Ferguson, Janet. “Science Education in
the 1980’s.” Proceedings for the First
National Conference for Women in
Science, Engineering and Technology.
Hilda Ching, ed. Society for Canadian
Women in Science and Technology,
1983.

Harding, Sandra. The Science Question in
Feminism. Ithaca: Cornell University
Press, 1986.

Keller, Evelyn Fox. A Feeling for the
Organism. San Francisco: W.H. Free-
man and Company, 1983.

. Reflections on Gender and Sci-
ence. New Haven: Yale University
Press, 1986.

Kelly, Alison, ed. The Missing Half: Girls
and Science Education. Manchester:
Manchester University Press, 1981.

, ed. Science for Girls?. Milton
Keynes: Open University Press, 1987.

Lott, Bernice. Women’s Lives: Themes
and Variations in Gender Learning.
Pacific Grove: Brooks/Cole Publishing
Company, 1987.

Rossiter, Margaret. Women Scientists in
America: Struggles and Strategies to
1940. Baltimore: Johns Hopkins Uni-
versity Press, 1982,

Rothschild, Joan, ed. Machina Ex Dea:
Feminist Perspectives on Technology.
New York: Pergamon Press, 1983.

Sadker, David and Myra Sadker. “Sexism
in Teacher Education Texts.” Harvard
Educational Review 50(1) (1980): 36-
45.

Salamon, E.D. and B.W. Robinson. “Do-
ing What Comes Naturally? Theories
on the Acquisition of Gender.” Gender
Roles: Doing What Comes Naturally?
E.D. Salamon and B.W. Robinson, eds.
Toronto: Methuen Publications, 1987.

Smith, Dorothy. The Everyday World as
Problematic: A Feminist Sociology.
Toronto: University of Toronto Press,
1987.

Tobias, Sheila. They ’reNot Dumb. They’re
Different: Stalking the Second Tier.
Tucson: Research Corporation, 1990.

VOLUME 13, NUMBER 2

AMANDA EASON

After the Argument

One wants to hold the other at

the precise moment the other leans away.
1 exaggerate. I mean this table

is long and I sit frail

- and empty at the end.

The silent movie left me tight-mouthed.

See, I can be silent too.

A fountain is a river

pumped backward against itself.
So it is with voice.

The actress would not speak, I have
exempted myself from the stage.

Speak, and wrap the night

around your partner who will not give in.
He, on this small point remaining firm,
refusing. And (perhaps mistakenly) I
took this for a sign. Quietly

slipping away eel-like into the silk

of the night. Every noise is him

coming to check: Let me crease the stones
from your shoulders, smooth them to silk.
Instead: The crocuses in the windowbox
have died, he said. And she noticed

he was right, their petal-tips had rotted.

How long can I bear the cold,
toes turned onto their knuckles
and the deaf actress singing in my head.
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