When I was a kid on 39th Street (down two blocks
from North avenue) in Milwaukee, Wisconsin, we used to
play a game of tag that centered on a big oak tree in

a neighbor's yard down the block. The person who was
"it" hid their eyes against that tree and counted to 100
while all the rest of us ran away and hid. When "it"
had reached 100, they would try to find us and tag us
before we could get back to the tree. If you could get
back to the tree without being tagged out, you won.

Well, right now I feel very much like I've gotten back
to the tree without being tagged: Very good really.
Last November 14, I went in for a tubal ligation. I'm
now off the pill entirely, off any form of regularly
applied precautions in fact, and home free.

Since so many of you have been mentioning that you are
thinking about being sterilized, and because I really
want to talk about it and this seems to be the most
appropriate place to do it, this is how it went:
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One of the worst things about the day was having to get

up at 5:00 in the morning. That says as much for my
disgust of early morning risings as it does for the com-
parative rigors of the operation and recovery. By 6:30

T was in the weird open-ended hospital gown and robe
reading Eleanor Dark's Storm of Time (an Australian book,
more about which later). Intermittantly a nurse or doc-
tor would come in and take blood samples, measure blood
pressure ("It's OK, I normally have really low blood pres-—
sure. I'm fine really.'") and lecture us about the effects
of the anesthetic procedure and what we could expect
during the rest of the day. There were three of us in

the ward all having the same operation. Madison General
Hospital does (one of the nurses told me) about 10 ster-
ilizations a week.
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I was a little nervous, but more excited than worried.
And mostly I was anxious about a whole day lost to nothing
but sleeping and lounging around in bed. So I read
- quickly, hoping to finish the book while I was at the
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hours of nausea. I have a theory,
based on my experiences and questions
answered by the nurses, that some of
the differing effects have to do with
the attitudes of the women going in

to be sterilized. My attitude can be
described by the fact that T laughed

a great deal that morning, and when
the doctors and nurses in OR were mak-
ing humorous comments just before I
went under with the anesthetic (ex-
plaining that they liked their patients
to feel relaxed), T said that I thought
it was more important that they were
relaxed. So Dr. Anderson said that
maybe I should tell them a joke. And
I did. With my feet up in stirrups

I told them the joke about the woman
(in old Scotland and so the thing was
told in a brogue) giving birth. The
midwife kept asking the father to hold
the lantern closer because, "I think
there's another one coming!" And in-
deed a second child was born. But
then the midwife asked the father to
hold the lantern closer again, saying
"I think there's another ome!"™ And
the father backed away in horror, say-
ing "No, it's the light that's attract-
ing them!" TIn my position, that was
quite a weird joke to tell. Later
when Dr. Anderson was making his
rounds and came in to check on me, I
recalled all the times he told me and
warned me that I'd have to consider
this an irreversable operation, that
once done, I would probably never be
able to change my mind. So when he
looked in and asked how I was, I said
"fine...but I think I've changed my
mind." He looked stunned for only the
small amount of time it took me before
I lost control of my straight face and
broke out giggling. That hurt my
abdomen (the incisions) and I held my-
self trying to stop laughing and he
walked out shaking his head saying
that I desearved it.

The other two women, on the other hand,
really didn't want the operation.

Both had had quite a few children and
in one case simply couldn't afford any
more than the two she'd had, and the
other probably couldn’t survive any
more than she had had (5 or 6 of which
only 2 had survived being born). Both

said they loved babies and loved giving

birth, and would like many more children
if it were possible. One of the women
(Elsie, the one who simply couldn't
afford more children), said that her
sister in Dubuque had been sterilized
the previous year and her relatives had
found out about it (one of them worked
at the local hospital), and she had
been grilled about it and "talked to"
by nearly every member of the family.
Elsie decided that she didn't want

that treatment, and so to preserve her
privacy had come up to Madison secretly
(only her husband knowing) under cover
of a visit to her sister-in-law's.

All Elsie could talk about before going
into OR was how she loved babies and
how she wished she had been able to
tell her mother about what she'd de-
cided to do. She was a bundle of
regrets. And Elsie came out of OR
sickest of the three of us, doubled
over in cramps and throwing up every
little while. She almost had to stay
the night.

You see, even with the "worst case,"
the bandaide sterilization is almost
always an out-patient procedure. The
only discomfort I had, after I'd

gotten through anesthetic after-effects
(sore throat, etc) was a 2-3 hour feel-
ing of being beat up all over from

my upper legs to my sholders, and a

2-3 day discomfort at the incision
points. The beat-up feeling is an
after—-effect that only some patients
get and results from the carbon dioxide
that they inject into one's abdomen
during the operation (to give a clear
view for the doctor to cut, tie or burn
the fallopian tubes: in my case, it was
to burn them with a tiny lazer beam).
This gas rises to one's shoulders(or
right shoulder if you happen to be
lying on your left side, or visa versa)
and until it dissapates (through move-
ment mostly) it's slightly uncomfort-
able. It wasn't bad enough for me to
want aspirin or anything. Slightly
more uncomfortable, mostly because it
lasts longer, is the pain at the in-
cision points. I can save you from

a lot of that by pointing out one of

my mistakes though: When you go to the
hospital, don't go, like I did, with
only the jeans you came with to change
back into. Or anything that belts at



or near your navel. That's the place
where the uppermost incision is (the
other for me was in the lower part of
my abdomen area, just within my pubic
hair and directly below the other in-
cision. Think dresses, mumus. It's

a very simple operation. For me, it's
worth a hundred times over the feeling
of relief T get just knowing that I
will never get pregnant, never have

to get an abortion, and most of all,
not have to worry about the possible
effects more years of the pill is
having on my body.

As 1 lay on the bed waiting my friend,
Nancy, to come to pick me up (since
we weren't suppossed to spend the
night alone, she had generously of-
fered to have me over to her house
and take care of me), I watched the
TV with a nurse who sat with me.

She was explaining something about
the show we were watching and asked
with an incredulous voice didn't T
have a TV set?? '"No, I haven't had
one in 6 or 7 years,' I assured her.
A long pause followed. She was young
—21 or 22, 1 think—and had the most
enormous green eyes and I grinned

at her, but immediatly lost my amuse-
ment for a moment when she finally
responded, "Well...wait till you have
kids!" '"What have you done to me!!"
I cried, then laughed uncontrollably
(painfully) at the sight of her em-
barassment and apologies.

So that is the whole thing., A few
hours of boredom as you wait for the
thing to start. A couple hours of un-
consciousness (though the operation
only takes 15 minutes). A few hours

of discomfort during which you want
only to stay lying in bed (and you do).
A couple days of limited activities.
Then home free. I recommend it to
anyone who is sure that they do not
want children. Most insurance poli-
cies cover it in their maternity
sections. (It's much cheaper to pay
for a sterilization for these compan-
ies than it is to pay for possible
abortions or, especially, pregnancies.)
If you are covered by health insurance
you are probably covered for steriliz-
ations. That's one of the main con-
siderations, of course, for women who

want to be sterilized. It was for me,

since I've known for 8 years that [
wanted to be sterilized and delayed only
for financial reasons. With my state
job and the insurance coverage, 1've
finally been able to do what I wanted

to do. For those who wonder if they

can afford it without insurance, the
total cost of mine was about $400.
(That's the hospital bill and Anesthesi-
ologist®s bills totalled. T don't think
there will be any other costs, but it

is only a couple weeks since my opera-
tion and there may be more. 1t does

not include the three office visits:

one to plan and discuss the procedure,
one a week before the operation date

to do a quick physical, and the third
three weeks after the operation to

check that everything went alright.

That one's next week for me. So add
about $20 to the total.)

Probably another consideration,that T
really didn't have to worry about,is
finding a doctor who is willing to do
the operation if you are unmarried,
single and young. My age, 29, is prob-
ably no longer such a worry to the
patriarchal medical institution. But

I made sure that I didn't encounter a
doctor who would want to cross-examine
me and possibly would not believe my
motives 'correct" enough, by calling in
at Planned Parenthood which (in Madison,
at least) publishes a list of doctors
who do female sterilizations and what
their surveyed attitudes are. Thus

I could avoid all those doctors who had
been found to do sterilizations only
for married women with their husbands'
permision... When Dr. Anderson asked
me if I was sure and I said yes, that T
had been sure for 8 years, that was all
there was to it. T didn't have to
bring out the list of personal and
political reasons I had for wanting never
to have children. A friend of mine

who was sterilized 8 years ago (the im-
petus, in fact, for my decision) had
quite another experience. She had to
visit Dr. Zartox (a woman doctor!) once
a week for 6 months to talk about her
decision. And Vickie had a heart con-
ﬁgggfgly fatal for her! Nevertheless,
Vickie was very young (20), but she was
extremely articulate (chair of the local
Friends of the Earth group), and very
sure. It made me furious and quite




determined to avoid that struggle.
Times have changed through the past

8 years, but I suspect that things
may change back during the next four.
In fact, I wonder if I haven't had
myself sterilized just in time. T
hope that's an unfounded fear, but

it adds to my feeling of relief and
sense that I've gotten home free
without being tagged.

Nancy arrived late in the afternoon
to pick me up and I got a fun ride
downstairs in the regulation wheel
chair. Weird. As we drove home, I
made my second mistake (the first

was the jeans) which I will herewith
warn you against. Nancy had nothing
prepared for dinner since she was at
a social workers' conference all day
and so we decided to stop off at a
quick-~food place on the way home.

My advice to you is to skip Big Macs
right after anethesia. My stomach
tolerated that for only a couple
hours. But other than that embaras-
sing episode, the weekend was a won-
derful vacation such as I have not
allowed myself in years. I mean I
spent the whole weekend doing nothing
that had to be done. I watched TV

(a real unusual activity for me) and
on Saturday, talking with Nancy and
her daughter (who was very interested
in my operation, but also typically
polite about it: ("I hope I'm not
embarassing you by asking..."). That
was really neat). Also on Saturday

I took Nancy out to a movie, It's My
Turn, which I thought was quite appro-
priate to our conversations and the
recent event (it's good, by the same
woman who directed Girlfriends last
year), and went out to dinner.
walked kind of funny (but that was the
jeans mostly), but I was completely
recovered by Sunday morning. (Thanks
again Nancy!)

I hope I've dispelled some of the wor-
ries some of you have had about the
bandaide sterilization procedure.

My advice, if you do decide that that's

what you want is to get it under your
insurance, find a sympathetic doctor
to do it through Planned Parenthood,
don't wear jeans, don't eat at McDon-
alds right afterwards, and find a good

I still

friend to be with you that night and the
next day. Keep your sense of humor.
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I have found some of those Australian
books I mentioned that I would be looking
for from Joan Gordon's list. First com-—
pleted were two by Eleanor Dark, histori-
cal novels (with all historically record-
ed material preserved, interwoven with
presumed motives and fictionalized secon-
dary characters) of the first twenty
vears of English colonization of Australia
(at Sydney and Jackson Harbor). As I ex-—
pected, these books cover the same period
in time that the PBS-TV series, Against
the Wind covers, only from a different
perspective. The PBS series' main charac-
ters are convicts and poor settlers.
Dark's books utilize a myriad of lst
person points of view, but most of them
are upper~class British soldiers and
wealthy settlers. All the four governors
whose terms were covered by The Timeless
Land (1941) and Storm of Time (1950)

are major (lst person point-of-view)
characters. Pointing out an uncomforta-
ble blindspot in the PBS series, however,
Dark's books also deal far more extensive-
ly with individual aboriginal perspectives.
The treatment is a bit patronizing and
racist for her acceptance of the idea
that racial characteristics include the
capacity or incapacity for certain

social structures, but it feels a lot
better than the (Australian-made) Against
the Wind show's almost total avoidance

of any mention of aborigine-white inter-
action. Dark's condemnation of the class
structure brought to Australia by English
settlers was excellent. Also several of
her women characters were wonderful.

The books suggest an abundance of poten-
tial movie material of the type that the
country has been producing lately. And
excitingly to me were the frequent refer-
ences to the ominous landscape and its
effect on the people who live there.

It was 44 the Land, watching {ndiffen-
ently, had said to “him: " What does it
matten? The Lives of these misenrable
men will be over in the blink of an
eye, and thein childnen will be mine—
not yours."



Something subtlen was at the root

o4 his uneasiness. 1f was not the

men whom he was doubting, Lt was
.the place., . .

. . .the atmost ternifying different-
ness of the Land...he himself must
be all the time alert fo catch the
mood of changing time and cireum-
stance. He thought of A as a vol-
untarny adjusiment, not consclous o4
At as the fiust moulding process of
the Land.

.o 12 was the place which §righten-
ed hen.

...He saw this proclamation of own-
enship, with L8 pathetic bravado
of pomp and ceremony, as a piece of
infantile Amperntinence, of presump-
tUon s0 colossal and grotesque as
to be wonthy of nothing but the a-
Lood Andifference with which the
Land was freating Lft.

Suddenly he felt it. Things hap-
pened difqerently hene. Seasons wene
nevensed, the eanth, the s0if itself
seemed anothen kind of substance, the
veny pattean of the starns ovenhead
was unfamiliar. Everything which
Lived 4n A%, evenything which ghew
in Lt, was stamped unmistakably with
Lts characten. What happened, then,
to men travsplanted? Had he not felt,
already, the necessity to adjust,

to compromise? Acknowledging A%,

he felt himself stiffening against
the thought which inevitably followed.
Mornal adjustment? Moral compromis-
es? Difperent standands, diffen-

ent habits of thought, truths fon
which thein fathens would have died
become no Longern truths, the clearn-
drawn pattern of the soclal struc-
tune they had known blurnriing, fading,
ghowing unreal and unimportant, and
some new conception aising, boan

out of thein union with the Land...

The Land itself!...Neither welcoming
nor repefling. Nedither genial nor
indmical. Only watching out of some
colossal past in whose anms they had
rested 50 securnely for A0 many ageb
that no change seemed possible.

See what I mean? And those are just
some of my notes from the first book,
The Timeless Land. Dark seems to be
drawing on the natives' conception

as being true to the identity of the land
—and showing that western culture breaks
down as a result of its conflict with the
spirit of the place. The idea is rampant
in everything I've read or seen from
Australia (as I was saying last time).

It reminds me of that short story by
Sheckley (I think) about the explorers
who land on a new planet and end up en-
tirely ingested by the mono-culture of
the planet, totally assimilated. I think
awareness of the land must be a fairly
common theme in writings by people in-
volved in immigration from a densely
populated society to a wilderness area,
cut off from easy communication to the
mother-land. But there is something
about writing done about Australia that
seems different to me. For instance,

in writing about and by European colon-
ists in America, the feeling is communi-
cated that people will mould the land

in contradiction to the often-mentioned
Australian conviction that the land is
moulding the people.

After the two Dark books, the library
notified me that they'd found a couple
more books on my request list through
inter-library loan. TI've finished

Kylie Tennant's Ride On Stranger (1943)
now and liked it a lot, though it doesn't
add much to my notes on the land/Australia
theme. It's an interesting book chiefly
from a feminist perspective, though.

The main character, Shannon Hicks,

goes from one series of adventures to
another (chapter by chapter), constant-
ly leaving one group and one occupation
for another as she becomes disillusioned
by them. It's a picaresque novel in
form. She leaves home for an aunt's
place in the city because her mother
can't handle her (much like the char-
acter in My Brilliant Career). She

gets really mad at her teacher when he
says that she should have no ambitions
other than a normal girl's ambitions to
be a wife and mother. Shannon wants

to be a lawyer. Eventually, after a
series of short-lived careers that

moves through charleton and prostele-
tyzing groups, back-to-nature cultists
(in which I found an interesting Abor-
iganal word, Alcheringa, which means
"the spirit of the place'), radio and
finally Marxist movement people, she
does work as a self-taught lawyer. She
stays carefully celibate and is an
interesting characcer. The book was




was chiefly interesting for the way

in which the main character went from
place to place, from role to role,
meeting the same people over and over
again (in different roles). It was
very similar in feeling to the film,

O Lucky Man! Both that film and this
novel being picaresque stories, they
feature the protagonist on a journey
to maturity (and literally on the road).
People met become coincidentally very
significant. Mysterious birth almost
always is significant (the king's long
lost heir, or whatever) and suddenly
discovered relationships turn out to
be critical. Like that. Anyway, it's
an enjoyable, if rather obscure and
undoubtedly hard-to-~find book.

The book I am most anxious to find
seems to be out of reach by Madison
libraries; at least they haven't found
it yet... That's My Brilliant Career.
I am told, however, that that book is
due to be republished soon as a result
of its successful film run. I hope so.

I still haven't gotten through the last
book that the library found for me,
Coonardo, mainly because I got side-
tracked by a couple other non-Austral-
ian books, The Bay of Pigs by Peter
Wyden (fun and games by that good old
'familiar crew, the Watergate Men) and
Chelsea Quinn Yarbro's Messages from
Michael. 0dd book, that last one.
Definitely makes me want to rewrite my
review of the latest Doris Lessing
books. Lessing's use of the "zones"
takes on all sorts of different meaning
with the ideas stated in Quinn's book
on different planes of existence,
physical, astral, etc. (basically
Eastern religious terms). I also read
a really awful book, and picked it up
because I knew it would be awful.
Extrapolated Moral Majority it is (or
rather extrapolated fears of the Moral
Majority): Fred Saberhagen's Iove
Conquers ALl. Yucky stuff. All about
the immorality of abortion and what an
awful world it would be if abortion

and all its implications (emphasis on
implications) were let loose on the
world. Assumption one: most abortions
would be forced upon women as would
licentious, impersonal sex. The answer
to over-population isn't to give women
control over their bodies, but a "higher

concept of love...one that includes more
celibacy. And no, I am not exagerating.

I just don't feel like an in-depth re-

view of that dreck. For such a short p

read.
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Time has passed. I've put in a new typ-
ing element. My plane for San Francisco
leaves the day after tomorrow. So
tonight | have to finish this apazine.
My brother Steve stopped in to visit,

so (to apologize beforehand for spelling
errors): it is 3 AM in the morning.

My system has already gone back to nor-
mal following the Tubal. My first
period after the operation came on
schedule (to the hour, in fact), though
it was considerably heavier than how
I've gotten used to it while on the Pill.
That made me feel good (that everything
was back to normal already), even though
} had been hoping that |'d have a hiatus
for a couple months while my body got
used to the new state of affairs. Ah
well, that's OK.

Also, in the time that's passed, we
finished doing Janus. Depending on

how much time the people left in Madi-
son have, the issue may or may not

be mailed out while |'m gone to the
coast. | hope it will be, but | am
relieved nonetheless that it is done.
tt looks pretty good. We finished
Janus on December 15 and the next day

| started (started! scheech!) christ-
mas shopping. Luckily | had a good
list and got it done relatively quickly.
But | do hate getting it done in such

a rush. The next issue of our group
zine will not be called Jarnus. It will
be called Aurora. | imagine that 1'}]
get used to that name after a while

but right now it's definitely next to
impossible to get out of the habit of
calling it Janus. durora 19 will be

on the theme ''More than Words," and
will work with the stories and novels
and SF ideas having to do with lanquage
and communication. Thoughts, ideas,
contributions, cover art, interior V7
art, reviews, etc. are much welcome.
Write to me. Please.

I'm going to skip MC's this time. Sorry. b%{
i do love Pat Mueller's cover though.
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