Alternative Music

Ces extraits dujournalintime de ’auteure
ont été écrit lors du festival de musique
Infest, un festival de musique alternative,
qui a eu lieu a High River en Alberta.

These excerpts from my journal were writ-
ten during Infest, an alternative music
festival at High River, Alberta.

Sunday, August 1, 1993.

Stephen was again observing my “How
dare you presume I’m heterosexual?”
badge. When he first noticed it, while we
were out listening to a band, he said that I
could even cross out the “hetero.” Then
yesterday he suggested that perhaps I am
heterosexual, but choose not to partici-
pate.

“I don’t know,” I said. “Not necessar-
ily.”

I don’t look at people in a sexual way
and I don’t know if I ever have. I find
certain men and certain women interest-
ing and admirable, but celibacy is a trans-
formation in the “normal” way of thought.
If, for some reason, I am not celibate
forever, I can’t say if I’d prefer men or
women.

I’'m not a heterosexual woman who
locks upthe desire to copulate. The thought
of sex is not dirty. But it represents a
violation to me. So many men physically

force themselves on their girlfriends, their -

lovers, on all women in general....

I hate that aspect of men. I swear, their
idea of sexuality is to have access to the
image of Woman, to the image of all
women they ever see. Funny thing about
Stephen. He still comments on the beauti-
ful women who walk past, even in the
presence of Karen. But then he goes over
and gives her a kiss. He is always kissing
her, but in this context...it seems he can
only love images. It’s as if a girlfriend can
give him access to all women. This is the
way men love. I don’t believe that any of
them, any of these heterosexual men, ever
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ask. It is their right. No matter how “gen-
tle” they are, they can’t separate sponta-
neity from right. I am very aware of my
body as my body now and no one has a
right to it, no matter how much I like them.
My body is not a generic woman’s body,
but it is mine and it is totally original.

We went as a group to hear svFu but
caught only the end. Then, the Meat Pup-
pets. Suddenly, everyone went to get
(more) stoned. Jason was totally wasted.
So it was just me and Karen standing in
this field, listening to this band, being
quiet. Neither of us has ever been drunk or
stoned. I don’t know how thrilled she was
over Stephen getting high.

It got dark and cold and strange. It
seemed like we were the only sane ones
there. But then we saw Nigel. Nigel with
long red hair. He wasn’t stoned either, but
he was looking for a friend on Lsp who
was lost. Ibegan to shout “I am inmy right
mind, even if no one else is!” &c.

Not long after, something happened.
Someone came up behind Karen and me
and put an arm around each of us. Instinc-
tively, I pulled away. Then I saw that this
was a complete stranger. (*“Hi, Girls.”) I
reacted immediately. “Fuck off!” Ishouted
at him, facing him. “Fuck off!”—again,
resolute. He just stood there. “Get lost!” I
shouted. He left.

This will have to be continued later. I
am tired. I will have to chronicle my rage!

Monday, August 2, 1993.

It’s unfortunate that I didn’t have the
chance to fully express my wrath when 1
felt it. Listening to The Meat Puppets
Saturday night, then The Violent Femmes,
Irealized thatIhadn’tseenasingle woman
on stage. There were at least as many
women as men in the audience, but only
men on stage. I thought of how accessory
women are. | listened to the words of the
songs and thought of how no woman
could sing them—they did not correspond
to female experience. So much posturing.

Alternative music? I thought of how nar-
row it is. What about it? They aren’t being
sexist, these bands, but a significant as-
pect of human existence is dislocated. I
was angry at the crowds around me.

I think of myself as an individual, not
part of a package. I think of Pete saying
“You’re Jason’s girlfriend, right?” I think
of my correction: “No, I’m Stephen’s
friend.” What is the difference? In the
first, | am an attachment. In that scenario,
we have Stephen and Jason as vital as-
pects, with their two attachments, two
accessories. In the actual scenario, I am
also vital. I mean I am vital, full stop. I
suppose, as Stephen’s favourite person,
Karen is vital. But she’s also a given.

It’s weird, all of it. Why do people have
girlfriends? Boyfriends? Husbands?
Wives? I think of Pete and his wife and
their two children. All live with his in-
laws. They let us take showers there yes-
terday morning and we were also served
brunch. Very hospitable, this large ex-
tended family.

These cats and dog, adults and babies.
Everything down to the Go, Dog, Go!
book and the photos on the wall. Why?
Why Pete’s job at the packing plant? He
seems just like us and he’s our age...yet?
Pete spent two nights with us while his
wife stayed at home with her children and
parents. It’s strange. I am in a twilight
world. I am one of the boys Pete hangs out
with. Yet I’m also this girl standing in a
cow pasture getting angry at the immatu-
rity of men.

My anger turned to mad delight around
four yesterday. Stephen had gone to
Calgary with Pete to see their old high
school friend. The rest of us dispersed.
But I looked at the program and noticed
that there was no band listed for 4:10. So
I thought I would see who this mystery
band was—on my own.

It was on the main stage and I got there
carly. I went and stood near to the stage. A
few kids were there with their instruments
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already and a small gathering of people
lined up against the stage was asking the
band questions.

Right away, I noticed the bass player.
This kid of no more than fifteen was
holding a yellow, blue-backed bass. There
was a small green toy frog attached to the
head of the instrument. I thought that this
fresh-faced youth was dead interesting,
right up to two flat pigtails which hung
loosely, straight down, one on each shoul-
der. I thought at first that this young per-
son was a boy, but I wasn’t sure. But I
heard the bassist answer a question and
her voice was a female voice.

The band was Placebo from Calgary.
This band is three quarters female. I can’t
say there was anything more surprising
during the entire festival than hearing this
tiny, amateur band. They were so casual
and so uncertain that I couldn’t help but
find them charming. They would play
some marvelous speed metal hybrid with
powerful, wild female vocals and then
spend thirty seconds at a complete loss.
They spoke to the audience, held confer-
ences, apologized. They were great. Here
was this teenager in a baseball cap and
long headbanger hair singing about erec-
tions and castration. She was vocally
unhuman or vocally superhuman. Per-
hapsboth. She pounded on her thighs with
her hands and flung herself about.

Then there was the bassist, who was
totally internal. She was very much into
what she was playing and she had this
most beautiful movement of her head,
moving her attention from fretboard to
bridge, and in complete time with an inner
harmony.

The people I know also heard Placebo.
Jasonsaidit was good to see some women
on stage, but it wasn’t the men’s fault that
no women wanted to join a band. I kicked
him in the shin. Later, I saw Terry and he
liked them a lot. Actually, Terry said that
he thought that bass-player was me at
first. I don’t know how much I resemble
her, apart from my build and hair. But he
said it was that “casual air.”

The whole band made me want to pick
upthe bass again—seriously—and forma
band of my own. With women in it.

The author is an undergraduate student at

the University of Alberta whose favourite
girl-band is Slits.
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NATHALIE STEPHENS

I'homme (et je dis bien I'homme)

I’homme a si peur de la mort

qu’il a d{i un jour construire des musées
ot il fait vivre les cultures mortes

qu'il a tout fait pour annihiler

Nathalie Stephens est étudiante en humanités et en études du «tiers
monde». Ses poémes sont publiés dans LittéRéalité et The Authors.
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in Canada

JULIE WHITE

Sz’ster:s‘ & Solidarity provides an
overview of the position of
women in relation to the labour
movement across Canada. After sur-
veying the development of the la-
bour movement at the turn of the
century, Julie White traces the in-
creasing influence of women in the
Canadian labour movement. She
goes on to explore what gains un-
ions have, and have not, made for
women: equal pay, employment eq-
uity, and benefits of particular con-
cern to women. 320 pp. (1993)
Paper, ISBN 1-55077-045-4, $19.95
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Bias: Law, Courts and
the Legal Profession

JoAN BROCKMAN and
DOROTHY E. CHUNN, Eds., S.F.U.

Inuestigating Gender Bias dis-
cusses the conceptual and practi-
cal issues associated with the study
of gender bias and the law. It devel-
ops a framework for identifying and
documenting gender bias in law and
the legal profession and develops
strategies for the elimination of such
bias. A final chapter of this book
contains an extensive bibliography
of writings pertaining to the subject
of gender bias in the law, the courts
and the legal system.

220 pp. (1993)

Paper ISBN 1-55077-047-0, $19.95

ORDERING INFORMATION: The above new titles may be ordered through your
local bookstore or from the address below. Please send a cheque or provide VISA
or Mastercard number and expiry date. Telephone orders are accepted. Add $3.00
postage for one book plus $0.50 for each additional book. Also add 7% GST.

14 Ripley Avenue , Suite 105, Toronto, Ontario M6S 3N9

Tel: (416) 766-2763

Fax: (416) 766-0398

37



