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THE OLYMPICS - A PERSONAL VIEW 

The Olympics are over for anoth~r four years 
and although many old records have tumbled, 
many old attitudes haven't. Canada never 
ranks among the heavy gold medal winning 
countries, but every time Canada publicly 
pins her medal hopes on a handful of talented 
young men - boxers, weight-lifters, swimmers, 
or Jim Day (equestrian). You'd think we'd 
learn - Canada's points come from large num
bers of relatively unknown young women. 

It shouldn't be a surprise to anyone by now 
that in Amateur sports Canadian women have 
had the field almost all to themselves. With 
the marvelous exceptions of Percy Williams and 
Toller Cranston, our great amateur athletes 
have been great women: Barbara Ann Scott, 
Marilyn Bill, Karen Magnusson, Elain (Mighty 
Mouse) Tanner, Nancy Green and Abby Hoffman. 
In a country that is famous for hockey, the 
home of Bobby Orr, Gordie Howe and Rocket 
Richard, it's ironical that our most famous 
midget hockey player was Abby Hoffman, 'caught' 
at the age of eight playing midget hockey on 
an Ontario "boys" team. The outrage of the 
Canadian hockey establishment and the court 
battle that erupted, put Abby on the National 
News at a tender age. 

You'd think the sports establishment in Canada 
would have learned by now. It isn't necessarily 
that Canadian women are stronger, faster and 
more competitive than Canadian men - it's just 
that everyone keeps on acting as if Canada has 
no women athletes, then acts surprised when the 
women start ruling in the medals and the points. 
On the other hand, perhaps Canadian women are 
stronger, faster and more competitive - as 
amateurs. Our organized junior sports are 
geared towards boys - leading to professional 
hockey, football and basketball - and maybe 
that's the men's "muscle drain". It should be 
obvious that if every little boy in the country 
wants to grow up and be another Boom Boom 
Jeffrion, and every little girl wants to be 
another Nancy Greene, that attitude should pro
duce more medals for Canadian women at Olympic 
events. And so it appears. 

HEATHER HENDERSON 

Still CBC announcers continue to refer 
to "the girls", the "ladies" and append 
their descriptions of women competitors 
with the names of their husbands, fiances, 
and adding adjectives like "cute little" 
"sweet little" 
Ah, well, we haven't come a very long 
way, C.B.C. baby!! 

And while the women athletes were busy 
running, jumping, swimming and diving 
"their little hearts out" here's a 
rundown of what some of the men compe
titors were up to: 

Lorne Libel, a Canadian yachter, was dis
qualified for flunding a drugs test 

Bob Martin, Canada, track and field, was 
sent home for smuggling a friend into 
the Olympic Village 

An Israeli soccer player was sent home 
for assaulting an opponent. 

A. Trinidadian runner had to withdraw from 
his race due to a leg injury (requiring 
seven stitches) incurred during a pillow 
fight at Olympic Village. 

A Russian fencer was expelled for cheating. 

Michael Fevreau Canada, a boxer, was 
expelled "for conduct unbecoming an 
athlete" - he beat up a referee. 

A trifle unfair, I suppose , to pick on 
the men this way ... But I can't help 
thinking that the Olympic Committee 
might do better if they quit chasing 
down the women competitors in hot pur
suit of those male hormones, and tried 
injecting the men with a little bit of 
love and estrogen. 
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OLYMPIC QUIZ 

CAN YOU NAME EACH OF THESE WOMEN COMPETITORS, COUNTRY OF 
ORIGIN AND EVENT? (2 POINTS FOR EACH ANSWER) 

1. KORNELIA ENDER 
2. JULIET GRAHAM 
3. NANCY GARAPICK 
4. NADIA COMANECI 
5. TERRI YORK 
6. SHANNON SMITH 
7. MARGARET MURDOCK 
8. DIANE JONES 
9. CHERYL GIBSON 

10. OLGA KORBUTT 
11. SYLVIA SWEENEY 
12. SHEILA STRIKE 
13 . I RENE MAC DONALD 
14. BECKY SMITH 
15. ANNAGRET RICHTER 
16. KELLY HADGE 
17. KAREN KELSALL 
18. NELLIE KIM 
19. PRINCESS ANNE 
20. JENNY MELDRUM 
21. CINDY SHATTO 
22. SHIRLEY BABASHOFF 
23. CATHY WEDGE 
24. MARGARET MITCHELL 
25. SYLVIA CHIVAS 
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P.S. SUBTRACT 5 POINTS IF YOU DIDN'T KNOW CINDY SHATTO'S EVENT BUT KNEW THAT HER 
FATHER WAS DICK SHATTO, FORMER HALF-BACK WITH THE TORONTO ARGONAUTS. 



OLYMPIC NOTES 

Congratulations to CBC COLOUR COMMENTATOR Aldo Roy for 
not once referring to the women competitors as ladies
broads-girls-ga1s-chicks-little sweethearts or Females. 
He was the colour commentator at the weight lifting events 

My medal for the most obnoxious commentator 
goes without reservation to Ernie Afghanis 
of C.B.C. Sample: 

Afghanis: How do the ladies manage 
to play man-to-man defense? 
Yuk! Yuk! 

Reply: (basketball commentator) 
We call it person-to-person, 
woman-to-woman, player-to 
player, and even occassionally 
man-to-man. 

Another tremendous conversation I picked up during the 
equestrian event: 

CBC commentator (he) : that horse is a perfect ladies 
mount- the judges look for less tractability in 
the horse when a man is riding than when a female 
is. 

CBC commentator (she): Um - I'm not a Liberationist -
But - you know the judges are supposed to judge 
the men and women absolutely equally. 
He Ha Ha ... A rule more honoured 
in the breach than the observance 
She Ha. Ha; Ha. 

AND I HAVE A FEW MORE MEDALS I'D LIKE TO AWARD---------

GOLD MEDAL - for the spectator more photographed than the athletes - Queen 
Elizabeth, who else? 

SILVER MEDAL - tie between Prince Andrew and Telly Savalis 

GOLD MEDAL - pie-eating contest, humble division: CBC's apology for 
the Gluteus Maximus Awards 

GOLD MEDAL - for restraint: Princess Anne, for not once during the 
opening ceremonies and march past, looking up and grinning 
or waving "Hi, Mum!" 
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By the way, who said: "After the Olympics I'm going to settle down and 
become a respectable member of the Royal Family." 

(a) Queen Elizabeth 
(b) Prince Philip 
(c) Princess Anne 
(d) Jean Drapeau 

And who said: "It's the principle of the thing." 

(a) Taiwan 
(b) Toronto Women Joggers Association 
(c) Archie Moore 

ANSWER: All three. (a) Taiwan didn't want to go home, especially 
since they'd made everyone's Adidas . (b) The T.W.J.A. was just one of 
many women's groups who vociferously protested CBC's Gluteus Maximus Awards. 
(c) Archie Moore, former champion heavyweight boxer, is now coach of 
the Nigerian Olympic team. "Who Killed This Woman?" by Millie Lamb was 
originally written to a tune by Pete Seeger called "Who Killed Archie 
Moore?" I was pleased to see Archie Moore was not dead after all, and 
what's more I was pleased to hear him say that he and team members were 
100% behind the pull-out of African Nations. If one more person had said 
"Politics and sport shouldn't mingle" I . think I would have thrown up. 

Soc.lo\\st ~~ 
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• 
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we thought it would be appropriate to reprint Abby Hoffman's 

It is one of those ambivalent fall Afternoons 
in Toronto's High Park. The 

brisk air forebodes winter: the 
brilliant sunshine recalls summer. 
The park's nature trails are almost 
devoid of people, the only sounds those 
of rustling oak leaves underfoot. It's 
all quite id~llic, although the farther 
I run the less note I take of the 
scenery and the more I take of my 
legs. Up ahead, at the edge of Gren
adier Pond, three kids are fishing. 
I've passed them twice already; and 
ae I come into view again, the three 
turn their attention from fishing poles 
to me. They poke each other and hold 
a hasty conference. As I approach, 
the youngest (always the most brazen) 
shouts: 

"Hey, mister, are you a lady 
jogger?" 

After a dozen or so years of 
training in public parks and streets, 
I'm used to some pretty strange 
comments. But this one really has 
me baffled. I'm mildly irked at 
being mistaken for a jogger - we 
runners go to great lengths to 
distinguish ourselves from the 
ignominious jogger, since the jogger 
image carries for us the trauma of 
premature retirement - but I give 
myself the benefit of the doubt and 
interpret their inquiry as to whether 
I am a lady as an exclamation, not 
a question. Cursing their impudence, 
I run on, increasing my tempo. 

I am often asked if I race 
against men. I don't. But when I 
am asked - and this is invariably 
the next question - if I can beat 
men at my distance I take advantage 
of . the question's ambiguity, and 
lying a little , say "Yes" . I 
actually can beat the vast majority 
of men - 99.9% of them. I cannot, 

however, the mediocre male who trains 
seriously to race the half-mile, my 
best event. Come the 1976 Olympics 
in Montreal, I may well have my problems 
with the other women running the half
mile, but at least I won't need to 
contend with any of the tiny fraction 
of men who would be sure to defeat 
me. 

Somehow the legitimacy of women's 
sports is tied to their ability to 
be just as good as men. It is true that 
the men's Olympic sprint champion Valery 
Borzov will always beat the women's 
champion Renate Stecher and that Mark 
Spitz will outswim Shane Gould every 
time. 

But just for the fun, let's ask 
why men don't perform the balance beam 
event in gymnastics. In this event, 
Russia's Olga Korbut usually exhausts 
her audience with her incredible poise 
and aesthetic dexyerity. Why can an 
82-pound girl do what no man can do? 
Simple - because women are different 
in a way that makes them superior 
athletes in this particular event. Women 
achieve a better balance because of a 
lower centre of gravity - rump, to the 
layman. It must be accepted that while 
both men and women are able to do 
sports well, they approach the task 
differently. Men are better at the 
quick, powerful movement - the end-to-end 
rush or the slapshot in hockey, the 
knock-out punch in boxing. Women, 
with their smaller stature, lack of 
large heavy muscles and consequently 
greater flexibility, have a degree of 
grace in physical movements that men 
are unable to equal. 

The North American emphasis on 
sports is in terms of competition, where 
the goal is to dominate the opposition. 
And this serves to emphasize the "in
feriority" of women's athletics. The 
European tradition starts with gym-

nastics and the development of the 



ind:j:.vj:.dual '· $. co"ordination, balance, 
stamina and strength. It leads to 
a much healthier situation: equally 
stringent standard.s of achievement 
are applied to boys and girls, and 
there is less tendency to associate 
prowess in sport with only one 
sex. In the North American manner 
of segregation by sex in physical 
education classes, boys are unable to 
share in the natural aesthetic 
qualities that the girls bring to 
sport, and the girls fail to profit 
from the natural aggressiveness 
and strength of boys. 

Athletes themselves are aware 
of male superiority in terms of brute 
strength and raw power, but that 
kind of superiority is not the 
motivating force of the athlete. 
At the highest levels one learns how 
much more there is than simply 
winning and losing. All through my 
childhood I fantasized about breaking 
an Olympic record. And I finally 
did it in Munich - regrettably there 
were seven others in front of me 
breaking that same record. There is 
a poignancy to reality that juvenile 
fantasy fails to consider. I am 
sure, however, that as Olympic 
finalists all eight of us fulfilled 
childhood ambitions that day. 

We often like to think of our own 
era as the most progressive. In the 
case of women's sports this just 
isn't so. Admittedly, the mid
Fifties was a pretty trivial period, 
but when I was caught playing 
hockey on a boy's team the incident 
became headline copy. At the time 
I revelled in all the ballyhoo -
I must have been the only player 
in the world with a private dressing 
room - but I could never figure out 
why a girl wanting to play hockey 
was such a sensation. I was more 
confused by the fact that none of my 
girl friends would admit that they 
wanted to play. People had for
gotten that women's ice hockey teams 
were known in 1900 and that national 
championships were held in women's 
hockey in the 1930's. 

The real heyday of women's sports 
in Canada was the mid-Twenties to the 
mid-Thirties. The prosperity of the 
Twenties and the flood of women into 
the labo.ur force opened up hitherto 
taboo activities to all classes of 
women·, and athletics was undoubtedly 
one of these. Led by Myrtle Cook, we 
won an Olympic track and field title 
at the 1928 Amsterdam Olympics, and 
Canada's best-known team abroad -
Percy Page's Edmonton Grads' Ladies 
Basketball Team - dominated the world. 

But it was to be short-lived. In 
the early Thirties women's baseball 
was drawing 5,000 spectators a game to 
Toronto's Sunnyside Park: women's 
senior basketball games were carried 
live on the radio with the play-by-play 
commentary of Bobby Rosenfeld: and 
sports columnists Phyllis Griffiths, 
Alexandrine Gibb and Rosenfeld were 
reporting regularly on women's 
athletics. By 1934, however, the 
validity of women's sports was under 
attack. Vancouver columnist Andy 
Lyltle wrote a long article asking, 
"Girls, is sport good for you?" and 
offerred a definitive "No." The bad 
times of the Depression years meant 
conservative attitudes towards women, 
and this in turn spelled a return to 
the old idea that rough , aggressive 
competitive sport was bad for females. 

Following the Second World 
War, this country and its newfound 
prosperity created a mood of middle
class habits, such as boisterous body 
contact and team games among females, 
was forsaken. 

It wasn't only that women turned 
away from sport, but the 1950s also 
spawned a number of myths about athle
tics for women. Women were supposed 
to be too delicate to perform any but 
the most modest sports; women who enga
ged in body contact sports would damage 
their vital organs; athletic women 
would become masculinized in appearance 
and behaviour; and women who took part 
in vigorous sport would later have dif
ficulty bearing children. 

I personally encountered the ab
surdity of several of these myths. 
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After one of my very first races (at the 
then unheard-of distance of two miles) I 
was accosted by a matronly type who warned 
that hard training would impair my ability 
to have children. ( I insoltently told 
the old bag to patent her invention while 
plotting secretly how best to use this . 
against my coach to have my training load 
reduced.) When I attended U of Toronto I 
attempted to train on what was the only 
indoor track in Toronto located in the 
university men's athletic building. I not 
only received a belligerent escort to the 
door but I was also admonished that "girls 
don't train" . 

Regrettably, the international govern
in! bodies of sport have helped to per
petuate one myth; that some of those girls 
out there aren't quite girls. And their 
solution to this problem is the sex test. 
Every competitor must submit herself to this 
test. It used to involve an examination by 
a p•nel of medical judges., but thanks to 
modern science i t's now a very proper affair 
A chromosome count is taken based on the 
examina~ion of a hair follicle. I have 
personally undergone the test seven times 
--surely worthy of a note in the Guinness 
Book of Records--and am pleased to say that 
I've passed eve ry time. I actually took a 
few hairs belonging to my younger brother 
to Munich, hoping to slip them through and 
create a little comic relief. But the scions 
of the official body watching over the pro
ceedings were not the least amused by my 
lightheartedness. Most of the women ath
letes, however, think the test is a joke. 
Olga Connolly, the Olympic discus champion 
in 1956, and married with two children when 
she competed in Munich in 1972, announced: 
"If I fail the test, my husband Harold 
(also and Olympic champion) will have to 
have the children from now on." Anyway, 
along with thousands of other women ath
letes, I now have a certificate duly 
stamped, imprinted, signed and authorized 
proclaiming to the world that I am, if 
not wholly female, at least "sex-chromatin 
positive." 

Some of the myths are not really 
damaging -- merely frustrating. The women
don't-train myth simply means tha~ many 
public facilities don't provide changing 
or shower facilities for women athletes. 

In Toronto, the Department of Parks and 
Recreation that builds changing facilities 
for the exclusive use of boys runs a compe
titive program for girls and boys. But in 
these public recreation centres, the time 
allocation for girls' athletics is about one 
third less than boys, and often, to hide 
the disparity, cooking and sewing will 
appear on the sports-for-firls timetable. 
Disparities in funding are even worse. In 
many Canadian universities the budget for 
the men's football team is larger than 
that for the entire women's athletics pro
gram. 

It isn't a single thing that accounts 
for the lack of sports interest among 
women; rather it is many things which to
gether create an environment that suggests 
to girls that sports are mainly for boys. 
I attended a. school in Toronto noted for 
its excellent football teams. We were 
near the bottom academically but we had 
terrific traditions in sport. (I confess 
to helping sustain both traditions.) 
Five afternoons every fall we were let 
off school early so we could attend the 
Big Game. The ~orning before kickoff was 
devoted to a pep rally during which we 
were exhorted to hysterical frenzy by the 
principal, the 1 coaches and the cheerlea
ders. The players looked on grimly from 
their seats on the stage. They were the 
prime objects of status and prestige in 
the school. The community spirit of the 
school depended on them, and they served 
also as an excuse for the physical indolence 
of the rest of the student body. Not only 
was it virtually demanded that we attend 
the Big Garnes, but every fall the girls 
were subjected in health classes to seve
ral weeks instruction in the rules of 
football. We weren't to play the game-
where we might have gained some true idea 
about it--but we were to pick up enough 
knowledge to at least participate intel
ligently in the idolatry. The firls, mean
while, played their games in the smaller 
girls' gym with no spectator facilities 
and no team uniforms. And as for a girls' 
track rneet--rnuch too strenuous. 
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COME ONE COME ALL 

0~ 
.. . o 

$3. 00 , MIXED SOCIAL 
ARMY AND NAVY - 299 YOUNG ST. 

8:30 
FOOD, MUSIC, ENTERTAINMENT 
TICKETS AT WOMEN'S PLACE 
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ETHNIC WOMEN'S DAY - 18 SEPTEMBER, 1976 

The Citizenship Council of Manitoba is 
honouring women during their Silver 
Anniversary Year. One of the highlights 
will be the ETHNIC WOMEN'S CONFERENCE 
chaired by Mrs. Olga Fuga will be held 
at the International Centre from 9 A,M, 
to 4 P.M. at 65 Redwood Avenue. Experts 
have been invited to elaborate on topics 
of conern to immigrant women, i.e. -
English Language Training, Day Care 
Centres, Employment Opportunities and 
Recognition of Degrees Obtained outside 
of Canada. 

The conference will be free of charge, 
and a luncheon will be provided. 

"" * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

G E N E R A L 

OCTOBER 14, 1976 

We want to have a large women's contingent 
taking part in this demonstration. We 
want .all women who object to wage control 
while prices for necessities continue to 
escalate; i.e, food, rent, heating costs, 
etc. 

We are the people who are always asked to 
cut back -- to make do with less. Let's 
tell government how we feel. 

Come out to a planning session; Sept. 22 

Wednesday nite at 7:30 p.m. at Woman's 

Place, 143 Walnut Street, 

:**************************************************************************************************~ 

BEGINNING •.•••.•••. 

CONSCIOUSNESS RAISING GROUP 

A WOMAN'S PLACE - SEPT. 16TH - 8PM 

JOIN US, 

****************************************************** 

The Socialist Women's Collective met with a group of Chilean women living in 

Winnipeg. At the meeting, the women presented an analysis that interwove the 

brutality of every day life in Chili today into an understanding of the situation 

from both a national and international perspective. 

What has been proposed is that a joint committee be set up geared to both action 

specifically around support for Chilean resistance and education. 

to learn from each other. 

ARE YOU INTERESTED???? PHONE ANDREA 786-5080 

We have much 

We are reprinting the following in an effort to fill in the wide gaps left by the 

silence of the traditional media. 

t() 



Cl-llLE: 
3 years. of 
dictatorship 

Since. Se[>tP.mbP.r 11. lcr73 the ~hilean ~ople have 
been su ffl'lri ng under ovpressi on of one of the 
cruellest ann most 'blood thirsty dic.tatorships i n 
the M storv of Latin Amerir.a. 

Thi'.? chi.le.an working rlass has beP.n struggling for more than 50 years to gain the J:'Olv'er 
in order to c.hangP the eronar.ic anrl social conditions of the r.ountry The roverty 
anri mi.sP.ry to whi rh the rna.1ority of rhileans are suh.1erted is not caused because the 
peonlP. are la:z:v, drunk or lacking initiative, but because for more than 150 years the 
rulinP.' class has carried on a ronsistent T"olicy to ~ehumanbe and turn the ehilean 
people. into v) rhtal 11bP...asts of burden" 

We have resi stP.d this _pol icy with legal organi1ations rleterm.ined to gain the di~nity 
of hurr·an beings whe havP. the ri.ght of a "ecent house ( not a shark of tin anti r.ardhoard 
i.n a shanty town), P.ducation (25% illiteracy in working l"'lass), aderiuate nourishment 
(600 thousand mF>nt.ally retarc:tec\ chilqren Que to tT>alnutrition), medical att.ention 
(2m infant m,.,:rtalit.y a"l!IOng ,poor class), full time employment (more than one million 
unemplo_yeO. workPrs in a ~oontry with a 3,3 million labour !ore.e), stable pJrr.hasinEP, 
_powel" ("highest. inflation rate in the worlq" 

In 1970 a ~emoc.ratic:ly elledcd governmer.t became the first to represent the chilean 
"'"r(Prs. ThP. rj eh rr.inori.ty r'l.\ling cJ.ass was ioc.apa'01e of eontrollng the rhilean 
,Peo~l!'! with d.e'Tlorratic. me.ans and used niilitar_y forc.e to overthrow the president, Sal
vado:r All.Pnde, rocketing and shelling the govermP.nt ~lace anri sane factories anr!. 
sJ-:anty towns that :resi sted this shameful abuse of fire pow~r. The dictatorship then 
s1anghterPct thousands of work~s, including_ the shootin'j of women and r.hilr!.ren on the 
streets which forugn journalists coulri w:i tness. The oictatorship has been 
imprisoning and tort.tiring tens of thousands of union lea.<lers, workers, women, students, 
church a'lthorj t ies, ann anyone opt?Osing their .rurEose which is to maintain thP. 
explotation. 

We have dedO,ed not to l:i.ve on our knees, but to die on oor feet, if necessary, to 
seek freerlcm . 
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The rhilean neo'Ple, with the wor!dng cla:: s in the forefront, have started a long and 
hard struggle tha.t ran end only with the overtlU"cr:1 o! the military dictatorship, the 
restoration of human right3, the punish.nent of th~ crj,minals of the torture houses, 
and the reestahlish:nent of a legitimate government that initiates the reconstruction 
or the r.ountry and restores digr.ity nnd justice to ti1e people. 

The struggle of workers, of exnloited t.nd oppreesE:d peoples has had in the front line 
of fire a handful of men anrl wtmen thi.'.:. are r~.dy to die for· this flag or justice and 
Jrumanism, the memhere of the Movement of the Revolutionary Left: M. I.R. 

MIR was r~nned in Chile on August 1Q65. The new organivation developed a Program. 
with a Strategv to gain the n~1er for the ;mrking dasa. Bettreen 1970 and 1Q73 it 
gained sunnort in the masses and became a strong Party. The MIR was in the front 
line of the mohilhat:ion of the ne..tive.J and tSc~sr.nt::s, (n~ en underground mobilivation)~ 
Its Program renresents -the le~itiD~te ho-pes of the working class. 

r . 

The reac-tionary newer triumphed with the ccup in 1Q?3. The MIR demonetra.ted it3 
maturity as it rarried on th~ strup,gle und~r tho netr cl.andesti~e conditions. It gained 
eYt'erienre in hattle3 the.'::. took plr.ce after tho overthrow of the government. It had 
militants that were ready to give every cJnute of their lives and even ready to die to 
rl.efend the working rlass r<rnse. It l\'as th~ only org.'.lnhation that decided to maintain 
its headquarters in Chile along with the work.ing rlaos to reorganir,e it, to recover its 
snirit and enro.1rage it to e~art the resistance again~t the dictatorship. 

The MIR has suffered many 'J'C'.inful bloite. !tiguel Enri'que,., the fountler and Secretary 
General died fighting in a battle against the rep~rceive forc<Js. Many of its members 
have been arrested, tortured and C'!Urdcrcd. H<Undreds of its militants have been 
killed or imprisoned. In spite of the · hn:"d blous, the MIR has beccne stronger and 
thoosands of workers have .1oined the MIR to overthr~f the dictatorship. 

The MIR calls to solidari,-e 'trlth the chilec.n poo.,1e•s , struggle. Your coopere.tion is 
very mea.nin,i;i;ful hec-auso it ~till help to a.r.:el~rate a process or social justice. 

With only one dollar tens, of thcusands will benefit: 
$1.-:, Will buy 2,500 sheets for leaflets. Information is critical among working class. 
$1. - Will buy two flashlights to op~rate during the curfct: at night. 
$1.- Will buy 5 Gal. of milk for the children of the prisoners on the concentration c~ 
$1. Will ,:iermit people to re!llain in the underground to fight against tho dictatorship. 

We are grateful for your f'Ontribution and solid~rity. Yom can send your contribution 
in an envelope addressed to: Chile Inf o~tion Centre 

(Support Fund) 
P.O. Bax .51) 
\'linni peg, ¥..an '. 

In return, if you desira, we will send you information about Chile 
and Latin Americ-a. If you want to offer the Chile'ln Res:iutance a 
few minutes of your time every week, get in r.ontact ID.th us: 

MIR' s SUPPORT CIBOUP OF WINNIPEG 

'2. . 



REVIEW 

WOMEN LOOK AT PSYCHIATRY, EDITED BY DOROTHY E. SMITH AND SARA J. DAVID, 
VANCOUVER, PRESS GANG PUBLISHER_S, 1975 (DISTRIBUTED BY ·CANADIAN WOMEN'S 
EDUCATIONAL PRESS 

Women Look at Psychiatry is an important 
addition to the growing body of literature 
documenting the reality of women's oppres
sion, as known and understood by women. 
Bringing together the experiences of Can
adian women, integrally connected with 
psychiatry as victims, professionals and 
theoreticians, this book begins to peel 
away the layers of an ideology that has 
for so long deprived us of an understan
ding of how psychiatry acts as a mechan
ism of control in our oppression. Many 
of the women gathered in this book know 
all too intimately, the reality of that 
oppression. The accounts of their des
parate and painful battles for life against 
the power of psychiatry reveal in striking 
clarity how psychiatry - in language, 
theory and practise - combines to deny 
the frustration, anger and despair gener
ated by that oppression. 

Taken as a whole, the collection of essays 
begin the task of constructing a framework 
for understanding and analysis grounded in 
women's experience and interests. Articles 
like Dorothy Smith's 'Women and Psychiatry' 
and Meredith Kimball's 'Women, Sex Role 
Stereotypes, and Mental Health: Catch 22' 
documenting the systematic oppression of 
the institution of psychiatry combine with 
accounts by Judi Chamberlin, Marsha Enomoto 
and Barbara Findlay that articulate the 
everyday lived experience of that oppression. 
The result of such a task is first and fore
most an indictment of psychiatry as it is 
thought and practised today. 

In an attempt not to be 'uniformly critical' 
Women Look At Psychiatry proceeds from in
dictment to an examination of alternative 
practises emerging from the experiences of 
women. New types of feminist therapy are 
explored, again through the eyes of women, 
both as professionals and patients. 

Judi Chamberlirr, from her vantage 
point as an ex-mental patient, sug-
gests an analysis that recognizes women's 
oppression not simply as woman but as 
woman mental patient. She argues the 
oppressive nature of the inevitable 
dichotomy between therapist and patient 
in any standard therapy situation. An 
alternative, then , takes the form of 
therapy collectively practised by and 
with those that have lived the ordeal 
of being defined patients. Each alter
native attempts to leave behind the 
idea of an illness located somewhere 
deep within the individual woman and so 
allow her to make her experience of frus
tration, anger or dispair intelligible 
within the context of her position as 
woman in our patriarchal capitalist 
society - that is - within the context 
of social relations. 

What remains undoreis the task of piecing 
together a picture of the relationship of 
working class women to psychiatry. As 
Dorothy Smith herself points out in her 
article 'The Statis~ ics on Mental Illness 
(What They Will Not Tell Us About Women)', 
'the dominant pattern that we have been 
sketching (is) one that may be general
ized to the situations of middle class 
women rather than working class'. This 
pattern can in some sense be applied to 
the book as a whole .. Just as the situ
ation of women gets lost in a history of 
'mankind' or .an anatl ysis of the 'oppression 
of workers', the important differences 
in diagnosis and treatment of women in 
different classes often becomes invisible. 
The interconnectio~ of a class analysis 
with a feminist analysis is urgently 
needed so we are nbt left finding final 
solutions in merelo/ challenging sexist 
attitudes where they exist. 



Women Look At Psychiatry is important reading 
for women - women trying to understand their 
situation in our society; women as therapists 
attempting to develope new non-sexist methods 
of therapy - and perhaps most important for 
women who have experienced the violence of 
psychiatry or who are seeking treatment. The 
book provides no . final answers for these women 
but it does give them the courage to rely on 
their feelings and experiences as important 
criteria for judgement. The first major docu
ment in the area of women and mental health/ 
illness since Chesler, Women Look At Psychiatry 
adds a new and essential dimension to our 
underst,anding. 

Lynda Yanz 

STATEMENT OF MYSELF 

SOMETIMES IT rv'AKES ME SHIVER 
SOMEHOW I WANT TO DELIVER A PHRASE 
I'M YOUNG NOT QUITE EIGHTEEN AND I HAVE PROBLEMS 
NO ONE KNOWS OF IT BUT ME 
SOMETIMES I THINK I'M CRAZY I .HOLD MY HEAD IN MY tWIDS AND SHRINK 
DOES ANYONE THINK, LIKE ME? 
DEEP DOWN I KNOW I'M GOOD I'M Srv'ART BUT CRAZINESS IS AN EASY SOLUTION 
I HAVE ANXIETY AND FEEL INFERIOR 
I AM CONDEMNED BEFORE I BEGIN 
AND THEN THERE IS SOMETHING ELSE 

HUSH 

I DARE NOT TYPE IT 
I WANT HELP I NEED HELP 
GO SEE A PSYCHIATRIST NO SUCH LUCK 
I'LL CHICKEN OUT AND SAY "GOD, I'M CRAZY" 

LINDA ROTH 

\Lo\-



This is about my abortion. Many women reading 
this, many of my friends, have had abortions; 
some of your/their/our experiences have been 
simple, troublefree; many have been horrendous. 
Mine was neither. But it was mine. No 
reading of Eleanor Pelrine, or medical texts, 
no recounting of abortion stories by friends 
or counsellors, could prepare me for such a 
terrifyingly lonely experience. 

Although I have gone through pregnancy "sca
res" before, I had never taken my reluctant 
metabolism seriously enough to actually "see 
someone" - and, sure enough, always just as I 
would become alarmed enough to look for a 
bottle to carry my urine in - bingo, the alarm 
was false and I'd be back on my regular cycle 
again. This time was different; I went for a 
test with no "symptoms", just a hunch, and 
found out I was pregnant before I even had 
time to absorb the idea that I might be. 

The scene is like a bad bad joke *** Mrs. 
Jones?, We've got the test results back & 
I've got wonderful news! - OH, Miss Jones, 
have we got bad news for you".,~** The nurse 

. stares at me carefully somberly as she gives 
me the news, and I fight to erase the grin 

_that wants to leap out, expressing a moment 
.of sheer joy and wonder that I am involved 
in the beginning of a strange and exciting 
process - creating a new life. I deny the 
joy, even now I begin to feel the guilt of 
wanting to sing, dance, shout. I quietly 
compose my face to a replica of hers. Sober. 
I say nothing, and stand meekly by the re
ception desk as she makes preparations for me 
to see The Doctor. 

I feel good. My body talks to me, croons. 
I quit smoking. I lie awake in bed in the 
morning and discover new feelings, new 
surges through my body. I feel beautiful, 
strong, IMPORTANT. Here I am in the middle 
of the meaning of life. 

While my body suges and croons, my head 
begins the tiresome process leading to 
Termination. No one calls it an abortion, 
it's a T.A., a D C, or a Termination. And 
people avoid the word baby. Secretly, I 
enjoy the Victorian phrase In an Interesting 
Condition. 

I know I am not having a baby. Having a 
baby means day care centres, babysitters, 

leave, good home environment, 
supportive non-judgmental friends and re
lations. It means having a Father. This 
brief baby is a non-baby because it does 
not have a father, I am an Mother 
because I do not have a husband. 

I am angry. How can my body feel so good, 
when I am so full of rage, resentment? 
The world is so hard on women who want to 
raise children - inadequate child care, in
adequate salaries, inadequate approval and 
emotional support. But if only I could get 
a man ( my license to propagate) I presum
ably would be allowed to try my luck against 
the odds, with society's sanctimonious 
blessing. How I hate those men I "could 
get". How I hate my friends who turn away, 
the ones who say "I told you so". "It's 
your own fault for not taking precautions." 
As if I had connnitted a crime for which I am 
deservedly suffering. How I hate those 
friends who "understand" but gently point 
out the pitfalls of being a single mother. 
As if I'm not living those years of pain, 
in agony, over and over in my mind, as I 
approach the inevitable decision to abort. 
And how I love my friends who gently under
stand my pain, who do not reproach, suggest, 
demand, To them I confide over and over 
again the details of my misery, to make up 
for all those I cannot tell. What I .want 
to do is shout, scream it from the roof of 
the Richardson Building. 

It is the Holy church and the State who 
have conspired to deprive me of my child. 
It is all those people who call abortion 
murder, but consider the unwed mother a 
greater societal atrocity than a discarded 
fetus. They have made my decision. I 
bow to them. They have aborted my fetus. 

************* 

As I leave the hospital I feel my body 
winding down fast. By the next day my 
aching breasts have reduced from a 36C 
to my normal 36 A. I have a small pain 
in my gut that feels like an empty ache. 
My desire for nourislunent disappears. My 

l5 



craving for nicotine returns. After a 
week I have lost weight, but not enough 
to make me hollow eyed and haggard - that 
visible badge of my miser I am to be denied. 
My body is back to NORMAL. But I am not. 
l shall never be again 

RUNNING FOR GOLD (Cont Id.) 

However, time~ do change. Al my old 
scho~l two years ago, !he gills boyct•a .:d 
the usual male-dominated :iwards' ~u
scmbly and staged their own instead to 
recognize the outstnnding fema!c ath
letes in the school. The unf.:irlur.atc fo~·t, 
though, is that the schools stil! do not 
succeed either in cnh:incing th:: fitness 
levels of the students or in prc.qdin~ 
g?od competitive opporluni{ies. :\fost 
girls leave school in a phy~ically autistic 
state an<l haven't the faintc!>l idea how to 
get any plea!>ure from sport. 

The school si1u:11ion is bad t:nol• :!h. 
but other arc.is provide further e,· id~P-(:e 
of the- limited sports environment for 
women. The federal go\·ernment"s 'N;i
tional Advisory Council on Fitness aud 
Amateur Sporl has nc\'cr had 111.:Jre :l:;rn 
five women on its 30-meniber bt':!rJ. 
Of the nearly 200 Can:idian coacl:cs st'nt 
t? major international competit!ons 
since 1960, only S~i ha\·e been women. 
In all of professional sport, only one 
woman fic•ire-skating's Janet L vnn 

commands a lurr.:-r c;ntran th:in.the 
top mak And in most pro sports, 1• ·h.:rc 
the interest level and spectator app.:-al 
for the men and wom<·n is compar;1l>!c, 
as it is in tennis. say. the women still ••d 

"d cons1, er;1hly h:~s prize monev. 
The sports m~·dia .have ·hdpcd to 

m;tk<' the name:; or our !!reakst fcm;1k 
:1thlctc:. housdmiJ \\Ord~ . C;in:1dians 
h,l\' l" made gl ;rn{orou<. national hnocs 
of p.:rsonaliti.:s sud1 as llarh;1r:1 f.nn 
Scoll. Marilyn Bell anJ Nan;;y Gr~l·ne 

in a way usu:i !lyn:sa' cd for !\ 111. ~tars. 
Knowledge or ,iui· sp,irts h~roincs has 
un·•ouhtcJh· cncnur:'.!!cd thousands l•f 
girls to take up spM1.~bu1 thc image ,,f 
the female a1hk1c crc;,itcd bv th..: media 
has been an amhi,·ak111 one.· On thl" one 
hand our si:cce~~cs arc n:adih· :H:knowl
cdg~d. but on the other won)en still ap
pear as intrudl."rs on the sport~ p'a!•.e. 
Frl·qucntly. physical appearance 1ak-~~s 
precedence over pcrform:ince: women 
athlctrs are often depkted. as either hid
eously grotesque· or else bca ~1iies whose 
figures amply compens:itc for any lack 
of athletic talent. 

A recent 1Veekc11d m:.12.azinc article on 
the Vancouvc'r Chimos ~·olleybali team 
claimed that 'the. women's • :iggressive 
playing style made them look "like lion
esses in heat." 

Globe and Mail coll1rnnist Dick Bcd
does loves to comment that he prefers 
.. nothing more strcnuc)us than mother
hood for the ladies." On one occasion he 
devoted an entire column to maligning 
pentathlon standout Ddibic v:m Kieke
bclt's shot putting cl:.1iming 1ha1 Ca
nadian males wouldn't have their hor-

. moncs stirred by lady shot p:.Htcrs. Too 
bad for Dick if Debbie van Kickebelt 
can't stir his hormones. no woman can. 

And \\·here the pri1lt medium is merdy 
ClJ:.1UVinistic. leicvi . .; ion srons c:in he !O· 

tally negkctJ'ul. Except !Or the really 
maior events. th.::re is \"i rtu:.111'· no re!!ll
la( coverage of women's team gan~es . 
Despite the fact th:!l f1!lly one third of 
the spons viewing ;rndicuce is frmale. 
th:.-rc arc next to no \liomcn ~port,;castcrs 
ii) Canada. Thl: idea of a woman read
ing the sport' news or doing the color 
commentary of an ewnt in which the 
contestants arc male is app:.irently not to 
be tolerated. 

It is often poin:cd out that our women 
athletes have a better record in inll~r

national competition than the nH·n. and 
many who assess our prospects for the 
1976 Olympics look _first to the women . 
C:rnadian women ha\·e in faci proJuced 
15 fe11·er gold medals than the men in 
Commonwealth. Pan-American and 
Olympic competition since 1960. hut if 
wc consider th:1t men take p::n i"n more 
than twice as many sports the women <lo 
have a decided edge. And most recently. 
memories of the Can:idi;in perform
ances at the Christchurch Common
wealth Games turn to golds by Jane 
Haist, Wendy Cook. Glenua Reiser. Dev 
lloys and the team ,·ictory of the Cana
dian fcm:1le swimm.:rs over the Austral
ians. All this despite thc apparent con
spiracy amm1gst the school:;. the media . 
the recreation autlhirities and the Cana
dian culture itsdf lo turn girls away 
from sport. 

It makes you wonder what women 
might do with :i littlc backing. '-:> 



As For Me and My House ostensibly deals with the 
ordeal of Philip Bentley, a prairie minister who 
had aspired to be a great painter, but who enters 
the ministry for economic reasons, marries, and 
finds himself trapped. He and his wife drift 
from one dust-bowl, depression-ridden prairie 
town to another, and eventually arrive in Horizon 
which they find as bleak, ugly, and philistine 
as the others. He retreats into himself even 
more, rejects friendship and affection, and finds 
himself unable to paint or love. The narrative 
is handled through successive entries in Mrs. 
Bentley's diary. Rarely, if ever, has a male 
novelist had a woman character tell the story in 
the first person. As the novel proceeds, Philip's 
story becomes increasingly static, for there is 
no conflict; he makes no attempt to regain his 
integrity, or fight the poverty and alienation of 
his environment. It is Mrs. Bentley's efforts 
that become the focus of interest. 

While Philip remains lethargic and resigned, Mrs. 
Bentley engages in a ceaseless struggle to revive 
his confidence and creativity. To free Philip 
for higher concerns, she labours at the menial 
tasks, though she is careful "to let him be the 
man"lin the eyes of the community. Since Philip 
is too sensitive to ask for arrears in salary, 
she scrimps and does without, grateful for an 
occasional crumb of interest or affection. 
Though he had entered the church long before he 
met her, she shoulders the blame for his poverty, 
unhappiness and failure. For she had made claims 
on him, and "as an artist he needed above all 
things to be free".2 However, she feels this 
applies only to the male artist. Mrs. Bentley 
is a fine musician, and before she met Philip, 
she had striven to become a concert pianist. 
In order to share his bookish interests, she 
had given up her musical aspirations, only to 
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be spurned as an intellectual companion. 
Increasingly isolated from her husband, 
rejected and humiliated, Mrs. Bentley 
concludes "it's a man's way and a woman's''~ 
and that by keeping himself "out of the 
reach of a woman and his love for her"4 
that her husband has retained his stature 
and identity. Hers does not matter--
"Submitting to him that way, yielding my 
identity --it seemed what life was in
tended for."5 

Her devotion seems only to antagonize 
Philip, as do her occasional flare-up 
rebellion. He is tight-lipped about her 
dowdy appearancy, or her music, or her 
ocasional friendships. It's the affec
tion of a homeless twelve-year old boy 
he hungers for. Possibly he sees him as 
the reincarnation of the son who was still
born in their first year of marriage. 
To please her husband, Mrs. Bent ley sug
gests adoption, and until he is taken from 
them, sees her husband lavishing on the 
boy the money and attention he could not 
spare for her. Later when she discovers 
her husband in an adulterous act with the 
young woman who had come to help Mrs. 
Bentley through an illness, her first con
cern is to save his feelings by concealing 
her knowledge from him. This incident 
results in Judith's pregnancy, and Mrs. 
Bentley decides, without consulting 
Judith's feelings or her own, to adopt 
the child, so that Philip will have the 
son he craves. Conveniently Judith dies. 
Mrs. Bentley encourages Philip to leave 
the ministry, and buy a second-hand book 
store, which he is to manage without in
terference from her: 

I'm convinced that Philip would 
be better without me. In work
aday matters I'm so much more 
practical and capable than he is 
that in a month or two I'd be one 
of those domineering females that 
men abominate. 6 

17. 



Her final entry describes her husband's 
facinated absorption in his infant son, 
his own unique creation, a new beginning, 
a promise of the immortality he has not 
achieved through art, another Philip. In 
a rare burst of conununication he says to 
his wife, "Sometimes you won't know which 
is which."7 Her final comment is her si
lent reply. "That's right, Philip, I want 
it so." 8 The pattern will continue: now 
she will have two Philip's to serve and 
sacrifice for. 

Does Sinclair Ross iritend this study of 
self-abnegation to serve as an example of 
selfless devotion? Is Mrs. Bentley the 
patient Griselda of the Canadian novel? 
Some critics have drawn this conclusion. 

Or is the novel a study of sado-masochism 
in the relationship of husband and wife? 
It is almost Freudian in its pattern of 
wifely submissiveness, of female incapacity 
to sublimate instinctual drives and thus 
develop as an artist, of feminine surrender 
of career and artistic goals to find ful
fillment in motherhood. 

Or are his intentions quite different? Is 
she a woman who has so internalized the 
values of a male-dominated culture that she 
accepts without question renunciation and 
self-effacement, and acquiesces in her own 
suffering? It is interesting that not once 
throughout the novel is her first name men
tioned; she is Mrs. Bentley throughout, ac
quiring her identity only through her rela
tionship with her husband. She has sacri- . 
ficed her soul, yet there i s no indication 
that her husband will find his. Whatever 
Ros s 's intention, he has demonstrated through 
through the voice of his female persona that 
self-abnegation leads merely to self-annihila
tion. 

1. Ross, Sinclair, As For Me and My House 
(New York, 1941) p. 1 
Ibid., p . 25 6. Ibid. p. 288 

3. Ibid., p. 24 7. Ibid. p. 296 
4. Ibid., p .. 25 8. Ibid. p. 296 
5. Ibid., p. 25 

NEXT WEEK MILLIE LOOKS AT MARTHA OSTENSO'S 
WILD GEESE ....... . 

NO COMMENT 

Bust out :of the ordinary. With an 
1---lncredlble T·Shlrt promotion.--

FROM: THE FREE PRESS 
JULY 9TH 

Girls 
It ls apparently official, reached an age where they 

anq CBC commentators have. could not possibly be passed 
been instructed not to refer off for twelve. 
to adult female competitors ~hose who pressed for the 
in the Olympic games official instructions not to 
"girls." The are to as call the girls "girls," . may 
called "womeb and th t ~e fiave overlooked one simple 

. a is .fact. There comes a time in 
that. All of which is vaguely 'the life 1. f T o every woman 
a m1 iar, when one recalls when she consider s it a dis. 

the parody . on th~ ages of t i n c t compllment to be 
women which pomted out called a girl whether it is 
that all reID:ained children, by a televi;ion comme~ta
for the ben~f1t of t he railway tor, her husband, or any 
c o m P a n 1 e s , until they male. . 

FROM : THE FREE PRESS 
AUG. 3RD. 
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