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insisted, didn't exist by the early 1960s and, anyway, no women's group played such a role in
HUAC's downfall. His scorn was so withering, his confidence so aggressive, that arguing with
him seemed a scary exercise in futility and an invitation to more insult. I think I was at nine

books at that point, including one that drew from primary documents and interviews about
Women Strike for Peace. But explaining men still assume I am, in some sort of obscene
impregnation metaphor, an empty vessel to be filled with their wisdom and knowledge. A
Freudian would claim to know what they have and I lack, but intelligence is not situated in the
Artist Ken Gonzales-Day has a series of photographs of busts taken from the Getty
crotch -- even if you can write one of Virginia Woolf's long mellifluous musical sentences about
Collection. In one, the bust of a classic “European” faces that of an “African.” Both are
the subtle subjugation of women in the snow with your willie. Back in my hotel room, I Googled
made of black marble. The question is, which is black. Am I not subject? Am I not a
a bit and found that Eric Bentley in his definitive history of the House Committee on Unman? We are all of us men, it seems, insofar as being is being masculine. Though as I
American
Activities credits Women Strike for Peace with "striking the crucial blow in the fall of
wend through these works, I wonder whether there is something to be said for gender
HUAC's
Bastille." In the early 1960s. So I opened an essay for the Nation with this interchange,
that is not performance, but poetry.* Leaving me with the question how much do we
in part as a shout-out to one of the more unpleasant men who have explained things to me: Dude,
if you're reading this, you're a carbuncle on the face of humanity and an obstacle to civilization.
Feel the shame. The battle with Men Who Explain Things has trampled down many women -- of
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in the antinuclear movement
of the 1950s. Most women fight wars on two fronts, one for
whatever the putative topic is and one simply for the right to speak, to have ideas, to be
acknowledged to be in possession of facts and truths, to have value, to be a human being. Things
have certainly
gotten better, but this war won't end in my lifetime. I'm still fighting it, for myself
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believe that poetry needs any functional justification, or any
more functional justification than any other art, which is to say
no functional justification, there is in art this inherent function
of illumination, as all art is the art of the other which is us.

