react to this person's presence
next to me. What was this dude doing sitting next to me when there were hundreds
of other places to sit on this floorPAs | leaned back in my chair to get a better view of
the situation, | saw what was really going on. Dude was sitting in a chair which he
had turned to face me and was jacking off. Awesome. | obviously wasn't gonna
finish reading this chapter. So | got my stuff together and got up to leave. As | did |
yelled, " What do you think you're doing? Get the fuck away from me!" He ran away.
I tried to make it down to the first floor to let the librarian know and possibly confront
this guy as he tried to leave the building. When | got to the first floor, | asked loudly
whether anyone had seen someone run out. It was then | realized that dude had
looked like Joey from that stupid TV show, Full House. Would the librarian get my
pop culture reference? By that time, he was already gone but | let the librarian
know what happened. | was a little shaken up so | went home and talked about it
with my roommate. She was really supportive and glad that | yeiled at him and he
responded by backing off. Now when | go to the library | still study alone but 1 try to
be aware of my surroundings and sit within other peopie's sight/ hearmg




.- said that since we were such good friends now I should give him a call sometime. The sick fuck
had given me his phone number! [ yanked my wrist away and ran into my dorm. I wish I could
say that I immediately called the police or got a posse of friends together to kick his ass, but I
didn’t do anything until two weeks later when a friend urged me to call the police.

- On a less empowering note, the police were incredibly cruel when I called to report the crime.
The officer I talked to actually asked me why I didn’t just get into a different cab and informed
me that they couldn’t do anything about the crime even though I knew the guy’s first name, cab
number and had his phone number! But the police department’s inaction led me to a lot of action
that has since enabled me to better defend others and myself. I became a certified medical
advocate for Chicago’s Rape Victim Advocates—now I get to make sure that when a survivor
wants to talk to the police, they are taken seriously. And I created a piece of installation artwork
about sexual assault to help my own healing and educate others.

Rape Victim Advocates, 228 S. Wabash, Suite 240, Chicago, IL 60604, phone (312)663-6303,
TTY (312)935-3401, fax (312)663-6302, info @rapevictimadvecates.org
http://www.rapevictimadvocates.org
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hitchhiking if you have ‘good’ reasons to do so, like going to visit your fiancée or trying to get
home for the holidays.

Another great way to increase your legitimacy is to come across as the drivers’ daughter-figure,
or sister-figure if he's younger. Playing the daughter/sister involves appearing to be from the
same background, displaying relatively the same opinions and, of course, appearing relatively
naive and upright in matters even vaguely approaching morality. This means deflecting subtle
pitches.

Of course, if you’re tired of deflection, you are never under any obligation to continue riding with
anyone. Chances are the next ride that comes along will be great and everything will be fine even
in semi-deserted areas. If, for some reason, you are ready to terminate the ride and you don’t feel
confident that you can get his cooperation by being truthful with him, casually find some
plausible excuse to get out. This is when it becomes important to have your belongings really
close to you at all times. Unless I feel really comfortable with someone, I try to keep my bag on
my lap, rather than in the trunk or the back seat. Two wimmin I know were hitchhiking and this
guy was giving them a ride and being all weird. He kept talking about sex and stuff, so they said
they had to go to the bathroom and had him get off at the next exit. Once they were out of the car
(with their belongings), they told him that they weren’t going to ride with him anymore because
he was making them feel uncomfortable. They then went on to add that, in the future, he
shouldn’t act that way towards wimmin hitchhikers ever again.

If the whole casual approach doesn’t work and worse is coming to worse, you could threaten to
strip his cars’ gears or bail out of the car if it is going slow enough (remember to roll). You can
also do whatever you can to attract attention and possibly scare the attacker at the same time. Use
whatever is at hand as a weapon, or more importantly, study up on self-defense techniques that
don’t require anything but your fists and your feet. And, if you must physically repel your
attacker, don’t do a half-hearted job of it. This always has the potential of escalating the
situation. In general, keeping a relatively calm (but stern) attitude and no-nonsense body
language, despite whatever is going on, will aid you in the situation.

Remember:
1. Bring a map. You don’t want to have to rely on other people’s directions.
2. Bring a marker. Making a sign stating your destination often improves your chances of

getting picked up by someone who is going where you would like to be.

3. Bring a flashlight or bike light if you plan to hitch through the night.

4. Carry practical clothing and shoes, a hat and/or sunscreen for being by the side of the
road and a sleeping bag and/or tarp for sleeping there.

5. Carry phone numbers for any people you know in the towns you will be passing through
as well as shelters/hostels in the area (even if you don’t plan to stop).
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6. Visually scan the cars that stop to pick you up for anything sketchy: alcohol, weapons,

automatic door locks, etc.

7. Ask the driver a few questions before you get in the car (like how far they are going, how
long it will take to get their, etc.} to get an idea of whether the ride is worth it and/or you
feel comfortable taking it.

8. Trust your intuition. If you think a ride is bad news, it probably is. Make up an excuse to
refuse the ride if you need to, like waiting for a longer ride, a ride with more room, etc.

Self-defense Tips:

e Prime targets are eyes, nose, temples, ears, throat, collarbone, kidneys, knees and
groin.

e Hit high and low, over and over, to whatever targets are oper. _

e  When hitting, imagine yourself striking through your target to increase the force.

e Yell HAA! NO!, or DIE! Loudly, every time you strike.

e Hit fast and hard with all your might. Don’t hold back a thing.

e Use weapons only if you know how to use them and are not afraid to use them.
Otherwise, they can provide a false sense of security and can escalate the
situation or be used against you.

Midge also does The Radical Slut Dis-Covery zine listed in the resources section of this zine.

Hell Cab
By Rebecca |

The evening before I had to move out of the college dorms my freshman year, I went out and
spent the night at a friend’s apartment. I woke up early to walk home and pack my last bag. It
was warm Chicago morning in June.

Wéaring a white sundress from the night before I didn’t realize until I got'&u‘tﬂsm'lé that walking

- home wouldn’t be a great idea since it had begun to rain. I concluded that white clothing plus lots

of water makes for a potentially embarrassing walk home. My next best option was to hail a cab;
that task was easier said than done. After being passed up by at least 10 cabs one finally stopped.
I lived close by, but when I got in the cab the driver informed me that he had just received a call
from dispatch saying he had to pick up another fare immediately. I wasn’t in a big rush so I told
him I’d rather be in the cab than in the rain and he assured me he’d drop me off right after this
run. On the way to pick up a stewardess who was traveling to O’Hare, the cabbie and I chatted
and laughed. When we pulled up to the stewardess’s apartment the cab driver told me it would be
a good idea if I sat in the front seat with him since she was his “official” customer at that time.

After a pleasant drive to an O’Hare bou “ where the other woman got out, I didn’t
think anything of staying in the front seat of the cab.

Unfortunately, the cab driver did think something of it. He began to tell me that he thought I
looked tense. He reached over, while he was driving, and started to massage my neck. A
thousand thoughts rushed through my brain. I made an attempt to circumvent his reason for
touching me and weakly tried to intimidate him by saying “that’s not tension, those are muscles. ..
[ work out.” But my allusion to my strength didn’t deter him (and I’m not surprised... I’m sure
he knew I was all talk). He simply moved his hand from my neck to my arm and began to feel it
saying, “Oh, you work out? Let me feel those muscles.” I froze like a deer in headlights.

When I got my thoughts together I used the old broken record technique. Every time he attempted
to touch me again I would tell him to quit it and that I'd prefer he drive with both hands on the
wheel. Usually I'm more of a screaming and cursing kind of gal when someone attempts shit like
that, but in this situation I was in a moving car, which he was in control of and I sure as hell
didn’t want to piss this guy off—who knew what he might do to me or where he might take me if
I did that. The whole time he was making attempts up my skirt and down my top I was watching
for a moment when I could jump from the car... but there wasn’t one. The asshole just kept
grinning the whole time; he looked like the kind of guy who fed off of fear

I tried to appear calm, knowing that my best bet was to keep focused and alert and keep the
situation from escalating if I could.

Miraculously, he pulled up at my dorm. I bolted for the car door, but he grabbed my wrist. As he

held me he scribbled something on a cab receipt and then handed to me. Before letting go, he
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