
Julie McDonald [Type here] 1 
 

 

 

 

Contents  

! wƻƻƳ ƻŦ hƴŜΩǎ hǿƴ ό±ƛǊƎƛƴƛŀ ²ƻƻƭŦύ ................................................................................................. 9 

Cognitive Behavior Therapy, Second Edition: Basics and Beyond (Beck, Judith S.) ............................. 10 

Deviations: A Gayle Rubin Reader....................................................................................................... 11 

10 Of Catamites and Kings .............................................................................................................. 11 

Edgar Allan Poe: Complete Tales and Poems ...................................................................................... 20 

The Raven ....................................................................................................................................... 20 

Erik Schubach oeuvre .......................................................................................................................... 21 

Music of the Soul 7, 8, & 9 Bundle (Schubach, Erik) ........................................................................ 22 

London Harmony: Water Gypsy (Schubach, Erik) ........................................................................... 22 

French Feminism Reader ( ) ................................................................................................................ 22 

Love on the North Shore Line (Rose, Elisabeth) .................................................................................. 25 

Page 1 | Location 16-22 .................................................................................................................. 25 

Narrative Practice: Continuing the Conversations (White, Michael) (2011) ....................................... 25 

Pagan Library ...................................................................................................................................... 27 

73 Lessons Every Goddess Must Know (Dawson, Goddess Leonie) ................................................ 27 

L 44-51 ........................................................................................................................................ 27 

L 854-863 Making Fun ................................................................................................................. 27 

L 898-901 Earth ........................................................................................................................... 27 

L 942-945 Sacred Cave Time ....................................................................................................... 27 

L 1050-1052 ................................................................................................................................ 28 

A Rebel Chick Mystic's Guide (Selow, Lisa Marie) ........................................................................... 28 

L 134-137 Healing Your Spirit with Positive Rebellion ................................................................. 28 

L 171-175-183 Claiming Rebel Chick Mystic for Myself ............................................................... 28 

P1-2 | L 199-203-212 .................................................................................................................. 29 

P3 | L 216-224 [positive rebellion] .............................................................................................. 29 

Every Witch Way: Spells and Advice from Two Very Different Witches (Dugan, Ellen;Whitehurst, 

Tess) ................................................................................................................................................ 30 

Location 80-82 ............................................................................................................................ 30 

Location 95-102 .......................................................................................................................... 30 

Loc 118-122................................................................................................................................. 30 

Location 250-253 ........................................................................................................................ 31 



Julie McDonald [Type here] 2 
 

 

 

 

Everyday Witchcraft: Making Time for Spirit in a Too-Busy World (Blake, Deborah)...................... 31 

Journey to the Dark Goddess: How to Return to Your Soul (Meredith, Jane) ................................. 31 

Page 120 | Location 1729-1732-1735 ......................................................................................... 31 

Page 121 | Location 1742-1744 .................................................................................................. 32 

- Your Highlight on Page 121 | Location 1747-1753.................................................................... 32 

Page 122 | Location 1762-1764 .................................................................................................. 32 

- Your Highlight on Page 123 | Location 1771-1773.................................................................... 32 

Page 126 | Location 1815-1816 .................................................................................................. 32 

Page 126 | Location 1818-1819 ................................................................................................... 32 

Naming the Goddess (Greenfield, Trevor) ...................................................................................... 33 

Location 388-396 ........................................................................................................................ 33 

- Your Highlight Location 397-402 ............................................................................................... 33 

Loc 1382-1388 Aphrodite ............................................................................................................ 33 

Pagan Portals - Spirituality Without Structure: (Brown, Nimue) ..................................................... 34 

- Your Highlight on Page 22 | Location 310-317 ........................................................................ 34 

Page 23 | Location 323-326 ......................................................................................................... 34 

Pagan Portals - The Awen Alone: Walking the Path of the Solitary Druid (Hoeven, Joanna van der)

 ........................................................................................................................................................ 35 

- Your Highlight on Page 1 | Location 71-76................................................................................ 35 

- Your Highlight on Page 2 | Location 88-92................................................................................ 35 

The Goddess is in the Details (Deborah Blake)................................................................................ 35 

Traditional Witchcraft for Urban Living (Draco, Melusine) ........................................................... 37 

- Your Highlight on Page 3 | Location 46-48................................................................................ 37 

Page 3 | Location 52-54............................................................................................................... 37 

Page 121 | Location 1519-1523 .................................................................................................. 37 

Page 127 | Location 1589-1594 .................................................................................................. 37 

P.E.R.N. Chronicles ............................................................................................................................ 38 

Dragonflight .................................................................................................................................... 38 

Dragonsong ..................................................................................................................................... 38 

The Dolphins of PERN ................................................................................................................... 38 

Queer and Trans Fiction ...................................................................................................................... 39 

Between Mom and Jo (Peters, Julie Anne) [LGBTI] ......................................................................... 39 



Julie McDonald [Type here] 3 
 

 

 

 

L 1286-1287-1289 ....................................................................................................................... 39 

L 1319-1320 ................................................................................................................................ 39 

L 1328-1331 ................................................................................................................................ 39 

L 2517-2517 ................................................................................................................................ 39 

L 2600-2603 ................................................................................................................................ 39 

L (2613) 2644-2644-2645 [three moms] ..................................................................................... 40 

Don't Go There (Genet, Kate) [LGBTI, set in New Zealand, lesbian romance] ................................. 40 

Page 155 | L 1507-1509 .............................................................................................................. 40 

P162 | L 1558-1559 ..................................................................................................................... 41 

Page 163 | Location 1566-1569 .................................................................................................. 41 

Page 170 | Location 1620-1624 .................................................................................................. 41 

Page 268 | L 2593-2596 .............................................................................................................. 41 

Page 271 | L 2612-2616-2617 Chpt26......................................................................................... 41 

Page 272-273 | Location 2622-2626-2629 .................................................................................. 42 

Page 273 | Location 2635-2636 .................................................................................................. 42 

Page 275 | Location 2655-2659 .................................................................................................. 42 

Page 276 | Location 2666-2669 ................................................................................................... 42 

Page 280 | Location 2700-2704 ................................................................................................... 43 

Page 285 | L 2752-2754 .............................................................................................................. 43 

Page 289 | L 2793-2799 .............................................................................................................. 43 

Page 310 | L 2994-2998 .............................................................................................................. 44 

Page 312 | L 3021-олнп CƭƛǎǎΩ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ...................................................................................... 44 

Keeping You a Secret (Peters, Julie Anne) [teen, lesbian, LGBTI, coming of age] ............................ 44 

Page 4 | Location 52-54 .............................................................................................................. 44 

Page 4 | Location 58-61 .............................................................................................................. 44 

Page 5 | Location 64-65............................................................................................................... 44 

Page 6 | Location 76-83............................................................................................................... 45 

Page 13 | Location 159-162 ........................................................................................................ 45 

Page 14 | Location 175-177 ......................................................................................................... 45 

Page 16 | Location 189-191 ........................................................................................................ 45 

Page 43 | Location 517-520 ........................................................................................................ 45 

Page 67 | Location 831-833 ........................................................................................................ 45 



Julie McDonald [Type here] 4 
 

 

 

 

Page 79 | Location 984-986 ......................................................................................................... 46 

Page 92 | L 1144-1147 ................................................................................................................ 46 

Page 99 | L 1230-1232 ................................................................................................................ 46 

Page 128 | L 1574-1576-1577 ..................................................................................................... 46 

Page 134 | L 1644-1648-1650 ..................................................................................................... 47 

Page 147 | Location 1811-1811 .................................................................................................. 47 

Page 149 | Location 1836-1837-1837-1838 gaydar .................................................................... 48 

Page 150-151 | Location 1854-1854-1855 .................................................................................. 48 

Page 152 | L 1863-1866 Chapter 17 ............................................................................................ 48 

Page 159 | Location 1948-1951-1952 ......................................................................................... 49 

Page 161 | L 1978-1982 Chapter 18 ............................................................................................ 49 

Page 184 | Location 2268-2269 kicked out ................................................................................. 49 

Page 196 | Location 2415-2416 street youth .............................................................................. 51 

Page 210 | Location 2595-2598 .................................................................................................. 51 

Page 234 | L 2906-2909 .............................................................................................................. 52 

Of Heartstrings & Hope: Tales of Friendship and Love ................................................................... 52 

House Blend, Double Sweet ........................................................................................................ 53 

Roommates (Bishop, Karin) [LGBTI] ................................................................................................ 62 

Location 2535-2538 .................................................................................................................... 62 

Location 2658-2665 .................................................................................................................... 62 

Salvations (Bishop, Karin) {LGBTI] ................................................................................................... 62 

Location 348-352 ........................................................................................................................ 63 

Location 464-472 ........................................................................................................................ 64 

- Your Highlight Location 497-499 ............................................................................................... 64 

- Your Highlight Location 5199-5201 ........................................................................................... 64 

She's My Ride Home (Bushore, Jackie) [Lesbian coming of age] [LGBTI] ........................................ 65 

Loc 2687-2689............................................................................................................................. 65 

Small Town Secrets (Scott, Riley) .................................................................................................... 65 

Loc 2740-2742............................................................................................................................. 66 

Loc 2987-2990............................................................................................................................. 67 

Standing Her Ground (M.E.Tudor) .................................................................................................. 69 

Prologue ...................................................................................................................................... 69 



Julie McDonald [Type here] 5 
 

 

 

 

Chapter One ................................................................................................................................ 72 

Suddenly (M. E. Tudor 2012) (Lesbian coming of age) .................................................................... 76 

L 53-61-62-63-66 [Marlene Miller] Chapter 1 ............................................................................. 76 

L 2700-2702 [Derek Kruger, rape] ............................................................................................... 76 

Location 3074-3080 .................................................................................................................... 76 

Chapter Twenty-Four (period) .................................................................................................... 77 

Chapter Twenty-Five ................................................................................................................... 87 

Location 4069-4070 .................................................................................................................... 88 

Location 4085-4086-4091 Chapter 25 ......................................................................................... 88 

Location 4146-4147 .................................................................................................................... 88 

Location 4176-4178 .................................................................................................................... 88 

Location 4224-4226-4232 ........................................................................................................... 89 

Location 4299-4300-4301-4304-4307-4309-4310-4311-4313 .................................................... 89 

Location 4329-4331 .................................................................................................................... 90 

Location 4461-4465 Chapter 27 .................................................................................................. 90 

Location 4688-4693 .................................................................................................................... 90 

Location 4932-4934 .................................................................................................................... 91 

Location 4962-4963-4964-4966 .................................................................................................. 91 

L 5017-5022 ................................................................................................................................ 91 

Tessa Masterson Will Go to Prom (Halpin, Brendan;Franklin, Emily) [Lesbian coming of age] 

[LGBTI] ............................................................................................................................................ 91 

Page 91 | Location 1022-1023 .................................................................................................... 91 

Page 106 | Location 1181-1189-1191.......................................................................................... 91 

Page 122 | Location 1373-1378 .................................................................................................. 92 

Page 129 | Location 1453-1457 .................................................................................................. 92 

Page 132 | Location 1490-1495 .................................................................................................. 92 

Page 198 | Location 2217-2221  - parents selling TEAM TESSA T-shirts ..................................... 92 

Page 256 | L 2892-2898 .............................................................................................................. 93 

Time It Right (Maley, Siera) [LGBTI] ................................................................................................ 93 

Queer Memoirs and Writings ............................................................................................................. 95 

If You Were Me:  The Memoir of a Mother Torn Between What's Right and What's Easy (Eden, 

Angela) ............................................................................................................................................ 95 

While you were out..................................................................................................................... 95 



Julie McDonald [Type here] 6 
 

 

 

 

Just two dark times ..................................................................................................................... 95 

On the other hand ...................................................................................................................... 95 

The long way home ..................................................................................................................... 95 

Ladyboys (Aldous, Susan;Sereemongkonpol, Pornchai) .................................................................. 97 

p.31-32 kathoey sex work ........................................................................................................... 97 

p.220-222 - faking menstruation................................................................................................. 98 

Page 225 | L 2150-2156 CHAPTER 8: NONG TOOM; BEAUTIFUL BOXER ..................................... 99 

Page 236 | Location 2263-2271 .................................................................................................. 99 

Normal .......................................................................................................................................... 100 

The Family of Woman ................................................................................................................... 101 

Who's Your Daddy?: And Other Writings on Queer Parenting ...................................................... 102 

Location 6371-6378 knowledge production discourses ............................................................ 103 

Location 6408-6410-6414-6417 polyamory .............................................................................. 103 

You're Not from Around Here, Are You? (Louise A. Blum) ............................................................ 105 

Location 37-38 .......................................................................................................................... 105 

Location 59-63 .......................................................................................................................... 105 

Location 191-197 ...................................................................................................................... 106 

Location 204-206-207-нлу ά5ŀŘέ ............................................................................................. 107 

Location 1864-1877-1879 "I love you, you know," ................................................................... 109 

Stuck (Rose, Elisabeth) ...................................................................................................................... 112 

The Lord of the Rings: (Tolkien, J. R. R.) ............................................................................................ 113 

Page 160 | Location 3455-3510 song "Man in the Moon" ........................................................ 114 

Page 227 | Location 4805-4814-4819 [Frodo meets Arwen] .................................................... 117 

Page 989 | L 19752-19756 Chapter 7 HOMEWARD BOUND ..................................................... 123 

Twilight Saga (Meyer, Stephenie) [vampires, love, coming of age] .................................................. 125 

Twilight ......................................................................................................................................... 125 

New Moon .................................................................................................................................... 126 

Breaking Dawn .............................................................................................................................. 126 

Page 47 | Location 576-578 wedding........................................................................................ 129 

Page 470 | Location 5539-5540 [Bella's 19th birthday] ............................................................ 131 

Vagina Is Not a Dirty Word : Confessions from the Female Psyche (McLeod, Salilabelle) ................ 132 

Loc 202-204 moon days ............................................................................................................ 132 



Julie McDonald [Type here] 7 
 

 

 

 

Why Be Happy When You Could Be Normal? (Winterson, Jeanette) ................................................ 132 

Page 176 Loc 2307-2315 therapy .............................................................................................. 132 

ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ /ƘŀƴƎŜŘέ {ŜȄ wŜŀǎǎƛƎƴƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ tŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ LŘŜƴǘƛǘȅ ............................................................ 132 

p.194 11 Who Do You Think You Are? When Should the Law Let You Be Who You Want to Be? 

Graham Mayeda ........................................................................................................................... 132 

p.208 ς (JARM note - ethical and legal approaches to identity ς key point) ............................. 133 

Appendix: Earlier Document ............................................................................................................. 133 

Identities and Freedom: Feminist Theory Between Power and Connection (Weir, Allison) (2013)

 ...................................................................................................................................................... 133 

A Transgender Diary - Special Edition (Phillips, Melanie Anne) .................................................... 133 

Buddhism for Mothers (Napthali, Sarah) ...................................................................................... 135 

Concepts of the Self (Polity Key Concepts in the Social Sciences series) (Elliott, Anthony)........... 138 

Counseling and Psychotherapy Theories in Context and Practice: Skills, Strategies, and Techniques 

(Sommers-Flanagan, John;Sommers-Flanagan, Rita) .................................................................... 142 

Cynthia's Chance (West, Caitlin) ................................................................................................... 146 

Daughters of the Dreaming (Bell, Diane) ...................................................................................... 146 

Embrace of the Daimon: (Dennis, Sandra Lee).............................................................................. 147 

Families We Choose:  Lesbians, Gays, Kinship (Kath Weston) (1991) ........................................... 148 

Feminist Therapy (Theories of Psychotherapy) (Brown, Laura S.) ................................................. 148 

From Max Weber: Essays in Sociology (Weber, Max) ................................................................... 150 

Gender Trouble: Feminism and the Subversion of Identity (Butler, Judith) (1990, 1999) ............. 151 

Gestalt Therapy: 100 Key Points and Techniques (Mann, Dave) ................................................... 152 

Gestalt Therapy Verbatim (Perls, Frederick (Fritz)) ....................................................................... 153 

Girls in Power: Gender, Body, And Menstruation in Adolescence (Laura Fingerson) ................... 156 

Hierarchy of Needs: A Theory of Human Motivation (Maslow, Abraham H.) ............................... 157 

How To Change Your Sex: (Rose, Lannie) ...................................................................................... 163 

Identity Theory (Burke, Peter J.;Stets, Jan E.) 2009....................................................................... 165 

Integrative Therapy: A Practitioner's Guide (Maja O'Brien) .......................................................... 167 

Invitation to Sociology: A Humanistic Perspective (Berger, Peter L.) ............................................ 167 

Jacques Lacan: A Feminist Introduction (Grosz, Elizabeth) ........................................................... 168 

Living at the Boundary (Perls, Laura (Lore)) (1992, 2012) ............................................................. 169 

Masculinity, Senses, Spirit (Aperçus: Histories Texts Cultures) ( ) ................................................. 170 



Julie McDonald [Type here] 8 
 

 

 

 

Mass Communication and American Social Thought: Key Texts, 1919-1968 (Critical Media Studies: 

Institutions, Politics, and Culture) (John Durham Peters;Peter Simonson) ................................... 171 

Men's Business, Women's Business: (Bell, Hannah Rachel) .......................................................... 173 

Multiculturalism (Expanded paperback edition) (Taylor, Charles) ................................................ 180 

Page 32 | Location 533-539 ς dialogical character of human life ............................................. 181 

Passion for Friends, A: Toward a philosophy of Female Affection (Raymond, Janice) .................. 182 

Person-Centred Therapy: A Clinical Philosophy (Advancing Theory in Therapy) (Tudor, 

Keith;Worrall, Mike) 2006 ............................................................................................................. 186 

Play And its Role in The Mental Development of The Child (Psychology Classics) (Vygotsky, Lev) 186 

Queer Theories (Transitions) (Hall, D, Donald E.) (2003) .............................................................. 190 

Science and Human Behaviour B.F. Skinner (1953)....................................................................... 194 

Significant Aspects of Client-Centered Therapy (Psychology Classics) (Rogers, Carl) (1946) ........ 198 

Sister Outsider: Essays and Speeches (Crossing Press Feminist Series) (Lorde, Audre)................. 200 

¢ƘŜ ¢ǊŀƴǎŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ {ƛƭŜƴŎŜ ƛƴǘƻ [ŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ ŀƴŘ !Ŏǘƛƻƴω-...................................................... 200 

Sociology: The Basics (Plummer, Ken)........................................................................................... 207 

Some Observations On The Organization of Personality (Rogers, Carl) ........................................ 214 

Squirrel Cage (Jones, Cindi) ........................................................................................................... 215 

The Social Construction of Reality: A Treatise in the Sociology of Knowledge (Berger, Peter 

L.;Luckmann, Thomas) (1966) ....................................................................................................... 224 

The Sociological Imagination (Mills, C. Wright) ............................................................................. 225 

Transgender Explained For Those Who Are Not (Herman, Joanne) .............................................. 231 

Understanding Media: The Extensions of Man (McLuhan, Marshall) ........................................... 231 

¦bC!LwΥ ²Ƙȅ ǘƘŜ ά/ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴέ ±ƛŜǿ ƻŦ Dŀȅǎ 5ƻŜǎƴϥǘ ²ƻǊƪ ό{ƘƻǊŜΣ WƻƘƴύ ...................................... 231 

Walden (Thoreau, Henry David).................................................................................................... 235 

Woman's Relationship with Herself: Gender, Foucault and Therapy (Women and Psychology) 

(O'Grady, Helen) ........................................................................................................................... 235 

Written On The Body (Winterson, Jeanette)................................................................................. 239 

You've Changed: Sex Reassignment and Personal Identity (Shrage, Laurie J.) .............................. 239 

A Different Kind of Forever (Ernst, Dee) ....................................................................................... 240 

Arousing Love, a teen novel (Strom, M. H.) .................................................................................. 241 

Better Off Without Him (Ernst, Dee) ............................................................................................. 244 

Choices (Brewer, Annie) ................................................................................................................ 244 

Dating Sarah Cooper (Siera Maley 2014) [LGBTI] .......................................................................... 244 



Julie McDonald [Type here] 9 
 

 

 

 

Empress of the World (Ryan, Sara) [LGBTI] ................................................................................... 244 

Exception to the Rule (Rizzo, Cindy) [LGBTI] ................................................................................. 250 

Guilty Hearts (Winters, Jade) ........................................................................................................ 252 

Impossible (Kant, Komal) .............................................................................................................. 253 

Jenna's Awakening (Dr. Jenna Harper Series Book 1) (Redstone, Missy) ...................................... 253 

Karma (Sex, Nikki) ......................................................................................................................... 254 

Letting Go (Holding On Book 2) (Jolie, Meg) ................................................................................. 255 

Monique (Allan, Tanya) [LGBTI] .................................................................................................... 255 

No One Needs to Know (Grace, Amanda) ..................................................................................... 256 

No Sense of Place: The Impact of Electronic Media on Social Behavior (Meyrowitz, Joshua)....... 257 

On the Jellicoe Road (Marchetta, Melina) .................................................................................... 257 

Oranges Are Not The Only Fruit (Winterson, Jeanette) ................................................................ 257 

Playing My Love (Peach, Angela) [LGBTI] ...................................................................................... 258 

Please Baby (S. L. Kassidy 2013) [LGBTI] ....................................................................................... 259 

Polgara the Sorceress (Belgariad) (Eddings, Leigh;Eddings, David) ............................................... 261 

Queen of Hearts (Tanya Allen) [LGBTI] ......................................................................................... 261 

Say Something (Winters, Jade) ..................................................................................................... 264 

Tango-Golf Cop with a Difference! (Allan, Tanya) ......................................................................... 264 

The Consequences of Forever (The Haven Series) (Oruska, Kaitlyn) ............................................. 266 

The Kissing Season (novella) (Johns, Rachael) ............................................................................... 267 

The Long Road Home (Monroe, Mary Alice) ................................................................................. 267 

The Neighbor: PART TWO (Lowe, Heidi) [lesbian] ......................................................................... 267 

The Network (Bishop, Karin) [LGBTI] ............................................................................................. 268 

The Student (Mariana Lewis 2014) [LGBTI] ................................................................................... 269 

The Tycoon's Toddler Surprise (Lennox, Elizabeth) ....................................................................... 270 

Torn (Lehman, Amber) .................................................................................................................. 270 

Index ................................................................................................................................................. 271 

 

 

A Room of Oneôs Own (Virginia Woolf)  

Loc 1592 



Julie McDonald [Type here] 10 
 

 

 

 

I told you in the course of this paper that Shakespeare had a sister; but do not look for her in Sir 

{ƛŘƴŜȅ [ŜŜΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƻŜǘΦ {ƘŜ Řƛed young ςalas, she never wrote a word. She lies buried where 

the omnibuses now stop, opposite the Elephant and Castle. Now my belief is that this poet who 

never wrote a word and was buried at the cross-roads still lives. She lives in you and in me, and in 

many other women who are not here tonight, for they are washing up the dishes and putting the 

children to bed. But she lives; for great poets do not die; they are continuing presences; they need 

only the opportunity to walk among us in the flesh. This opportunity, as I think, it is now coming 

within your power to give her. For my belief is that if we live another century or so ςI am talking of 

the common life which is the real life and not of the little separate lives which we live as individuals ς

and have five hundred a year each of us and rooms of our own; if we have the habit of freedom and 

the courage to write exactly what we think; if we escape a little from the common sitting-room and 

see human beings not always in their relation to each other but in relation to reality; and the sky, 

ǘƻƻΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜǎ ƻǊ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƛǘ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎΤ ƛŦ ǿŜ ƭƻƻƪ Ǉŀǎǘ aƛƭǘƻƴΩǎ ōƻƎȅΣ ŦƻǊ ƴƻ ƘǳƳŀƴ 

being should shut out the view; if we face the fact, for it is a fact, that there is no arm to cling to, but 

that we go alone and that our relation is to the world of reality and not only to the world of men and 

ǿƻƳŜƴΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ǇƻŜǘ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ {ƘŀƪŜǎǇŜŀǊŜΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ǿƛƭƭ Ǉǳǘ ƻƴ 

the body which she has so often laid down. Drawing her life from the lives of the unknown who were 

her forerunners, as her brother did before her, she will be born. As for her coming without that 

preparation, without that effort on our part, without that determination that when she is born again 

she shall find it possible to live and write her poetry, that we cannot expect, for that would be 

impossible. But I maintain that she would come if we worked for her, and that so to work, even in 

poverty and obscurity, is worth while. 

 

Cognitive Behavior Therapy, Second 

Edition: Basi cs and Beyond (Beck, 

Judith S.)  

- Your Highlight Location 73-75 

The purpose of this book by Dr. Judith Beck, one of the foremost second-generation cognitive 

behavior therapists (and who, as a teenager, was one of the first to listen to me expound on my new 

theory), is to provide a solid basic foundation for the practice of cognitive behavior therapy. 

- Your Highlight Location 113-115 

This book could not have been written without the groundbreaking work of the father of cognitive 

therapy, Aaron T. Beck, who is also my father and an extraordinary scientist, theorist, practitioner, 

and person. I have also learned a great deal from every supervisor, supervisee, and patient with 

whom I have worked. I am grateful to them all. 

- Your Highlight Location 352-354 
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Beck drew on a number of different sources when he developed this form of psychotherapy, 

including early philosophers, such as Epicetus, and theorists, such as Karen Horney, Alfred Adler, 

George Kelly, Albert EllisΣ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ [ŀȊŀǊǳǎΣ ŀƴŘ !ƭōŜǊǘ .ŀƴŘǳǊŀΦ .ŜŎƪΩǎ ǿƻǊƪΣ ƛƴ ǘǳǊƴΣ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ 

expanded by current researchers and theorists, too numerous to recount here, in the United States 

and abroad. 

L 511-512 

as are techniques from other orientations that are implemented within a cognitive framework. 

 

Deviations: A Gayle Rubin Reader  

10 Of Catamites and Kings 
Reflections on Butch, Gender, and Boundaries 

Chapter 10 was originally published in Joan Nestle, ed., The Persistent Desire (Boston: Alyson, 1992), 

466-82. 

What Is Butch? Conceptions and Misconceptions of Lesbian Gender 

Attempting to define terms such as butch and femme is one of the surest waysto incite volatile 

discussion among lesbians. Butch and femme are important categories within lesbian experience, 

and as such they have accumulated multiple layers of significance. Most lesbians would probably 

agree with a definition from The Queen's Vernacular, that a butch is a "lesbian with masculine 

characteristics."1 But many corollaries attending that initial premise oversimplify and misrepresent 

butch experience. In this essay, I approach butch from the perspective of gender in order to discuss, 

clarify, and challenge some prevalent lesbian cultural assumptions about what is butch. 

Many commentators have noted that the categories butch and femme have historically served 

numerous functions in the lesbian world. Describing the lesbian community in Buffalo from the 

1930s through the 1950s, Elizabeth Kennedy and Madeline Davis comment, 

These roles had two dimensions: First, they constituted a code of personal behavior, particularly in 

the areas of image and sexuality. Butches affected a masculine style, while fems appeared 

characteristically female. Butch and fem also complemented one another in an erotic system in which 

the butch was expected to be both the doer and the giver; the fem's passion was the butch's 

fulfillment. Second, butch-fem roles were what we call a social imperative. They were the organizing 

principle for this community 's relation to the outside world and for its members' relationships to one 

another.2 

While I do not wish to deny or underestimate the complexity of its functions, I will argue that the 

simplest definition of butch is the most helpful one. Butch is most usefully understood as a category 

of lesbian gender that is constituted through the deployment and manipulation of masculine gender 

codes and symbols. 
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Butch and femme are ways of coding identities and behaviors that are both connected to and 

distinct from standard societal roles for men and women.3 Among lesbian and bisexual women, asin 

the general population, there are individualswho strongly identify as masculine or feminine aswell 

asindividuals whose gender preferences are more flexible or fluid. Femmes identify predominantly 

asfeminine or prefer behaviors and signals defined asfeminine within the larger culture; butches 

identify primarily as masculine or prefer masculine signals, personal appearance, and styles. There 

are also many lesbians (and bisexual women) with intermediate or unmarked gender styles. In the 

old days, terms such as k i-k i indicated such intermediate or indeterminate gender styles or 

identities. We appear to have no contemporary equivalent, although at times, lesbian and dyke are 

used to indicate women whose gender messages are not markedly butch or femme.4 

Butch is the lesbian vernacular term for women who are more comfortable with masculine gender 

codes, styles, or identities than with feminine ones. The term encompasses individualswith a broad 

range of investments in "masculinity."It includes, for example, women who are not at all interested 

in male gender identities, but who use traits associated with masculinity to signal their lesbianism or 

to communicate their desire to engage in the kinds of active or initiatory sexual behaviors that in 

thissociety are allowed or expected from men. It includes women who adopt "male"fashions and 

mannerisms asa way to claim privileges or deference usually reserved for men. It may include 

women who find men'sclothing better made or who consider women's usual clothes too confining, 

uncomfortable, or who feel it leaves them vulnerable or exposed.5 

Butch is also the indigenous lesbian category for women who are gender dysphoric. Gender 

dysphoria is a technical term for individuals who are dissatisfied with the gender to which they were 

  

 

 

 

 

assigned (usually at birth) on the basis of their anatomical sex. Within the psychological and medical 

communities, gender dysphoria is considered a disorder, as were lesbianism and male 

homosexuality before the American Psychiatric Association removed them from its official list of 

mental diseases in 1973.6 I am not using gender dysphoria in the clinical sense, with its connotations 

of neurosisor psychological impairment. I am using it as a purely descriptive term for persons who 

have gender feelings and identities that are at odds with their assigned gender status or their 

physical bodies. Individuals who have very powerful gender dysphoria, particularly those with strong 

drives to alter their bodies to conform to their preferred gender identities, are called transsexuals.7 

The lesbian community is organized along an axis of sexual orientation, and comprises women who 

have sexual, affectional, erotic, and intimate relations with other women. It nevertheless harbors a 

great deal of gender dysphoria.8 Drag, cross-dressing, passing, transvestism, and transsexualism are 
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all common in lesbian populations, particularly those not attempting to meet constricted standards 

of political virtue.9 

In spite of their prevalence, issues of gender variance are strangely out of focus in lesbian thought, 

analysis, and terminology. The intricacies of lesbian gender are inadequately and infrequently 

addressed. Butch is one of the few terms currently available with which to express or indicate 

masculine gender preferences among lesbians, and it carries a heavy, undifferentiated load.10 The 

category of butch encompasses a wide range of gender variation within lesbian cultures. 

Within the group of women labeled butch, there are many individualswho are gender dysphoric to 

varying degrees. Many butches have partially male gender identities. Others border on being, and 

some are, female-to-male transsexuals(ftms), although many lesbians and ftMs find the areasof 

overlap between butchness and transsexualism disturbing.11 Saying that many butches identify 

asmasculine to some degree does not mean that all, even most butches "want to be men,"although 

some undoubtedly do. Most butches enjoy combining expressions of masculinity with a female 

body. The coexistence of masculine traits with a female anatomy is a fundamental characteristic of 

"butch" and is a highly charged, eroticized, and consequential lesbian signal.12 

By saying that many lesbians identify partially or substantially as masculine, I am also not saying that 

such individuals are "male identified" in the political sense. When the term male identif ied was 

originally used in early seventies second-wave feminism, it denoted nothing about gender identity. It 

described a political attitude in which members of a category of generally oppressed persons 

(women) failed to identify with their self-interest aswomen, and instead identified with goals, 

policies, and attitudes beneficial to a group of generally privileged oppressors (men). Though such 

women were some- times butch or masculine in style, they might as easily be femme or feminine. 

One typical manifestation of male identification in this sense consisted of very feminine 

heterosexual women who supported traditional male privilege. On a more contemporary note, some 

of the feminine right-wing women whose political aims include strengthening male authority in 

conventional family arrangements could also be called male identified. 

There are many problems with the notion of male identified, not the least of which are questions of 

who defines what "women's interests"are in a given situation and the assumption of a unitary 

category of "women" whose interests are alwaysthe same. But the point here is not a political 

critique of the concept of male identification. It is simply to register that a similarity in terminology 

has often led to a conflation of political positions with gender identities. A strongly masculine butch 

will not necessarily identify politically with men. In fact, it is sometimes the most masculine women 

who confront male privilege most directly and painfully and are the most enraged by it..Ll. 

Varieties of Butch 

The iconography in many contemporary lesbian periodicals leaves a strong impression that a butch 

always has very short hair, wears a leather jacket, rides a Harley, and works construction. This butch 

paragon speaks mostly in monosyllables, is tough yet sensitive, is irresistible to women, and is 

semiotically related to a long line of images of young, rebellious, sexy, white, working-class 

masculinity that stretches from Marlon Brando in The Wild One (1954) to the character of James 
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Hurley on Twin Peaks (1990). She is usually accompanied by a half-dressed, ultrafeminine creature 

who is artfully draped on her boots, her bike, or one of her muscular tattooed forearms.14 

These images originate in the motorcycle and street gangs of the early fifties. They have been 

powerful erotic icons ever since, and lesbians are not the only group to find them engaging and sexy. 

Among gay men, the figure of the outlaw leather biker (usually with a heart of gold) has symbolically 

anchored an entire subculture. During the late seventies, similar imagery dominated even 

mainstream male homosexual style and fashion. There are many rock-and-roll variants, from classic 

biker (early Bruce Springsteen) to futuristic road warrior Gudas Priest, Billy Idol) to postmodern punk 

(Sex Pistols). The contemporary Act-Up and Queer Nation styles so popular among young gay men 

and women are lineal descendants of those of the punk rockers, whose torn jackets and safety pins 

fractured and utilized the same leather aesthetic. 

Within the lesbian community, the most commonly recognized butch styles are those based on 

these modelsof white, working class, youthful masculinity. But in spite of the enduring glamour and 

undeniable charm of these figures of rebellious individualism, they do not encompass the actual 

range of lesbian masculinity. Butches vary in their styles of masculinity, their preferred modes of 

sexual expression, and their choices of partners. 

There are many different waysto be masculine. Men get to express masculinity with numerous and 

diverse cultural codes, and there is no reason to assume that women are limited to a narrower 

choice of idioms. There are at least as many ways to be butch as there are ways for men to be 

masculine; actually, there are more waysto be butch, because when women appropriate masculine 

styles the element of travesty produces new significance and meaning. Butches adopt and 

transmute the many available codes of masculinity.15 

Sometimes lesbians use the term butch to indicate only the most manly women.li.But the equation 

of butch with hypermasculine women indulges a stereotype. Butches vary widely in how masculine 

they feel, and consequently, in how they perceive and present themselves. Some butches are only 

faintly masculine, some are partly masculine, some "dag" butches are very manly, and some "drag 

kings" pass as men. 

Butches vary in how they relate to their female bodies. Some butches are comfortable being 

pregnant and having kids, while for others the thought of undergoing the female component of 

mammalian reproduction is utterly repugnant. Some enjoy their breasts while others despise them. 

Some butches hide their genitals and some refuse penetration. There are butches who abhor 

tampons, because of their resonance with intercourse; other butches love getting fucked. Some 

butches are perfectly content in their female bodies, while others may border on or become 

transsexuals. 

Forms of masculinity are molded by the experiences and expectations of nationality, class, race, 

ethnicity, religion, occupation, age, subculture, and individual personality. Socially and culturally 

distinct populations differ widely in what constitutes masculinity, and each hasits own system for 

communicating and conferring "manhood."In some cultures, physical strength and aggression are 

the privileged signals of masculinity. In other cultures, manliness is expressed by literacy and the 

ability to manipulate numbers or text. The travailsof Barbara Streisand's character in Yentl occurred 
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because scholarship was considered the exclusive domain of men among traditional Orthodox Jews 

of Eastern Europe. Myopia and stooped shoulders from a lifetime of reading were prized traits of 

masculinity. Some butches play rugby; some debate political theory; some do both. 

Manliness also varies according to class origin, income level, and occupa- tion. Masculinity can be 

expressed by educational level, career achievement, emotional detachment, musical or artistic 

talent, sexual conquest, intellectual style, or disposable income. The poor, the working classes, the 

middle classes, and the rich all provide different sets of skills and expectations that butches as well 

as men use to certify their masculinity.17 

The styles of masculinity executive and professional men favor differ sharply from those of truckers 

and carpenters. The self presentations of marginally employed intellectualsdiffer from those of 

prosperous lawyers. Classical musicians differ from jazz musicians who are distinguishable from rock-

and-roll musicians. Short hair, shaved heads, and Mohawks did not make eighties punk rockers more 

studly than today's long-haired heavy-metal headbangers. All of these are recognizably male styles, 

and there are butches who express their masculinity within each symbolic assemblage. 

Butches come in all the shapes and varieties and idioms of masculinity. There are butches who are 

tough street dudes, butches who arejocks, butches who are scholars, butches who are artists, rock-

and-roll butches, butches who have motorcycles, and butches who have money. There are butches 

whose male modelsare effeminate men, sissies, drag queens, and many different types of male 

homosexuals. There are butch nerds, butches with soft bodies and hard minds. 

Butch Sexualities 

Thinking of butch as a category of gender expression may help to account for what appear to be 

butch sexual anomalies. Do butches who prefer to let their partners run the sex become "femme in 

the sheets"? Are butches who go out with other butches instead of femmes "homosexuals"? 

Does that make femmes who date femmes "lesbians"? Butchness often signals a sexual interest in 

femmes and a desire or willingness to orchestrate sexual encounters. However, ideas that butches 

partner exclusively with femmes or that butches always "top"(that is,"run the sex") are stereotypes 

that mask substantial variation in butch erotic experience.18 Historically, butches were expected to 

seduce, arouse, and sexually satisfy their partners, who were expected to be femmes. During similar 

eras, men were expected to inaugurate and manage sexual relations with their female partners. 

Both sets of expectation were located within a system in which gender role, sexual orientation, and 

erotic behavior were presumed to exist only in certain fixed relationships to one another. Variations 

existed and were recognized, but considered aberrant. 

Though we still live in a culture that privileges heterosexuality and gender conformity, many of the 

old links have been broken, bent, strained, and twisted into new formations. Perhaps more 

important, configurations of gender role and sexual practice that were once rare have become much 

more widespread. In contemporary lesbian populations there are many combinations of gender and 

desire. 

Many butches like to seduce women and control sexual encounters. Some butches become aroused 

only when they are managing a sexual situation. But there are femmes who like to stay in control, 
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and there are butches who prefer their partners to determine the direction and rhythms of 

lovemaking. Such butches may seek out sexually dominant femmes or sexually aggressive butches. 

Every conceivable combination of butch, femme, intermediate, top, bottom, and switch exists, even 

though some are rarely acknowledged. There are butch tops and butch bottoms, femme tops and 

femme bottoms. There are butch-femme couples, femme-femme partners, and butch-butch pairs. 

Butches are often identified in relation to femmes. Within this framework, butch and femme are 

considered asan indissoluble unity, each defined with reference to the other; butches are invariably 

the partners of femmes. Defining butch asthe object of femme desire, or femme asthe object of 

butch desire presupposes that butches do not desire or partner with other butches, and that 

femmes do not desire or go with other femmes. 

Butch-butch eroticism is much less documented than butch femme sexuality, and lesbians do not 

always recognize or understand it. Although it is not uncommon, lesbian culture contains few 

models for it. Many butches who lust after other butches have looked to gay male literature and 

behavior as sources of imagery and language. The erotic dynamics of butch-butch sex sometimes 

resemble those of gay men, who have developed many patterns for sexual relations between 

different kinds of men. Gay men also have role models for men who are passive or subordinate in 

sexual encounters yet retain their masculinity. Many butchbutch couples think of themselves as 

women doing male homosexual sex with one another. There are "catamites" who are the submissive 

or passive partners of active "sodomites." There are "daddies" and "daddy's boys." There are 

bodybuilders who worship one another's musculature and lick each other's sweat. There are leather 

dudes who cruise together for "victims" to pleasure.19 

Frontier Fears: Butches, Transsexuals, and Terror 

No system of classification can successfully catalogue or explain the infinite vagaries of human 

diversity. To paraphrase Foucault, no system of thought can ever "tame the wild profusion of 

existing things."20 Anomalies will always occur, challenging customary modes of thought without 

representing any actual threat to health, safety, or community survival. However, human beings are 

easily upset by exactly those "existing things" that escape classification, treating such phenomena as 

dangerous, polluting, and requiring eradication.21 Female-to-male transsexuals present just such a 

challenge to lesbian gender categories. 

Although important discontinuities separate lesbian butch experience and female-to-male 

transsexual experience, there are also significant points of connection. Some butches are 

psychologically indistinguishable from female to-male transsexuals, except for the identities they 

choose and the extent to which they are willing or able to alter their bodies. Many ftMs have lived as 

butches before adopting transsexual or male identities. Some individuals explore each identity 

before choosing one that is more meaningful for them, and others use both categories to interpret 

and organize their experience. The boundaries between the categories of butch and transsexual are 

permeable.22 

Many of the passing women and diesel butches so venerated as lesbian ancestors are also claimed in 

the historical lineages of female-to-male transsexuals. There is a deep-rooted appreciation in lesbian 

culture for the beauty and heroism of manly women. 
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Accounts of butch exploits form a substantial part of lesbian fiction and history; images of butches 

and passing women are among our most striking ancestral portraits. These include the photographs 

of Radclyffe Hall as a dashing young gent, the Berenice Abbott photo of Jane Heap wearing a suit and 

fixing an intimidating glare at the camera, and Brassai's pictures of the namelessbut exquisitely 

cross dressed and manicured butches who patronized Le Monocle in 1930s Paris. 

Some of these women were likely asmuch transsexual as butch, although transsexual identities had 

not yet taken their modern forms. For example, several years ago the San Francisco Lesbian and Gay 

History Project produced a slide show on passing women in North America.23 One of those women 

was Babe Bean, also known asJack Bee Garland. Bean/Garland later became the subject of a 

biography by Louis Sullivan, a leader and scholar in the ftM community until his recent death from 

a!Ds. Sullivan'sstudy highlighted Garland'sgender deviance rather than hissexual relationships, 

repositioning him within a transgender lineage.24 It is interesting to ponder what other venerable 

lesbian forebears might be considered transsexuals;if testosterone had been available, some would 

undoubtedly have seized the opportunity to take it. 

In spite of the overlap and kinship between some areasof lesbian and transsexual experience, many 

lesbians are antagonistic toward transsexuals, treating male-to-female transsexuals asmenacing 

intruders and female-to-male transsexuals astreasonous deserters. Transsexuals of both genders are 

commonly perceived and described in contemptuous stereotypes: unhealthy, deluded, self hating, 

enslaved to patriarchal gender roles, sick, antifeminist, antiwoman, and self-mutilating. 

Despite theoretically embracing diversity, contemporary lesbian culture hasa deep streak of 

xenophobia. When confronted with phenomena that do not neatly fit our categories, lesbians have 

been known to respond with hysteria, bigotry, and a desire to stamp out the offending messy 

realities. A "country club syndrome" sometimes prevailsin which the lesbian community is treated 

asan exclusive enclave from which the riffraff must be systematically expunged. Everyone hasa right 

to emotional responses. But it is imperative to distinguish between emotions and principles.Just as 

"hard cases make bad law,"intense emotions make bad policy. Over the years, lesbian groups have 

gone through periodic attempts to purge male-to-female transsexuals, sadomasochists, butch-

femme lesbians, bisexuals, and even lesbians who are not separatists. ftMs are another witch hunt 

waiting to happen.25 

For many years, male-to-female transsexuals(Mtfs) have vastly outnumbered female-to-male 

individuals. A small percentage of Mtfs are sexually involved with women and define themselves as 

lesbian. Until recently, lesbian discomfort wastriggered primarily by those male-to-female lesbians, 

who have been the focus of controversy and who have often been driven out of lesbian groups and 

businesses. Discrimination against Mtfs is no longer monolithic, and many lesbian organizations have 

made a point of admitting male-to-female lesbians. 

However, such discrimination hasnot disappeared. It surfaced in 1991 at the National Lesbian 

Conference, which banned "nongenetic women."26 Transsexual women became the cause celebre 

of the 1991 Michigan Womyn's Music Festival.Festival organizers expelled a transsexual woman, 

then retroactively articulated a policy banning all but "womyn-born-womyn" from future events.27 

After decades of feminist insistence that women are "made, not born,"after fighting to establish that 
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"anatomy is not destiny,"it is astounding that ostensibly progressive events can get away with 

discriminatory policies based so blatantly on recycled biological determinism. 

The next debate over inclusion and exclusion will focus on female-to- male transsexuals. Transsexual 

demographics are changing. ftMsstillcomprise only a fraction of the visible transsexual population, 

but their numbers are growing and awareness of their presence is increasing. Female-to-male 

transsexualswho are in, or in the process of leaving, lesbian communities are becoming the objects 

of controversy and posing new challenges to the waysin which lesbian communities handle diversity. 

A woman who hasbeen respected, admired, and loved asa butch may suddenly be despised, 

rejected, and hounded when s/he starts a sex change.28 

Sex changes are often stressful, not only for the person undergoing change but also for the network 

in which that person is embedded. Individualsand local groups cope with such stresswell or badly, 

depending on their level of knowledge about gender diversity, their relationships with the person 

involved, their willingnessto face difficult emotions, their ability to think beyond immediate 

emotional responses, and the unique detailsof local history and personality. Asa community goes 

through the process of handling a sex change by one of its members, it evolves techniques and sets 

precedents for doing so. 

Though some lesbians are not disturbed by ftMs, and some find them uniquely attractive, many 

lesbians are upset by them. When a woman'sbody begins to change into a male body, the 

transposition of male and female signals that constitutes "butch" begins to disintegrate. A cross-

dressing, dildopacking, bodybuilding butch may use a male name and masculine pronouns, yet 

stillhave soft skin, no facial hair, the visible swell of breasts or hips under male clothing, small hands 

and feet, or some other detectable sign of femaleness. If the same person growsa mustache, 

develops a lower voice, binds hisbreasts, growsa beard, or begins to bald, hisbody offers no evidence 

to contravene hissocial signals. When he begins to read like a man, many lesbians no longer find him 

attractive and some want to banish him from their social universe. If the ftM has lesbian partners 

(and many do), they also risk ostracism. 

Instead of another destructive round of border patrols, surveillance, and expulsion, I would suggest a 

different strategy. Lesbians should instead relax, wait, and support the individuals involved asthey 

sort out their own identities and decide where they fit socially. 

A sex change is a transition. A woman does not immediately become physically male as soon as she 

begins to take hormones. During the initial states of changing sex, many ftMs will not be ready to 

leave the world of women. There is no good reason to harass them through a transitional period 

during which they will not quite fit as women or men. Most ftMs who undergo sex reassign- ment 

identify as men and are anxious to live as men as soon as possible. They will leave lesbian contexts 

on their own, when they can, when they are ready, and when those environments are no longer 

comfortable. It is not necessary for gender vigilantes to drive them out. Some ftMs will experiment 

with sex change and elect to abandon the effort. They should not be deprived of their lesbian 

credentials for having explored the option. 

The partners of ftMsdo not necessarily or suddenly become bisexual or heterosexual because a lover 

decides on a sex change, although some do eventually renegotiate their own identities. An attraction 
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to people of intermediate sex does not automatically displace or negate an attraction to other 

women. Dealing with their sex-changing partners is difficult and confusing enough for the lovers of 

transsexualswithout having to worry about being thrown out of their social universe. Friends and 

lovers of ftMsoften have intense feelingsof loss, grief, and abandonment. They need support for 

handling such feelings, and should not be terrorized into keeping them secret. 

In the past, most ftMswere committed to a fairly complete change, a commitment that wasrequired 

for an individual to gain accessto sex-change technologies controlled by the therapeutic and medical 

establishments. To obtain hormones or surgery, transsexuals(of both directions) had to be able to 

persuade a number of professionals that they were determined to be completely "normal"members 

of the target sex (that is, feminine heterosexual women and masculine heterosexual men). Gay 

transsexualshad to hide their homosexuality to get sex-change treatment. Thishasbegun to change, 

and transsexualsnow have more freedom to be gay and less traditionally gender stereotyped after 

the change. 

More transsexuals also now exist who do not pursue a complete change. Increasingnumbers of 

individualsutilize some but not all of the available sex-change technology, resulting in "intermediate" 

bodies, somewhere between female and male. Some ftMsmay be part women, part men-genetic 

females with male body shapes, female genitals, and intermediate gender identities. Some of these 

may not want to leave their lesbian communities and they should not be forced to do so. They may 

cause confusion, repelling some lesbians and attracting others. But if community membership were 

based on universal desirability, no one would qualify. Our desires can be asselective, exclusive, and 

imperious aswe like;our society should be asinclusive, humane, and tolerant aswe can make it. 

Let a Thousand Flowers Bloom 

In writing thisessay, I have wanted to diversify conceptions of butchness, to promote a more 

nuanced conceptualization of gender variation among lesbian and bisexual women, and to forestall 

prejudice against individualswho use other modes of managing gender. I also have an underlying 

agenda to support the tendencies among lesbians to enjoy and celebrate our differences. Lesbian 

communities and individualshave suffered enough from the assumption that we should all be the 

same, or that every difference must bejustified by a claim of political or moral superiority. 

We should not attempt to decide whether butch-femme or transsexuality are acceptable for anyone 

or preferable for everyone. Individualsshould be allowed to navigate their own trailsthrough the 

possibilities, complexities, and difficulties of life in postmodern times. Each strategy and each set of 

categories hasits capabilities, benefits, and drawbacks. None are perfect, and none work for 

everyone all the time. 

Early lesbian-feminism rejected butch-femme roles out of ignorance of their historical context and 

because their limitations had become readily obvious. Butch and femme were brilliantly adapted for 

building a minority sexual culture out of the tools, materials, and debrisof a dominant sexual system. 

Their costs included obligations for each lesbian to choose a role, the ways such roles sometimes 

reinforced subservient status for femmes, and the sexual frustrations often experienced by butches. 
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The rejection of butch-femme was equally a product of its time. Feminism has often simply 

announced changes already in progress for which it has taken credit and for which it has been held 

responsible. The denunciation of butch-femme occurred in part because some of its premises were 

outdated and because lesbian populations had other tools with which to create viable social worlds. 

Yet wholesale condemnation of butch-femme impoverished our understandings, experiences, and 

models for lesbian gender. It subjected many women to gratuitous denigration and harassment, and 

left a legacy of confusion, lost pleasures, and cultural deprivation. Aswe reclaim butch-femme, I 

hope we do not invent yet another form of politically correct behavior or morality. 

Feminism and lesbian-feminism developed in opposition to a system that imposed rigid roles, limited 

individual potential, exploited women as physical and emotional resources, and persecuted sexual 

and gender diversity. Feminism and lesbian feminism should not be used to impose new but equally 

rigid limitations, or as an excuse to create new vulnerable and exploitable populations. Lesbian 

communities were built by sex and gender refugees; the lesbian world should not create new 

rationales for sex and gender persecution. 

Our categories are important. We cannot organize a social life, a political movement, or our 

individual identities and desires without them. The fact that categories invariably leak and can never 

contain all the relevant "existing things" does not render them useless, only limited. Categories like 

"woman," "butch," "lesbian," or "transsexual" are all imperfect, historical, temporary, and arbitrary. 

We use them, and they use us. We use them to construct meaningful lives, and they mold us into 

historically specific forms of personhood. Instead of fighting for immaculate classifications and 

impenetrable boundaries, let us strive to maintain a community that understands diversity as a gift, 

sees anomalies as precious, and treats all basic principles with a hefty dose of skepticism. 

 

Edgar Allan Poe: Complete Tales and 

Poems  

(Over 100 Works, including The Raven, The Tell-Tale Heart, The Pit and the Pendulum, with Exclusive 

Bonus Features) (Poe, Edgar Allan;Books, Maplewood) 

L 13965-13968 

The Raven 
 Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary,  

Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore,  

While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,  

As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door.  

"'Tis some visiter," I muttered, "tapping at my chamber doorτ 

    Only this, and nothing more." 
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Erik Schubach  oeuvre  

Music of the Soul 

Mandy Fay Harris meets Annabella West; Harmony Trax founded; June Harris (-West) is a baby 

Chapt 1 Homecoming 

Mandy Harris ς άōŀŘ-ass rƻŎƪŜǊ ŎƘƛŎƪέ 

The music school ς Harmony ς where Mandy received her first singing and guitar lessons at 16 

P.2 her secret 

Vancouver, Washington 

Mrs. Wellington ς instructor 

tΦп άIŜƭƭƻ aƛǎǎ IŀǊǊƛǎΣ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ŎŀǊŜ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ǳǎ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ƎŀƳŜΚ [ƛǘǘƭŜ 9ǾŜ ƘŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ loves attention, 

ǎƘŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŘƛǾŀ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦέ ς Mandy meets Sarina Rand 

tΦр !ƴŀōŜƭƭŀΣ {ŀǊƛƴŀΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ 

 

A Deafening Whisper ς Mia Jacobs meets Valhalla (Vee Jacobs); Abbey Jacobs is born; Victoria 

Davenport 

Dating Game ς Crystal James meets Riley (Jane) 

Karaoke Queen ς Kimi Solomon meets Skylar Roth; Karaoke Queen competition organised by Mandy 

Fay Harris as part of an anniversary present for Annabella West; formation of Satin Thunder 

Silent Bob ς Samantha Roth about 5 or 6; Satin Thunder still touring; San (Sandra) already providing 

therapy dogs (eg. Monster) 

Five Feet or Less ς Reese Qualls meets Sarah Kreitz; Samantha Roth about 5 or 6; San (Sandra) 

Broken Song  

Syncopated Rhythm 

 

 

Short Stories in the Music of the Soul universe... Misadventures of Victoria Davenport: Operation 

Matchmaker  

Books in the Valkyrie Chronicles series... Return of the Asgard Bloodlines Folkvangr  
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Books in the Fracture series... Divergence Books in the Drakon series... Awakening 

 

Music of the Soul 7, 8, & 9 Bundle (Schubach, Erik) 
- Your Highlight Location 729-731 | Added on Friday, December 5, 2014 10:51:32 PM 

{ƘŜ ƎƛƎƎƭŜŘΦ άDƻƻŘΦέ ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ 5ŀƛǎȅ ǿƘƻ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά²ŀǘŎƘ the fuzzballs, I think 

ǘƘŜȅϥǊŜ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 5ŀƛǎȅ ȅƛǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜƴ Ǌŀƴ ŀƴŘ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǎƪ ŎƘŀƛǊ ǘƘŜƴ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǘƻǇ 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƎŜǎ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƭŀƛŘ ŘƻǿƴΦ ά²ŜϥǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ Řƻƛƴϥ ŀ ƘŀƭŦ ǎƘƛŦǘ 5ŀƛǎȅΦ 

²Ŝϥƭƭ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ŜŀǊƭȅΦέ L ǎǿŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ Řƻg knew what she was saying. 

- Your Highlight Location 1570-1572 

I was just staring at her. How strong is this young girl? I am amazed every time I speak with her. It is 

ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ǎƻǳƭ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ {ƘŜ ǘƛƭǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά{ƘŜϥƭƭ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ people she 

ƭƻǾŜǎ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ƛǘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳ Řƻ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ Řƻƴϥǘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

- Your Highlight Location 2039-2042 

I was shushing both of them as half my heart felt as though it were mending just from holding my 

children. I took a deep ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ άIŀǾŜ ŀ seat ƎƛǊƭǎΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ȅƻǳΦέ L ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜŘ 

Missy's hand. Was little miss bad ass crying? I nodded to Steven, as the dogs piled onto the couch to 

maul my daughters with their tongues. 

- Your Highlight Location 2109-2111 | Added on Sunday, December 7, 2014 5:59:05 AM 

L Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΣ άCǳŎƪΗέ ƻǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǎǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛŘƎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ 

purpose in my head. I couldn't fix my life, but there was one thing I could do for the most selfless 

person that I have ever met. 

 

London Harmony: Water Gypsy (Schubach, Erik) 
- Your Highlight Location 2189-2190 | Added on Monday, February 23, 2015 8:01:35 AM 

She smiled at me not being able to place her and she tilted her head slightly as she scratched 

Terminator's ŜŀǊǎΦ {ƘŜ ƘŜƭŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ƻǳǘΦ άWǳƴŜ IŀǊǊƛǎ-West. I'm pleased to meet the woman behind 

the voice Tabby CatΦέ 

 

 

French Feminism Reader ( )  

- Your Highlight Location 684-689 

We could say that Le Doeuff is the champion of philosophy without borders, eschewing the 

exclusivity that traditional philosophers have practiced in regard to who is deemed fit to 

philosophize and what is an acceptable object of study. Le Doeuff sees feminist critique as a truly 
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philosophical practice, for it roots out the contradictions and paradoxes in sexist philosophical 

thinking in a manner reminiscent of Socrates. Furthermore, feminist critique draws upon the 

resources of other disciplines such as literature, sociology, economics, history, and science to enrich 

its search for the truth of women's oppression. It brings philosophical pursuit back to earthly 

concerns, just as Socrates redirected the cosmologist's philosophical concerns to practical matters of 

virtue and politics. 

Feminist critique also draws from various methods and models, freeing it from the constriction that 

a particular philosophical system tends to create. 

- Your Highlight Location 803-804 

The collective Movement has not supplied a unanimous answer to the question, `How does a 

woman of the second half of the twentieth century feel herself to be a woman?' 

- Your Highlight Location 889-892 

If the Movement had any particular effects it was due to its diffuse nature: it spread the idea that 

whatever the `woman question' might be, it is not something strictly for specialists. Any woman who 

begins to rebel, to think it unreasonable that she should do all the housework and for this to be 

regarded as her responsibility, was and is `in the Movement' and the Movement would have no 

meaning if it had not led women and men who never went near a meeting 

- Your Highlight Location 889-892 

If the Movement had any particular effects it was due to its diffuse nature: it spread the idea that 

whatever the `woman question' might be, it is not something strictly for specialists. Any woman who 

begins to rebel, to think it unreasonable that she should do all the housework and for this to be 

regarded as her responsibility, was and is `in the Movement' and the Movement would have no 

meaning if it had not led women and men who never went near a meeting to rethink some aspects 

of their relationships. 

- Your Highlight Location 898-907 

This is truly something to marvel at, since, without any very clear definition of who was or was not a 

member, the Movement also lacked any precise boundaries in relation to its objects and projects. It 

was not based on a clear definition of what was wrong with the position of women; it was always 

polymorphous and scattered in groups that differed greatly from each other. Moreover, at the best 

moments, it began to speak a language which did not respect the usual rhetoric of political 

demands: many banners and slogans were judged incomprehensible by people who were otherwise 

well disposed. When confronted with these slogans, many men and women laughed heartily, finding 

them full of meaning and spice, while others really could not see what they meant and wondered if 

such phrases were worth the cloth and paint used to make the banner. `Amnesiacs of the world, 

forget us' was one for the First of May; another, mocking leftist comrades, was `One solution, 

something else'. Many were unhappy about `A woman without a man is like a fish without a bicycle', 

13 `Democracy for men means demography for women'14 and the wonderful, `I'm a woman, why 

aren't you?', which is worth twenty years of surrealism, to my way of thinking. A British Christmas 

card which said `The birth of a man who thinks he's God isn't such a rare event'15 was fairly 
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successful among my friends, while the one I particularly liked, Nous mourrons de n'etre pas assez 

ridicules; which means something like: `we are not ridiculous enough and it may kill us', was judged 

opaque by almost everyone.16 

- Your Highlight Location 972-976 

Trying to produce and impose a model of woman, however `new', prevents one from getting to 

know and understand the plurality of the womanhood of real women. It quite simply prevents 

people from wanting to know about this plurality. For this reason we can link it to religious or 

political doctrines which have for centuries aimed to define the new man, inviting everyone to strip 

themselves of the old man to take on this new character. The idea goes back at least as far as St. 

Paul; stalinism and fascism brought it up again this century. Such a project is no doubt appropriate to 

the foundation of a religion or a tightly controlled political ideology, or to a form of association in 

which any variation appears as heresy or dissidence. 

- Your Highlight Location 1070-1074 | Added on Saturday, March 14, 2015 6:24:26 PM 

In the selection included here, "Rethinking Sex and Gender," Delphy challenges the sex/gender 

distinction that originated with anthropologist Margaret Mead and was developed by Simone de 

Beauvoir. Delphy argues that the 

sex/gender distinction, no matter how it is construed, perpetuates a hierarchical relationship 

between men and women. She insists that we question the primacy given to sex in the sex/gender 

distinction: Why is sex taken as natural and gender taken as cultural? Why is sex taken as primary 

and gender taken as secondary? Delphy proposes that gender is primary to sex in the sense that 

biology itself is developed within the cultural context of the hierarchy between men and women. 

- Your Highlight Location 1074-1077 | Added on Saturday, March 14, 2015 6:36:54 PM 

Delphy argues that we cannot keep any version of the distinction between masculine and feminine 

and hope to overcome the hierarchy between men and women. She criticizes feminists and others 

who challenge sex as a natural category and yet maintain the distinction between masculine and 

feminine as a necessary cultural construct. Delphy insists that we must imagine a society without 

gender, without the distinction between masculine and feminine, in order to imagine a society that 

does not privilege men over women. 

- Your Highlight Location 1092-1093 | Added on Saturday, March 14, 2015 6:45:50 PM 

Having the courage to confront the unknown is a pre-condition for imagination, and the capacity to 

imagine another world is an essential element in scientific progress. It is certainly indispensable to 

my analysis. 
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Love on the North Shore Line (Rose, 

Elisabeth)  

Page 1 | Location 16-22 
Chapter One 

THE TRAIN JOLTED across a points cƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǎƛŎ ǎŀǘŎƘŜƭ ƧŀƳƳŜŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ 5ƛƳƛǘȅΩǎ ŀǊƳ 

began to slide, joining the handbag slipping off her shoulder. Clutching the free commuter 

newspaper mX in one hand, bulky bassoon case in the other, one shoulder hunched like Quasimodo, 

she lurched along the aisle to an empty seat and collapsed panting beside a business-suited 

commuter. He shifted his expansive bottom half an inch, flung her an annoyed glance, then returned 

his attention to the Financial Review. She wedged the bassoon awkwardly between her knees and 

the seat in front, during which operation her music satchel completed its slide and banged into his 

thigh. 

 

Nar rative Practice: Continuing the 

Conversations (White, Michael)  (2011)  

Location 62-63 

at the time I had a horizontal filing system and could never find what I was looking for. 

Location 76 

This story is significant to me for a number of reasons. It conveys something of the delight, mirth, 

ŀƴŘ ŜƎŀƭƛǘŀǊƛŀƴ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀŎŎƻƳǇŀƴƛŜŘ aƛŎƘŀŜƭΩǎ ǘƘŜǊŀǇŜǳǘƛŎ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜΣ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ 

with serious mental health concerns. It also offers a glimpse as to the task of putting together this 

ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ aƛŎƘŀŜƭΩǎ ǳƴǇǳōƭƛǎƘŜŘ ǿƻǊƪǎΦ LŦ ƛǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŦƻǊ 5ƻƴƴŀΣ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ 

found some of the chapters of this book! As it was, last summer was spent immersed within 

aƛŎƘŀŜƭΩǎ ƘƻǊƛȊƻƴǘŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǾŜǊǘƛŎŀƭ ŦƛƭƛƴƎ ǎȅǎǘŜƳǎΦ Lǘ ŀƭǎƻ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ŦƻǊŀƎƛƴƎ ŀƳƛŘǎǘ ǇƛƭŜǎ ƻŦ floppy disks: 

those archaic plastic disks that make a whirring sound so evocative of the 1980s and 1990s. There 

must have been over 200 of these. The process felt a little bit like a rescue mission. I never knew 

what discovery might be just around the corner. 

And indeed gems were found. Many of the manuscripts I already knew about and was deliberately 

ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊΣ ōǳǘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǳƴŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘΦ LΩŘ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƘŜ мтǘƘ ŦƛƭŜ ƻƴ ŀ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ŦƭƻǇǇȅ Řƛǎƪ όŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǘƘŜ 

files were labeled in incomprehensible ways) and suddenly here were previously unknown stories 

and sparkling ideas. It was an exhilarating feeling, and one I had known so many times before. 

 

Location 135-139 
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aƛŎƘŀŜƭ ǿŀǎ ŦƻƴŘ ƻŦ ǉǳƻǘƛƴƎ /ƭƛŦŦƻǊŘ DŜŜǊǘȊ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ άǊŜǎŎǳƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 

saying ƻŦ ƛǘέ όǎŜŜ DŜŜǊǘȊΣ мфуоΤ bŜǿƳŀƴΣ нллуύΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜƴ ǿƻǊŘ ƛǎ ŜǇƘŜƳŜǊŀƭ; it does not last. So 

when a person articulates hard-won knowledge about his or her life, it can be the role of the 

therapisǘ ǘƻ άǊŜǎŎǳŜέ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ŘƻŎǳƳŜƴǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴ 

ways that the person can examine in the future and put to continuing use in his or her life. This 

ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜǎ ōƻǘƘ ƘƻƴƻǊƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŜȄǘŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ άƭƛŦŜέ ƻŦ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻtherwise may pass 

unnoticed. How this process unfolds involves ethical considerations at every step of the way. 

Location 146-149-150 

Just the other day, I called Donna because I wanted to let her know about this book. Donna said how 

pleased she was to hear about this. She also spoke about how much she cared for Michael and how 

she missed him. When I reminded her about her efforts to assist Michael in tidying the mess of his 

office, and how these had made the process of putting together this book just a little easier, we both 

laughed. 

¢ƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ aƛŎƘŀŜƭΩǎ ǘƘŜǊŀǇȅ ǊƻƻƳΦ L ƘƻǇŜ ƛǘǎ 

echoes are found within the pages of this book. 

Loc 198 

Since the mid-1990s, we had had to regretfully acknowledge that, despite our best intentions, our 

respective work lives and travel commitments had ruled this out. Do you recall our continual 

astonishment at how narrative therapy took off after our preconference workshop at the 1989 

American Association for Marriage and Family Therapy (AAMFT) Conference in San Francisco and 

your live interview with the so-ŎŀƭƭŜŘ άŦƛǊŜƭƛƎƘǘŜǊέτ and then the special issue on narrative therapy 

in the Family Therapy Networker in 1994 (Simon, 1994), and a year later, the Newsweek article 

(Cowley & Springen, 1995)? And, more recently, both of us had busied ourselves in our respective 

writing projects τRick Maisel and I co-authoring Biting the Hand That Starves You: Inspiring 

Resistance to Anorexia/ Bulimia ( Maisel , Epston , & Borden, 2004), while you were working on 

Maps of Narrative Practice (White, 2007). Michael, did you have some foreknowledge of your 

ǳƴǘƛƳŜƭȅ ŘŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ǎƻ ƘŀǊŘ ǇǊŜǇŀǊƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ L ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ŘƛǎǘƛƭƭŀǘŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜΩǎ 

work? 

Loc 383 

I hope I have good news. It is too early to say. In such matters, time will tell. But I found a book 

ŎƘŀǇǘŜǊ ŜƴǘƛǘƭŜŘ ά{ǘƻǊƛŜǎ ¢ƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ [ƛǾŜǎ [ƛǾŜŘΥ !ƴ hǾŜǊǘǳǊŜέ ōȅ ½ȅƎƳǳƴǘ .ŀǳƳŀƴ όнллмύ ŀƴŘΣ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ 

Ƴȅ ŀƎŜΣ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ ǿŀȅǎ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ aǳǊǊŀȅΩǎ ǇŀǇŜǊ ƛƴ мфурΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ 

reading Bauman (2000), Sennett (2000), Ulrich Beck (1992), and most recently Giddens (1992), and 

Ƙƛǎ άǇƻƭƛǘƛŎǎ ƻŦ ƭƛǾƛƴƎΦέ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ǎŎƘƻƭŀǊǎ ŀǊŜ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜΣ ōƻǘƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƻǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ƭƛŦŜΣ ǘƘŜ ŜŦŦŜŎǘǎ ƻŦ 

the new capitalism that has emerged in tandem with gƭƻōŀƭƛȊŀǘƛƻƴΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ȅŜǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ 

lead to, but if nothing else, it will ensure that narrative therapy does not meet the fate of other 

therapies that emerged at a specific place and in response to their times. There is nothing sadder for 

me than a school of therapy whose theory no longer is pertinent to current circumstances. And to 

top it off, yesterday I had one of those uncanny experiences I love so much. I found a recent chapter 
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ōȅ WƻƘƴ aŎ[ŜƻŘ όнллпύ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎΥ άNarrative therapy creates a means of taking analysis 

of social problems offered by sociologists such as Bauman (2004) and Giddens (1991), and usefully 

employing these ideas within a therapeutic spaceέ όǇΦ нппύ. 

 

 

Pagan Library  

 

73 Lessons Every Goddess Must Know (Dawson, Goddess Leonie) 

L 44-51 
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L 854-863 Making Fun 

5. Making Fun 

Iôm a big proponent of that most sacred of activities ï FUN. Thereôs nothing that makes me 

feel calmer and more joyful than making some silly fun. Fun is often the stuff that kids do. 

Fun is playing. Itôs being creative. Itôs canoe-ing. Horse-riding. Picnicking. Having everyday 

adventures. Doing stuff that you normally donôt do. Today, we made a new Fun Game. Me & 

my cubicle wonder-friend Artemis decided to do fashion photo-shoots at lunch. In the office. 

There was crawling under desks. And standing on chairs. And avant-garde urban corporate 

shots. And then ridunkulous amounts of photo-geeking out. It was silly, and it was sustenance 

to my soul. Fun is vital. I need fun like I need sunshine and water. So itôs my number five 

way of self-soothing. As my amazing healer friend Donna says ñLaughter and tears are both 

equally healing.ò 

L 898-901 Earth 

4. Earth 

If you feel rundown, depleted or like you are too much in your head with swirling thoughts, 

head outside. Place your bare feet and hands on the earth, and it will recircuit and rebalance 

your energy, and help you feel grounded and whole again. 

 

L 942-945 Sacred Cave Time 

Sacred Cave Time 
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As women, and as souls, wherever we are on our journeys ï we all need Cave Time. First of 

allé what is cave time? When I was a kid, I did a whole lot of cave time ï Iôd go out into the 

world to go to school, then come back home and need some solitude to get back to my core 

again. 

 

L 977-980 

Cave time is a way of honouring your body and soulôs need to not be ñout thereò in the world 

permanently ï and a way of remembering your own spirit, essence and wisdom. Iôm not a girl 

who does 100% retreats ï the idea appeals to me, but if I waited for the 

time/energy/opportunity to do a silent, solitary retreat for three days, it just wouldnôt happen. 

L 1050-1052 

If 100 breaths isnôt going to cut it for you, try what works for my friend Penelope. She sets a 

timer for 15 minutes. She meditates until the timer goes off. This way, she doesnôt have to 

wonder about how long itôs been, or how much longer she should meditate for. Itôs like 

meditation on cruise-drive. 

 

A Rebel Chick Mystic's Guide (Selow, Lisa Marie) 

L 134-137 Healing Your Spirit with Positive Rebellion 

Healing Your Spirit with Positive Rebellion 

Although the doctor was a loving, integrative-medicine practitioner, the diagnosis made me 

angry. I was frustrated with my body for betraying me. Soon, however, I found myself 

rebelling in a positive way, determined to reverse the health challenges. I was on a quest, 

spending thousands of dollars on different healing modalities, all the while researching 

careers out of guilt that my husband still was the breadwinner. 

 

L 171-175-183 Claiming Rebel Chick Mystic for Myself 

Later that winter, a client named Angelina came to see me for a reading at the metaphysical 

store. When she sat down, she asked, ñWhat can you tell me about my life purpose?ò This 

question startled me, since I hadnôt heard it in a long time. I was excited to help her, relaying 

that as I tuned in to her psychically, she was surrounded by plants, fruits, and vegetables. I 

also shared that I felt that she was a healer in some way, and that sheôd resolved her own 

health challenges, which seemed similar those Iôd had in the past. 

Angelina confirmed what I said, explaining that she wanted to teach others about nutrition 

but wasnôt sure how to go about it since she had a professional organizing business. I told her 

that I saw she could combine her two passions, since even feng shui (the Chinese art of 

placement) refers to how our inner and outer worlds are intertwined. She was excited about 

these ideas, but seemed a little worried about what others would think. I blurted out, ñDo it 

anyway! Donôt care what others think.ò I told her to rebel, but in a positive way by doing 

what her heart desired. She smiled and hugged me after the reading. 

My own words hit me hard. For months Iôd been sitting on a domain name for a new website 

that combined my psychic and punk-rock natures, but I hadnôt developed it since I was 

worried about what others would think. I realized I had to walk my talk. I see now that this is 

when I really claimed rebel chick mystic for myself, choosing to carve out my own path. I 
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continued to encourage my clients to do the same by making changes that felt good to them 

in their own lives. 

 

P1-2 | L 199-203-212 

Introduction 

Come On, Letôs Go! 

ñI like a little rebellion now and then.ò ð THOMAS JEFFERSON 

Ladies, letôs start a loving, fun revolution to rock the world, unleashing our amazing, 

awesome, sassy, spirited, brilliant, beautiful, and big-hearted true selves! 

In this revolution, you are in charge of your own destiny. You get to do what your heart 

desires, carving out your own path. You can get help along the way, and youôll probably even 

inspire others. An important part of this revolution, I believe, involves healing yourself (or 

shifting the shit that might still be holding you back). Your healing process will not be the 

same as anyone elseôs. Part of you might feel drawn to live your purpose more fully, or you 

simply might have a desire to rock the boat in your personal or professional life (or both). 

Wherever you are in your journey and however you feel about change is perfect. Come as 

you are. 

Before we go any further, I want to emphasize that taking some time to heal yourself is not 

selfish. I believe that our healing work as women creates a wave of love that can positively 

affect the planet and other people. In her book Mother-Daughter Wisdom, Christiane 

Northrup, M.D., writes, ñEvery woman who heals herself helps heal all the women who came 

before her and all those who will come after her.ò Iôm excited by the prospect of our personal 

revolutions creating positive change in the world. 

 

P3 | L 216-224 [positive rebellion] 

Another key aspect of a personal revolution is the positive rebellion I mentioned in the 

Preface. 

Itôs not the stereotypical rebel path of self-destruction: being a loner and staying stuck in your 

angst. (Black eyeliner, fishnet stockings, and motorcycle jackets are optional. Please wear 

what feels best for you!) I developed the idea of positive rebellion in my work as a 

professional psychic while working with women who tend to have some common traits: 

Å Like to be in charge of their own destiny, making their own rules for their life 

Å Enjoy carving out their own spiritual path 

Å Are working on healing their lives in some way 

Å Feel called to help others, whether in personal relationships, at home, or in their career or 

volunteer work 
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Every Witch Way: Spells and Advice from Two Very Different Witches (Dugan, 

Ellen;Whitehurst, Tess) 

Location 80-82 

Each tradition (expression)éwhether passed down or intuitively performed, is akin to a petal 

of a flower. No one petal constitutes the whole; all are necessary to the flowerôs existence. ð

Scott Cunningham 

 

Location 95-102 

Additionally, while at first glance some of our spiritual and magickal practices seem to be 

contradictory, weôve discovered that, at the base of it all, we speak the same language. In 

other words, from an intuitive and energetic perspective, we generally come from the same 

place, even if our practice takes different forms and some of our opinions diverge. And itôs 

the way weôre similar, rather than the way weôre different, that I find so exciting about this 

bookðbecause when we all recognize that we are drawing on the same invisible magickal 

and spiritual power that underlies and characterizes all things, we can fully celebrate our 

diversity while also delving deeper into our craft. After all, just like snowflakes, no two 

Witches are alike. We find our greatest power when we allow ourselves to be ourselves, and 

to freely and creatively express our uniqueness through our magickal and spiritual practice. 

- Your Highlight Location 105-110 

It is our sincere wish that the various perspectives and practices in this book, presented 

concurrently, will provide insight into what makes you and your spiritual practice unique, and 

give you the courage to live that distinctive brand of magick every dayðnot just through 

your rituals but also through your relationships, your career, your art, and every single thing 

that you do. Because there is no Witch in the world just like you. It is only by being true to 

your most personal and authentic visionðwhile simultaneously celebrating the diversity that 

characterizes our planet and our human familyðthat you can heal and bless the world in the 

way only you can. Yes, it takes a healthy dose of both positivity and chutzpah, but believe us: 

itôs worth it. 

 

Loc 118-122 

An ancient and oft-quoted principle of magick is ñas above, so below,ò which you might say 

can be defined as meaning ñthe inner world reflects the outer world and vice versaò or that 

ñform is a physical representation of spirit, just as spirit is a nonphysical representation of 

form.ò With this in mind, consider that the junk in our physical environmentðthe stuff that 

we donôt love, donôt use, and donôt needðrepresents junk in our nonphysical environment, or 

stagnant and stuck energy in our magical flow. 

 

Location 142-145 

Because form mirrors spirit and spirit mirrors form, releasing things in your home that no 

longer serve you will not fail to precipitate the release of things in your mind, body, and 

emotions that no longer serve you. Thatôs why, if there is clutter anywhere in your lifeðin 

your home, your car, your storage space, or your work areaðdrop everything and clear it 

now. 
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Location 250-253 

What many folks do not realize is that this is a traditional form of the Craft. Back in the day, 

practitioners of the Craft kept a very low profile. They quietly went about their business of 

tending a home, growing their kitchen gardens, caring for their animals, and raising a family. 

Spirituality was earthy, natural, and a part of their everyday life. The use of everyday items as 

magickal tools was both clever and practical. 

 

Everyday Witchcraft: Making Time for Spirit in a Too-Busy World (Blake, Deborah) 
- Your Highlight Location 620-623 

clothing magickτClothing itself can be used to put an intention out into the universe. One of Blue 

aƻƻƴ /ƛǊŎƭŜΩǎ ŦƻǊƳŜǊ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŎƘƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƻǊ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǳƴŘŜǊǿŜŀǊ ŘŜǇŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǿƘŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ 

energy she needed from that particular day: green for prosperity, black for protection, red for 

energy, orange for courage, and so on. I tend to do the same with my clothing in general. I usually 

ǿŜŀǊ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ƎǊŜŜƴ ƻǊ ōǊƻǿƴ ƻƴ ¢ƘǳǊǎŘŀȅǎΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ŦƻǊ ǇǊƻǎǇŜǊƛǘȅ ǿƻǊƪ, and I put on my 

prosperity necklace, too. 

- Your Highlight Location 628-630 | Added on Thursday, July 16, 2015 10:58:17 AM 

Musical Magick Music is a powerful tool. It can evoke emotion, soothe the spirit, raise energy, and 

even be used to commune with the gods. It is also easy to carry with you in the form of your own 

voice. There are many ways to integrate a Pagan element into your music and bring that into your 

everyday life. Here are just a few examples: 

- Your Highlight Location 650-655 

Witchcraft and Personal Empowerment Raven Digitalis Many people get attracted to Neopaganism 

ŀƴŘ ²ƛǘŎƘŎǊŀŦǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ƎƛǾŜǎ ǘƘŜƳ ŀ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ŜƳǇƻǿŜǊƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ ƭƛŦŜΩǎ ŎǊŀȊƛƴŜǎǎΦ hǘƘŜǊǎ ŜƴǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ 

Craft for a sense of power, which is quite different from empowerment, and sometimes with the 

goal of achieving control over other people or situations. Empowerment, however, is more akin to 

self-mastery and self-ŀǿŀǊŜƴŜǎǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǇǊƛƴƎōƻŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴŜǿ ²ƛǘŎƘŜǎ Ŏŀƴ ƧǳƳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ 

άƭŜǘΩǎ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜ ǎǇŜƭƭǎέ ƳŜƴǘŀƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ ŀ άƭŜǘΩǎ ƭƛǾŜ ƻǳǊ /ǊŀŦǘέ ŦǊŀƳŜ ƻŦ ƳƛƴŘΦ 

 

 

Journey to the Dark Goddess: How to Return to Your Soul (Meredith, Jane) 

Page 120 | Location 1729-1732-1735 

Mysterious things happen in the Underworld. Death, obviously. Rebirth, eventually. 

Transformation, necessarily. Events and synchronicities occur in myths that are inexplicable 

according to upper world standards and procedures. We, the readers of the myth, can observe 

and wonder at them, but no rationale is provided. The Underworld, which we disappear into 

and emerge from, is a crucible for such happenings. Although these mysteries are pivotal to 

the development and conclusion of the myth, they do not have a simple or single explanation. 

 

What happens down there is the business of life and death, of initiation and integration. But 

things in the Underworld do not stay neat or separate, you cannot have just one part of this. 
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And ï contrary to our beliefs ï death can be gentle, while life is often abrupt, painful and 

conflictual. Birth and death are not separate from each other and this is obvious in 

Underworld mythology. 

 

Page 121 | Location 1742-1744 

Death and change are the business of the Underworld, and the non-debatable nature of this is 

in direct contrast to our cultural determination to stay always in the bright light of daylight; 

upwards and onwards. 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 121 | Location 1747-1753 

Psyche is required to obtain a box of beauty ointment for Aphrodite from the Queen of the 

Underworld (actually Persephone). What kind of beauty does the Queen of the Underworld 

lay claim to that Aphrodite, whose beauty is legendary, does not already have? When Psyche 

opens the box of beauty ointment (against strict instructions) something rises up from it ï a 

vapor, a mystery ï and upon breathing it, Psyche drops dead. It is a danger, a mystery and a 

gift all in one, as we discover this beauty ointment is fatal to mortals. Perhaps Aphrodite 

bargained on that, when she assigned Psyche the task, or perhaps she was fulfilling her 

greater role ï not as Psycheôs tormentor but as her initiator ï but either way, I think the box 

must have held something of value to Aphrodite. What was in that box? Thatôs one of the 

Underworldôs mysteries. 

 

Page 122 | Location 1762-1764 

So Persephoneôs beauty ointment remains a mystery, understandable by each woman in her 

unique circumstances but with no general rule that we can put on it. Perhaps it is just 

whatever you need to transform. And that precise thing, transformation, might be an attribute 

that Persephone holds and Aphrodite does not; a kind of regeneration particular to the Dark 

Goddess and associated with beauty, mortality and death. 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 123 | Location 1771-1773 

So watching these women I find that Persephone trembled; that she reveled; that she raged 

and laughed and cried. I find she was fascinated; compelled; afraid; grieving; reluctant; 

ecstatic; eager and joyous. The complexity of a myth is conveyed by the multiplicity of 

human motivations and responses. 

 

Page 126 | Location 1815-1816 

When grace is present difficult things become possible; broken hearts are eased; a light is 

shone in the darkest places. 

 

Page 126 | Location 1818-1819 

Possibly each instance of grace is unique, applicable only to that person in that moment. 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 126 | Location 1824-1825 

It may well have two edges, like the two faces of the Dark Goddess; that of destruction as 

well as that of healing. 
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Naming the Goddess (Greenfield, Trevor) 

Location 388-396 

It is no accident that the concept of a feminine creator is being questioned within Paganism at 

a time when redefinitions are obscuring the very existence of the human female. In the 

terminology being forced on the Pagan communities by adherents of Queer Theory, it is no 

longer correct, or even framed as bigotry, to associate ñwomanò with menstruation, birth, and 

the womb. When women defer to these dictates by redefining themselves as ñwomen-born-

women,ò ñfemale,ò ñgenetic female,ò or ñbiological female,ò they are told that this, too, is 

unacceptable, that any identity or designation referring to the female body type will not be 

tolerated. To class those with female bodies as an identifiable group has become politically 

incorrect, subject to derision and censorship if not outright death threats. In this frame of 

reference the female body ï her blood, womb, eggs, placenta ï has again become too 

dangerous to be named. Yet we deny nature, and our Great Mother, when we deny the 

existence and significance of the female body. Denying the feminine creator, denying the 

existence of human females ï twin handles of the new patriarchy. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 397-402 

On a metaphysical level, encompassing all of our greater selves in all the worlds they inhabit, 

we can argue that every person is female. But on an earth level, humans are divided into 

female and male, and it is the female of the species who holds the womb. A nature religion 

does not deny the physical, the biological, the sexual. Our creator is our Mother, with all the 

sexual correlations that implies. If we dismiss her significance we cannot work with living 

energies ï only sterile abstract variables and constructs. To come back to nature as a religion 

we must affirm life, the power of the womb, the human female holding the womb space, and 

the womb of the Great Mother Goddess. She has ordained things no one may change. No 

oneôs discomfort with feminine power can change this. 

 

Loc 1382-1388 Aphrodite 

The trick to remember is that Aphrodite is a power we can all use. You may not be the most 

beautiful woman in the world, but by drawing on Aphroditeôs energy, people will think you 

are. To have Aphrodite in your life is to feel alive. She is the space between kisses and the 

long golden moments of an orgasm. She is found in the beauty of a sunset and the wildness of 

a storm. She is the life force. When she envelops us there is no past, there is no future, only 

the moment. To have Aphrodite present in your committed relationship is to have a lifelong 

love affair. Homer was right; no one escapes from her and would we truly want to? But when 

dealing and communing with this Goddess of smiles, keep in mind this information: 

Aphrodite and the furies are sisters. Consider yourself warned. 

 

Location 4481-4483 

ñOur bodies grow into womanhood,ò Emily said, ñbut inside is that hurt, neglected, tired little 

girléthat teenager who tries to cover up the pain with food. She is still in here, waiting with 

every passing moment, waiting and hopeful, but also afraid to hope.ò 
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Pagan Portals - Spirituality Without Structure: (Brown, Nimue) 
The Power of Finding Your Own Path 

- Your Highlight on Page 12 | Location 184-187 

As human beings we seem to find strong leadership enticing. We like it when someone else 

takes the risks, makes the decision, solves the problems and tells us what to do. Religions can 

be very good at matching those who wish to graze quietly with those who wish to be 

shepherds. It is also worth remembering that you can just as easily match those who do not 

want to make much effort with the kind of shepherd who runs a very lucrative abattoir. 

- Your Highlight on Page 19 | Location 270-272 

We have no real evidence for the existence of deity, only personal experience. Anyone 

seeking deity must, surely, look to personal experience to be doing anything other than 

following some other personôs unfounded instructions? Where we blindly follow the 

instructions of others, we become desperately vulnerable to abuse and manipulation. 

- Your Highlight on Page 22 | Location 310-317 

Traditional western thinking categorises religious experience as rare, unpredictable and not 

actually necessary for the religious life. Normal thinking often views the numinous as a 

fleeting thing, and the transience is part of what normally defines it as a religious experience 

in the first place. Eastern traditions tend to see religious experience as a journey into deeper 

relationship, not as an event ï a perspective I favour. It is also my experience that the 

numinous can be actively sought in all things, that it can become a part of life, that you can 

build a sense of how to find it and that it is absolutely essential to spirituality, and for that 

matter, to being human. Religious systems that devalue the individual quest for numinous 

experience deny humanity one of the most profound experiences available. Moving into a 
deeper religious or spiritual experience of life is profoundly rewarding and has the power to 

illuminate and make meaningful everything that we do. Why would anyone want to make 

that seem hard, or irrelevant? 

 

Page 23 | Location 323-326 

The quest for spiritual experience begins with the quest for feeling. What moves you? Has 

anything in your life been beautiful enough to make you cry? What took your breath away, 

put you on your knees with awe, turned your world over and shook it? Those are the keys. 

Follow those things, seek and court them, make space in your life for them and treat whatever 

moves you as vitally important. Honour it, by whatever means makes sense. The rest will 

come in its own time. 

 

Page 24 | Location 336-337 

Being open to your own emotions is necessary if you are seeking spiritual experience. Do not 

rule out the rush that comes with intellectual achievement, though. Some emotions are a bit 

more cerebral than others. 
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Pagan Portals - The Awen Alone: Walking the Path of the Solitary Druid (Hoeven, 

Joanna van der) 

- Your Highlight on Page 1 | Location 71-76 

Standing by the top landing window, overlooking my back garden and the horse paddocks 

beyond that, down the valley towards the little nature sanctuary, my eyes come back full 

circle to see the sun, rising on the horizon. I let its light wash over me ï sunny mornings have 

been few and far between, and with eyes closed I drink it in. ñHail to the Day, and Dayôs 

Sons, farewell to Night and her Daughters. With loving eyes look upon us here, and grant 

peace to those living here. Hail to the Gods, hail to the Goddesses, hail to the mighty fecund 

Earth. Eloquence and native wit bestow upon us here, and healing hands while we live.ò I 

smile and let the words of my prayer seep into my soul. Another deep breath, and so the day 

begins. 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 2 | Location 88-92 

At work, it is a busy time, but I try to stay focused, remaining in the here and now as much as 

I can, giving every task the same attention. At one point, a colleague does not help me when I 

ask for it ï moving heavy boxes to another location ï and I feel anger rising within me. I then 

breathe deeply, and a colleague from another department offers to help, for which I am 

thankful. We move the boxes, and I release the anger ï I cannot expect people to behave the 

way that I think they should. I can only lead by example, and not let it affect me so. 

- Your Highlight on Page 18 | Location 271-278 

The word ñinspirationò means to breathe in. Breathing in must, of course, be followed by 

breathing out ï exhalation. Breathing is the most primitive and simplest way we relate to our 

environment, and the most effective way of remembering that we are a part of it. The air that 

we breathe is also the air our ancestors breathed 50, 100, 1,000 years ago. It is also the air 

that the willow, alder and yew trees exhaled 50, 100 or 1,000 years ago. The wasp breathes in 

the same air, the grasses and wildflowers exhaling into the deepening twilight. We can relate 

to our environment by simply remembering how to breathe, what we breathe and how it is all 

connected. From that, we literally gain inspiration, as well as being inspired by it. The 

inspired Druid then exhales that inspiration, whether it be a song to the darkening skies 

before a thunderstorm, giving thanks before partaking in a meal, writing a symphony, 

throwing paint at a wall, organising a protest against fracking or dancing in the light of the 

moon. This establishes a communication between the Druid and the environment ï speaking 

to each other, even if it is without words. 

 

The Goddess is in the Details (Deborah Blake) 
p.83 

Housecleaning 

Iôm not a huge fan of housecleaning, to be honest, but I do enjoy the satisfaction I feel when I 

take a dirty or cluttered space and transform it into a clean and organized one. I also find that 

I get dragged down when surrounded by clutter and become less and less able to focus. This 

makes sense when you think about it; as human beings, we are affected by our environment. 

The more sensitive you are to your environment, the more true this isðand letôs face it, most 

Pagans tend to be pretty sensitive. 
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Still, housecleaning can feel like a fairly daunting task, and it often seems easier to live with 

an unpleasant mess than it is to force yourself to actually do something about it. But if youôve 

hit the point where your dust bunnies are being eaten by dust cougars, you might want to 

consider some of the following suggestions for making housecleaning a little easier, healthier, 

and maybe even fun. 

 

break the job down into smaller piecesðIf you look at the big (messy) picture, it often seems 

overwhelming. Instead, make a list, and take one room at a time or one or two tasks each day. 

establish a routineðOnce something is part of your daily schedule, it is easier to do. For 

example, every night I clean the litter boxes before I go to bed. It is not my favorite job, but 

by doing it every day, they never get too out of hand, and it has become such a part of my 

pre-bedtime ritual, I donôt even think about it. 

 

do whatever you can to make cleaning funðI turn on my favorite musicðloudðand bop 

around the house as I clean. (It is probably a good thing I live alone.) When one of my 

favorite songs comes on, I might even stop and dance for a few minutes before returning to 

my chores, energized and happy. 

 

if you live with someone else, clean togetherðYou get more done in a shorter time, and you 

can even have contests to see who can get their tasks done more quickly. whenever possible, 

use natural cleaning productsðThey smell nicer, work just as well, and are easier on both 

your health and the health of the environment. (Many commercial cleansers are toxic to pets 

as well, so you would be doing yours a favor by avoiding them.) You can even make up 

many simple cleaning solutions using common household items such as baking soda and 

vinegar. Since Witches are all about living in partnership with our Mother Earth, we probably 

donôt want to use poisonous and nonbiodegradable products to clean our homes. And as a 

bonus, homemade cleaners are often much cheaper than the store-bought kind.  

 

prioritizeðIf you canôt keep every part of your home neat and tidy all the time (and few of us 

canðIôm begging you, do not look in my upstairs closets), figure out what is most important, 

and concentrate on that first. I try to make sure that my altar space stays neat out of respect, 

and that the four main spaces I use the mostðbedroom, living room, kitchen, dining room 

(which doubles as my writing area)ðare cleaned up at least once a week. The craft room 

upstairs, however, is usually only truly clean once or twice a year and can be something of a 

disaster area in between. Figure out which rooms are most important to keep under control: 

where do you need to be able to relax, or think clearly, or get together with friends? Where do 

you do your spiritual work, magical work, or mind/body exercises like yoga? These spaces 

should be first on your list. 

 

All of us go through periods of time when life gets away from us, and the housecleaning has 

to be allowed to slide for a bit. But try not to let it happen on a regular basis; remember that 

our goal is to be physically, mentally, emotionally, and psychically healthy, and it is hard to 

achieve this if you are surrounded by chaos. Chaos invites imbalance and can hide shadows 
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and negativity that might otherwise be clear to us. Besides, those dust cougars can be 

downright scary. 

 

Traditional Witchcraft for Urban Living (Draco, Melusine) 

- Your Highlight on Page 3 | Location 46-48 

Not once, in all that time did I have the luxury of wild, open spaces ï it was all concrete and 

asphalt. But not once, in all that time, did I stop being a real witch. 

 

Page 3 | Location 52-54 

Under these circumstances, for me the key words have always been: acclimatise, adapt and 

improvise. Any animal, plant or person that is uprooted and transported to another 

environment quickly learns to acclimatise if it is going to survive. 

Page 12 | Location 167-169 

Important: When out and about, never put yourself at risk by wandering in remote places. 

More attacks on lone people occur in urban areas rather than out in the countryside, so do not 

be foolhardy ï the gods do not always protect. 

 

Page 121 | Location 1519-1523 

Hopefully, by now we will have introduced a modicum of detachment into our lives, because 

weôve spent a lot of time developing the right environment in which we can progress 

magically. We have probably also started to change our basic attitude to the way we look at 

things and behave, because an urban witchôs circumstances often differ quite considerably 

from our Wiccan counterparts. We accept that we may not be able to change our external 

circumstances but we can change our attitude to the way we approach problems and 

difficulties. 

 

Page 127 | Location 1589-1594 

There is, of course, a price to be paid. For the newly-aware witch, especially one who belongs 

to a formal group, will have to put up with the disapproval of fellow pagans, who do not 

understand what has brought about these changes. Itôs almost as if the familiar circle of 

people, jobs, interests, social group, etc., has become too small and restricting to contain us 

any longer. ñWe have to cross its boundary into a larger (more inclusive) world and itôs 

unlikely few (if any) of our friends will want to come with us,ò my tame psychotherapist 

warned. ñThey may well try to stop us leaving, argue that we are ówrongô. We have to choose 

ï stay and suffocate, or to go on and be lonely, scared, clumsy, unknowing. Sooner or later 

we choose to move on.ò 

  



Julie McDonald [Type here] 38 
 

 

 

 

 

 

P.E.R.N. Chronicles 

Dragonflight  

Dragonsong  

>Menolly, Mavi, Yanis, Masterharper Robinton  

>Half Circle Sea Hold  

>Death of Petiron, the Harper at Half Circle  

>Menolly runs away from Half Circle after being banned from ñtuningò (composing)   

>Menolly impresses nine Fire Lizards  

>Jaxom impresses Ruth  

>Menolly meets Masterharper Robinton, who had been looking for the unknown composer of 

two songs  

>Menolly goes to HarperCraft Hall as an apprentice  

The Dolphins of PERN 

>Death of Master Robinton 

>End of Threadfall 

>Establishment of Dolphineers Craft Hall 

 

Top of the Document 
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Queer  and Trans Fiction  

Between Mom and Jo (Peters, Julie Anne) [LGBTI]  

L 1286-1287-1289  

ñWe both just wanted kids so bad. We wanted you. I figured you took some crap, but you 

never complained about it, never told me you were being bullied or harassed. Are you?ò  

I open my mouth to answer, then shut it. Not bullied in the way she means. Nothing physical. 

Or threatening. More subtle. The feeling of being different, being looked at in a judgmental 

way. People drawing conclusions about me based on my moms.  

L 1319-1320  

ñBut mostly weôre going to talk about love.ò Her eyes deepen. ñBecause sex without love is 

wrong, Nick. I want you to understand that. Sex is more than just a physical act. It means 

something, something special. Itôs the most beautiful expression of love two people can 

share.ò  

L 1328-1331  

ñSex,ò she says, ñis this total giving of yourself to another person. Think about that. Donôt 

give yourself away too easily.ò She digs in the bucket and comes up with the biscuits. ñAnd 

before you even think about having sex with a girl, love her enough to marry her. Respect her 

and cherish her and treat her like a goddess. Because thatôs what girls are, Nick. Your role in 

life, as the inferior sex, is to worship us, obey us, and indulge our every whim.ò  

Location 2480-2483  

Sheôs lugging a couple of boxes out the front door. She smiles when our eyes meet, and 

dumps the boxes into the truck bed. I fly to her. My feet are fins. Joôs smile fades. ñWhere the 

hell have you been?ò she snarls. ñYour mom said she sent you on an errand over an hour ago. 

Sheôs ready to call out the National Guard. What kind of shit is that?ò Jo raises my chin with 

her fist. She scans me up and down, then hugs me. She holds me hard. I melt.  

 

L 2517-2517  

Jo says to Mom, ñWe shouldôve specified brain cells when we were picking out sperm.ò  

 

L 2600-2603  

ñDonôt you remember? We went in to have them removed, and Nick was screaming bloody 

murder and we couldnôt shut him up. He kept blubbering about how he had to have those 

stitches, he wanted to keep those stitches forever and ever. We shouldôve known then there 

was something not quite right with this kid. We shouldôve gotten a refund from the sperm 

bank.ò  
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L (2613) 2644-2644-2645 [three moms] 

ñIôll send you child support,ò Mom says. ñIôll look into the legalities of everything. You may 

have to officially adopt him to gain custody or legal guardianship. Iôm not sure whatôs 

involved, but donôt worry about it.ò  

Jo says, ñIôm not. Like I said, weôll work it out. Thatôs not what I wanted to say. I wanted 

toéò She stalls. Her voice falters. ñI want to thank you. For trusting me.ò  

Mom doesnôt answer. I wonder if sheôll tell her the truth.  

Jo adds, ñI love you for this. More than youôll ever know.ò  

ñYouôll never forgive me, though. Will you?ò  

Jo sighs. ñI forgive you, Erin. I just want us all to be happy. Lifeôs too short, you know? We 

have to make each day count. Isnôt that the Erin Tyler, cancer survivor, philosophy of life? If 

itôs not, it should be.ò  

Mom doesnôt reply. I sense tension in the air. That staggering silence. Mom says softly, 

ñThank you, Jo. I love you too. I know you donôt believe that.éò  

ñI do,ò Jo says quickly. ñLetôs just get past it, okay? Is there a law that says we canôt be 

friends?ò  

I envision Mom consulting The Book, the one in her head. Reading off The Rules. ñTake care 

of him,ò she says. ñTake care of each other.ò  

I smile inside. I think she finally gets it. I canôt see through the wall, but I know whatôs 

happening. Theyôre hugging. This powerful force rises up around them, between them, and I 

know what it is. Who it is. 

I squeeze my eyes and vow to never forget this day, this second, this defining moment of my 

life. 

When I open my eyes, Momôs beside me. Joôs behind me. Kerriôs there too. I think, Wow. 

How lucky can I be?  

Then I think, Lucky? I have three moms. I have to start planning now for Motherôs Day.  

 

Don't Go There (Genet, Kate) [LGBTI, set in New Zealand, lesbian romance]  
[Lesbian romance, Fliss, Teresa, Adam]  

P2 | L 15-21  

1  
The plums were fattening on the trees outside the window of the shed where she sat painting. 

Purple globes of such violent extravagance she itched to mix paint to match. She stared a 

moment more, seeing them on her canvas, the heavy fruit in a luxury of colour, the leaves and 

branches touched delicately by shadows. She shook her head and shifted on her stool, arching 

her back, rubbing it with one hand. Sighed and set the paintbrush down, wiping the smears of 

paint from her long fingers on a handy rag. It was too hot for work. Bruno sat up and 

thumped his bushy tail on the bare plank floor, pricking up his ears hopefully. She looked at 

him. óLetôs go get a drink, boy,ô she said.  

Page 155 | L 1507-1509  

Fliss had already finished her ice cream. She gave her fingers one last lick and Teresa, 

looking over at her, almost groaned aloud. She swallowed instead and leaned over to the 

dash, turning the stereo on. Jane's voice erupted through the speakers and Teresa's fingers 

tightened on the steering wheel. She reached back and turned it off.  
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P162 | L 1558-1559  

The nervous feeling returned to her stomach, like a case of butterflies, but worse, a churning 

excitement. Her fingers itched to reach out and stroke the soft skin of Teresa's cheek. Fliss 

picked up a pen instead, and opened her books. She doubted she'd be able to sleep tonight 

anyway.  

Page 163 | Location 1566-1569  

'You're kidding, right? If I waited until I was inspired, I'd sit twiddling my thumbs all day, 

every day. The routine of work comes first, and the muse eventually plays ball.' Teresa had 

looked at her, head cocked to one side, a cold bottle of beer loose in her hands. 'Your music, 

for instance. It's the same ï do you think you'd have gotten so good if you hadn't put in the 

practise every day? It's no difference for any artist. Ninety percent sweat, ten percent 

inspiration.'  

Page 170 | Location 1620-1624  

This was getting ridiculous. Fliss had been around after school every day this week. She'd 

pottered about, playing with Bruno, dragging out Teresa's guitar to play in the shade of the 

trees, and generally seemed happy enough just being there. Teresa had made sure to spend 

most of the time in her studio painting. She couldn't afford to let the girl distract her from her 

work, as well as her peace of mind. Getting up, she tugged down the long tee shirt she wore 

to bed and padded out to the kitchen barefoot. Coffee, she needed coffee. And her head 

examined.  

Page 267 | Location 2580-2582  

'I saw you with her,' he said, and his voice was weirdly conversational. 'The bitch dyke. The 

useless excuse for a woman. The bitch with the mouth, the one who thinks she's so much 

better than the rest of us, when she's nothing but a dirty carpet muncher.' He shook her again, 

and her mouth flooded with blood as she bit her tongue. Struggling, she swallowed blood, 

choking as it ran down her throat.  

Page 268 | L 2593-2596 

Fliss struggled. She stomped a foot down on his instep, hard as she could, and pulled her 

hands from his when he grunted and moved back a step. She tried to throw a punch, but he 

still had her by the hair, and the most she could manage was a jab of the elbow into his 

stomach. Not so much as a grunt that time, his stomach hard as boards. There was a keening 

noise, high-pitched and whining, it took a moment to realise she was making it, not him.  

Page 270 | L 2606-2610  

She lost consciousness sometime later. Probably just minutes, after she lost count of the 

blows, but it seemed like hours. Time stretched out, gossamer thin and hurting. When she 

came to again, she was alone on the kitchen floor and all she could think of was Teresa. She 

wanted Teresa, her arms around her, telling her she was safe. She crawled to the door, pulling 

herself to hands and knees, then upright, unsteady, but on her own two feet. Opening her eyes 

properly was almost the hardest part. But after all, she didn't need to see so well. She knew 

the way. Even in the darkness, she knew the way.  

 

Page 271 | L 2612-2616-2617 Chpt26 

26  
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26. Teresa sat on the couch cradling the guitar, idly strumming a tune she couldn't even 

remember the name of. She was no longer sure if the guitar reminded her of Fliss or Jane 

now. She'd screwed it up with both of them, what did it matter? Sighing, she put the 

instrument aside and rubbed her eyes. Tired. She was tired, but knew that if she went to bed, 

she'd just lie there and stare at the ceiling.  

Bruno got to his feet and cocked his head as though listening. He took a few steps towards 

the windows, then whined and ran for the door, scrabbling at it like he was perfectly prepared 

to dig his way out.  

 

Page 272-273 | Location 2622-2626-2629 

'It's Fliss, isn't it, boy?' Teresa asked, and swallowed down the lump in her throat, swatting 

the dog away from her arm so he could just concentrate on leading the way. 'I'm coming, 

Bruno, just for god sakes show me where she is.' Breathing fast, she ran after the dog, not 

caring about the branches whipping her in the face and arms, just wanting to know why 

Bruno was so upset. She knew it was Fliss, felt it deep in some left-over primal part of her, 

and she knew something was wrong.  

Bruno stood over a dark shadow huddled under a row of blackberry vines. It didn't move. The 

dog whined and dropped to his belly, licking at the figure lying prone on the grass. Teresa 

slammed into the ground beside him and reached out tentative hands. They touched hot skin 

and came back wet and sticky. She held them up, seeing the dark stains, then bent back to the 

girl on the ground.  

 

Page 273 | Location 2635-2636   

'Fliss, who would do this to you?' She leaned over her young girlfriend, and smoothed hair 

back from her forehead before dropping a kiss onto the abused flesh there.  

 

Page 275 | Location 2655-2659  

At the medical centre, Teresa wouldn't let anyone but herself pull Fliss out of the car. 

Ignoring the wheelchair that had been brought out to the car park, Teresa kept Fliss in her 

arms, carrying her in the front door and nodding at the nurse hurrying in front of her, pointing 

towards a bed. With exquisite gentleness, Teresa laid Fliss down on the bright white sheets, 

then stood back in horror at seeing the girl in the light for the first time.  

 

Page 276 | Location 2666-2669  

'She's taken a pretty severe beating,' he said with nothing in the way of preamble. 'But she's 

going to be fine. We'll keep her here overnight at least, because I'm concerned about the 

concussion she's sustained. She's also severely bruised about the abdomen and kidneys. The 

nurse has given her something for the pain, and she's sleeping now.' He sighed, and rubbed 

his face. 'I've had to call the police. But tell me, do you know who did this? You said you 

found her like this?'  

 

Page 277 | Location 2676-2678  
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Dismay showed on the doctor's face, and Teresa realised she didn't even know the man's 

name. His concern was obvious and real though, along with a genuine repugnance for the 

crime. 'I hope it wasn't him I spoke to just now.'  

 

Page 280 | Location 2700-2704  

Looking quickly around, Teresa snatched up a plastic bowl and held it for Fliss as she rolled 

over and retched, groaning, tears squeezing through the her swollen eyes, bruised to the 

colour of plums. Tending to her, Teresa's pain turned to anger. How could the girl's own 

brother have done this to her? And not for the first time, she suspected, though this time he'd 

obviously lost the plot altogether. She tried not to think it was probably because of her, 

however indirectly, but even though she knew there was no excuse for Adam's violence, the 

guilt gave the anger a double edge.  

 

Page 282 | Location 2709-2712  

'I know. You want to see her, don't you boy.' It was kind of touching how much the dog 

adored the girl. 'You should have gone with her last night. This wouldn't have happened then.' 

Of course, it wouldn't have happened if Teresa hadn't sent Fliss home either. But she'd been 

over and over than in her mind, the same thoughts ricocheting off her skull. She couldn't 

seem to stop them.  

 

Page 282 | L 2717-2720 

In the room where Fliss still slept, Bruno stood with his front paws on the bed, leaning in to 

sniff the sleeping girl. Then, with a delicacy of movement that had Teresa surprised at him, 

he jumped onto the bed and settled down beside Fliss, seeming to take care not to jostle her. 

With his nose on paws, he sighed, and lay there, his eyes fixed on Fliss. Teresa found a tired 

but genuine smile on her face and patted the dog.  

 

Page 285 | L 2752-2754  

'Just like you tried to break your sister's,' Teresa spat at him, then held her hands up, palms 

out as the police officer behind her threatened to grapple with her. A flash of movement in 

the doorway, and Bruno barrelled in to press himself against Teresa, his lips curled back from 

his gums, snarling.  

 

Page 289 | L 2793-2799  

Fliss wouldn't have to return anytime soon. She was looking for Fliss' back pack. Fliss had 

told her to get that first, it had her music in it. Teresa stumbled over it in the dining room and 

felt her eyes fill with tired and horrified tears when she realised the dark stains on it were 

blood. There were marks on the wall too, more bloodstains. Teresa wanted to close her eyes 

against them, looking away, but she forced herself not to. Here was where Fliss had been 

slammed against the wall, and why, besides the fact that her brother was a violent arsehole? 

Because Fliss had been spending time with her. Teresa. There was no doubt now about what 

had set him off this time ï the thought of Fliss and her together. Teresa turned away and 

pressed her palms to the table top, leaning over them and forcing herself to take deep breaths.  
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Page 310 | L 2994-2998  

Teresa managed to be fierce and tender at the same time, demanding that Fliss surrender 

herself, then treating her as though she was the most precious woman on earth. Fliss almost 

came when Teresa had just her fingers on her, but that turned out to be just the start of it. 

Raining kisses down on her, Teresa rolled her onto her back and looked at her for a long 

moment that almost made Fliss want to cry, just from the look on her face. Then a smile 

quirked the corner of those beautiful, expressive lips, and she dipped her head to Fliss' belly, 

running her tongue down between her legs.  

 

Page 311 | L 3013-3014  

But Teresa was drawing a dildo on and adjusting the straps till it fit snugly. Fliss felt her own 

eyes widen and Teresa smiled down at her.  

 

Page 312 | L 3021-3024 CƭƛǎǎΩ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ 

Teresa held her tight, and rolled over until she was on top. Even half delirious with desire 

Fliss could tell her lover was taking care not to put too much weight on her bruised body. But 

that was forgotten in a moment, as expertly, Teresa slid the dildo inside her. There was a 

moment's pressure, and Fliss flinched, but Teresa paused and looked at her, holding her gaze, 

then dropped a kiss on her lips and with a smooth movement of her hips, slid herself deeper.  

 

Keeping You a Secret (Peters, Julie Anne) [teen, lesbian, LGBTI, coming of age]  
Cecelia Goddard (Cece), Jonathan McElwain (Mackel, art teacher), Holland Jaeger (Student 

council president), Seth, Mrs Lucas, Kirsten (Secretary student council), Leah, Brandi, 

Hannah (Holland's young step-sister), Faith (Holland's step-dad's daughter), Neal (Holland's 

step-dad), Mr. Oleander (science head, student council faculty rep)  

Cece and Holland fall in love  

Holland kicked out of home for being lesbian, and finds herself living in emergency 

accommodation.  

Cece - loves coffee! p.15  

 

Page 4 | Location 52-54  

By their bobbing heads, I assumed they all agreed. What were we going to do about it? 

Nothing. Even though I was president of student council, I felt powerless to effect change of 

any social significance at our school. I take that back. We now had a pop machine in the hall.  

Page 4 | Location 58-61  

The assigned studio, 212A, had four rows of tables set end-toend with chairs arranged 

haphazardly. No semblance of order. I slid into a plasti-seat in the back. My uneasiness grew 

as I studied the crowd clogging the doorway and milling around the display cases. Not the 

kind of people I usually associated withðwhich was okay. I didnôt have a problem with 

diversity. It was justé I donôt know. I felt weird. I decided to drop the class. Maybe add 

another study hall. I was going to need it.  

Page 5 | Location 64-65  

The instructor bustled in and broke the connection. Oh, God. He looked like Einstein on 

ecstasy.  
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Page 6 | Location 76-83  

Mr. McElwainðMackelðprogressed through the list. For some reason I was focusing on the 

back of the blond girlôs head, only half listening for my name. ñCecelia Goddard,ò Mackel 

read. Her hand shot up and she said, ñItôs Cece.ò I wrote it down. Cecelia Goddard. CC? 

Cece? Cece, I decided and drew a box around it.   

ñHolland Jaeger.ò A couple of heads swiveled. ñWhat?ò I blinked up. ñHolland Jaeger?ò ñOh, 

here.ò I raised my hand. Added in a mutter, ñApparently not all here.ò She twisted around and 

smiled. My stomach lurched. I shielded my face with my hand and pretended to scribble 

notes.  

 

Page 7 | Location 89-90  

At two-fifteen the bell rang and I gathered my books and notes from econ, feeling totally 

brain-dead. Lockers banged open and closed as I trudged down the hall. ñHi, Holland. Have a 

good break?ò someone called.  

Page 13 | Location 159-162  

Sighing, I flung my pack on the bed and started stripping. The white pharmacy bag on the 

desk begged attention, so I snatched it up and carted it to the bathroom, ripping it open. Wow, 

Iôd even forgotten to stop by after school and pick up my pills. I didnôt remember calling in 

the refill, and my period ended two days ago. I was a wastoid.  

 

Page 14 | Location 175-177  

Weôd gotten very good at fast and soundless sex. Maybe after a year it was supposed to be 

that way. Easy. Rehearsed. He took off a little before midnight, leaving me with another two 

hours of homework. New rule, I decided. Not on a school night. And that included Sunday. 

Wouldnôt my mother be proud?  

 

Page 16 | Location 189-191  

I glanced up to see her looking at me, hard. ñDo you always carry around a wet swimsuit?ò 

she asked. She indicated her arm, where Iôd rewrapped my Speedo. ñYou never know when 

you might need one.ò She laughed.   

Infectious.  

 

Page 43 | Location 517-520  

As I slipped my key into the Jeep door, I noticed something stuck under the wiper blade. It 

was solid and square and wrapped in red foil. Throwing my junk in the back, I clambered 

onto the seat and shut the door. Running a fingernail under the Scotch tape, I folded back the 

wrapper and removed the object. It was a CD. Dixie Chicks. A current of warmth surged up 

from my core.  

 

Page 67 | Location 831-833  

She ripped the form in half. The bell rang and she took off. ñCece,ò I called after her. She 

started running. I chased her to the stairwell, then lost her. Slumping against the railing, I 

closed my eyes and fought off the static in my head. ñItôs no hassle,ò I murmured over the 

internal din. ñIôd fight for you.ò  
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Page 79 | Location 984-986  

I couldnôt breathe. Couldnôt speak. Didnôt realize tears were streaming down my face until 

Cece shouted, ñDonôt!ò She rushed across the hall and pinned me against my locker. ñDonôt 

cry. Donôt you let them see us cry.ò Her eyes pooled with tears. She retreated and gathered 

her stuff.  

 

Page 92 | L 1144-1147  

I hated how they talked about them. About her. Kirsten, Coop, all of them. Especially 

Kirsten. I understood that she hurt, she was venting, directing her pain elsewhere. Still, she 

should just shut up. We drove back in silence. At least, I did. Coop apologized, like that was 

going to make it all better. Seth tried to tickle me once and I slugged him. I was still fuming 

when I got to art. I kicked a chair and sent it crashing into the easel up front.  

 

Page 99 | L 1230-1232  
She was in me, in my blood, invading every cell in my body. She was the one I wanted. She was the 

one I saw, felt, desired. This was wrong. He was wrong. It was all so wrong.  

Page 128 | L 1574-1576-1577  

What was I going to do about him? Tell him, of course. It was a betrayal to allow our 

relationship to continue. I realized now I only ever loved him as a friend. That the physical 

aspect of our relationship evolved because thatôs what was expected. A girl meets a guy, they 

fall in love, have sex, get married, not necessarily in that order.  

 
Expectations. They ruled my life. 

Cut the ending. Revise the script. The man of her dreams is a girl. 

Page 129 | L 1589-1591 

ά¸ŜŀƘΦέ bƻ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƭȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƛƴŜΦέ L ōŀŎƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊƪƛƴƎ ǎƭƻǘΦ άLΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛƴ ǎƛŎƪΦέ 

²ƘŀǘΚ IŀŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƛǎǎǳŜŘ ŦƻǊǘƘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƻŦ IƻƭƭŀƴŘ WŀŜƎŜǊΚ {ƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōƭƻǿ ƻŦŦ ǿƻǊƪΦ 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƛƳŜΦ {he was a slave to expectations. 

Page 131 | L 1612-1615 

άbƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦέ {ƘŜ ǎƴŀƪŜŘ ŀƴ ŀǊƳ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǘ ōŀŎƪΦ !ƭƳƻǎǘ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ Ƴȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ hƴŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƴŎƘΦ 

άaƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ DƻǘƘǎ L ƪƴƻǿ ŀǊŜ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŎƻƻƭΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ōŀŘ ǊŜǇ ǿƛǘƘ 

Columbine. What I undersǘŀƴŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ƛǎΣ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƛƴǘƻ ƴƻƴǾƛƻƭŜƴŎŜΣ ǇŜŀŎŜΣ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜΦ 

Celebration of death, too.  

¢ƘŜȅ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǳǘȅ ƛƴ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ 9ǾŜƴ ǇŀƛƴΦ CƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǉǳŜǎǘ ŦƻǊ ƛƳƳƻǊǘŀƭƛǘȅΦ 

CƻǊ ƴƛǊǾŀƴŀΦέ 

Page 133 | Location 1640-1642 
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It was ǘǊǳŜΤ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ƳŜτǇƘȅǎƛŎŀƭƭȅΣ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦ Lƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƎƻƴŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ 

ǘƻǳŎƘ ƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŎƛǘȅ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǳǎ ǿŀǎ ǇŀƭǇŀōƭŜΦ ±ƛǎƛōƭŜΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘΦ !ƴŘ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ 

ƎƻΣέ L ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘΣ ǎǘǳƳōƭƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ŘǊƛving her to work, dropping her 

ƻŦŦΣ ƻǊ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŜΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǘƻǳŎƘŜd me, but God, I wanted her to. 

Page 134 | L 1644-1648-1650 
We were deep into a drawing exercise on three-dimensionality when Cece casually moseyed by and 

dropped a folded note on my sketchpad. It bounced and landed on the table between Winslow and 

ƳŜΦ IŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ L Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƛǊǎǘΦ hǇŜƴŜŘ ƛǘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƭŀǇΦ άaȅ ƳƻƳΩǎ ŎŀǘŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Y.¢h .ŀǘǘƭŜ 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜ .ŀƴŘǎ ƻƴ {ŀǘǳǊŘŀȅ ƴƛƎƘǘΣέ ƛǘ ǊŜŀŘΦ ά{ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ Ǉŀȅ ȅƻǳ ŦƛŦǘŜŜƴ ŘƻƭƭŀǊǎ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊ ƛf you 

ƘŜƭǇŜŘΦ aȅ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ǿƻǊƪΦ ²Ŝ ƎŜǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴŎŜǊǘ ŦƻǊ ŦǊŜŜΣ ǘƻƻΦ LǘΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ 

ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ǳǎΦ ²ŀƴƴŀΚέ 

 

Her handwriting was small, cramped, tiny little letters. I scribbled my response underneath, then got 

up and delivered iǘΦ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǎŜŀǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ōǳǊǎǘ ƛƴǘƻ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ άhƴƭȅ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ 

keep yƻǳǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻŦŦ ƳŜΣέ LΩŘ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴΦ 

Page 142 | Location 1753-1755 

Then it happened. That electric current surged between us, through me, and tugged at my core. The 

pull ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŦƛŜǊŎŜΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƎƘǘ ƛǘΦ 5ƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŎƭƻǎŜΣ ǎƻ ŎƭƻǎŜΣ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ 

ƳƛƴŜΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊ ƘŜǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎΣ ŦŜŜƭ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀǊǘ ōŜŀǘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ŀƛǊ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƭŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǿƘŀǘ 

was making me tremble. 

Page 142 | L 1758-1762 

I was ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ ǎƻ ƘŀǊŘΦ 5ƻ ƛǘΦ 5ƻ ƛǘ ƴƻǿΦ άL ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƛǎǎ ȅƻǳΦέ {ƘŜ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦƻƻǘΣ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ǳǇ 

ŦŀǎǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ άL ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ȅƻǳΦέ {ƘŜ ǿŜǘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇǎΦ 

I closed my eyes. Opened them, reached out, and removed her hat. Slid it down her back. With my 

other hand, I threaded my fingers through her hair. It was all happening in slow motion. My hand 

caressing her ƘŜŀŘΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΧ 

- Your Highlight on Page 146 | Location 1792-1794 

There was no easy way to do this. I reached into my sweatshirt pocket, felt around for the cold metal 

ŀƴŘ ŦƛǎǘŜŘ ƛǘΦ wŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊΣ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ {ŜǘƘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƻƭŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ŏƭŀǎǎ ǊƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀƭƳΦ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ 

should see otheǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣέ L ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ {ƻ ƭŀƳŜΦ 

Page 147 | Location 1811-1811 
She peered down the stairwell. Our eyes met and her faŎŜ ƭƛǘ ǳǇΦ άIŀƴƎ ƻƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

- Your Highlight on Page 148 | Location 1822-1824 

άL ƳŜŀƴΧ ǿŜƭƭΣ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳƛƴŘΦ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƭŀŘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΦέ {ƘŜ ŘǊŜǿ ƳŜ ŎƭƻǎŜ ŀƴŘ ƪƛǎǎŜŘ ƳŜΦ aŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ 

heat spread through my body. A welcome affirmation ǘƘŀǘ LΩŘ Řƻne the right thing. 
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Page 149 | Location 1828-1831 

{ƘŜ ƎŀȊŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ Ƴȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΣ ŜȅŜǎ ƴŀǊǊƻǿŜŘΦ άaƻƳ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ 9ǊƛŎ ǘƻ ǿƛǘƴŜǎǎ Ƴȅ ǇŜǊǾŜǊǎƛƻƴΦ IŜ 

ƳƛƎƘǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ǘƘŀǘ ǘǿƻ ƎƛǊƭǎ ƪƛǎǎƛƴƎ ƛǎ ƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦέ {ƘŜ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƭŜƴƎǘƘǿƛǎŜΣ ƘŜǊ 

head on the armrest, legs steepled over my thighs. I wrapped my arms around her knees and rested 

my cheek on them, watching her. Soaking her up. 

Page 149 | Location 1836-1837-1837-1838 gaydar 
Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƴȅ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ƛƴǘǊƛƎǳŜŘ ƳŜΦ L ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ time I saw you at your 

ƭƻŎƪŜǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ άWŀƴǳŀǊȅ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΦ {ƛȄ ŦƛŦǘȅ-ǘƘǊŜŜ !ΦaΦέ 

άbƻ ǿŀȅΦέ L ǿǊƛƴƪƭŜŘ Ƴȅ ƴƻǎŜΦ 

{ƘŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άDƛǊƭΣ ȅƻǳ ǎŜǘ ƻŦŦ Ƴȅ ƎŀȅŘŀǊ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƛǊŜƴǎΦέ 

Page 150 | L 1844-1847 

IŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ƎǊŜǿ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎΦ άL ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘat was going on with you. I mean, you gave out mixed 

ǎƛƎƴŀƭǎΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƛǘ ŘŀǿƴŜŘ ƻƴ ƳŜΣ ŘǳƘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ȅŜǘΦ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ LΩŘ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ 

Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ƛǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎǳǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƳƻǾŜΦ !ƴŘ ƎƛǊƭΣέ 

she ŦƭƻǇǇŜŘ ŀƴ ŀǊƳ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΣ άȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜΦέ L ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ 

ƳƻǾŜΚέ {ƘŜ ǇŜŜƪŜŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ ƘŜǊ ŦƻǊŜŀǊƳΦ άL ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀ ǎŜȄ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ƻǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴΦέ 

Page 150-151 | Location 1854-1854-1855 
ά[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ƎǳŜǎǎΦ {ƭǳƳōŜǊ ǇŀǊǘƛŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǘŀōƻƻ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ DƻŘŘŀǊŘ ƘƻǳǎŜΚέ 

! ǎƭƻǿ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ /ŜŎŜΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά!ƘΣέ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ƭƻƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪΣ άǘƘƻǎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅǎΦέ 

Page 151 | L 1858-1862 

άLΩƭƭ Ŏŀƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΣέ /ŜŎŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǘƛǇǎ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ŎǳǊƭƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ WŜŜǇΩǎ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ŀǎ L ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƛǘ 

down. I traced every ring on both her hands. We kissed good-ōȅŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇΤ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻΣ 

ǳƴǘƛƭ ŦƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ L ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΣ ά9ƴƻǳƎƘΗέ Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ L ŎǊŀƴƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΦ !ǎ 

our hands pressed together against the glass, I started the ignition. Started my life over again. 

Page 152 | L 1863-1866 Chapter 17 
Chapter 17 

I snuck up behind Cece ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭǳƴŎƘ ƭƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ ά[ƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ƴƻ ǎŜŜΣέ L 

murmured in the back of her hair. She jeǊƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƛƴ ƭƛƴŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪΦ .ǊŀƴŘƛΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ 

ǿƛŘŜƴŜŘΦ άLΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎŜŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣέ L ǘƻƭŘ /ŜŎŜΦ άL ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƻŎƪŜǊΦέ 

- Your Highlight on Page 157 | Location 1931-1933 

Only one table was occupied. Three women in scruōǎΣ ǿƘƻ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ƻŦŦ ǿƻǊƪΣ 

were eating breakfast. Cece asked the waitress if we could have a booth in back and we slid in 

opposite each other. Cece propped her elbows on the table and spread out her hands. I intertwined 

my fingers with hers. I loved her hands. So strong. Soft. Loved all her rings. 
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Page 159 | Location 1948-1951-1952 
άhƪŀȅΣ ǎǘƻǇΦέ L ƘŀŘ ŀ ƭǳƳǇ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛȊŜ ƻŦ ŀ ǿŀǘŜǊ-melon. Thankfully the waitress brought 

our drinks, so I had a few moments to compose myself. My God, she felt the same way I did. Totally, 

unabashedly in love. We lifted our cups in unison, took a sip, and studied each other. Cece set her 

ŎǳǇ Řƻǿƴ ŦƛǊǎǘΦ ά²Ŝ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀǘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΣ IƻƭƭŀƴŘΦ hǊ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǳǎΦ Yƴƻǿ 

ȅƻǳΦέ 

I blew on Ƴȅ ŎƻŎƻŀ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ ά²ƘȅΚέ 

ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ōǳƭƭǎƘƛǘΦέ 

Page 160 | Location 1967-1968 

! ƭŜǎōƛŀƴΚ Lǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎΚ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ƴŜǿ ǎŜƭŦ-identity. A label. All I knew was, I 

loved her. 

- Your Highlight on Page 160 | Location 1974-1975-1976-1977 

άtǊƻƳƛǎŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΚέ /ŜŎŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άbƻǘ ȅŜǘΣ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΚέ L ƳŜǘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎτher worried, 

panicked eyes. And understood completely her wanting to protect me. I never, ever wanted to see 

ƘŜǊ ƘǳǊǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άL ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜΦέ 

άDƻƻŘΦέ {ƘŜ ŜȄƘŀƭŜŘ ǊŜƭƛŜŦΦ [ƛŦǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŎǳǇΣ ǎƘŜ ǇƻƛǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŘǊƛƴƪ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ ά¦ƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜƴΣέ ǎƘŜ 

ǎŀƛŘΣ άǳƴǘƛƭ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜΣ LΩƳ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŀ ǎŜŎǊŜǘΦέ 

Page 161 | L 1978-1982 Chapter 18 
Chapter 18 

We tried to figure out between our killer schedules when we could be together. Cece helped her 

mom cater parties on the weekends and occasionally got a performance art gig. South-ƎƭŜƴƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

going to the state swim meetτbig surpriseτso that obligation would drop off my schedule soon. 

During the week the only time Cece was free was after work, at eleven P.M. I suggested we meet 

before school, too. 

- Your Highlight on Page 174 | Location 2146-2148 

¢Ƙƛǎ Ǉŀƛƴ ǊƛǇǇŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƴȅ ŎƻǊŜΦ YƛŘǎΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƪƛŘǎΚ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǿŀȅǎΣ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘΦ ²ŜǊŜƴΩǘ 

there? Adoption. /ƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ ŀŘƻǇǘΚ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿΦ !ǊǘƛŦƛŎƛŀƭ ƛƴǎŜƳƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΦ LƳǇƭŀƴǘ ǎǇŜǊƳ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ 

ōƻŘȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƻƳŜ Ǝǳȅ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿΚ LŎƪΦ Lǘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ǿƛǎƘ LΩŘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ 

{ŜǘƘΦ IŜΩŘ ōŜ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΦ 

Page 184 | Location 2268-2269 kicked out 
άIƻƭƭŀƴŘΚ IƻƴŜȅΚέ {ƘŜ ǎƘǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ L ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊŜ ŀƘŜŀŘΦ ¦ƴǎŜŜƛƴƎΣ 

ƴǳƳōΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

L ōƭƛƴƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ άaȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƪƛŎƪŜŘ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΦέ 

Page 186 | Location 2297-2298 
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I smiled, clung to the phone, to her voice, until all the sounds in my head muted and faded and 

vanished into the night. 

Page 186-187 | Location 2303-2306-2308 

/ŜŎŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ά{ƘŜ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƘŜǊŜ ƴƻǿΦέ 

άbƻΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘΦέ L ƎƭŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ /ŜŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘŜŀǊǎ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴŜŘ ŀ ǊŜǊǳƴΣ ǎƻ L Ǝƻǘ ǳǇ ŦŀǎǘΦ !ǎ L ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŦƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

sheets on the hide-a-ōŜŘΣ L ƘŜŀǊŘ aǊΦ DƻŘŘŀǊŘ ǎŀȅΣ ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ƎǳȅǎΦ DŜǘ ŀ ƳƻǾŜ ƻƴΦέ L ŦŜƭǘ ƘƛƳ ŎƻƳŜ 

ǳǇ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƭƛƴƎŜǊΦ άIŀƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ƪƛŘΦέ IŜ ǇŀǘǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

ǿƻǊƭŘΦέ 

Easy for him to say; he was living the American dreamΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƭƻŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴǘŜƭ ŎƘƛƳŜŘ ŜƛƎƘǘ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ 

ŀƴŘ L ǘǊǳŘƎŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴΦ άL ŦƻǊƎƻǘ Ƴȅ ƳƻƴŜȅΦ /ƻǳƭŘ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ƭƻŀƴ ƳŜ ŦƛǾŜ ŘƻƭƭŀǊǎ ŦƻǊ Ǝŀǎ 

ǎƻ L Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΚέ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƛǘΤ L ōǳǊǎǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘŜŀǊǎΦ 

Page 188 | Location 2314-2318 

LǘΩǎ ŀ ƳȅǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƭƻƻƪ ōǊƛƎƘǘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ 9ǾŜǊȅ ǘƛƳŜ LΩŘ ƴƻŘ ƻŦŦ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇΣ ǘƘŜ 

ƴƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜ ǿŀǎ ōƭŀŎƪŜǊΦ .ƭŜŀƪŜǊΦ ¢ƻƻ ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΣ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŀȅ ƛƴ /ŜŎŜΩǎ ōŜŘΣ ŀōǎƻǊōƛƴƎ 

Ƴȅ ǎǳǊǊƻǳƴŘƛƴƎǎΦ IŜǊ ǊƻƻƳΦ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ Ŏŀche of stuffed animals in a 

net overhead. Stacks of CDs by the bed. No closet doors, but the space was packed with clothes. Her 

dresser mirror had stickers all over it: pink triangles, rainbow hearts, and lightning bolts. A few 

photos were wedged under the frame and I straggled out of bed to look at them. 

- Your Highlight on Page 188 | Location 2327-2328 

The aroma of freshly baked bread swirled up my nose. Instinct and hunger took over. I wriggled into 

/ŜŎŜΩǎ hightops and headed downstairs. 

Page 189 | Location 2328-2329-2330 

Kate was in the kitchen checking on two loaves of bread in the oven. Two more were cooling on a 

rack. They smelled unbelievable. 

άIƛΣ ǎǿŜŜǘƛŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƘŜƴ L ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊǿŀȅΦ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎƛǘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ŦƛȄ ȅƻǳ ŀ 

bowl of soup. Nothing lƛƪŜ ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴ ǎƻǳǇ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƭΦέ 

- Your Highlight on Page 190 | Location 2344-2348 

άbƻǘƘƛƴƎΦέ {ƘƛǘΦ L ǎǘǳŦŦŜŘ Ƴȅ ōƛƎ ƳƻǳǘƘ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ōǊŜŀŘΦ ά5ŀƳƳƛǘΦέ YŀǘŜ ŦƻƭŘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳǎΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ 

ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘȅ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ǘƻ Ŧƭŀǳƴǘ ƘŜǊ ǎŜȄǳŀƭƛǘȅΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ thing. She should keep it that way. Be 

ŘƛǎŎǊŜŜǘΣ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŜȄǇƻǎƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦέ bƻǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΣ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΦ !ƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎŜȄǳŀƭƛǘȅΦ bƻǘ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛŘŜƴǘƛǘȅΦ [ƻǾŜΦ 

YŀǘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ άSheΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΦέ 

Page 195 | L 2404-2406 

The Center was the Gay, Lesbian, Bisexual, and Transgendered Resource Center. It was an innocuous 

ōǊƛŎƪ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ƭƻŎŀǘŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎǘǊƛǇ Ƴŀƭƭ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ŀ YƛƴƪƻΩǎ ŎƻǇȅ ǎƘƻǇΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ƛǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ƛŦ ƛt 
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ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ Ǌŀƛƴōƻǿ ŦƭŀƎΦ hƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǿŜǊŜ ǘǿƻ ǎƛƎƴǎΥ {!C9 {t!/9 ŀƴŘ [h±9 {thY9b I9w9Φ I 

clung to Cece as we entered. 

Page 196 | Location 2415-2416 street youth 
Street youths? God. I never ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ LΩŘ ōŜ ŀ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ ȅƻǳǘƘΦ 

Page 196 | Location 2422-2423 

Syd smiled. It felt warm, wonderful, that she knew we were a couple. She gave us driving directions 

to Taggert House and we left. 

- Your Highlight on Page 199 | Location 2465-2467 

After I carted up my meager possessions, shut and locked the door, I wandered over to the dingy 

window. My view was the alley Dumpster, where some old bag lady was picking through the 

garbage. Yesterday, I thought, I was Holland Jaeger, regular person, regular life. I had a home, a 

family, a history. ¢ƻŘŀȅ LΩƳΧ 

- Your Highlight on Page 200 | Location 2468-2468-2470 

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿhat I am, where I am, who I am. 

I checked to make sure my phone was on, the batteries charged. I set it on the microwave. Without 

warning, a ground swell of sorrow overwhelmed me and my bones disintegrated. I slid down the 

wall to the floor, bawling into my hands. 

- Your Highlight on Page 204 | Location 2506-2509 

¢ƘŜ ǊŜǎŜƴǘƳŜƴǘΣ ǘƘŜ ŀƴƎŜǊ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ƘŜǊ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǎǳƳŜ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƛǘΦ L ƘŀŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ 

midterms and a presentation next week, not to mention the leadership conference. Seth had gone 

ahead and organized the whole event, which I felt guilty as hell about. I wanted to thank him, to tell 

ƘƛƳ ƘŜΩŘ ŘƻƴŜ ŀ ŦŀƴǘŀǎǘƛŎ ƧƻōΣ ōǳǘ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ IŜ ŀŎǘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ Scourge. 

- Your Highlight on Page 204 | Location 2516-2517 

The act of creating, of transferring my altered vision to the page was oddly comforting. Possibilities. 

They were there. 

Page 210 | Location 2595-2598 
.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ LΩŘ ƭƻǎǘ ǿŀǎ ƛƴǎƛƎƴƛŦƛŎŀƴǘ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ LΩŘ ŦƻǳƴŘΦ aŜΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƴƛǎǎing part of myself. And 

Cece. Knowing love. Being loved. 

άtƭŜŀǎŜΣ DƻŘΣέ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ ά[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ōŜ ƭƻǾŜŘΦέ .ŜǎƛŘŜ ƳŜΣ /ŜŎŜ ǿƘƛƳǇŜǊŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŀƴŘ 

rolled onto her side. She snaked an arm around my hip and pulled me close. Cece gave me life, she 

nurtured me, and I burrowed into the warm cocoon of her. 

- Your Highlight on Page 213 | Location 2629-2630 

¢ƘŜȅ Ǝƻǘ ƛǘ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƛǘ άǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǎŜǘΦέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǇǊƛǎƻƴΦ {ƻƭƛǘŀǊȅ ŎƻƴŦƛƴŜƳŜƴǘΦ L ǿŀǎ 

locked inside, inside myself, dark and afraid and alone. 
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- Your Highlight on Page 214 | Location 2635-2637 

The soup was comforting, or maybe it was the peace I found with Cece. We ate directly from the 

bowl at the dinette table. The last noodle we slurped together and kissed in the middle. Cece rinsed 

the bowl and spoons, then retrieved her independent living folderτǘƘŜ ōǳƭƭǎƘƛǘ Ŏƭŀǎǎ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ 

electedτkicked off her shoes, and spread out her homework on the bed. 

- Your Highlight on Page 215 | Location 2646-2648 

άhǿΦέ /ŜŎŜ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜŘΦ ά.ŜǘǘŜǊ ƎŜǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƛt. The best thing you can do is call yourself a dyke. A 

lezzie, a lesbo, a queer. All the hateful words, use them in fun. Claim them. Then tƘŜȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǳǎŜŘ 

ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

- Your Highlight on Page 226 | Location 2802-2803-2804 

άhƘΣ DƻŘΣ IƻƭƭŀƴŘΦέ {ƘŜ ŎǊǳǎƘed me in an embrace so hard, she knocked the wind out of me. It 

made me laugh. Made her laugh, too. 

¢ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭΣ ŦŀƴǘŀǎǘƛŎΦ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦŜƭǘ ǎǳŎƘ ƧƻȅΣ ŦǊŜŜŘƻƳΣ ŀƴŘ 

certainty. About me. About her. About us. 

- Your Highlight on Page 229 | Location 2837-2839 

A brilliant sun cast geometric shadows through the branches as I crunched along the overgrown trail. 

¢ǊŜŜǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ōǳŘŘƛƴƎ ǎƻƻƴΣ L ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘΦ LΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƭƻǾŜŘ ǎǇǊƛƴƎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ǊŜōƛǊǘƘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŜȄǘǊŀ 

special, since it wŀǎ Ƴȅ ǊŜōƛǊǘƘΣ ǘƻƻΦ άYƴƻŎƪΣ ƪƴƻŎƪΦέ L ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳƴŘŜǊƴŜŀǘƘ ƻǳǊ ŎƻǘǘƻƴǿƻƻŘΣ ǎǉuinting 

up into the tree house. 

Page 234 | L 2906-2909 
{ƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΣ άL Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǘŀȅ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

DƻŘΣ ƴƻΦ LŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǎƳƻǎ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎƘƛŦǘŜŘΣ ƛŦ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǊƛǎƪŜŘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΣ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ /ŜŎŜΦ 

CƻǳƴŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ŀ ƭƛŜΣ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ŀ ƭƛŦŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŀǘƛƻƴǎΦ 

- Your Highlight on Page 235 | Location 2919-2921 

A wave of grief washed over me. Leah would always be my friend, but she was right. Things had 

changed. Her world seemed very small to me, confined and limited, while mine had expanded, 

illuminated, grown. I saw everything now through different eyes. Wide awake and focused. 

Page 245 | L 3039-3041 

I closed the door behind meΣ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǎŀŘ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΦ {ƻǊǊȅ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΦ ¸ŜŀƘΣ LΩŘ ƳŀŘŜ ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜǎΤ LΩŘ 

experienced loss. But she had no idea what this was costing her. Because she was losing me. 

 

Of Heartstrings & Hope: Tales of Friendship and Love  
By: Kejsi Miller, Ray Dean, A.M. Leibowitz, Ronald A. Spark, and Erik Schubach 
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House Blend, Double Sweet 

By: A.M. Leibowitz 

The coffee shop was warm and inviting when Charlie wheeled inside. He maneuvered up to 

the counter to place his order. Seeing Neil, his favorite barista, behind the counter brought  a 

smile to his face. 

"Hey, Charlie! What'll it be?" 

Neil's crooked grin exposed his dimples, making Charlie's cheeks warm. "The usual, but can 

you make it decaf this time?" Charlie made a face. "Too late in the day for regular." 

"Sure."Neil waved to the tables. "Go find a seat. I'll bring it over in a minute." 

Charlie wheeled over to the only available accessible seat. He took 

off his messenger bag and hauled out the contents, which included his tablet and a stack of 

papers. It was hardly the busy season for an ac countant, but he always had a few eager 

beavers who supplied him with their documents almost the minute the clock ticked over to 

January first. He'd only just opened his tablet when he heard a soft "Here you go,"and looked 

up to see Neil delivering his coffee. Charlie thanked him, barely registering the slight pause 

before Neil turned away. 

Just as Charlie opened spreadsheets, Neil reappeared at his side. "Can I get you anything 

else?" he asked. 

"Uh, no, thanks," Charlie replied, momentarily taken aback. If he hadn't known better, he 

might have thought there was more to Neil's query than polite service. Fortunately, 

experience wasa good teacher, and he did indeed know better. 

Neil returned to the counter, and Charlie returned to his work. He couldn't contain the little 

thrill that ran through him when he opened his email and saw a message from the man he'd 

been chatting with for the past three weeks. Charlie sipped hiscoffee while he read the mes 

sage and contemplated his reply. 

So far, he knew the other man liked books, owned the complete works of Shakespeare, and 

was a university student after taking several years to work first. He was evasive about hisjob 

and his course of study, but Charlie didn't mind. He hadn't exactly been forthcoming about 

everything either, particularly the small detail of his spina bifida. 
Charlie had learned through trial and error how to navigate the labyrinth of dating. For 

example, it was generally better to wait until meeting someone he was interested in before 
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revealing his chair. Saying it upfront most often resulted in any of the following:fewer con 

tacts, "no thank you"-of both the polite and rude species-or, occa sionally, someone with a 

disability fetish. The last one was annoying, but Charlie had fun toying with people like that 

on occasion. 

Meeting for a date first at least got him out of the house for a nice meal, a drink, or a cup of 

coffee. Almost no one was rude enough to leave him stranded after they met, even if they 

never called again. On rare occasions, the date ended with the physical contact Charlie 

craved, but none had turned into anything more in the last couple of years. 

Whilehe finished hiscoffee and sent hisreply, a spasm hit hisblad der, and Charlie groaned 

softly. Thiswas a hell of a time to need a pee. He was always so careful to take care of 

everything before leaving the house because public restrooms were such a hassle.The cafe 

bathroom had a handrail,but it wasatight fit for hischair. He could walk, but not well enough 

to cross the entire cafe without help. For a moment, he contemplated sucking up his ego and 

asking Neil; the cafe wasalmost empty, and he wasn't busy. Charlie couldn't bring himself to 

do it, though. 

During hisvacillation, his bladder protested again, and he knew he wouldn't be able to hold it 

much longer. Continence was an ongoing battle. Sighing, he rolled away from the table. 

"Hey, Neil!" he called. When Neil looked up, Charlie asked, "Watch my stuff for a few?" 

"No problem." 

Charlie decided to park outside and walk in, as that would solve both problems. Hischair 

wouldn't likely be in the way for long enough to cause inconvenience for the other patrons. 

He set the brake and hauled himself up, ambling slowly into the bathroom. He maneuvered 

around so he could grip the handrail while getting himself out. 

Unfortunately, his pants refused to cooperate. He was about three seconds from losing it; 

there wasno possible way he wasgoingto make it.With a frustrated growl,he yanked at 

hispants, finally freeing him self-just barely too late. 

There was nothing else to do but wait until it was over; he had no ability to control it once 

he'd started. At least he'd gotten some where it belonged. The rest soaked his pants and the 

floor. He dragged down his wet trousers and sat. Sweating and shaking both from relief and 

humiliation, he put hishead in hishands. 

Charliealways had extra clothes in hisbagjust in case, but he'd been foolish enough to leave 

them at the table. There wasnothing he could do but go back out with hissoaked pants and 

retrieve them. He would also need to ask Neil for help cleaning up the bathroom. Not in a 

hurry for an embarrassing conversation, he remained right where he was. 

He didn't realize how long he'd been sitting there until there was a knock on the door. 

Startled, he called out, "B-be out soon!" 

"Charlie?" Neil sounded concerned. "You okay?" 

 

Several anxious heartbeats passed before Charlie finally replied, "Uh ...uh ...yeah." 

"Are you sure? Do you need help?" 

Charlie sighed. He was out of options. "I could use a hand." 

Neil's voice wascalm and steady."Are you able to unlock the door?" "Give me a sec." 

Charlie  hauled  himself  up  and  managed  to  get  his  pants well 

enough into place that he could get to the door. He opened it just enough to let Neil in, gaging 

hisreaction ashe stepped inside. 
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If Neil was upset at all, he didn't show it. He took in the state of the bathroom then said, "Do 

you need your chair, or can you sit back down on the toilet?" 

"I'll sit back down." 

Charlie's whole face washot. He'd had this sort of thing happen be fore, but not in a while 

and not usually when he'd been alone. Having the barista at his favorite coffee shop help him 

clean up after losing bladder control topped his list of "Things I Never Want to Experience 

Again." 

"Hey," Neil said softly, and Charlie looked up to meet his gaze. "It's okay.Trust me, we've 

had worse happen in here." 

Charlie's eyebrowsrose. "I probably don't want to know." 

"You really don't." Neil's mouth twitched as though he couldn't de cide if it wasall right to 

laugh. 

That pushed Charlie over the edge.He let out a loud, barking guffaw, and Neil'srelief was 

immediately obvious. Hiswholebody relaxed ashe joined in the laughter. 

Once they'd sobered, Charlie said, "I have spare clothes in my bag. I can get cleaned up and 

changed, but I can't clean the floor." Charlie sighed. "I'm sorry." 

"I told you, don't worry about it. I'll get your clothes, and then I'll take care of the rest." 

He ducked out, returning momentarily with Charlie's clean clothes. 

Despite Charlie's protests, Neil helped him get dressed and even pro vided a handy bag for 

the soiled pants and underwear. He made sure Charlie was out and in his chair before 

retrieving the cleaning sup plies. 

Back at the table, Charlie looked at his email again. A new message had arrived while he 

wasin the bathroom, but he couldn't bring him self to open it. The subject line was"Want to 

meet up?" After the previ ous half hour, that wasthe last thing Charlie wanted. He wasfairly 

cer tain such an incident on a date would leave both him and his date angry, embarrassed, 

and  frustrated. Disappointment clouding his vision, Charlie closed his email without 

responding. He needed time to figure out what he wasgoing to do. 

Just as he finished stashing everything in his bag, Neil returned from the bathroom. He gave 

Charlie a sympathetic smile and a small wave. In spite of himself, there was something so 

charming about Neil's dimpled grin that he couldn't help smiling back, though his stomach 

still churned. He shrugged on his jacket and slung his bag over hisshoulder then wheeled 

away from the table. 

In a minute, Neil was at his side. "Heading out already?" He put a hand on Charlie's shoulder. 

Charlie nodded. "I can't risk that happening again, so I'm just going 

to finish up my work at home." Hesitantly, he reached up to touch Neil's hand, and warmth 

bloomed in his heart for the kindness the other man had shown. "Thank you," he said, 

meeting Neil's eyes. How had he never noticed before what a rich brown they were? 

Neil'ssmile made hisdark eyes shine. "You're welcome."He pressed hisfingers into Charlie's 

shoulder briefly before letting go. 

Charlie shook himself to clear the funny, tickling sensation in his stomach, which no longer 

had anything to do with embarrassment. It wouldn't doto start having feelingsfor 

Neil.Someone ascharming and attractive as Neil surely wasn't single, and even if he were, he 

wouldn't want to attach himself to a man with a disability. Besides, that wasthe ultimate 

cliche-nursing a crush on the cute, sensitive guywho served his coffee sounded like the plot 

of a B-movie romance. 
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Instead, Charlie waved over his shoulder, pushed the automatic door button, and wheeled out 

of the shop. 

ÅÅ 

For three straight days, Charlie ignored the email from Joseph, the man he'd been messaging. 

They'd connected through a local tech support website and had ended up exchanging email 

addresses. It wasonly supposed to bea few questions about the benefits of one type of self-

employed tax ID over another, but it had quickly turned to talk about other things. Before 

long, they were emailing several times a day. 

Thiswasusually the point where Charlie provided the detailsof his life and never heard back, 

which washow he'd ended up waiting until the first date. He'd learned a lot over the years, 

including that he needed to remain close to home, meet somewhere public, and never 

accompany anyone to their house, no matter how wheelchair-friendly they assured him it 

was. That wasa lesson learned from the man who wanted to be a caregiver to the point of 

remodeling his entire home. Much as Charlie had wanted to find that endearing, it wasjust 

creepy, and he hadn't called that guy back. 

His lack of response to Joseph finally reached a point where he re ceived another message, 

thistime sounding worried. 

Did I say something wrong? I'm sorry. It's okay if you'd rather not meet. I just thought we 

could get a cup of coffee or something and talk face-to-face. 

Charlie blew out his breath and scrubbed his face. It might be all right to take one more 

chance. If he wascareful, he wouldn't have an other incident like the one the other night. 

Maybe they could meet up at that shop;at least that way he might have Neil's help if he 

needed it. No, it's nothing like that, Charlie sent back. I'vejust been busy.I have 

plansthisweekend, but I'm free after work on Monday.I don't drive, so it has to be somewhere 

close. There's a cafe around the corner from 

me. How about that? 

In a fewminutes, he received areply. Sure.I'm off work at 5:30. Let's meet at six? 

Charlie sent the address, glad for the extra time to prepare himself for hisdate. That gave him 

four days to plan exactly how he would ex plain thingsto Joseph-four daysto pray Joseph 

wasthe sort of man he seemed from hisemails. 

ÅÅ 

During the time Charlie was avoiding returning Joseph's emails, he'd also been avoiding the 

cafe, which he continued to do even after arranging his date. As much as Neil had helped him 

without com plaint, Charlie simply couldn't face him again so soon. In fact, he won dered if 

meeting his date there was even a good idea. He knew he would have to return there 

eventually, if for no other reason than Neil made better coffee. Still, he wasn't in any hurry. 

Fortunately, he had Sunday night at The Write Stuff book store to look forward to. Every 

week, they reserved Sundays for readings by local LGBTQ authors, each time featuring a 

different theme. This week, it was bisexual women poets. Charlie was excited to go; his 

younger sister, Tiffany, was reading from her recently published col lection. 

Charlie wheeled into the book store and looked around for hisfam ily. Tiffany's boyfriend 

and fellow graduate student, Garritt, waved him over to atable where Charlie'sparents were 

already seated. Charlie smiled; his parents had always been supportive, and he wasn't sur 

prised they'd come to hear Tiffany read. He headed for their table, and Garritt removed a low 

stool to make room for him. 
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"Hey, Charlie," Garritt said. "Tiff 's up third." He handed Charlie a program. 

 

"Cool." 

Before Charlie could say another word, he heard his name and looked up. Just coming in the 

door was Neil. Charlie sucked in his breath and braced himself as Neil stepped over to their 

table. He looked much different than Charlie wasused to seeing him. Instead of his cafe 

uniform, he had on tight jeans and a gray v-neck t-shirt, his jacket draped over one arm.His 

light brown hair wasartfully arranged so it looked messy-on-purpose, and the deep blue 

gemstones in his ears winked in the dim shop light. When he smiled, his dimples ap peared, 

and hiseyes sparkled. 

"Hey,Neil,"Charlie said.It wasall he could manage, ashe had some how become tongue-tied 

in Neil's presence. 

"Hi."Neil turned to Charlie'sfamily and introduced himself."I work at the coffee shop around 

the corner from where Charlie lives." Giving Charlie a sideways glance, he said, "You 

haven't been in for a while." 

Charlie's neck prickled with heat. Attempting a casual tone to cover for hisembarrassment, he 

replied, "Been kind of busy." 

To Neil's credit, he  didn't say anything about  what  had happened 

the last time Charlie had been in. He just nodded and said, "I've missed seeing you." 

"Uh ...you have? I mean, sorry about that."Charlie thought hishead might explode. "I'll be in 

tomorrow."He thought better of saying it was for a date. 

"What brings you here tonight?" Neil asked. 

Looking around, Charlie understood why. He, his father, Garritt and Neil were the only men 

in the entire crowded shop. "My sister's reading,"he explained. "You?" 

"My mom is reading."Neil's cheeks turned pink. "Your mom's a poet ?" Charlie asked. 

"Not professionally." Neil laughed. "She's a bank teller, but she's looking to begin self-

publishing her work." 

"Good for her," Charlie said. "My sister just published her first col lection." There didn't 

seem to be anything else to say, but Charlie was reluctant to let Neil go find a seat. He 

wouldn't mind getting to know him outside the cafe. He chided himself for that thought, but 

he did nothing to either welcome or dismiss Neil from their table. 

"Want to join us?" Garritt asked, breaking the moment. "Plenty of room." 

"Sure." 

Neil squeezed in next to Charlie, and Garritt gave Charlie a mean ingful look which Charlie 

made a point of ignoring. 

They listened to the first couple of people, and then Tiffany got up. 

 

Her short, violet hair was spiked, and she was wearing a tank top that showed off the tattoos 

on her upper arms. Charlie was pleased to see she had the pink, purple, and blue scarf he'd 

crocheted for her as a Christmas present draped around her neck, despite the fact that the bi 

pride colors clashed with both her hair and her clothes. 

Charlie lost himself in Tiffany'spoem. She had a voice made for this sort of reading, perfectly 

matched with her bold words. Her poetry wasfull of owning and embracing her identity, with 

an urgent call for others to stand up and be proud of who they are. Charlie loved the tones of 
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activism and advocacy in her words; he related to them de spite how different Tiffany's 

experiences were from his own. The room erupted in applause when she finished. 

Neil's mother was up next, and her poetry was in sharp contrast to Tiffany's. It was tender and 

sensual, and it left Charlie breathless with its naked passion. He stole a glance at Neil, 

wondering what the other man must be thinking as his mother read about what could never be 

mistaken for anything other than the memory of a passionate affair. Neil's face wasflushed 

and hiseyes down, but the small smile he wore displayed his pride in her work. Sensing the 

love radiating from him made Charlie's own heart swell. 

On impulse, he reached across the table to lay his hand on top of 

Neil's trembling fingers. Neil looked up, and their eyes met. Charlie gave him a subtle nod, 

and Neil's face relaxed. He turned his hand to grip Charlie's briefly just as his mother spoke 

the final words of her poem. Both men let go as the audience clapped, but not before Garritt 

noticed and raised an eyebrow at Charlie. An elbow to Garritt's side eliminated that but 

produced a smirk in its place. Charlie just rolled his eyes. 

Both women made their way back to the table, and there were in troductions  all around. The 

rest of the evening passed pleasantly enough for Charlie to nearly forget his nerves 

about his upcoming date. Instead, he concentrated on enjoying the company of family and 

friends-especially the attractive man seated next to him. He couldn't help wishing it were Neil 

he would be meeting for coffee the next day. When the reading wasover, everyone filed out 

of the shop. Charlie waited until the crowd thinned before pushing away from the table, and 

the others were kind enough to stay with him. Tiffany and Garritt headed for their car, hand 

in hand, and he leaned in to brush his lips against her cheek and whisper something in her ear. 

A pang of jeal ousy shot through Charlie that his sister had found someone    who 

loved and embraced her asa whole person. He sighed softly. 

The sound must not have been as quiet as he'd imagined, because Neil looked down at him 

and smiled. He rested a hand on Charlie's shoulder, squeezing a bit. 

"Thiswas fun,"he remarked. "I had no idea the depth and varietyof bisexual women's poetry." 

Neil'smother laughed. "Apparently,I've failed in my duty to educate you." She huffed 

dramatically."And now that you're an adult, I've lost my chance."She leaned in and gave Neil 

a quick hug. "Thanks for com ing, sweetheart." Her eyes flicked to Charlie, and her gaze 

lingered for a moment before she broke contact. With a nod to the others, she dis appeared 

around the corner to the side parking lot. 

"I should go too," Neil said, sending a mild rush of disappointment through Charlie. 

"Yeah, it's pretty late, and it's startingto snow again."Charlie looked up to see a few flakes 

land on Neil's cheeks and his thick eyelashes. 

For a moment, neither of them moved, and then Neil pressed his hand on Charlie's shoulder 

again before turning around and walking away. Charlie turned to his parents, about to let 

them know he was goingto head home. It wasonly afew blocks, so he hadn't bothered re 

questing transportation. 

"Need a ride?" hisfather asked. "You brought the van?" 

His father shrugged. "The weather looked iffy, and I thought you might prefer not to be out in 

it." 

"Sure, Dad. Thanks." 

Charlie followed his parents to their van, still feeling the warm press of Neil's fingers on 

hisshoulder. 
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ÅÅ 

For the entire hour before leaving to meet his date, Charlie fussed. Trying on several sets of 

clothes wasn't really an option-it took too long to get dressed and undressed-but he had three 

different outfits laid out on the bed. He almost called Tiffany to ask for her advice. She was 

more fashion-savvy than Charlie had ever been. At the last minute, he decided against it. If 

she found out about his date and it didn't work out, he would have to endure another round of 

Set-Char lie-Up-On-Dates. It washis least favorite game and had thus far never resulted in 

anything longer-term than a couple of nice meals and one really excellent night of intense 

lovemaking. Sadly, that one hadn't worked out because the other man had moved halfway 

across the country before they could get to know each other better. With ashrug, Charlie 

decided it might not be so bad after all to let Tiffany set him up if it didn't go anywhere with 

Joseph, but he wasn't going to go that route just yet. 

 

At last Charlie was presentable, and he set off for the cafe. Inside, Johanna, one of the other 

employees, was painting pink and white hearts on the front window. She grinned at Charlie 

when he entered and offered him a hello. Behind the counter, Neil was taking off his apron, 

and a young woman Charlie didn't know was putting hers on. Neil glanced up and waved. 

"You're not working tonight?" Charlie asked, trying to mask hisdis appointment. 

"Nope. I have other plans. Why?" He tilted hishead. 

Charlie's cheeks flushed. "I was hoping you'd be here. I, um, have a date..."He trailed off, 

praying Neil understood. 

"Ah, and you need backup in case it doesn't go well, huh?" Neil winked. 

"More or less," Charlie admitted. "Or if something goes wrong." He parked hiswheelchair in 

the corner beside hisusual table and hoisted himself out, plunking down in one of the cafe 

chairs. 

Neil raised his eyebrows, but he didn't remark on it. "I'll tell you what. I'll join you while you 

wait, and if meeting with-him? her? them?-seems like a bad idea, you can just  pretend you're 

with me." 

Charlie laughed. "As you wish. And yes, it's a he." 

"I didn't want to assume."Neil's faint blush was fetching. "Just hang on for a couple of 

minutes while I change my clothes." 

In less than five, Neil wasback, dressed casually and looking just as good as he had been at 

the book store the night before. He pulled out the chair opposite Charlie and took a seat. 

While they waited, they talked. Periodically, Charlie stole glances over Neil's shoulder, but 

the only patrons entering the cafe were women. Eventually, he gave up and turned himself 

over to enjoying Neil's company, losing track of the time while they discussed their favorite 

books. 

At some point, Charlie happened to look up at the clock on the wall and was shocked to see 

an hour had passed. With still no sign of his date, Charlie sighed. "Guess I've been stood 

up,"he remarked. 

He didn't feel particularly disappointed; the time spent with Neil had been enjoyable to the 

point Charlie had renewed hiswish that Neil had been the one he wassupposed to meet. He'd 

turned out to be edu cated on a wide range of subjects, much to Charlie's delight. On the 

other hand, Charlie wasn't sure it was a good idea to continue spend ing time with Neil. He 

was already more smitten than he should have been, given the circumstances, and he knew 
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Neil couldn't possibly feel the same way. It was better to simply go home and try to email 

Joseph to find out if something had happened. There had to be a reasonable explanation for 

not showing up. 

"Anyone who would ditch you can't be worth your time,"Neil said. "I've experienced worse. 

Listen, I should go, just in case he sent me 

a message and I didn't get it." Charlie put on his coat and transferred back to hischair. 

"I'll walk you out,"Neil offered, grabbing hiscoat. 

They exited the cafe, and Neil pulled hisjacket tighter around him self and shivered. Charlie 

had assumed they would part ways outside the cafe, but Neil walked with him the entire 

block to his building. At the entrance, they paused in awkward silence, and Charlie took a 

deep breath. He might aswell take a chance. 

"Did you want to come in?" he asked.When Neil didn't immediately reply, he continued, "I 

mean, since the date was a wash, and you're done working, and if you didn't have something 

else-" 

Neil cut him off with a chuckle. "I'd love to." 

Inside Charlie's first-floor apartment, they shed their coats, and Charlie hung them in the 

closet. He wheeled into the kitchen and opened the refrigerator, taking his time looking in 

order to hide the sudden rush of nerves at having Neil in hishome. 

"Did you want something to drink? I don't have much alcohol,just a couple of beers and some 

cheap boxed wine left from when my family wasover last week. I don't really drink, but I've 

got sodas and water if you want." 

"Uh, just water is fine. Do you want a hand?" Neil's question sounded hesitant, asthough he 

wasn't sure if he should  ask. 

"Sure." Charlie gestured at a cupboard. "You can grab a couple of glasses, and I'll get the 

pitcher." 

When they had their drinks, they settled down in the living room. Charlie maneuvered so he 

could transfer to the couch, where every thing waswell within reach. He leaned back against 

the cushions and looked at Neil. 

"I hope I wasn't being too forward,"he said. 

Neil looked down at his hands. "No. I-" He blushed again, deeper thistime. "I've been hoping 

you would, you know.Ask." 

Charlie frowned. "You were? Why didn't you say anything?" 

"Well, for one thing, I wasn't completely sure about you." He grinned. "But now I know." 

"Right."Charlie laughed. 

While they talked, Neil moved closer to Charlie. In a moment, he wasright next to him, and 

hiswarm hand wason top of Charlie's."I've been having a fantastic time with you." He cleared 

his throat, and the hand holding Charlie's trembled. "I would really like to kiss you," he said 

quietly. 

Charlie's heart pounded. The idea of Neil's full, sensual lips on his was thrilling, and it gave 

him a rush he hadn't experienced in a long time. "Yeah,"was all he could say in response. 

Then Neil's mouth wason his, light at first then more intense, firm and sure ashe lifted 

hishand to the back of Charlie's head. The sensa tion was dizzying, and Charlie knew he 

needed to stop before they both decided not to. He drew back, and Neil retreated as well, his 

ex pression puzzled and a question in hiseyes. 
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Charlie touched hischeek. "I'm sorry.I do like you, but I'm not look ingfor one night of 

getting each other off. Not only will it make things awkward at the cafe, but it isn't what I 

want right now. I don't want thisto go too far." 

"I'm sorry." Neil sounded hurt, and he looked down at his lap. "Maybe I should go." 

Sighing, Charlie sat up a little. "If that's what you need to do." He should've known better 

than to think Neil was any different from the others. 

Neil stood up and turned away from the couch, but he hesitated and spun back around. "It 

wasme,"he said. 

"It wasyou, what?" Now it was Charlie's turn to be confused. "You didn't get stood up. I 

wasyour date." 

Charlie's mouth fell open. He snapped it shut and replied, "Why didn't you say anything?" 

"I chickened out, okay? Not because of you but because of me." "Yeah, I've heard that one 

before. Now you really should go."Charlie 

glared at him. 

"Listen to me. Please?" Neil begged. He stepped closer and sat down on the couch again. 

Charlie shrank back against the cushions. "No. You listen to me. This is why I don't go out. 

The minute someone finds out about me, or finds some reason why it's inconvenient, they 

bolt. I'm tired of it. Whatever reason you had for deciding I'm not worth your time, trust me 

when I say I won't trouble you anymore." 

Neil's face crumpled. "Stop it. It's not about you!Will you let me ex plain?" 

"Why should I?" Charlie folded hisarms across hischest. 

"Because we just had a really good time and because I don't want just a one-off either." Neil 

was shaking, but he kept his back straight and hiseyes on Charlie, daring him to say no. 

"Fine. Explain it then. So you lied about who you are? I mean, I use my real name 

professionally, so you obviously knew it was me you were exchangingemailswith. You gave 

me a fake name and told me exactly nothing about yourself, while you knew all along. And 

then you pretended to stand me up. I'm really lost, Neil. Help me understand." 

Neil buried his face in hishands and sat there for a long time before looking up at Charlie. "I 

wasn't posing, I swear. I wasasking those ques tions for my mother because she's self-

publishing, and I'm trying to help her get started. I did use my real name-it's my middle name. 

That's what I use on public message boards, and when we exchanged emails, I was wary of 

giving information to a stranger. Of course I fig ured out it was you. I was going to tell you 

everything tonight, but when I saw you, I couldn't do it. I thought someone like you would 

want to be with a man who can be your equal, who isn't up to his eye balls in student debt 

and working at a tiny coffee shop to pay his way out of it." He sighed heavily."You're 

brilliant and generous and inter esting, and you have a career already.Why would you want 

me?" 

Charlie relaxed hisposture. "I wanted the person I'd gotten to know in those emails-the man 

who made me laugh and liked books and knew how to talk about deep stuff without sounding 

like a pompous ass." He reached out and grasped Neil's hand. "If you're really that per son, 

then you're who I want. But if all that was a lie, then you need to get up and walk out that 

door right now." 

"I am that person." Neil's hand shook. "I just come with added bag gage, that's all." 

Struck amused by the thought that anyone else might ever feel the 
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same way he did about being too much for a partner, Charlie let out a long, loud laugh. "You 

come with extra baggage?" At Neil's surprised look, he said, "Remember the time I pissed 

everywhere in your cafe bathroom and you cleaned it up? Talk about extra baggage." 

Neil snorted, but he was smiling. "Well, there is that minor detail." "I meant what I said, you 

know," Charlie told him. "I'm not looking for a casual affair. I want to find someone I can be 

myself with, some one who is okay with my 'added baggage,' as you put it, but understands 

I'm not helpless." 

"I've liked you for ages, Charlie. From the first time you came into the cafe, I thought you 

were gorgeous and smart and friendly." His expression sobered. "I've never been with 

someone who has a disability that I know of. There's a lot I don't know." 

Charlie motioned for Neil to come closer, and he put an arm around him. "And I've never 

been with a cafe employee up to his eyeballs in student debt." He offered a half-smile. "Let's 

give ourselves time to learn." 

"I'd like that." 

This time, Charlie made the first move, kissing Neil in a way he hoped conveyed all the 

promise of whatever future they wanted to have together. 

 

 

Roommates (Bishop, Karin) [LGBTI] 
Jessica (Thomas) 

Location 2535-2538 
Then the doctor explained that, yes, the questionnaire had all sorts of reverse questions and double-

blind and checks and counter-checks but there was a template of sorts, that added up different small 

groups of responses, and the results were several sets of numbers. 

Location 2658-2665 
At this point we broke off for a customer with questions about the Twilight series. When I got back 

ǘƻ .ŜǘƘΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻŘŘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ΨƛǘΩ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ 

me as Jessica. I held up a finger and saƛŘ .ŜǘƘΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǎǇƭƛǘ ƘŀƛǊǎΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀǎ WŜǎǎƛŎŀ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜ 

ǘƘŀƴ LΩƳ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ŀǎ .ŜǘƘΦ LΩƳ WŜǎǎƛŎŀΣ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǇǊŜǘŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ¢ƘƻƳŀǎΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ 

ǎƻƻƴ ōŜ ƻǾŜǊΦ !ƴŘ LΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜ WŜǎǎƛŎŀΦ {ƘŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘΤ ƘŜǊ smile told me that she got it. 

 

Salvations (Bishop, Karin) {LGBTI] 
Location 19-20 

άhƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜǎ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ƳŀƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦŜƳŀƭŜǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ Ǝǳȅǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ 

Ƨƻȅ ƻŦ ŎƭƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦǳƴŎǘƛƻƴΣ ȅŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƧƻȅΦ DƛǊƭǎ ŘƻΦέ 

Location 43-51 

Chapter 1 ς Unhappy When I was diagnosed as transgender, shortly after my fourteenth birthday, I 

had been dying to finally wear clothes proper for a girl my age. The problem was my mother. Well, 

there were two problems with my mother. I loved my mother very much; she was a hard-working, 

compassionate woman but, truth be told, she had little business being a motherτand had never 
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been a mom. She came from a strict, uptight Pennsylvania family that had money but lost it, and 

never forgot their fall from wealth. She worked for a big HMO as a medical records librarianτand 

looked more like a librarian from elementary school; she fully dressed the part, from her tight bun of 

hair to the straight, no-ŦǊƛƭƭǎ ŎƭƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ŦŜƳƛƴƛƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ LΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ ƘŜǊ ǿŜŀǊ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǿƘƛǘŜ 

blouse with a bow, but it was paired with a dull, dark brown long skirt. 

- Your Highlight Location 215-216 | Added on Sunday, April 5, 2015 2:51:55 PM 

ά¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŘŜŜǇƭȅ ǿƻǳƴŘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƴΣέ /ƻƴƴƛŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ǿƛƭƭ ǊŜƎǊŜǘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŘȅƛƴƎ Řŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

turn him in that timeτέ 

- Your Highlight Location 216-218 | Added on Sunday, April 5, 2015 2:52:07 PM 

άLǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǳƭǘΦέ aƻƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘΤ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀ ǇƭŜŀΦ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ 

heard that in her voice before. 

- Your Highlight Location 218-220 | Added on Sunday, April 5, 2015 2:52:16 PM 

/ƻƴƴƛŜΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ƎŜƴǘƭŜΦ ά!ōǳǎŜŘ ǿƻƳŜƴ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘΦέ IŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ƎŜƴǘƭŜΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜǊ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƘŀŘ 

absolutely devastated me. 

- Your Highlight Location 324-330 | Added on Sunday, April 5, 2015 3:02:36 PM 

Chapter 2 ς The tƭŀƴ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ L ǿŀǎ WŜǎǎƛŎŀ /ƻǾƛƴƎǘƻƴ ƛƴ ŀ ƧǳƳǇŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƪƴŜŜ ǎƻŎƪǎΦ LΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǾŜǊȅ 

nice to my mother the last few weeks of school, and she had relaxed her disapproval. She would say 

ΨWŜǎǎƛŎŀΩ ŀǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ǳƴǳǎǳŀƭ ǿƻǊŘΤ ƛǘ was a bit like learning a foreign 

ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŜƴǘŀƭƭȅ ǎƘƛŦǘΦ ΨDƻƻŘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ Χ WŜǎǎƛŎŀΣΩ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǇŀǳǎŜΦ {ƻǊǘ ƻŦ ƭƛƪŜ 

ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ ΨLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŜƎƎǎ ŦƻǊ Χ ƭŜ ǇŜǘƛǘ ŘŜƧŜǳƴŜǊΦΩ ²ŜƛǊŘΦ 

- Your Highlight Location 330-333 | Added on Sunday, April 5, 2015 3:04:50 PM 

{ŎƘƻƻƭ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻƴ ŀ ²ŜŘƴŜǎŘŀȅ όǿŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŀŘŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǎƴƻǿ Řŀȅǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘύ ŀƴŘ /ƻƴƴƛŜ 

picked me up after first telling me to get all my feminine itemsτwhich, of course, was my jumper, 

blouse, and knee socks. She was startled to see me in that, but nodded to herself and after hugs all 

ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ L ƎǊŀōōŜŘ Ƴȅ ǎƳŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊƴƛƎƘǘ ōŀƎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ƭŜŦǘ ŦƻǊ /ƻƴƴƛŜΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ 

Location 348-352 
The house was even more lovely inside than the exterior. Connie told me to relaxτand to call her 

Connieτso I sat while she left and came back with tea; Susan came home just as Connie was pouring 

ŀƴŘ L ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŘƛŜŘ ƻŦ ŜƳōŀǊǊŀǎǎƳŜƴǘΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜƳŜƴǘΣ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ΨWŜǎǎƛŎŀΩ 

and gave me a hug. My mind was in a whirl and after hellos with her daughter, Connie handed me a 

/ƘƛƴŜǎŜ ƳŜƴǳ ŀƴŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŘŜŎƛŘƛƴƎΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǇƘƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǊŘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳŜŀƭ ΨǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘΩΣ 

Connie began her speechτǿƘƛŎƘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎƛƻƴ ƻƴ ƳŜƴΩǎ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ŎƭƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ 

Location 393-395 | Added on Sunday, April 5, 2015 6:23:47 PM 

{ǳǎŀƴ ǎǇƻƪŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳ ōƻǘƘΦ ά[ƻǎƛƴƎ 5ƛ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ Χ ǘƻƻƪ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ aƻƳΦ aŜΣ ǘƻƻΦέ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ 

a curious twist to the last two words, but I figured that was part of the whole complex issue of 

sisterhood. 
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- Your Highlight Location 395-400 | Added on Sunday, April 5, 2015 6:23:56 PM 

Connie had sipped her tea and set the cup down, turning the cup slowly on the saucer with her 

ŦƛƴƎŜǊǘƛǇǎΦ {ƘŜ ǇǳǊǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇǎΣ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άhƴŜ Řŀȅ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǇǊƛƴƎΣ L ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 

done anything ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǊƻƻƳΦ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜŜǘǎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ōŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ Χ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ 

ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ǿƻƪŜ ǳǇΦέ {ƘŜ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƘŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΦ άL ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ƳŜ ǿŀǎ 

ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎƘǊƛƴŜΣ ƻǊ ƛƴ ŀ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜ ƘƻǇŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǊŜǘǳǊƴΦ LƴǘŜƭƭŜŎǘǳally, I realized 

ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦέ 

Location 411-415 | Added on Sunday, April 5, 2015 6:25:59 PM 

ά{ƻΣέ /ƻƴƴƛŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƴƻŘΣ άƛǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ 

teenaged girƭΩǎ ǊƻƻƳΣ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀ ƎƛǊƭ ƴŜŜŘǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ǘŜŜƴŀƎŜŘ ƎƛǊƭΣ ōǳǘ 

ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀ ƎƛǊƭ ƴŜŜŘǎΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ŦŜŜƭ ōŜǘǘŜǊτƛƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ LΩŘ ōŜ ƘƻƴƻǊŜŘτif you would move 

ƛƴǘƻ 5ƛŀƴŀΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŜƭ ŦǊŜŜ ǘƻ ǿŜŀǊ ŀƴȅ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŎƭƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǳƛǘǎ ȅƻǳΦέ 

Location 464-472 
Connie explained that she had already looked in the room earlier that day and had her quiet 

moment alone, and it was time to move forward. She opened the door and I was almost in tears at 

the simple girl-ness of the roomτand at the loss of the sweet girl who had lived there. It was 

painted a matte dusty rose with white trim and white furniture, a sleigh bed, vanity, full-length 

mirror and coat rack. There were posters and art prints on the walls, some peacock feathers and a 

dried rose, and clothes lay here and there. The coat rack held a boa, several hats, and scarves. The 

vanity had a full array of makeup and little racks with earrings, necklaces, and jewelry. Small photos 

of Diana and her friends were stuck into the vanity mirror frame. Everything was, truly, just as Diana 

ƘŀŘ ƭŜŦǘ ƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƪƛƭƭŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ōƻǘƘ ŎǊŜŜǇȅ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǾƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŜƭƭ 

Connie was choking back emotion. Susan looked in and her face went white and her jaw clenched; 

she jusǘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άhƘΣ DƻŘΣέ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ǊƻƻƳΦ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ǎƻō ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ 

her door. 

- Your Highlight Location 497-499 
Laid out on the bed was a beautiful white nightgown. It was knee-length, sleeveless, with a square 

neckline and wide straps, and embroidery on the bodice. Underneath were matching panties, and I 

trembled as I dressed. The nightgown floated down around me, I pulled my hair out, and found that I 

was trembling. 

- Your Highlight Location 5199-5201 
Connie brought the matter full-ŎƛǊŎƭŜΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ ƳƻƳ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΤ aŀƎƎƛŜΩǎ ƳƻƳ ǿƛǘƘ 

ƘŜǊ ŦƭƛƴƎǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ tŀǎǘƻǊ wƻŘ Χ [Ŝǘ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜ ŀ ƭŜǎǎƻƴ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΣ ƘƻƴŜȅΥ bŜǾŜǊ ŘŜŦƛƴŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ 

ƳŀƴΦ .Ŝ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǿƻƳŀƴΦέ 
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She's My Ride Home (Bushore, Jackie) [Lesbian coming of age] [LGBTI] 

Loc 2687-2689 

ñThe worldôs not ready for us,ò Emma joked. Only it wasnôt so much of a joke. It was the 

truth. A truth I didnôt understand. We had to sneak around while other people could just love 

outright. We had to hide from our friends, our parents. Ourselves. 

 

 

Small Town Secrets (Scott, Riley) 
Your Highlight Location 38-46 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 3:42:39 AM 
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Location 50-54 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 3:43:15 AM 

Dedication  

For every girl who has ever questioned her identity, for all who have faced discrimination and 

judgment, for all who are still struggling with acceptance, and for those who have overcome. Most 

importantly, for the wonderful individuals who have peppered my journey toward acceptance, love, 
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tell a story so close to my own journey. 

 

Location 112-113-116-117-118-119 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘŜŎƛŘƛƴƎ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ƻǊ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ ŀǿŀȅΚέ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǎǘŀǊǘƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊΦ 

Jordan turned around quickly and found herself eye-to-eye with a beautiful girl with long sandy 

brown hair that flowed freely and whose blue eyes sparkled with a hint of mischief. From her 

genuine, welcoming smile to her ripped jeans and ball cap, she seemed as out of place here as 

WƻǊŘŀƴ ŦŜƭǘΦ {ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǎǘŜǇ ōŀŎƪΦ !ǘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜƛƎƘǘΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǳǎed to someone standing as 

tall as she did. 
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{ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ƘŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣ ǎƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ άL ƎǳŜǎǎ L ǿŀǎΣέ 

ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƘǊǳƎΦ άLǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

άL ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ ƛǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜŘ ȅƻǳ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜΦ !ƴȅǿŀȅΣ LΩƳ ¢ŀȅƭƻǊΦέ {ƘŜ ƘŜƭŘ 

out her hand. 

άLǘΩǎ ƴƛŎŜ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳΦ LΩƳ WƻǊŘŀƴΦέ 

 

Location 2604-2606 

Chapter Fifteen  

! ǿŜŜƪŜƴŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƧǳŘƎƳŜƴǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƘŀǘ ¢ŀȅƭƻǊ ƴŜŜŘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ƴŜŀǊ ƭƻƴƎ 

enough. As she pulled her truck back into town, she wished she had made the decision to stay. 

Location 2614-2616 

She smiled at the encouragement. Of course her friends in Oklahoma would be there for her. They 

always had been. They had always known about her love life, and she never kept any secrets from 

them. Her parents, though, would undoubtedly be a different story. Nonetheless, it was time to take 

care of what she should have taken care of years ago. 

- Your Highlight Location 2627-2629- 

On the drive over, she cranked up the sound to tƘŜ ƭŀǘŜǎǘ ǇǊƛŘŜ ŀƴǘƘŜƳ ά.ǊŀǾŜέ ōȅ {ŀǊŀ .ŀǊŜƛƭƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ 

soaked in the words. Sara was right. It was far past time to be brave. She smiled, taking in deep 

breaths and keeping her focus. She had lived in the shadows for too long, and she was ready to shine 

light onto the pride that she felt for her truest identity. 

hƴŎŜ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ǎƘŜ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ǳǊƎŜ ǘƻ ƪƴƻŎƪΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƴ ƻǊŘƛƴŀǊȅ ŘŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ 

was no need to treat it with more formality than it deserved. 

Loc 2740-2742 
parents in one afternoon. Once in her truck, she forced a deep breath. Despite all the heartache of 

family dysfunction, she was going to chalk the day up as a win. She was free to be herself. For the 

first time in her life, she was free to live. 

- Your Highlight Location 2847-2848 

{ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎǎǳǊŜ ƘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƻƴƭȅ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀǊǎ Ŧŀƭƭ ƳƻǊŜ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ Řƻǿƴ WƻǊŘŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

okay, and it might not ever be again. Her world as she knew it had crumbled. 

Location 2978-2979 

Not waiting for any further invitation, Jordan pulled the shirt off in one swift motion and reached 

ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǳƴƘƻƻƪ ¢ŀȅƭƻǊΩǎ ōǊŀΦ {ǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ōǊŜŀǎǘǎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǇǊŀƴƎ ŦǊŜŜΣ WƻǊŘŀƴ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŜǊŜ 

was no denying what she feltτwhat she knew about herself. 
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Loc 2987-2990 
Wrapping her arms tighter around Taylor, sƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘǊǳǘƘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎǇƻƪŜƴΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ 

ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ 

ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘŀǳƎƘǘΣ ƻǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǊƻƎŀǘƻǊȅ ǊŜƳŀǊƪǎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀōƻǳǘ άǘƘŜ Ǝŀȅǎέ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ 

None of it mattered, except for the fact that she had found the one who made her soul come alive 

and dance. She had found the person who understood the depths of her beingτher one in seven 

billion. 

- Your Highlight Location 3040-3040-3041-3042 

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ǎƻƻƴΦ Lǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƴ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘŀǎƪΦέ 

άbƻΣέ ¢ŀȅƭƻǊ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀƎǊŜŜƳŜƴǘΦ ά.ǳǘ ƛŦ ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ L ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǿƻǊǘƘ ƛǘΦ !ƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǿƻǊǘƘ 

ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΦέ 

Location 3042-3044 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 3:45:39 AM 

Chapter Seventeen  

Knowing that she should be a more mature personτōǳǘ ŀƭǎƻ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ Ŧǳƭƭ ǿŜƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

resistτCallie Wilkins picked up her cell phone. 

- Your Highlight Location 3044-3047 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 3:45:52 AM 

After receiving the juiciest bit of gossip she had ever heard, there was no way she could keep it to 

herself. Anxiously, she tapped her fingers on the table as she tried to decide who to call first. Of 

ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǇǊŀȅŜǊ ǊŜǉǳŜǎǘ ŦƻǊ άǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎ ƛƴvolved who were dealing with a 

ǘƻǳƎƘ ǘƛƳŜΣέ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀƭǎƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǳǎŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ 

Taylor Reeves out of town once and for all. 

- Your Highlight Location 3051-3052 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 3:47:13 AM 

Setting her plan of destruction up in her mind, she dialed one of her favorite gossiping buddies. 

- Your Highlight Location 3052-3054 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 3:47:18 AM 

Once she had placed five calls, asking women to pray for the families of Jordan Weston and Taylor 

Reeves, she sat back with contentment. Her work here was done, and it was only a matter of time 

ǳƴǘƛƭ ¢ŀȅƭƻǊΩǎ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŎŀƳŜ ŎǊŀǎƘƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ 

- Your Highlight Location 3054-3055 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 3:48:44 AM 

With the door closed and locked, the outside world ceased to matter. Jordan watched as Taylor 

popped the cork on a bottle of champagne. 

- Your Highlight Location 3056-3056 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 3:48:51 AM 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘƛƴƎΚέ WƻǊŘŀn asked with a knowing smile. 

- Your Highlight Location 3056-3057 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 3:49:01 AM 
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ά²ŜΩǊŜ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ōŜ Ƴȅ 

ƎƛǊƭŦǊƛŜƴŘΦέ 

- Your Highlight Location 3057-3058 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 3:49:25 AM 

Jordan felt her smile grow, and she knew instinctively that there would be no turning back after she 

agreed. 

- Your Highlight Location 3076-3079 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 3:52:12 AM 

FeeliƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘƛƻƴ ŦŀŘŜ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ¢ŀȅƭƻǊΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ WƻǊŘŀƴ ŜƳōǊŀŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǿŜŜǘ ǎǳǊǊŜƴŘŜǊ 

ŀƴŘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΩǎ ǿƻǊǊƛŜǎ ŎƻƳŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƛƴ ǊǳǎƘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻǊ 

worrying about it. What was going to happen would happen whether or not she spent all night 

ƻōǎŜǎǎƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ƛǘΣ ǎƻ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇǊŜŎƛƻǳǎ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ¢ŀȅƭƻǊΩǎ ƭƻǾŜ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ǿŀǎƘ 

ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǘƻȄƛŎŀǘŜ ƘŜǊΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ 

 

- Your Highlight Location 3087-3087 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 3:54:12 AM 

But as she opened up the text message, all traces of humor disappeared. She felt the blood drain 

from her face. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 3088-3088 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 3:54:18 AM 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ ¢ŀȅƭƻǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƛƴ bed and covering herself with the sheet. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 3089-3090 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 3:54:25 AM 

ά!ǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ǘƛƳŜǎ ƛǘ ōŜŜǇŜŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜǾŜƴ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ 

messages hereτfrom really random ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ Lǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǎǎƛǇ ǘǊŀƛƭ ǿŀǎ ōǳǊƴƛƴƎ Ƙƻǘ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 

 

- Your Highlight Location 3106-3108 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 3:56:42 AM 

Alternating between giggling and kissing, they tumbled through the sheets. As Jordan soaked in the 

bliss ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ǊŜǎƻƴŀǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƭƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ 

matter if no one else approved. She was who she was, and she had found the one who made her 

soul sing. 

- Your Highlight Location 3109-3110 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 3:57:51 AM 

Three Months Later As Taylor loaded the last suitcase into her truck, the smile on her face grew. 

- Your Highlight Location 3117-3119 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 3:58:03 AM 
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Laughing, they climbed into the truck together, headed for their getaway in Denver. When Taylor 

ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƪŜȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƛƎƴƛǘƛƻƴΣ άLǊƻƴƛŎέ ōȅ !ƭŀƴƛǎ aƻǊƛǎǎŜǘǘŜ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǊŜƻΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎƘŀǊŜŘ 

a satisfied smile. 

- Your Highlight Location 3119-3120 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 3:59:52 AM 

άLǘΩǎ ironic that the two whose reputations she tried to smear are the same two who made sure she 

ǿƻƴΩǘ ōƭŀŎƪƳŀƛƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƻǊǘǳǊŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇƻƻǊ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƎƛǊƭΣ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚέ WƻǊŘŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǇƭŀȅŦǳƭ ǎƘǊǳƎΦ 

- Your Highlight Location 3121-3121 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 3:59:57 AM 

¢ŀȅƭƻǊ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ ά[ŜǘΩǎ Ƙƛǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǳǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŜƪΦέ 

- Your Highlight Location 3122-3124 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 4:00:02 AM 

!ǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŘǊƻǾŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƻǿƴΣ ¢ŀȅƭƻǊ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ƎƭŀƴŎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ŀǎ ǘƘey circled the block. As 

if on cue, Janelle emerged from the back office, sour-faced and carrying a box of her belongings. 

¢ŀȅƭƻǊΩǎ ǎƳƛƭŜ ƎǊŜǿ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊǿŀȅΣ ƳƻƴƛǘƻǊƛƴƎ 

her every move. 

- Your Highlight Location 3124-3127 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 4:00:08 AM 

²ƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǿŀȅ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƪŜŜǇ ƘŜǊ ƻƴ ǎǘŀŦŦΦ Lǘ ƘŀŘ 

ǘŀƪŜƴ ǘƛƳŜΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŘƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΦ .ǳǘΣ ǿith 

WƻǊŘŀƴΩǎ ǇŜǊǎƛǎǘŜƴŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎŀǇǇǊƻǾŀƭ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ōȅ WƻǊŘŀƴΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ 

jeopardy in having someone on his staff who would practically kidnap and blackmail someone, 

ŦƻǊŎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴǘƻ ǘȅǇŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǊŀǇƛŜǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƭƛŎŜƴsed to perform. 

- Your Highlight Location 3127-3128 

²ƘƛƭŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀǊƎǳŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ōƻǘƘ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƘŜǊŀǇȅΣ ƘŜΩŘ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǘŜǊƳǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 

fact that Janelle had gone about it improperly. 

 

 

 

 

 

Standing Her Ground (M.E.Tudor) 

Prologue 

The doors to the church sanctuary opened as Jodi Nelson approached with her parents, 

Michael and Ginger Nelson. Jodi's parents told her the church had planned a special session 

to pray for a family in need. 

When they stepped into the sanctuary, everyone turned to look at them. Mostly, they were 

looking at Jodi. Jodi looked at her parents, whose faces were solemn, and then back at the 

people in the congregation. Some were looking at her with sadness, some with concern, and 

some with blatant disapproval. 

"What's going on?" Jodi asked her mother. 
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"They are here to help you," her mother said without meeting Jodi's questioning eyes. 

"What do you mean 'they are here to help me'?" Jodi looked at her 

father for an answer. 

He didn't say anything. He didn't look at her. With grim determination, he firmly took her 

elbow and led her to the front of the room where Pastor David Haverty, the lead pastor of the 

Living God Evangelical Church, waited for them. 

"Come, Jodi. Stand with me," Pastor Haverty said gently, as he reached for her. 

Jodi didn't know what to do, so she took his hand and let him lead her onto the low stage in 

the front of the sanctuary. 

The sanctuary looked huge from this perspective. Jodi looked around to see that most of the 

seats were filled. There were several people sitting in the balcony seats, looking down at her. 

The dark blue of the seats' upholstery blended with the dark, solemn clothes most of the 

congregation was wearing. Even her parents, she realized, were both wearing black, as if they 

were attending a funeral. 

Jodi looked down at her faded bluejeans and red t-shirt. Her bright clothes stood out in the 

sea of darkness. Even Pastor Haverty was wearing a dark suit. The black and blue tieknotted 

tightly at histhroat blended with hisblue button-down shirt. 

"Sisters and brothers, our Jodi has confessed to her parents that she thinks she might be a 

homosexual,"Pastor Haverty announced. 

Jodi's mouth dropped open as a collective gasp went up through the congregation. She looked 

wildly at her mother, who was looking at the ground and weeping. Her father was staring at 

her with angry eyes. She turned and looked at her girlfriend, Kay, who was sitting in the front 

row of the congregation, but she wouldn't meet Jodi's pleading eyes. Jodi noted Kay, too, 

waswearing black. 

They had been seeing each other secretly for almost a year. Jodi didn't think anyone 

suspected that anything was going on between them until two days ago when Jodi's parents 

confronted her about pic tures of Jodikissing Kay her father had been sent in an email. 

Kay'sface was hidden, but the picture clearly showed Jodi passionately kissing another girl. 

Jodi had refused to give up Kay's name when her father demanded to know who waswith her. 

Seeingthat she had no allies today,Jodi turned her eyes to the floor and prayed thiswasover 

quickly. 

"We are here tonight to pray for Sister Jodi.She needs guidance and strength to beat these 

demons that are guiding her down a path that will lead her straight to Hell." Pastor Haverty 

emphasized this with a punch of hisfist into the air. "We must pray away the gay and lay 

hands on thischild to exorcise her demons." 

Jodi's head snapped up, and her eyes opened so wide she felt like her eyeballswere going to 

shoot out of her head. She didn't want these people touching her. "No!"she cried. 

"Don't fret now, girl,"Pastor Haverty said reassuringly."We will rid you of these demons." 

"I don't have any demons,"Jodi insisted. 

"Let us pray!"Pastor Haverty shouted. "And asyou feelthe Spirit of the Lord move you, come 

and lay healing hands on this child. Let the Lord hear our pleas and free this child of the 

sinful nature that is try ing to stake a claim on her. 

Kay's shoulders were heaving as she wept. Jodi wanted to call her out and demand that 

shejoin her up here to face this humiliation. Kay wasjust asguilty of thissin asJodi was.Jodi 

raised her head and stared ahead. Kay wasn't strong enough. She could never face this. 
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Of course, Jodi knew what Kay would face at home would be much worse than this. She 

would be in real danger if her father were ever to find out she wasgay.Jodi's father had only 

yelled at her and broke some dishes. She had been prepared for that when she decided to 

come out to her parents after they confronted her with the pictures. 

Pastor Haverty closed his eyes and began praying over her. Jodi closed her eyes and prayed 

that God would give her the strength to make it through this. For a brief moment, she couldn't 

believe that her parents had done this to her, but she shouldn't be surprised. How else would 

they be able to face the congregation? Their image at the church had always been more 

important than Jodi.In fact, shewasrel atively certain they had only had a child to fit in with 

their friends. They had never been loving parents, just adults who controlled her life. 

Jodi opened her eyes and let them stray in Kay's direction. Now she understood why Kay had 

not been returning her phone calls. She had to have known about this happening. Jodi 

couldn't believe Kay didn't try to warn her. Jodi's rage began to build. 

Jodi's friend, Robert Walsh, told Jodi she could come to live with him and hismom in 

Lexington when she graduated from high school next month so she could get away from her 

parents. Jodi had wanted to stay close to Kay, but now Kay wouldn't even look at her. 

Nothing mattered anymore. Not Kay, not her parents, not school, nothing. She bowed her 

head and closed her eyes again. She just had to get through this. 

People started coming forward and putting their hands on her as 

they prayed God would take away the gayness. She tried to recoil from their touches, but they 

surrounded her. Kay wasn't one of them. She would have known her scent and her touch 

immediately. She did rec ognizemany of the voices: her Sunday school teacher, her parents, 

and countless others. 

Sister Catherine, Pastor Haverty's wife, wrapped Jodi in her arms toward the end and 

whispered in her ear, "I'm so sorry they are putting you through this."Jodi would forever love 

the woman for say ing that to her. 

Jeremiah McWilliams put histhick arms around her, too, and said, "If you would only have 

given me achance, I would have made you into a true woman." 

Jodi shuddered. Jeremiah had been pursuing her for over two years, although she suspected 

he'd had a crush on her longer than that. She knew he had talked to her parents about the two 

of them get ting married one day.Just the thought made Jodi want to vomit. Jodi had tried to 

explain to her parents what ajerk Jeremiah was, but they believed he wasa perfect gentleman. 

She should have told her parents that anytime they were alone, he tried to kiss her or pull her 

onto his lap where hismanhood would be pushing against her. Even here, with everyone 

hovering around, he grabbed her breast ashe hugged her. 

The praying and laying on of hands seemed to last forever. When it was over, Jodi was crying 

hysterically. The humiliation and anger she wasexperiencing were more than she could bear. 

Pastor Haverty put his arm around her and steered her off the stage. "Come, child." 

Jodi let him lead her away. She assumed he would take her to his office. Instead, he took her 

to one of the small rooms downstairs. 

Pastor Haverty closed the door and pulled her close. "I know this was hard, but the power of 

collective prayer and laying on of hands is extremely strong. I truly believe you will feel like 

a different person soon." 

He pulled a box of tissues sitting on a desk close to Jodi. She took one and blew her nose, and 

then another to wipe her eyes. "Pastor Haverty, all the prayer in the world is not going to 
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change who I am. I am a lesbian. I've always been one, and I will always be one,"she stated. 

"Don't be so certain just yet. Go home, rest and take some time to 

let the prayers and healing touches fill your soul. I think you'll feel different tomorrow,"he 

said and stood. "I'm goingto let you have some private time to collect yourself. I'll seeyou 

upstairs."He turned and left the room, closing the door quietly behind him. 

Joditook afew more tissues and collected her thoughts. Shewould leave the church, walk 

home, and call Robert. She would have him get her tomorrow when her parents were at work. 

She was going to get away from here. She never wanted to see this church or her parents 

again. She would contact Kay after she got away, and if Kay wanted to join her, Robert and 

she would come back for her. 

She stood, tossed the tissues in the trash, opened the door and left the room. The hallway was 

very dark. She didn't remember it being this dark when she came down here. She started 

feeling her way to ward the stairs. 

A door to one of the small rooms used for the daycare opened, and Jodi waspulled inside, 

dragged to a mat on the floor, and a cloth put in her mouth. There were three of them. She 

could just barely make out their outlines. She wastrying to scream, but she couldn't get the 

cloth out of her mouth. 

"Hold her down,"one of them hissed. 

"You hold her down,"another one whispered. "I'm doing this." "No, she's mine,"the first one 

stated. 

Jodi strained to hear them, but they were talking very low. The 

other guy wasn't saying anything, just holding down her shoulders. She could tell that 

there was serious tension between the two other guys. What were they fighting over? Which 

one wasgoing to kill her? Finally, one of them grabbed her legs and held them down. Jodi 

tried to scream again when she realized their intention, but the cloth was deep in her throat, 

almost gagging her. She fought against them. Thrashing and jerking, she tried to get away. 

She was slapped hard, stunning her, and then she heard the distinctive sound of a zipper as 

her jeans were pulled down. 

  

PART ONE 

Chapter One 

"Come on Bry-Bry,"Jodi encouraged. "You can climbinto your seat." The small blond-haired 

boy scrambled into the back seat of the car and got in his car seat. Jodi adjusted him so she 

could get the car seat straps around him. Once she fastened Bryan in, she kissed him on his 

full, tiny lips. "Love you, Bubby." "Uv oo,"he responded. 

Smiling,Jodi climbed out of the car and started to open the driver's door of the beat-up black 

Ford Escort. Suddenly,a woman appeared out of nowhere. She was a middle-aged woman 

with graying brown hair. Her dark blue long-sleeved dress went all the way to her black 

shoes. The woman pointed a long finger at Jodi and glared at her with ice blue eyes. "You 

should be ashamed of raising that child in sin!" 

"What ?" Jodi asked, backing away from the woman. 

"Homosexuals have no businessraising children. That child needs to be with a proper 

family,"the woman growled at Jodi. 

Jodi squared her shoulders and glared back at the woman. "He is 

being raised by a proper family, and you need to mind your own busi ness, you old coot." 
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Jerking the driver 's door open, Jodi got in the Escort, started the car, and backed out of her 

spot. The woman stepped back but contin ued to stare at Jodi asshe left the parking lot. 

Who the hell was that? she wondered  as she pulled out onto  the 

road. She had never seen that woman before. Why on Earth would a complete stranger 

approach me like that? Crazy old woman. She was lucky I didn't pepper spray her. 

The drive to the daycare wasshort. Jodi had picked a daycare close to her apartment so it 

would be easy to get Bryan there in the morn ingsand pick him up on her way home from 

work. Jodi parked close to the front door and got out. She opened the back door, 

unbuckled Bryan, picked up him and hisdiaper bag, and took him in the building. One of the 

thingsshe liked about thisdaycare wastheir strict secu rity.No one could pick up a child if 

they were not on the list of people allowed to pick them up, and you always had to show your 

picture ID. It didn't matter that these women all knew Jodi, they always asked for her ID 

when she came to pick up Bryan. The only other people allowed to pick up Bryan were 

Robert Walsh, her best friend, and  Robert's 

mother, Jeanette. 

"Good morning, Jodi," Natasha Hightower, the owner of the day care, said when Jodi set 

Bryan down. She came over and picked Bryan up. "Look at how handsome you are 

today.You got your jeans and boots on."She leaned back and looked at hisshirt. "What is on 

your shirt?" 

Bryan  tilted  his small head  down  and pulled at  the front of his 

shirt with histiny hands. "Spun Bob,"he said, shaking the yellow character on the front of his 

shirt. 

Natasha laughed, her large body shaking as she did. "Sponge Bob? 

You like Sponge Bob?" 

Nodding hishead, Bryan said, "Spun Bob." 

Kissing Bryan on the cheek, Natasha put him down with a gentle pat on hisback and said, 

"You are just too cute. Go see Miss Kimmy." 

Bryan turned his small face up to his mother for a kiss. Jodi knelt down and gave him a kiss 

and tight hug. "You have fun today." 

"K,"Bryan said and ran off to histeacher. 

"Can I talk to you for a minute?" Natasha asked Jodi in a serious tone. 

"Sure,"Jodi said. 

Natasha led Jodi to her small office just off the entryway. When they were inside Natasha's 

office, Natashaclosed the door, moved close to Jodi and said quietly, "A woman came by 

here this morning saying shewanted to see Bryan. I asked her who she was,and shesaid 

shewas hisgrandmother."At Jodi's surprised expression, Natasha said, "You've never 

mentioned any grandparents, and you said the father wasn't a part of the boy's life. I assumed 

the father 's parents weren't either. I have no idea what your parents look like, but this woman 

didn't look like she would be your family."  

"If it were my mom, you would have known. I look just like her, ex cept her hair is a little 

darker blond than mine,"Jodi said.Jodi touched her lips thoughtfully, and then asked, "Did 

she have graying brown hair and wasshe wearing a long blue dress?" 

"Yes," Natasha answered. 

"She confronted me at my apartment complex and told me that people like me shouldn't be 

raising children." 
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"People like you? Single mothers?" Natasha asked. "No, homosexuals like me,"Jodi said 

bitterly. "Oh,"Natasha said. "I would never have guessed." 

"I don't advertise,"Jodi said, eliciting a laugh from Natasha. 

Shaking her head, Natasha asked, "Could she be the baby daddy's mother ?" 

Jodi frowned. She wasn't sure who Bryan's father was. No one else 

knew about her being raped except Robert and his mother and, of course, the three guys at the 

church. She couldn't imagine that one of them had told their parents about what they had 

done. "No, but if I had to guess, I would say it's one of the freaks from my parents' church. I 

don't know how they would have found me, though. I haven't had any contact with my 

parents in over three years." 

Natasha's mouth became set in a thin line. "I hate when people stick their noses where they 

don't belong." 

"Me too," Jodi agreed. She looked at her watch. "I have to get to work. Please let me know if 

anyone else shows up asking about us." 

"I will," Natasha promised, "but you don't have to worry about me telling them anything." 

Jodi reached over and gently squeezed Natasha's thick, chocolate brown forearm. "I know 

you guys will protect Bryan as if he were your own." 

"Damn straight,"Natasha confirmed. 

Jodi gave her a smile. "I have to run, but call me if anything weird happens." 

"You got it,"Natasha said and walked her to the door. 

Studyingthe people in the parking lot of the daycare,Jodi watched for anyone who looked 

suspicious, but didn't see anyone who looked out of place. She went to her car, opened the 

door and slid onto the seat. Asshe pulled out into traffic, her cell phone rang. She didn't usu 

ally answer the phone while she was driving, but she saw that it was her parents' number. 

"Hello,"she said into the small phone. 

"Hi, Sweetie,"her mother said cheerfully. 

Jodi pulled the phone away from her head and looked at the num ber again. It washer 

parents' number. "Mom? Is everything okay?" 

"Well, of course, why wouldn't it be?" her mother asked. 

Frowning,Jodi said, "Well, you haven't called me 'Sweetie' in a long time, and we haven't 

talked in over three years." 

"Uh, well, that's true," her mother said. "I just wanted to call and see how you and Bryan are 

doing." 

"We're fine,"Jodi said, wondering how her mother found out about Bryan. And how did she 

get her phone number? She wasn't going to ask because she didn't want to get into a heated 

conversation with her mother while she wasdriving. "How are thingswith you and Dad?" 

"Everything is fine. I was just thinking about you and thought I'd call,"her mother said. 

"Okay," Jodi said. "Well, I'm driving to work so I need to get  off 

here." 

"Um, Dad and I were wondering if you could come home Sunday, have dinner and go to 

church with us,"her mother said. 

Jodi almost slammed on her brakes in anger but caught herself at the last minute. "Mom, I'm 

in traffic. I have to get off here and no, I won't be coming home. Bye." She ended the call and 

threw her phone into the floor board with a ferocity that had her wondering if she didn't break 

it. 
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A few minutes later, when she slammed into the staff lounge at 

Wal-Mart, one of her co-workers, Alicia Wilson, asked, "What's the matter with you?" 

"It has just been a fucked-up  morning," Jodi growled. She took a deep breath and turned 

to Alicia. "Sorry, I didn't mean to snap at you." Alicia was an older woman of mixed black 

and white descent. Her skin was a medium-brown, and  she had  reddish-brown, kinky hair 

that she kept in tight braids. She smiled at Jodi."You're fine, Hon. I've 

just never seen you thisworked up about anything." 

Jodiwent to the soda machine and got a Mountain Dew.She hadn't had any coffee this 

morning because she overslept. And then to have all this morning's craziness on top of no 

caffeine was just a little too much. 

"Ah ha, you didn't get your coffee this morning,"Alicia guessed. 

Jodi turned and smiled at her. They weren't close friends. They didn't hang out together 

outside of Wal-Mart, but Alicia was Jodi'sclos est work friend. Jodi knew all about Alicia's 

five kids, from the sixteen year-old she wastrying to keep out of jail, to the five-year-old 

who was having a hard time learning to read. "For starters," Jodi said, "this weird woman 

verbally attacked me in my apartment parking lot, say ing that someone like me didn't need 

to be raising a child." 

Alicia's eyebrows shot toward the ceiling. "Someone like you?" "You know,"Jodi said with a 

wink. "Someone like me." She wasnot 

out at work. With everything she had been through over the past two 

years and ten months, she didn't want to add dealing with prejudiced co-workers to her 

problems. But Jodi had confided in Alicia after Jodi had ended a horrid affair with a woman 

who turned out to bemarried. In return, Alicia shared her family history, and the two became 

friends. 

"Really?" Alicia asked indignantly."What the hell?" "That's what I said,"Jodi stated, nodding 

her head. 

"Don't let those people get to you,"Alicia said, lifting her medium 

sized frame out of her chair. "And how the hell do they know you're a lesbian?" 

"You  know," Jodi said. "That's what's weird.  I don't  know. I don't 

know who the woman was and then when I got to the daycare the manager said some woman 

had come to see Bryan. She said shewashis grandmother. It turned out to be the same crazy 

woman who con fronted me at the apartment complex. And then my mother called and 

said that she and my father wanted me to come home to have dinner and to go to church on 

Sunday.I have not stepped a foot in my parents' house, let alone their church, in over three 

years. Why would she do that?" 

Alicia studied Jodi quietly. "You know, you've never told me the whole story about Bryan's 

daddy,but could he suddenly be trying to get into Bryan's life through your parents?" 

"I don't think so,"Jodi said quietly. 

"Don't be sosure,"Alicia said."Some men get possessive about their seed." 

After Jodi realized she was pregnant with Bryan, she told Robert and Jeanette about the rape. 

They tried to talk her into going to the police. Once Jodi decided she was keeping the baby, 

she was too afraid that if she pushed the issue the father and hisfamily would try to take the 

baby. 

Jodi turned to Alicia, her blue eyes dark. "He has no right to make any claim on Bryan, nor 

do his parents, and they better never try,"she said and stormed out the break room. 



Julie McDonald [Type here] 76 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Suddenly (M. E. Tudor 2012) (Lesbian coming of age) 
Marlene Miller, P. J. Thomas, Jamie 

PJ and Jamie fall in love; short video clip of them being intimate posted on Facebook 

 

 

L 53-61-62-63-66 [Marlene Miller] Chapter 1 

Chapter One 

A wave of heat hit me as I stepped off the bus. I had thought it was hot on the bus on the trip 

back from cheerleading camp, but it was much hotter standing in the sunshine. I cupped my 

hand over my eyes to block the sunôs glare and looked around for my momôs car. She was 

supposed to meet me here when we got back. Apparently she wasnôt here yet, so I pulled my 

rolling suitcase over to the sidewalk. My cell phone was in my backpack. I checked to make 

sure I hadnôt missed a call from her saying she would be running late but there were no 

messages or missed calls. 

 ñDo you need a ride?ò Marlene Miller asked, as she pulled her suitcase toward her momôs 

van. Marlene stopped for a moment to let her strawberry blond hair down from a ponytail. 

She shook it out then gathered it back into a ponytail again while she waited for my answer. 

ñNo,ò I answered. ñMom should be here any minute, but thanks for asking.ò 

ñOkay,ò Marlene said. 

I watched her lithesome body move gracefully as she tossed her suitcase into the backseat of 

her momôs van. Her pink shorts were short enough to reveal almost the entire length of her 

long, tanned legs. Her pink tank top matched her shorts and gapped open slightly to reveal 

part of her full breasts as she reached down to pick up her backpack and toss it into the van 

too. With a wave to me, she hopped in the front seat and shut the door. 

 

L 2700-2702 [Derek Kruger, rape] 

ñYes,ò she whispered. She turned her face so she could study me in the dim light of the half 

moon over the lake. She took a deep breath. ñYou remember the rumors that were going 

around about Derek Kruger raping some girl last year and they made it sound like the whole 

group was involved?ò I nodded. ñI was the girl, and it was just Derek.ò 

 

Location 3074-3080 

ñThatôs kind of what happened with me too, except I had been suspecting that I had more 

interest in girls than boys for a while now,ò she said, kissing my hand again then pulling it 

into her lap. ñBecause of what happened with Derek?ò I asked gently. A dark sad and angry 

look came over her face. ñNo, I knew before that, back when I was dating Mark.ò She gritted 

her teeth. ñNo, the event with Derek was a catalyst for change. I was drunk and high and 

Derek totally took advantage of it. I sobered up pretty quick when I figured out his intentions 

that night but I couldnôt stop him, I was too messed up.ò I squeezed her hand. ñIôm so sorry.ò 
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where we both needed to go in different directions. "I hope you get to come down to the 

library,"I said. 

"Me too," she said, turned and walked down the hall away from me. I made myself head on to 

my next class. 

I had to wonder if the way P.J. and I were starting to feel about each other wasreally 

soobvious that other peoplecould see it. Sighing, I picked up my pace so I wouldn't be late for 

class. I had serious mixed emotionsabout people thinking P.J. and I were lovers, 

especiallywhen we were not, not yet anyway. I didn't have any doubt we would be. When we 

were together, it was clear that we were getting closer to crossing that line. In fact, if all went 

as planned, we would definitely cross that line on her birthday in three weeks. The grin that 

crossed my face as I thought about what I wanted to do to her couldn't be stopped. I knew 

what I wanted with P.J. and I felt shewanted the same thing, at least I hoped she did. 

 

Chapter Twenty-Four (period) 

Valentine's Day had always been a holiday that I thought was 

fun. 

One of the benefits of being a popular kid was that I always got lots of Valentine cards, and it 

was still true even now as a senior. It made me really feel good that I was still liked, even 

though Diane and Todd were doing their very best to try to tarnish my reputation. 

Diane had been so rude to me at cheerleading practice that Ms. Carlson had finally broken 

down and made her sit out part of a prac tice, which really pissed Diane off. Ms.Paul had 

also threatened to send her to the principal's office. She wasjust really being stupid, but I 

guess since she had already made next year 's UK cheerleading team and was supposed to 

start training with them as soon as school let out, that she was not worried about what 

happened here. 

The rumors about me had been flying, everything from A) I was adead lay so I decided to get 

with agirl because I couldn't handle a man to Z) I was sleeping with P.J. and all of her guy 

friends. That intrigued Derek Kruger enough that he actually made an appearance at our last 

away boys' basketball game in Taylor County.I wasstunned when I saw him. He actually had 

the ballsto approach me when we were waiting to go home and ask me if I'd have a threesome 

with him and P.J. I told him he wasajackass and that I wouldn't let him touch me with a hun 

dred foot pole. It wasthe one time I was actually glad to see Todd, who with a few guys from 

the basketball team, came over to see why Derek had cornered me. 

I sent atext to P.J. on the way home and told her about it.She was completely pissed  off  but  

promised me  she wouldn't  do anything 

about it. She did make the comment that either she or Mark might be going to the rest of the 

away games. 

Mark had turned out to be a great guy and was starting to be a new friend. He would be 

another friend that my parents would definitely not approve of. Even though he was dating 

another cheerleader, I could just see my parents' reaction to him showing up at our house in 

his huge diesel that had a crossbones license plate on the front and rebel flag embedded in the 

back window.Of course, that wouldn't cause as much of a reaction ashe would him self when 
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he got out of the truck in black leather biker boots, stained jeans, and a T-shirt that 

hascusswords on it. 

I asked Andrea how her parents felt about him, and she said they hated him, which was part 

of what appealed to her about him, that and she said he was really sweet to her and great in 

bed, which was more than I needed to know. 

The Valentine's card that I was waiting on was from P.J. I ex pected her to put it in my 

locker or leave it in my backpack, but it was 

the last period and I still hadn't gotten anything from her. She hadn't really said much to me 

all day, which was surprising and disappoint ing. I had given her a card first thing this 

morning. She had blushed when she read it. It had flowers on the cover and a rainbow on the 

in side. I had intentionally gotten it because the rainbow was a gay sym bol. On the inside, 

it had a poem about being the best of friends. On the blank side in the card I had written: I 

really enjoy getting to know you better every day.I hope you are feeling the same way about 

me. 

By the time cheerleadingpractice had started, I still hadn't got ten a card or seen P.J. so I was 

in a pretty foul mood. I was still on crutches so I couldn't jump or do flips or anything really 

physical to work out my anger. I was supposed to go back to the doctor on Mon day and get 

the cast off, but that wasn't helping me now.I needed to do something physical. I talked 

Jarrod into trying to put me on his shoulders so I could swing my arms. It was actually 

working pretty well as long as I didn't accidentally kickhim with my cast.Ms.Carlson had 

come up with an idea for a cheer we could do so that the guys passed me around and I could 

cheer without having to stand to the side while everyone else did the stunts. 

After practice, I was stillmad, but I felt better. My muscles were already starting to feelsore 

because I hadn't used them in so long. Marlene helped me get my backpack together when we 

got ready to leave. Sheasked me aswe were walking down the hall, headed to the parking lot. 

"What's the matter? You've seemed pissed off all afternoon." 

"Nothing," I said looking away, "I was just expecting to get something today, and it didn't 

happen." 

Marlene nodded but didn't say anything. I felt like she knew how much I liked P. J., but she 

had never said anything about it. Hopefully, that meant she didn't care, but it could mean she 

really didn't have a clue. 

The cold February air hit me as soon asMarlene opened the door. I was looking down to 

watch where I was going as I went across the threshold. Marlene was grinning like a Cheshire 

cat when I looked up at her. She was looking out toward the parking lot. My eyes followed 

the direction of her gaze. My mouth dropped open as soon as I saw it. The painting P.J. had 

been working on the day I went by her class was propped up against Marlene's car, which 

was parked on the first row. We made our way over to it. "Absolutely amazing,"I breathed. 

"Yeah, the details are incredible. I swear the water looks like it's really rippling,"Marlene 

said, also in complete awe. 

The painting wasin a white wood frame, and there wasa single red rose taped to the top of it. I 

ran my hand gently across the top of the frame and took the tape off the rose then brought it 

to my nose, in haling the sweet fragrance. "Did you know about this?" I asked Mar lene. 

She grinned, then dug into her purse and handed me a large pink envelope. "I'm supposed to 

give you this too, but you're not supposed to open it until you get home." 
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I looked at the handwriting on the card, and my name was writ ten in P.J.'s flowing style. 

"When did she give thisto you?" 

"This morning,"Marlene answered sheepishly. 

"You've had this all day  and just now gave  it me," I growled, narrowing my eyes at her. 

"I wasjust following orders,"Marlene grinned. "Come on let's get thismasterpiece in the car 

before it starts raining or snowing." 

"Okay,"I agreed. 

Marlene opened the back door. She carefully picked up the painting and put it in the backseat. 

I stepped back to get out of the way and then scanned the parking lot for P.J.'sJeep. "I think 

she had to be at work right after school," Marlene said, when she saw what I wasdoing. 

I nodded as she opened the passenger side door me. I got in then put my crutches acrossmy 

lap so they lay between the seats and out of her way. She was still grinning when she got in 

the car. "You've been avoiding me all day because you knew about this,"I accused. 

"Yeah, I knew there was no way I could go all day without telling you so I just stayed away," 

Marlene admitted. She turned the car on and backed out of the parking spot. 

"What do you think about all the rumors going around about me and P.J.?" I asked quietly. 

Shestopped at the school's exit, looked over at me for a minute, and then pulled out into 

traffic. "I think it's nobody's business if you and P.J are friends. And I like her." 

I grinned, "Yeah me too." 

Marlene stopped at a stoplight and looked over at me. "I know." 

Her profile didn't reveal anything of what she really meant by that comment, but I had a 

feeling she meant that she knew that P.J. and I were becoming more then friends. It hit me 

that Marlene had been hinting for a while that she had known something was going on and 

that she wasokay about it. "Is it that obvious?" I asked. 

She glanced over at me, "Only if you are really paying attention." 

Letting out a heavy sigh, I said. "I guess Diane is paying a lot of attention." 

"Todd  too," Marlene said. "No  one else really  cares, I don't 

think." 

I studied for her awhile. "Really,"I finally said, wanting to believe that it wastrue that no one 

else really cares. 

"Jamie, we are living in the twenty-first century, people, espe cially kids our age are not 

asbackwoods asthey used to be. I mean my God, there's MTV, VH 1,BET, YouTube just to 

name a few of the places that discuss and show gay lifestyles. It's okay." 

My mouth dropped open. I started to say, so you think I'm gay, but I realized that there wasno 

point in pretending, not with Marlene. "Maybe for some, but not everyone, my parents are 

going to flip out, at least my mom will." I looked out at the road and saw that we were get 

ting close to my house. "I can't believe you're being so laid back about this." 

Marlene glanced at me again. "I have an aunt who isgay.She's my 

mom's sister, and she's awesome. We've always been close. My dad is not a big fan of hers, 

but I don't think it's because she's gay. I think it's because she encourages Mom not to put up 

with his shit." 

"Cool," I reached over  and  squeezed  her  arm. "I'm glad  you're okay with it because 

I've been terrified about people finding  out." 

Marlene reached out and grabbed my hand. "We've been friends a 

long time. I'm not going to let something as simple asyou liking girlschange that." 
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"I'm not so certain it's girlsin general,"I said, squeezing her hand back. "These feelings didn't 

really start until this past summer. I had started noticing girls more, but I saw P. J. at 

McDonalds and suddenly something changed in me. It was the weirdest thing. She and I have 

gone to school together since grade school, but it was like I was seeing her, really seeing her, 

for the first time. She just looked so different than she ever had before, and I wassuddenly 

drawn to her." 

"Probably because you're sexuality is just starting  to really peak,"Marlene reasoned. 

"Maybe, I got to thinking about it and I've never really been at tracted to anyone like this 

before. Definitely not Todd, I just went out with him because he wascute. I felt like it was 

something I was expected to do, something I should be doing, and to shut Diane up about 

going out with him. I'm so sorry I slept with him." 

She pulled into my drive. "I know. I thought maybe that might have been what started this 

thing with P.J. because you're experience with Todd wasso bad but I talked to my aunt about 

it, and she said that 

probably wasnot what happened. Shesaid sometimes it takes aspecial person to awaken the 

passionate side of us.·"- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -- · 

·-- - - - -T-h-e-r-e- -w-a-s- -n-o-h- -id- i-n- g- -t-h-e- -b-lu-s-h- -t-h-a-t·spread across my face. 

I had 

never had sexual fantasies until I started thinking about P.J. that way and in my fantasies we 

were definitely passionate. "So Barry was that for you?" 

"Changing the subject?" Marlene laughed, "But yes he was." "Not that you probably care, but 

P.J and I haven't," I looked up at 

Marlene, who hasraised an eyebrow."We haven't, you know..." 

Marlene laughed, "Okay, whatever." 

"Really," I said, "I think we are both terrified of crossing that 

line." 

She nodded, "I  bet. I can't even imagine what you're going 

through but if you need to talk, I'm here for you. I've wanted to tell you for a while, but I 

knew that you weren't ready to talk about it yet," She looked into the backseat at the painting, 

"I figured there wasno deny ing it today." 

I blushed, "I  guess not. I'm surprised she asked you to   do 

that." 

Marlene laughed. "She was so cute about it. I just  totally would 

not have thought of her as being a romantic, but she really wanted to do it all perfect and 

catch you totally by surprise." 

She got out of the car, and I opened my door. She came around and opened the back seat door 

to get the painting out. "She caught me right after government class. It was so cute. She was 

so shy about it. When she told me she had a picture to give to you, I had no idea she meant 

ahuge painting. She gave me the card and begged me not to give it to you until we were 

leaving and then she asked if she could sit a pic ture next to my car for you. I waspicturing a 

little eight by ten framed thing on the ground," she said, pullingout the painting. "Not a 

twenty four by thirty-six inch painting." 

The painting was so amazing I still couldn't believe P. J. was giving it to me. "That is so 

amazing,"I said, staring at the picture. 
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"Yeah," Marlene said, looking at it too. "I mean, that banner she did back in the fall was 

incredible, but this, this is spectacular. She re ally is very talented." 

"Ms. Paul wants me to try to talk her into entering some art shows. She seems really afraid to 

do it. She doesn't think she's tal ented enough,"I said. 

"That's why she needs you to encourage her to do it. I don't think there'sanyone else at our 

schoolwhose work even compares to this,"Marlene said, picking up the painting and starting 

toward the house. 

I got my crutches out, stood up on them, and then followed her 

toward the house. "I think you may be right. It's sad that she was doing crazy stuff for so long 

that she didn't really focus on her ability to do thisstuff before." 

"Yeah, but she's come a long way this year, and I think that has a lot to do with you," 

Marlene said when she stopped at the front door. 

I took out my key and handed it to Marlene but my mom opened the door before she could 

put the key into the lock. "Well, hello Marlene,"Mom said. 

"Hi, Mrs. Edwards. 

Mom looked down at the painting. "Oh my God! Where did you get that?" she asked 

Marlene. 

Marlene looked at me then smiled at Mom. "P. J. painted   this 

and gave it to Jamie." 

"P. J.?" Mom echoed. She took the painting from Marlene and held it up. "Wow, this is 

incredible." Mom looked at me then looked back at the painting. "She'svery talented."Mom 

said quietly,but I could see her gritting her teeth. 

"Yeah," I said, ignoring Mom's attitude change. I looked at Marlene, "You got time to come 

in and have a Coke?" 

"Sure," she said. "I'll help you hang the painting if you want." "That would be great," 

Mom moved into the house still studying the painting, "That looks like Bracken Lake." 

"It is,"I said, dropping my backpack by the door and handing my 

coat to Marlene who hung both our coats up on the coat rack by the door. 

Mom looked from the painting to me and back to the painting again. I knew that she was 

looking at the girl in the painting and won dering if it wasme. She wasprobably also 

wondering when P.J. would have seen me by the lake in the moonlight to come up with the 

idea for the painting. She finally set the painting down by the stairs. "Are you girlshungry? 

We could order some pizza." 

I looked at Marlene, "You want some pizza?" 

"You know, actually, that would be great."Marlene said. "Great, you still like everything, 

Marlene?" Mom asked. "Yes, Ma'am," Marlene answered. 

"Okay, I'll go call it in." 

Mom left for the kitchen, and Marlene whispered to me, "Call or text P.J. to let her know you 

got the painting and the card." 

"Thanks for staying for awhile,"I said asI pulled out my phone. "Mom hasasked about you 

several times thisyear." 

"I've missed coming over, but Barry and I usually spend our evenings together." Marlene 

confessed, "That's why I haven't been over. Mom and Dad love him so they are okay with us 

being together all the time. I'm so glad." 
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"Me too,"I said as I quickly text messaged P.J. and told her I got the painting and card. I 

smiled at Marlene and said, "You and Barry seem so happy.I know Diane'sbeen giving you a 

hard time about that too. I think she's just jealous because she doesn't have a happy rela 

tionship with Randy or Andy." 

"I don't  know if  that's it. I think  she's just  a bitch," Marlene said. room. 

  

"What was that?" Mom said, suddenly coming back into the "Sorry, Mrs. Edwards, we  were 

just talking  about Diane," Marlene said. 

"You all were such good friends last year, what happened?" Mom asked, and then led us to 

the kitchen. 

"We've all changed," Marlene said. "I've got a really great boyfriend, and Jamie's got her 

science. Diane really has nothing but cheerleading, and she's been so rude to everyone on the 

team that people are losing respect for her." 

Marlene had no idea how much I wanted to give her a big hug for explaining thisto my mom 

the way she had, especially since Mom was nodding understandingly."Yeah, I guess you all 

are getting older and finding your own place in this world." Mom looked at me sadly, and 

then looked back to Marlene ad asked, "Are you still going to cheer when you're in college?" 

"For the first year at least," Marlene said and took the Diet Coke Mom handed her. "I want to 

get into the nursing program so I may have to make compromises in order to focus on that, 

but we'll see what happens. My boyfriend, Barry, got in to UK on a football scholarship so 

I'llwant to beable to cheer at hisgames for as long as I can." 

"That's awesome, Marlene,"Mom said, looking at me again. 

I dropped my head. I felt so bad about disappointing her, but I didn't want to be a cheerleader 

and I couldn't keep doing it just to make her happy. 

"So what else is Barry going to school for as his back up to football?" Mom asked 

"Education," Marlene said. "He said  that  if  he doesn't  go pro 

he's going to teach and coach." 

"That's awesome," I said and jumped as my phone started vibrating. I looked at it and P.J. had 

text me back, asking if !opened the card yet. Quickly I text messaged her back. "No, not yet." 

"Who is that?" Mom asked. 

"P.J., I had sent her a text earlier and thanked her for the painting,"I said, not looking at 

Mom. 

"That wasvery nice of her. That painting is very good. I had no 

idea she had such talent."Mom said, while she studied me. 

"I've seen some of sketches, but that's the first time I've seen a painting of hers."I said, stillnot 

looking at her. Thankfully, the door bell rang, and she went to get the pizza. 

I let out a sigh when she left the room. "She's still pissed that I'm not going to cheer in 

college." 

"I can't believe you won't be at UK with us," Marlene said grabbing my hand. "I'll miss you 

so much." 

"I know but we'll stay in touch and see each other when we're home for holidays,"I said, 

squeezing her hand. 

"Doesn't UK have a science program that you're interested in?" Marlene asked. "Not really. 

Their programs are more for people who plan to into a medical field, and I'm more interested 

in doing some thing that involves the environment and animals,"I said, asMom came back 
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with the pizza. Mom got plates out of the cabinet, and we dug into the pizza. Marlene asked 

Mom about her business, changing the subject. Mom told Marlene about how crazy her work 

wasthistime of year because of tax season. We talked about that while we ate. 

After we finished eating, Marlene went upstairs with me to hang P.J.'s painting in my room. I 

decided that I wanted it in between the windows on the wall that was directly across from my 

bed. That way I could see it when I first woke up. Marlene thought it wasa great idea. She 

went downstairs to get a hammer and a nail and came back with my Dad. 

Dad came in my room and looked at the painting. "Wow!Dave said she had artist talent, but I 

had no idea he meant this kind of tal ent." 

"It's amazing, isn't it?" I said. 

Dad looked at me and said, "Yes. Let's get this up on the wall." 

Marlene showed him where we decided it would be best, and he put the nail in the wall in the 

spot that would make it hang perfectly. Dad hung the painting and then all three of us moved 

back by my bed and looked at it. "Perfect,"Marlene said. 

"Yep,"Dad agreed. 

"That actually looks great there," Mom said, as she joined us in my room. 

Dad held up his arm so Mom could move next to him, and he could put it around her. "P.J.'s 

got some talent, doesn't she?" 

"I have to admit that I'm quite impressed," Mom said. 

I couldn't help but smile. I knew it didn't mean that she ac cepted P. J. as a part of my life, 

but at least she could see that there was more to P.J. then her punk reputation 

Taylor Swift's "Love Story" started playing on Marlene's phone. 

She grinned and answered it. "Hey," she paused as she listened to Barry, who I know was 

calling because I knew that was the ring tone she had for him on her phone. "I'm at Jamie's," 

another pause, "No. I'm getting ready to leave." She smiled at me apologetically, "I'll be right 

there. I love you too,"she closed her phone. "I have to go, Barry is wait ing for me."She 

came over and gave me a hug. "Happy Valentine's Day, Jamie, I'll see you tomorrow at 

school. Bye Mr. and Mrs. Edwards," she said to my parents asshe left my room. 

Mom looked at me and cocked her head as she studied me for a moment. I finally cocked up 

an eyebrow and said. 

"What ?" 

"I'm surprised you don't have plans for tonight since its Valentine's Day,"she said. 

"The dance at school is going to be lame. Diane's having a party Friday night, but sheand I 

are fighting so I'm not going to that either." I said and sat down on my bed. 

"I can't believe you don't have any boys burning up your phone trying to get you to go out 

with them tonight,"Mom said, moving away from dad and going over to the painting to get a 

closer a look. 

Thisconversation was taking abit of a weird turn, and I wascon cerned that she was starting 

to put two and two together about  me and P.J. "All the guys at school are childish. Plus, I'm 

kind of waiting to see what kind of guys I meet at college,"I said smiling at Dad. 

"That's a good plan, Jamie," he said. He looked at Mom. "You might find that perfect person 

in college." 

Mom grinned at him. "That is true. That's where we met, wasn't it?" 

"Yep," Dad said looking at his watch. "And  you do have date 

tonight with a good looking guy with restaurant reservations." Dad winked at me. 
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Mom sighed, "This is true. I guess I better get ready for my date."She came over and kissed 

me on the cheek. "So what are you going to do tonight?" 

"Studying and probably playing on the computer later," I said then kissed her on the cheek. 

Dad came over and we exchanged kisseson the cheek, "You want us to bring you anything 

back?" 

"Where you going?" I asked 

"Eduardo's," Dad said grinning at mom. Eduardo's is a fancy Mexican restaurant that is their 

favorite place to eat. 

"How about some shrimp flautas?" I said, my mouth watering just thinking about the large 

shrimp smothered with Monterey cheese and jalapenos stuffed inside a tortilla and deep-fried. 

"You got it, Munchkin," Dad said, motioning for Mom to follow him out of the room. 

Mom started to leave, but then when she reached the door, she turned back to me. "Do not 

leave this house unless you get permission from one of us." 

"Okay,"I said, "But I'm not planning on going anywhere." 

Mom nodded then followed Dad downstairs. I got up and called downstairs, "Dad, do you 

mind bringing my backpack up before you leave?" 

"Sure," he said. He brought my backpack up, gave me another kiss on the cheek, and then 

hurried downstairs. 

As soon as he left, I opened my pack and took out the card Marlene had given me for P.J. I 

turned it over in my hands looking at her beautiful hand writing and loving the way she wrote 

my name. 

Nervously, I opened the card. The outside had a bouquet of roses on it and read, "Because of 

You." I opened it to reveal what was on the inside. There was a poem about someone 

changing another person's life and giving it meaning. It was so beautiful that I couldn't hold 

back the tears as I read it. She had signed it, 

"You have no idea how much you've changed me. Love, P.]." 

My fingers traced over her words, "Love, P.]." I knew that I had fallen hopelesslyin love with 

her. I had never felt thisway about any one. The guys that I had dated in the past were 

nothing more than friends that I decided to let kissme. Touching and petting wassome thing I 

tolerated. The wholething with Todd was nothing more than beingon autopilot, doing what I 

thought I should be doing because it waswhat everyone else was doing. I was so sorry I lost 

my virginity to that jerk, but it seemed like an obstacle that I needed to get through  at the 

time. 

Now, I wish so much that I had waited. I wish that I had waited for P.J. With P.J.,I felt 

somuch intensity.It was more than desire, more than anything. She made me feel 

overwhelmed with unexplained emotions and needs that I did not have words for. I knew that 

we were going to be together intimately soon. I could see the desire in her eyes when she 

looked at me, and I knew that I wanted to touch her every where. It wasjust a matter of us 

being alone long enough for it to happen. 

I dug my phone out of my pocket and sent a text to P.J., "I just 

opened your card. It's so beautiful. Thank you." 

She sent a text back, "I'm so glad you liked it. I'm at work. 

Will call later." 

"K," I wrote back. I put down my phone, picked the card up and read it again. 
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I started studying, but it was becoming boring so I got on the computer and visited with a few 

friends on Facebook. I wasn't a big Facebook fan, but I did get on there, occasionally. 

Everyone was out somewhere celebrating Valentine's Day tonight, so there weren't very 

many people on to talk to. I kept looking at the clock but it wasnot get 

ting any closer to nine o'clock when P.J. was supposed to get off. I de 

cided to read for a while and ended up falling asleep. I woke quickly when I heard "I'm With 

You"by Avril Lavigne playing on my phone; it was the ring tone I'd just put on there for P.J. 

"Hey,"I said sleepily. 

"Where you sleeping?" she asked. 

"Yeah, I dozed off while I was reading," I said, sitting up in the bed. 

 "I'm sorry, should I call tomorrow?" She asked, sounding disappointed. 

"No,"I said quickly, "I want to talk to you." 

I could feel that she was grinning, "How about seeing me? Are your parents home?" 

"No, they went out for Valentine's and they probably won't be home until close to midnight." 

I leaned over the side of the bed and grabbed my shoe that I'd kicked off earlier and put it on. 

"Where are you?" 

"Just up the street,"she said quietly. 

"I'm not supposed to leave." I wanted her to come here, but I didn't want my parents to know 

she washere. "How far are you from my house really?" 

"About three houses, I'm parked just past the street light," she said. 

She couldn't leave her Jeep just sitting there for too long because 

people don't generally park on the streets in this neighborhood. It would probably be better 

for her to go ahead and park in our driveway. If someone told Mom about it I would just say 

that I went outside and talked to her which was going to kind of be true. "Hey, come down to 

my house, park in the drive, then come around to the back of the house, and we'll sit in the 

sun room." 

"Okay, I'll be right there,"she said and hung up. 

I sent Mom atext in the pretense that I was remindingher not to forget my food, but really I 

wanted to find out if they were still at the restaurant. It took about an hour to get there so if 

they were still eating or at least stillsitting at the table, I'd have about an hour and a half with 

P.J. 

Mom sent me a text back and said that they were just getting 

their dessert, but they had forgotten so they would put in the order. I wrote back and said I 

was glad I had texted her then because I was starving. I was starving alright, but it wasnot for 

food. 

I grabbed my crutches and got up. My long sleeve shirt was pretty warm, and the sunroom 

was heated so I shouldn't need to put on anything heavier. Besides, I wouldn't be cold with 

P.J. in the same room with me. I made my way downstairs and hurried to the sunroom where 

P.J. was already waiting by the door. 

P.J. pulled me into her arms and kissed me as soon as I open the door. "Happy Valentine's 

Day," she said quietly against my lips, 

and then she kissed me again. 

"Happy Valentine's Day to you too," I said and tugged at her shirt. "Get in here so we can 

shut the door." P.J. turned and pulled the door to. The couch wasin the middle of the room. I 

went to it and sat down. 
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P.J. took my crutches from me and leaned them against the loveseat across from the couch. 

She sat down next to me, and I immediately cupped her face and started kissing her. "We've 

got about an hour and a half before my parents get home,"I whispered. 

"Okay,"she said. 

My hands couldn't seem to stay still. I slid them inside her coat moving up her sides, slightly 

pausing at her breast then moving on to her shoulders so I could push her leather coat off of 

her. I was having a hard time getting it off of her. "Take thisoff,"I whispered huskily. 

P.J. quickly pulled the coat off and tossed it toward the loveseat. She pushed  me back onto 

the couch so she was half lying on me. It was an awkward position. We both started giggling 

when we realize we couldn't get comfortable like this. "Stand up for a minute," I said. When 

she did, I stretched out on the couch then opened my arms for her to come back to me. 

Carefully, P.J. lay on top of me, making sure she didn't hurt me. Our lips touched  again 

gently, but the hunger we were both feeling drove us to kiss harder and deeper. My hands 

caressed her back, and I opened my legs and let one of her thighs between them. We both 

moaned at the intimate contact. 

Her shirt was in my way of touching her skin, so I tugged it out of her jeans. My hands slid 

inside her shirt starting at her waist band and moving upwards. She was so soft but strong. I 

could feel her mus cles moving under my hands. She moved her hands up and down my 

sides. Our lips were nibbling at each other's necks as our hands ex plored each other asmuch 

we could with our clothes on. 

She rolled us so I was on my side with my back against the couch and she was at the edge of 

the couch. My head was cradled on one of her arms and her free hand moved slowly up my 

side to my breast. I moaned and pulled her lips to mine as her hand gently caressed me. My 

hand caressed her butt through her jeans, and then I pulled her against my center. 

I started unbuttoning her red McDonald's shirt. She smelled like a mix of french fries and 

Obsession; both were making me long to taste her skin. My lips moved a down her neck to 

the top of the black T-shirt she was wearing. Once the shirt was unbuttoned I moved my 

hands to the top of her pants and ran my hands around the edge until I found the snap of her 

jeans. She pulled her lips from my collarbone and reached down to stop my hands. "We 

can't." 

"We can," I whispered and kissed her lips. 

My kiss distracted her for a moment but when I start to unsnapped her jeans she stopped me 

again. "I'm on my period." Growling in frustration, I put my forehead against hers, 

"Bummer." 

She kissed me hard. "You're telling me. Besides, I don't want our first time rushed." 

"True," I reluctantly agreed. 

Her hand cupped my face bringing my eyes to hers, but even in the darkness I could see the 

passion simmering there. "I want us to have hours the first time," she said softly. 

I let out a deep sigh and kissed her lightly, "Me too." 

We spent the next forty minutes kissing and caressing each other until we both could sense 

that we were running out of time. P.J. sat up and pulled me up with her. "I better get out of 

here before your parents get home. I can just imagine your mom losing it if she sees my Jeep 

in your drive." 

"Yeah," I agreed, straightening her shirt and starting to button it 
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back up, "It wouldn't be pretty if they showed up right now."  "Don't worry about doing that," 

she said stopping my hands. 

"I'm burning up. I could use some cold air hitting me." 

Laughing, I said, "Yeah maybe I should walk you around front and get cooled off myself." 

She cupped my face and kissed me deeply, "No, you stay in here. It would be our luck that 

you'd get locked out of the house and have to explain why you were outside to your mom." 

Kissing her again, then pulling back I said, "It would be worth it." 

P.J  stood up and then helped me up. We looked down at our 

clothes that were twisted and in complete disarray. "I don't think they'd be able to tell what 

we were doing, do you?" 

I burst out laughing, "Only if they were blind." 

She laughed to, "True." She grabbed her coat off the floor and handed me my crutches. 

We went to the door because we both knew that she really did have to leave now if she was 

going to get away before my parents got home. She turned and pulled me into a fierce hug. "I 

hope you had a good Valentine's Day," she said. 

I slipped my hand around her neck and pulled her lips to mine, 

kissing her softly, and said, "The best ever." 

She smiled and kissed me lightly again, "I got to go or I'm going to start kissing you again 

and we'll get busted for sure." 

Stepping back I said, "I know." 

Finally, she turned and started to walk away after staring longingly at me for a few more 

minutes. I closed and locked the door to the sunroom. The room didn't look out of order so I 

headed to the front of the house. P.J backed out of the drive, and I saw her give me a wave 

asshe pulled away. 

By the time I got to the top of the stairs, I heard Dad's car pull into the driveway. Oh shit, that 

was close. I hurried into my room. Going to my dresser, I found my pajamas and got them 

out. I moved to the bed so I could sit down and change clothes. When I took my shirt off, I 

got awhiff of P.J.'s scent. I held my shirt to my face and took a deep breath. Just thinking 

about  her holding me on the couch was  getting me turned on again. I put the shirt down and 

rushed through changing. 

"Jamie, we're home,"I heard mom call from downstairs. Quickly I got up on my crutches and 

went out to the  hall, 

"Thank God, I'm starving,"I said. 

I really had built up quite an appetite from my earlier activities. Grinning, I went downstairs. 

Mom had dished out my food onto a plate and put it in the microwave to warm up. "You guys 

have fun?" I asked. 

"We did," Dad said and pulled out a chair for me at the table. "What did you do?" 

I shrugged as Mom put the plate of food in front of me. "I kept myself entertained." 

 

Chapter Twenty-Five 

 

It was Monday morning, and P. J. sent me a text me to say hi and tell me how much she had 

enjoyed seeing me on Valentine's Day. Just reading her text made me blush. I had wanted to 

do much more than the kissing we did, but I was going to have to wait. I'd already made plans 
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for our first time together to be on P.J.'s birthday at the end of the month. I just had to figure 

out a way for us to be alone long enough to do it. 

Mom took me to the doctor to get my castoff, and then to school after lunch. I had an 

appointment with the physical therapist after school that afternoon, so I was going to get out 

of cheerleading practice. I was hoping that P.J. was going to get to come to the library dur 

ing my study period, but she didn't. I hated not getting to see her this morning. Hopefully, she 

would get a chance to come by my locker this afternoon. 

The day dragged on, and I didn't see P.J. at all. I was beginning to get concerned. Marlene 

caught up with me as I was headed toward the 

 
Location 4057-4059 

We spent the next forty minutes kissing and caressing each other until we both could sense 

that we were running out of time. P. J. sat up and pulled me up with her. ñI better get out of 

here before your  

parents get home. I can just imagine you mom losing it if she sees my Jeep in your drive.ò 

 

Location 4069-4070 

We went to the door because we both knew that she really did have to leave now if she was 

going to get away before my parents got home. She turned and pulled me into a fierce hug. ñI 

hope you had a good Valentineôs Day,ò she said. 

 

Location 4085-4086-4091 Chapter 25 

I shrugged as Mom put the plate of food in front of me. ñI kept myself entertained.ò 

Chapter Twenty-Five 

It was Monday morning, and P. J. sent me a text me to say hi and tell me how much she had 

enjoyed seeing me on Valentineôs Day. Just reading her text made me blush. I had wanted to 

do much more than the kissing we did, but I was going to have to wait. Iôd already made 

plans for our first time together to be on P. J.ôs birthday at the end of the month. I just had to 

figure out a way for us to be alone long enough to do it. 

 

Location 4146-4147 

ñItôs just sad that you guys canôt just get together like normal friends.ò Marlene said, ñMy 

God, youôre seventeen, almost eighteen years old and your parents are treating you like 

youôre twelve.ò 

 

Location 4176-4178 

ñMy problem is that itôs sick and gross,ò Diane said as she followed me to my locker. ñI canôt 

believe I actually had you at my house to spend the night. I think now of all the times youôve 

seen me, and everyone else, naked. You were probably leering at all of us.ò 

 

Location 4184-4185-4186 

Ms. Carlson charged over the where we were standing and demanded, ñWhat is going on?ò 

ñDiane is convinced that Iôm a dyke, and she doesnôt want to share a locker room with a 

dyke,ò I said staring Diane down. 
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Location 4194-4195 

ñYou and P. J. need to watch your backs,ò Ms. Carlson said, and ran her hand through her 

short hair.  

ñThereôs only a few months of school left for all of you. I hope you can make it through it 

without any major problems.ò 

 

Location 4224-4226-4232 

ñMom, thereôs never been anyone but her family there when Iôve been there. Today, her sister 

and nephew will be there. They are really simple, laid back people. Thatôs part of what I like 

about them. Thereôs no putting on airs. They are just themselves.ò I said, hoping she 

understood. 

She looked over at me and let out a sigh. I donôt think she really gets it because she is one of 

those peopleð much like Dianeð who likes putting on airs. She was raised to think she is 

better than other people because her family has money. I suppose I was raised that way too, 

to a certain degree. I am not like that though; I have never thought I was better than other 

people because my parents have money. I know that I am lucky to have parents who work 

hard to make my life easier and who care very much for me.  

That is why it is going to be so hard to let them down. And they are going to be upset when 

they find out I am gay, and there is no doubt in my mind that I am gay. I looked out the 

window and watched the traffic. It was just a matter of time before my parents found out but I 

was in no big hurry for that to happen 

 

Location 4299-4300-4301-4304-4307-4309-4310-4311-4313 

Marlene was at the house in less than fifteen minutes. She was grinning when I went out to 

get into her car. ñWhatôs so funny?ò I asked. 

ñI just think itôs sweet that you are going see P. J. so early in the morning on her birthday,ò 

Marlene said as she backed out of the drive. 

I hadnôt told Marlene what my plan was, but I think she had guessed which made me blush 

harder. Marlene looked at my flushed face and started laughing, ñDonôt worry, I wonôt tell a 

soul.ò 

Shaking my head, I looked over at her. ñYou know, donôt you?ò 

She nodded her head. ñI could tell by how secretive you are being about it. It wouldnôt matter 

if other people knew you were at P. J.ôs house if you werenôt planning on having sex with 

her.ò 

I was really blushing now. ñItôs weird, having this conversation with you about this.ò 

Marlene got serious for a moment, ñIôm cool with you and P. J. I have suspected about her 

for a while, but you being this way caught me off guard. Thinking back now, I guess there 

were a few clues because youôve never been into dating guys the way me and Diane have 

been.ò 

ñThatôs true. Iôve never really had any interest in guys, and I only started going out with Todd 

last summer to shut Diane up,ò I said. 

Marlene nodded again, ñYeah, I know. I think sheôs pissed that you wonôt get back with Todd 

because she thought heôd be perfect for you, and you donôt like him. You know how she is 

about being wrong. She canôt stand it.ò 
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Location 4329-4331 

Marlene glanced quickly at me as she started driving again. ñYouôve havenôt seen the way 

she looks at you when she doesnôt think youôre looking. Iôm sure thatôs part of what has 

prompted Diane to question you so much about your relationship with P. J. and to make the 

accusations sheôs making.ò 

 

Location 4364-4367 

She had her blinds open letting in the morning sunshine. I moved to the end of the bed. She 

followed me and was standing in front of me. I licked my lips nervously and looked up into 

her questioning eyes. ñI want to give you something very special,ò I said and pulled my T-

shirt over my head. Her eyes immediately dropped to my breasts covered by a white lacy bra. 

ñIôm your birthday present.ò 

 

Location 4461-4465 Chapter 27 

Chapter Twenty-Seven 

P. J.ôs alarm went off at seven. She reached over and hit the snooze button and then wrapped 

herself more securely around me. She kissed my forehead, my cheek, and then my lips. 

ñGood morning,ò she whispered. ñGood morning,ò I said and kissed her back. She met my 

lips lightly, but I held her to me for a deeper kiss. 

 

Location 4591-4593 

I looked into his eyes, and I could see the anger and disappointment. He already knows. 

ñWow,ò I said letting out a breath. ñOkay.ò I sat down on the chair across from them. I took 

another deep breath. ñGod, I donôt even begin to know how to start this so Iôm just going to 

say it. Iôm gay.ò 

 

Location 4688-4693 

ñYou are not gay!ò Her voice was rising as she became angrier, ñThis is just a phase, just like 

the wanting to be a scientist or not wanting to cheer. You are going to get to college and 

realize how much you miss cheerleading. Youôll get into this science program and realize 

what a waste of time it is because you canôt make any money in science.ò She uncrossed her 

arms and started swing them as she became more animated. ñHow do you think you are going 

to live after college when you graduate with this science degree and canôt get a job 

anywhere? Youôll be right back here living with us and trying to figure out your life unless 

you meet a nice guy with a decent job to take care of you.ò 

 

Location 4881-4884 

Friday night Marlene was sitting next to me on the bus on the way home from the game in 

Wayne County. She was talking with Andrea and Jessica about prom. I didnôt even want to 

think about prom. I was not going. P. J. and I wouldnôt have been able to go together in the 

first place, and I wasnôt going alone or on a fake date. Staring out the window, I wondered 

what P. J. was doing right now, probably working. 
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Location 4932-4934 

ñThank God, we found you,ò Ms. Paul said, breathlessly leaning against the door. Looking up 

at her with my tear-streaked face, I asked, ñWhy? Am I on suicide watch or something?ò Ms. 

Paul looked away. I shook my head. ñPlease. I have too much to live for to commit suicide. 

P. J. might be the one to watch.ò 

 

Location 4962-4963-4964-4966 

Fortunately, Mr. Sato gave us a big science project to work on that would be our final grade, 

taking the place of a final exam. Throwing myself into the project gave me a much needed 

distraction. 

Other than the science project, Iôd taken up reading a lot of fiction. I read Stephanie Meyerôs 

Twilight series again. The first time I read it I didnôt really get the part in New Moon where 

Bella had spent literally months grieving Edwardôs leaving, but I totally get it now. 

 

L 5017-5022 

Weôd been walking around for about a half an hour when I saw it. My body was drawn 

toward a painting that looked very familiar. It was a painting of a lake. The water looked like 

it was really rippling. The beach and trees seemed so real that I felt like I was standing on the 

beach looking out at the water. It looked just like the one I have on my wall except there was 

not a girl sitting on the rocks looking out over the water and it was painted during daytime, 

instead of at night. I look down at the signature of the artist and my fingers followed my eyes. 

P. J. Thomas. I traced her name with my finger and felt tears welling up inside me. This was 

our special place. 

 

L 5031-5033 

I should have been thrilled that sheôd finally agreed to let me go to Western, and I guess I 

was, but the sadness that had started developing when I saw that painting of P. J.ôs was taking 

me over. All I wanted to do was go home and go to bed. Hopefully, sleep would take away 

some of the pain I was feeling, at least for a little while. 

 

 

Tessa Masterson Will Go to Prom (Halpin, Brendan;Franklin, Emily) [Lesbian coming of 

age] [LGBTI]  
  A story that always inspires me to tears ï JAH   

Page 91 | Location 1022-1023  

Iôm about to log off the computer when, just because Iôm sitting there, I search for ñmy best 

friend is gay.ò  

 

Page 106 | Location 1181-1189-1191  

ñBut, okay, to answer your question, I guess, kind of, I é at the time, I figured it was my 

mistake alone, and I didnôt want to blame anyone else. I wasnôt careful or responsible. And, 

to be honest, it could have been at least é Well, letôs just say there was more than one 

possible candidate.ò I have stopped chewing my taco casserole. This is because my mouth is 

hanging open.  
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ñAnd I just éò Now Mom is starting to cry and I feel horrible for even bringing this up. ñI 

never thought about how it might affect you. I really é That probably sounds incredibly 

stupid to you, but I mean, I was a pregnant nineteen-year-old, so I wasnôt that smart to begin 

with, and I really thought only about me. You were like, just an idea at the time, and I didnôt 

want to é Iôm sorry, kiddo, I really am. I screwed up, and I had my head so far up my ownð

I didnôt even realize that the mistake that was gonna haunt me forever was not even trying to 

find out who your dad was.ò  

Itôs awkward, but I scoot my chair up next to Mom and put my arms around her. ñSo. Only 

thinking about yourself with no idea how your actions were going to affect anybody else. I 

think I know a guy like that.ò Mom laughs and wipes tears away. ñWhat can I say. You come 

by it honestly.ò  

 

Page 122 | Location 1373-1378 

As I driveða little too quicklyðtoward school, itôs like Iôm seeing myself from above, an 

aerial shot of a girlðany girlðdriving through small-town America. And I know the girl 

isnôt just any girl. Itôs me. But what I notice about the streets that Iôve been walking and 

running and driving on forever is that theyôre just strips of overlapping fading tarmac, all 

running into one another. No matter which way you go, you wind up in the same town. The 

same place. I pull into the school lot, sheltering myself against the shouting and car horns 

directed my way, all the while realizing that, like it or not, I have to be here, doing exactly 

this.  

 

Page 129 | Location 1453-1457  
Kate looks at me. ñAre you okay?ò ñNope,ò I say. ñI screwed up worse than I ever have in 

my life.ò Kate smiles at me. ñWell. Knowing that puts you ahead of most people.ò ñThanks. I 

feel like the stuff shit scrapes off its shoes.ò This earns me a smile. ñI donôt think youôre quite 

that bad. Youôre a lot cuter than shit.ò  

 

Page 132 | Location 1490-1495  
I guess my problem is that I just canôt imagine what comes next. This isnôt a feeling Iôm used 

to, or one that Iôve really ever had before. I mean, you live in a town like this, you pretty 

much know whatôs happening next. Itôs not like you ever start a new school where you donôt 

know anybody. You can always imagine what the next day, the next week, and the next 

month will be like, because theyôre going to be pretty close to what the last day, the last 

week, and the last month were like. But not now. Now Tessaôs in completely unmapped 

territory, and if Iôm going to be able to look at myself without completely hating myself, Iôve 

gotta go stand there with her.  

 

Page 198 | Location 2217-2221  - parents selling TEAM TESSA T-shirts 
So I look up because I have nothing else to do, nothing left to say. At the front of Giant 

Brooks, right where our lake chairs and grills usually go, is a booth. Only this one isnôt 

selling summer charcoal or bug spray. My father and mother, my mom standing on an 

upturned milk crate, are waving things in the air, shouting. I canôt help but start to smile 

through my tears. My parents are selling purple TEAM TESSA T-shirts.  

And people are buying them.  
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Page 256 | L 2892-2898  

Brookfield was stunned on Saturday as pop star Miss Kaboom (real name Melissa 

Kabagleon) made a surprise appearance at an event on Brookfieldôs south side called Tessa 

Mastersonôs Big Gay Prom. This event, planned in the aftermath of the school boardôs 

cancellation of the official Prom, drew partygoers from three states.  

Prior to Miss Kaboomôs appearance, the event was a regular teen dance, unremarkable except 

for the number of same-sex couples on the dance floor and the rainbow lights.  

In an exclusive interview with the Bee, Miss Kaboom revealed the reason for her visit. ñI was 

invited,ò she said. Asked what she thought of the event, Miss Kaboom said, ñI have partied 

with the richest, most famous people on four continents. And I have honestly never had as 

much fun as I did tonight. Iôm writing a song about it. Look for it on my next album.ò 

 

Time It Right (Maley, Siera) [LGBTI] 
[Valerie, Lindsay] 

- Your Highlight on Page 91 | Location 1812-1816 

ά±ŀƭŜǊƛŜΣέ [ƛƴŘǎŀȅ ǘǊƛŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ōǳǘ ±ŀƭŜǊƛŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻǘƘΦ {ƘŜ ǊǳǎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ 

of the auditorium and headed straight for her car, throwing her things inside and then climbing into 

the car and resting her forehead on the steering wheel. She wished she could just un-hear 

everything Lindsay had told her, or that she could just pretend not to understand what had been 

ǎŀƛŘΦ .ǳǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ƭƻǳŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŜŀǊΥ [ƛƴŘǎŀȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭŜǎōƛŀƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 

ŦƛǊǎǘ Řŀȅ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƳŜǘΦ !ƴŘ ±ŀƭŜǊƛŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻ ǎǳǊŜ [ƛƴŘǎŀȅ ǿŀǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΣ ƴƻǿΦ 

- Your Highlight on Page 96 | Location 1911-1916 

άbƻΣ LΩƳ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ Ψ±ŀƭŜǊƛŜ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǘ · ǘƻŘŀȅΩ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƳǳŎƘ ōƛƎƎŜǊ 

ƛƳǇŀŎǘ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƴƎ Ǌǳƴ ǘƘŀƴ Ψ±ŀƭŜǊƛŜ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ǎƘŜ Ƴŀȅ ƭƛƪŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ ǘƻŘŀȅΩΦ .ŜƛƴƎ Ǝŀȅ ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ 

one small facet to the complex organism that is myself, and if you do like girls, it will be equally 

irrelevant to ninety-nine percent of your life. Being good at swimming, however, could impact 

ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ aŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƛƴǘƻ ŎƻƭƭŜƎŜ ƻƴ ŀ ǎǿƛƳƳƛƴƎ ǎŎƘƻƭŀǊǎƘƛǇΣ ƎŜǘ ƎƻƻŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƘŜ 

Olympics, and become the female Michael Phelps: a world-renowned Olympic swimmer. Much more 

ƛƳǇŀŎǘŦǳƭ ǘƘŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ƪƛǎǎƛƴƎ ŀ ƎƛǊƭΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 

- Your Highlight on Page 99 | Location 1979-1982 

[ƛƴŘǎŀȅ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ǿƻǊǎŜ ōȅ ŜȄǘŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǘƘǳƳō ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ōǊǳǎƘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻǾŜǊ ±ŀƭŜǊƛŜΩǎ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƭƛǇΦ ±ŀƭŜǊƛŜ 

immediately closed her eyes, exhaling slowly, and she felt the water rush past her sides as Lindsay 

ƳƻǾŜŘ ƛƴ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ [ƛƴŘǎŀȅΩǎ ƭƛǇǎ ōȅ ƘŜǊ ŜŀǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ άL ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 

ǿŀƴƴŀ ƪƛǎǎ ȅƻǳ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΣέ [ƛƴŘǎŀȅ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΦ άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƪŀȅΚέ 

- Your Highlight on Page 124 | Location 2472-2474 

άhƪŀȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΣ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǘǿƻΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŜ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘΦ {ƘŜ 

looked from Lindsay to Lucas, the present in her lap, and imprinted the image into her mind. In just 
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ǘǿƻ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΣ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ōƛƎƎŜǊ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƭƛŦŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ƳŜǘΣ ŀƭōŜƛǘ ƛƴ 

two completely opposite ways. And she was forever thankful to them for it. 

- Your Highlight on Page 132 | Location 2646-2647 

άbƻ ǿŀȅΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƳŀȅōŜ ǎƘŜΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǎǳǇŜǊ ǎƭƻǿ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜΣέ 

Yŀǘ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ƘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜ ±Σ ƎƛǊƭΦέ 

- Your Highlight on Page 138 | Location 2770-2773 

She barely had time to register long eyelashes and tiny freckles before a hand was on her cheek and 

[ƛƴŘǎŀȅΩǎ ƭƛǇǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘŜǊǎΦ {ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ƎŀǎǇŜŘ ƛŦ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇǎ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻŎŎǳǇƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ 

moment, and she felt as though the millions of little butterflies in her stomach had burst as she 

melted forward and reached out to tangle her hands in [ƛƴŘǎŀȅΩǎ ƘŀƛǊΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΦ 

- Your Highlight on Page 139 | Location 2774-2776 

It came naturally to her, kissing Lindsay. They were instantly in synch with each other, and there 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴȅ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘ ƴƻǎŜ-bumping or excessive saliva or rough chin stubble. Lindsay was soft and 

ƎŜƴǘƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ ±ŀƭŜǊƛŜΩǎ ƭŜƎǎ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ƳǳǎƘΦ !ƴŘ [ƛƴŘǎŀȅΩǎ ƭƛǇǎΧ ǘƘŜȅ ǘŀǎǘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ Ǿŀƴƛƭƭŀ 

lip gloss in the best kind of way, and they knew what they were doing. 

Page 252 | Location 5009-5012-5015 

After that was Political Science. That one, Valerie knew, was in a lecture hall. It was a ten-minute 

walk from her Spanish class, and so with only fifteen minutes between classes, she got there with 

just under five minutes to spare, entering the giant hall and peering out at the students who were 

already seated, trying to find a spot for herself. 

She glanced to the less-populated, higher-up rows, and then froze. She blinked, and then blinked 

ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƴŘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƴǘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ǌƻǿ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΤ Ƨǳǎǘ ŜȄŀƳƛƴed her fingernails 

briefly, tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, and then began to flip through the notebook in her 

lap while frequently glancing at the syllabus being projected to the class on a screen at the front of 

the room. 

Page 253 | Location 5015-5018 

±ŀƭŜǊƛŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŦǊƻƴǘ ƘŜǊ ƻǊ ƛƎƴƻǊŜ ƘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅ 

she could just pass up without at least asking a couple of questions. She ascended the stairs and 

excused herself a few times as she wiggled past several students already in their seats, all so that she 

could eventually reach an empty seat in the middle of the row and sit herself down next to Lindsay 

Walker. 

Page 255 | L 5058-5064 

Lindsay was single. Valerie was single. They were now both willing to be open about their sexuality, 

and that meant they were both officially baggage-ŦǊŜŜΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ŎƻƭƭŜƎŜ ǉǳŀƭƛŦƛŜŘ ŀǎ άŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǘƛƳŜ 

ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƛǾŜǎέΚ ±ŀƭŜǊƛŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇǎ ōǊǳǎƘŜŘ [ƛƴŘǎŀȅΩǎ ŜŀǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƘŜƭŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀǘ 

the barely noticeable sƘǳŘŘŜǊ ƛǘ ƛƴŘǳŎŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƎƛǊƭΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴƴŀ ŎƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ 
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¢ƻƴȅ ŀƴŘ bŀǘƘŀƴ ŦƻǊ ƭǳƴŎƘ ǘƻŘŀȅΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΦ [ƛƴŘǎŀȅΩǎ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǿŀǎ 

ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘŀƴŜƻǳǎΦ ά!ōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅΦέ 

Queer and Trans Fiction 

 

Top of the Document 

 

Queer Memoirs and Writings  

 

If You Were Me:  The Memoir of a Mother Torn Between What's Right and What's 

Easy (Eden, Angela) 

Location 47-48 

9ǾŜǊȅ Řŀȅ L ŎƘŀǎŜ ƳŜǊŎȅΤ ƛǘ ǘŜŀǎŜǎ ƳŜ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŦƛǊŜŦƭȅ LΩƳ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƻ ŎŀǘŎƘ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ƪŜŜǇΦ 9ŀŎƘ ǘƛƳŜΣ L 

hold its light in my hand a little longer than the last. 

While you were out 

Location 93-96 Wednesday June 6, 2001 

Wednesday, June 6, 2001 Everything I own fits inside a 14-foot U-Haul. The orange-striped moving 

truck is the first thing I see when the alarm clock beeps me from my peace. Waking up where I fell 

asleep is not the norm for me, tossing and turning is. 

Thursday, June 7, 2001 

 

Just two dark times 

Friday, June 15, 2001 

 

Monday, June 18, 2001 

 

On the other hand 

Sunday, June 24, 2001 

Wednesday, June 27, 2001 

 

The long way home 

Sunday, July 8, 2001 

 

Location 4597-4613 timeline 

Lƴ CŜōǊǳŀǊȅ нлммΣ !ƴƎ ŀƴŘ L ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƴǘƘ ŀƴƴƛǾŜǊǎŀǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŀǘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ {ǘŀǊōǳŎƪǎ άŘŀǘŜΦέ  

In September 2009, the Indiana Fever are the Eastern Conference champs.  
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In March 2008, we go on vacation for the first time with all of my family, including Laura, her 

husband, and her boys.  

In December 2007, Ang and I are told we are the first same-sex couple to become licensed foster 

parents in Madison County, Indiana.  

In April 2006, former Indiana Miss Basketball Sharon Versyp comes home to take over as head coach 

ƻŦ ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ōŀǎƪŜǘōŀƭƭ ŀǘ tǳǊŘǳŜ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅΦ  

Lƴ 5ŜŎŜƳōŜǊ нллрΣ ǿŜ ǎǇŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ !ƴƎΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ  

Lƴ WǳƴŜ нллрΣ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅ ƻŦ aƛŎƘƛƎŀƴΩǎ ǎƻŦǘōŀƭƭ ǘŜŀƳ ōŜŎƻƳŜǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘŜŀƳ Ŝŀǎǘ ƻŦ the 

Mississippi to win the college world series.  

In May 2004, I graduate from Ball State University and become a licensed school psychologist.  

In June 2003, Ang and I sell the purplish-brownish dinosaur of a house and move to a quiet 

neighborhood in Anderson, Indiana.  

Lƴ !ǇǊƛƭ нллнΣ L ό!ƴƎΣ ǘƻƻΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭ ǇŀǇŜǊǿƻǊƪύ ŀƳ ŀǿŀǊŘŜŘ 

primary custody of an inquisitive little girl named Ashley and a happy-go-lucky little boy named 

Trenton. 

Location 4686-4689 

The ensuing years have been lessons in forgiving and forgetting. I find one is not easier than the 

other; they are equally difficult. Time helps, so does understanding. Forgiving Richard comes easier 

ǘƘŀƴ ŦƻǊƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ LΩǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ Ǉǳǘ ƳŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǿŀǎ ōǳǘ ŀ ǘaste of the pain and 

helplessness I put him through first. For that, I work on forgiving myself every day. 

Location 4737-4743 

I continue to work as a school psychologist. I entered the profession thinking I could help those 

students who get pushed to the fringes of classrooms. But my assignment led me to the realm of 

ŜŀǊƭȅ ŎƘƛƭŘƘƻƻŘΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǿŀȅǎ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ƻǊ Ǉŀǎǎ ǎǇŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǘŜǎǘǎΣ LΩƳ 

immersed in a world where we celebrate kids speaking in three-word phrases. Most of the tƛƳŜΣ LΩƳ 

on the forefront of having to tell parents their child has a disability. For this conversation, I take off 

my school psychologist hat and simply wear my mommy hat. We sit at that table and connect as one 

parent to another. Though I never tell my own story, I speak to them from a place of nearly losing 

ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǊŀƛǎŜ ƳƛƴŜΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƭƪΣ ǘŀƭƪΣ ƻǊ ŀŎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ 

ƪƛŘǎΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭ ǘƻ ǘǳŎƪ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴ ŜŀŎƘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ 

Location 4751-4753 

bƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ side of the journey, I feel somewhat like Dorothy when the Scarecrow asks her 

ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘΦ CƛǊǎǘ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊŜƳƻǎǘΣ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜƪ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀǊǘΩǎ ŘŜǎƛǊŜ ƛǎ 

worth every minute of it. And just like Dorothy and her friends, I learned that everything I needed I 

already had; I only needed the chance to prove it. 
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Location 4772-4778 

My own. In the beginning of my motherhood, I looked upon Ashley and Trent as mine; they are my 

ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƴŀǊǊƻǿ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΦ ²ƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎǎƛƴƎ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ LΩǾŜ Ŏome to understand that we do not 

possess our kids. They are not ours to own; they are borrowed. I believe all children are entrusted to 

ǳǎ ōȅ DƻŘΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘǊŀƛƭ ƎǳƛŘŜǎ - showing them how to find their way along a rocky, 

sometimes up, sometimes down path, pointing out what is beautiful and what is poisonous. At some 

point along the path, we must stay behind and watch them walk on alone. Our time on the trail with 

ǘƘŜƳ ƛǎ ǎƻ ǾŜǊȅ ǎƘƻǊǘΦ ²ŜΩŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ 

Location 4783-4787 

Oh, bǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǿŜŜǘ /ƘŀǊƭƻǘǘŜ .ǊƻƴǘšΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƛŎŜōŜǊƎΦ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ 

ƛƴ ōŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴŀƴȅ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǿƻƳŜƴ ǿǊƛǘŜǊǎΥ !ƭƛŎŜ ²ŀƭƪŜǊΣ !ǳŘǊŜ [ƻǊŘŜΣ !ŘǊƛŜƴƴŜ wƛŎƘΣ /ƘŀǊƭƻǘǘŜΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊǎ 

Emily and Anne, Willa Cather, Maya Angelou, Nella Larson, Virginia Woolf, Gertrude Stein, Radcylffe 

IŀƭƭΣ 5ƻǊƻǘƘȅ !ƭƭƛǎƻƴΣ !ƴƴŜ [ŀaƻǘǘΣ bŀƴŎȅ DƻƭŘōŜǊƎΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΣ !ƴƎ ƪƴƻǿǎ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ƭǳǎǘŦǳƭ 

escapades. Many is the night she was right there in bed with us, begging me to put the book down 

and turn out the light so she could get some sleep. 

Top of the Document 
 

Ladyboys (Aldous, Susan;Sereemongkonpol, Pornchai) 
 

p.31-32 kathoey sex work  

 

Their prejudice is not without basis, as a lot of kathoeys have resorted to pick pocketing and 

other petty theft, especially if theyôre uneducated and not pretty enough to work in a bar. I 

should pity them, I know, but mostly I feel resentment because their actions contribute to the 

discrimination I suffer. I know Iôm no saint, but at least I earn my money fairly!   

Once the client and I are alone, the charade is even harder to keep up. When I go to the 

bathroom I have to carefully untape my penis and squat over the toilet, trying to pee as 

quietly as possible. I generally satisfy a client with my hand or mouth, telling him Iôm having 

my period if he wants anything else. Iôll only consent to intercourse if heôs drunk enough not 

to know what heôs penetrating. Then Iôll cover my penis with a blanket and hold it against my 

lower abdomen while he does me from behind. Iôve been caught a few times, but usually the 

guys are too close to coming for it to matter. If it turns them off, they can get a refund, but 

once they ejaculate they canôt complain. One client was so mad when he saw my penis that 

he dragged me down to the mamasan screaming at her that heôd been tricked and wanted a 

refund. I triumphantly presented the condom full of his juice, proving that Iôd provided the 

relief heôd paid for, and that put an end to the matter. Even if they donôt ask for a refund, 

some men are so furious that they forcefully throw me out of hotel rooms or taxis, hurling 

profanities at me as I stumble away.   

Although I occasionally have to suffer that kind of humiliation, I still think Iôm better off than 

the women at the bar. They can only solicit straight men, but I can solicit everyoneðthe ones 

who like women, and the ones who like ówomen with penisesô. These tend to be German 

men, and not only do I not have to deceive them, I also get to have a bit of fun, as they like to 
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give me a óhelping hand' or even fellatio. If a client wants to be penetrated, I have to use a 

strap-on dildo. All the years of hormone-taking and taeping have resulted in a small and 

drooping penis, but I still have orgasms.   

My least favourite clients are Indian men. I find them very aggressive. Iôve had a case where 

one client squeezed my little hormone-induced breasts so hard, it felt like he was trying to 

destroy them. His only redeeming quality was that he was quick. The Japanese tend to be 

quick as well, unlike the German men, who have stamina. The older men take a long time 

too, but for different reasons. They also like to cuddle afterwards, an activity the younger, 

straight-to-the-point guys seem to scorn.   

We service all kinds of men, but the white farangs are the most popular. Itôs not that we find 

them especially attractive, theyôre just so generous with money. They also tend to be more 

fun-loving and treat us with respect, something weôre not used to receiving from the locals. 

Thai men regard their women as inferior, both culturally and religiously. Ladyboys suffer an 

even lower status. Thai men expect us to please and serve themðin other words, we do all 

the work in bed. They wouldnôt think of  

 

p.220-222 - faking menstruation  

 

break up with my boyfriend a few years later and put the child through all that trauma. Iôm 

confident that I could raise a child by myself but I think two parents can potentially offer a 

better upbringing. I first met my present boyfriend when we were both living in the same 

condominium. I was walking past his room one day and happened to glance in through the 

window at the exact same time as he was looking out. Our eyes met and we laughed at the 

awkward coincidence. We gradually became friends, and it wasnôt long before romance 

blossomed. At first I didnôt tell him that Iôd been born a man. I had made several appearances 

on TV before we met but luckily for me he didnôt watch very much TV so he didnôt recognise 

me. Iôm Ant to him and Nicky to the rest of Thailand. He didnôt question my birth gender and 

I didnôt see any reason to tell him. Donôt ask, donôt tell was my policy. When we decided to 

move in together I put away any evidence that might betray my real gender: a published book 

I wrote about my life, recordings of Tv programmes I had appeared in, magazines that 

featured my story. As my feelings for him grew stronger I became extra dedicated to 

protecting my secret, and I started avoiding further media appearances. Even if I could have 

sheathed my boyfriend in a media-proof bubble I couldnôt do the same to his friends and 

family. Several of them recognised me from TV and exposed me to my boyfriend but he 

laughed at their claims, insisting that I was just a look-alike. I came up with clever ways of 

backing up the deceit. I left copies of my fake female ID card lying around the house so that 

he would come across them by chance. My most elaborate plot saw me faking menstruation 

through the use of óbloodiedôused sanitary pads. I dropped Utaitip (a red herbal mix used to 

flavour drinks) onto a pad so that it would look like menstrual blood. Then I wrapped the pad 

in a piece of newspaper and carelessly rolled it into a ball, leaving just enough of it exposed 

so that it would be obvious what lay inside. I left it next to the toilet. Later, when my 

boyfriend went into the bathroom, I knocked on the door and began to apologise profusely for 

forgetting to throw away the used pad. I made a joke out of how unladylike and careless I 

was. I knew that, like most men, the allusion to menstruation alone would be enough to leave 

a lasting impression on him. I also kept track of my supposed menstrual cycle and dutifully 
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abstained from sex for one week every month. However, there is no such thing as a secret in 

this world and eventually the truth always manages to claw its way out into the open. I 

phoned my boyfriend one day and asked if he would mind cleaning up our bedroom. While 

doing this, he came across a brown envelope that contained pictures of me when I was still a 

man, along with other documents that betrayed my true gender. He told me afterwards that he 

went weak at the knees when he found these documents, and he began to sweat profusely. He 

didnôt want to believe that I was a ladyboy. He put the envelope back where he had found it 

and disappeared for the next two days. When he had calmed down he came home and we 

talked things over. He coldly informed me that he doesnôt like ótrees from the same forestô(a 

euphemism for óIôm not a homosexualô). He wasnôt affectionate towards me like he normally 

was. He just stared at me detachedly like we were strangers. I couldnôt understand how he 

could think that loving me made him gay. I didnôt have a penis anymore and hadnôt had one 

since long before we met. I told him that I felt guilty and had never intended to hurt him but 

that I didnôt feel like I had lied about my gender; as far as I was concerned I was now 100% 

female. I was still the same person he had fallen in love with. I asked him to touch me and 

when he rested his hands on the same soft, shapely flesh that he knew so well, all his old 

feelings came flooding back. He sat still for a while, struggling with his conscience, before he 

finally whispered in my ear, óIt doesnôt matter now. Iôm already in love with you.ô Today, he 

is more affectionate towards me than ever before and Iôm really glad that weôre back 

together. The only real difficulty we now face is that some of his friends and family donôt 

know about my true identity, and he insists that he doesnôt want them to ever find out. His 

parents are very fond of me and often ask when we plan to marry and how many 

grandchildren I expect to give them. I feel so flattered by their expectations that I hate the 

thought of dashing their hopes. I honestly donôt know what the future holds for me but Iôm an 

eternally optimistic person. There have been no shortage of miracles in my life so far and I 

have no reason not to believe that an abundance of them still await me. Itôs all about taking a 

leap of faithðit may be scary at the time, but change can be exciting, and for me, the scariest 

thing of all is standing still. 

 

Page 225 | L 2150-2156 CHAPTER 8: NONG TOOM; BEAUTIFUL BOXER 
{ha9 hC ¸h¦ Ƴŀȅ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ōŜ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ aȅ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ ΨbƻƴƎ ¢ƻƻƳΩ tŀǊƛƴȅŀ /ƘŀǊƻŜƴǇƘƻƭ 

and I have come to be well known on account of the two unlikely personalities that reside within 

me: the ladyboy and the Muay Thai boxer. Before every fight, I performed a traditional dance 

routine called sao noi pra paeng (girl putting on facial powder) to pay respect to my khrus (teachers). 

!ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ŦƛƎƘǘΣ L ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƪƛǎǎŜŘ Ƴȅ ŘŜŦŜŀǘŜŘ ƻǇǇƻƴŜƴǘǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜŜƪǎ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōŜŀǊ ŀƴȅ ƛƭƭ 

feelings towards them. I also fought in this manly sport with make-up on my face. My light and 

colourful visage stood in heavy conǘǊŀǎǘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǿƴΣ ƳǳǎŎǳƭŀǊ ōƻŘȅΦ CƻǊ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΣ LΩǾŜ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ 

considerable media exposure and have led a very public life. 

 

Page 236 | Location 2263-2271 
!ƪƘƻƳΩǎ ǿƛŦŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǘƻ ŀŎƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜ Ƴȅ ŦŜƳƛƴƛƴƛǘȅΦ {ƘŜ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ƳŜ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǇƻǿŘŜǊ 

compact because I was too embarrassed to buy it myself, and so I tentatively began wearing make-

up. I eventually came out to the other boys in the camp. I guess when you spend a lot of time with a 
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group of people, you grow to trust them and feel more at ease in their company. Not all of the boys 

accepted the new me though, and some of them disrespected me from time to time. The camp 

ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŘƛǎŎƘŀǊƎŜŘ ƳŜ ŀƭǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ōǳǘ !ƪƘƻƳ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƳŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ¢ƻ ǘƘƛǎ ŘŀȅΣ ƘŜ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ƭŜŦǘ Ƴȅ 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛŦ ƛǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ L ŀƳ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ 

found out that I was a ladyboy, he laughed and insisted that I was kidding him. He had no qualms 

about me wearing make-up though, so long as I continued to fight well. Akhom was just a normal 

man from southern Thailand, who happened to be a lot more macho than your average Thai, so I 

ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ŀǇǇǊƻǾŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƛŘŜƴǘƛǘȅΦ hƴ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǎƘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ǘǊƛǇǎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜΣ L ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ 

muster up the courage to tell the shopkeeper that the powder and lipstick were for me and not my 

girlfriend. 

 

Normal 
by Julie Catt 

 

I remember a darkish classroom, down some stairs. Maybe the walls were blue, and the 

windows were up high on the walls so that when I looked out all I could see were the tops of 

the bare trees, and the sky. I was six. My teacher liked me; she thought I was very smart and 

gave me books that had more words than the ones the other kids were reading, books with 

stories I wanted to follow and finish. 

 

We were living on a U.S. Army base in Baumholder, Germany. My mother had friends then, 

other air force wives whose husbands, like my dad, were frequently away on tours of duty to 

Viet Nam. My brother Robert was a toddler then, and demanded much of my mother's 

attention, so I was often left to play with the neighbouring children. From a kid's perspective, 

the base was a secure, snug little world, complete with playgrounds and basements and 

dozens of kids with stay-at-home moms. 

 

We mostly ignored the mothers' whispering about men Missing In Action and Prisoners of 

War even though we all wore the copper bracelets bought for us at the Base Exchange and 

stamped with a 

 

Normal ς Julie Catt 
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P168 
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P187 

P192 

tмфп !ƭƛŎŜ {ǇǊƛƴƎǎΦ άLƴ !ƭƛŎŜ {ǇǊƛƴƎǎΣ ƴƛǘǎ ōŀǎƛŎŀƭƭȅ Ǌǳƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭǎΦέ 

P203 

P205 Coke and chilli Kettle chips 

P210 

P225 

P244 

P247 Melissa, an old friend, dies of cancer. 

tнпф άLǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎ ǎǘƻǊȅΚέ 
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The Family of Woman 
Loc 38 

Introduction 

At the stroke of midnight on January 2003, a baby born to a lesbian couple in Washington, D.C., 

became, to great media fanfare, the capital's first newborn of the year. At the time of her arrival the 

baby's mothers were moving their residence to a district where the nonbiological mother could 

legally adopt the baby she had helped bring into the world, because she was prohibited from doing 

so in the place she and her partner worked and lived and called home. On June z6 of that same year, 

the United States Supreme Court overturned an antisodomy law on the books in the state of Texas, 

ruling, effectively, that the private sexual activity of consenting adults is none of the government's 

business. And when, during the early summer of 2-003, Canada became the third country in the 
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world to recognize same-sex marriage at the national level, streams of gay and lesbian couples made 

their way to Toronto, Ottawa, and other metropolitan centers to be legally wed. 

 

Who's Your Daddy?: And Other Writings on Queer Parenting 
 (Women's Issues Publishing Program)  

Location 217-225 

My daughter Sadie was born at home in 1992, surrounded by a dozen close friends and family 

ƳŜƳōŜǊǎΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ [ƻƛǎ CƛƴŜΣ {ŀŘƛŜΩǎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƳƻƳΣ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊǘƴŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ Ƴȅ ŎƻƳƳƛǘǘŜŘ Ŏƻ-

parent who lives across the street. I was supported through labour by a team of people, organized in 

true dyke style.  

Besides the midwives, there were cooks, contraction timers, a documentarian, an information officer 

ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ŀ ōƻǳƴŎŜǊΦ {ŀŘƛŜΩǎ ōƛǊǘƘΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŀ ƘƛƎƘ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦe, did not mark my beginnings as a 

queer parent. When Lois and I got together in 1987, she was already parenting two-year-old Aaron, 

ƘŜǊ ǎƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇΦ !ŀǊƻƴ ōŜŎŀƳŜ Ƴȅ ǎǘŜǇǎƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ {ŀŘƛŜΩǎ ōƛƎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ 

was with us every second weŜƪŜƴŘΦ .ŜŦƻǊŜ {ŀŘƛŜ ǿŀǎ ōƻǊƴΣ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ ǘǿƻ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ ¢ŀǊƛƪ ŀƴŘ !ȊƛȊŀΣ 

three and four years old at the time, found their way into our home and our hearts. They visited 

regularly for barbecued chicken and Pippi Longstocking, and became part of the family. Sadie was 

born into a room packed with love, and many of those present at her birth remain in her life today. 

CƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǎƘŜ ǎǇŜƴǘ ŀ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀ ǿŜŜƪ ŀǘ !Ƴȅ ŀƴŘ aƻΩǎΣ ǿƘƻ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ƘŜǊ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƻƴ 

Sami, her younger brother. Sadie has a large, loving, extended family. 

Location 1177-1185 

The pre-visit advocacy clearly worked, because during the ultrasound, the technician asked me 

ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎƘǊƻƻƳ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇǊŜŦŜǊ ǘƻ ǳǎŜΦ L ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴΩǎ ǿŀǎƘǊƻƻƳΦ {ƘŜ ƭŜŘ ƳŜ 

through a back door to the haƭƭǿŀȅ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŜǾŀǘƻǊΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƳŜƴΩǎ ǿŀǎƘǊƻƻƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΣέ 

ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǇƻƭƻƎŜǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΣ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƭŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƛǎǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴǎΦ ά²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ƳŜƴ 

ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǳƭǘǊŀǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƭƛƴƛŎΦέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘ guess that I 

ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƳŜƴ ŜǾŜǊ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ŎƭƛŜƴǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƛƴƛŎΦ !ǎ L ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴΩǎ 

ǿŀǎƘǊƻƻƳ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ōƭǳŜ ǇŀǇŜǊ ƎƻǿƴΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ƭŀǳƎƘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōƛȊŀǊǊŜƴŜǎǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴΦ L 

surmised that perhaps I could be a bit of a teaching patient τ sincerely hoping that, with good and 

open communication with our doctor and the clinic staff, things might go a little more smoothly for 

the next person in my shoes, and then even more smoothly for the person after that. At the very 

least, perhaps the washroom near the ultrasound area could be relabelled For Patients Only, instead 

of for one gender-of-ultrasound-patient only. 

Location 5929-5934 

tǊŜŎŜŘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ōƛƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΩǎ ǾŜǊōŀƭ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΩǎ άǿŜƛǊŘƴŜǎǎΣέ Ƴȅ ŀŘƻǇǘŜŘ 

daughter encountered considerable confusion and anxiety over a Grade 2 homework project 

involving pasting pictures of her family onto a family tree. Her tree had no single originating trunk as 

did the template provided by her teacher. When kinship networks are created, in part by choice, 
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they do not embody standard generational time well. And when families are multicultural and 

interracial, embodying the values of disparate branches on a family tree with no singular originating 

trunk, children inherit diverse τ and sometimes conflicting τ values from which they must choose 

to graft together their own traditions and practices. 

Location 6173-6177 

Some critics insisted our pursuit was not just misguided but also dangerous. At a meeting of activists 

from across Canada after the marriage case started, my co-counsel and I were warned that τ in less 

progressive towns and cities τ there would be a serious backlash if we were successful with the 

case. We naive Toronto-based lawyers were going to be responsible for a hate crime murder in 

small-town Alberta. I rightly had more faith in my fellow Canadians. In any case, we should not 

ŀōŀƴŘƻƴ ƻǳǊ Ŝǉǳŀƭƛǘȅ ŜŦŦƻǊǘǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ŦŜŀǊΦ !ǳŘǊŜ [ƻǊŘŜ όнллтΥ пмύ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎ ǎƻ ŜƭƻǉǳŜƴǘƭȅΣ ά¸ƻǳǊ 

ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

Location 6207-6208 

Our communities need critical thinking, but to create and build, we also need time and energy for 

celebration. For some of us, that means a wedding. 

Location 6252-6256 

In him, I found love that takes me beyond myself. While I understood the feminist critique of 

dualistic thinking in the abstract, he took me physically, in pregnancy, birth, baby care, and nursing, 

beyond categories and through the bodily experience of losing any separation between self and 

another. He forced an abandonment of hierarchal, dualistic thinking, showing physically, through our 

ōƻŘƛŜǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ƛƴ ŦƭǳȄΣ ƭŜŀƪȅΣ ǘƘŜ ōƻǳƴŘŀǊƛŜǎ ǇŜǊƳŜŀōƭŜΦ aȅ άǘǊŀŘƛǘƛƻƴŀƭέ ƳƻǘƘŜǊƛƴƎ ǿŀǎΣ 

for me, a lived postmodern queer theory primer. 

Location 6371-6378 knowledge production discourses 
As a feminist, I believe that certain types of empirical knowledge are both disembodied and 

ŘƛǎƭƻŎŀǘŜŘΦ CƻǊ ŜȄŀƳǇƭŜΣ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǎŜŜ ǎǘŀǘƛǎǘƛŎǎ ŀǎ άƻōƧŜŎǘƛǾŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΣέ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴƛƴƎ ǿƘƻ 

generated the survey and who carried out the analysis of that information in a particular way. In this 

model, knowledge becomes divorced from those who produce it, and its production is often firmly 

ǇƭŀŎŜŘ άōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŜƴŜǎΦέ {ǳŎƘ ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜ Ƙŀǎ ŘƻƳƛƴŀǘŜŘ ŀŎŀŘŜƳƛŎ ŘƛǎŎƻǳǊǎŜ ŀƴŘ ƛǎ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ 

associated with what have been designated as masculine qualities in Western societies τ 

ƻōƧŜŎǘƛǾƛǘȅΣ ǊŀǘƛƻƴŀƭƛǘȅΣ ŀƴŘ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ άƘŀǊŘέ ǎŎƛŜƴŎŜǎΣ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ ƴǳƳōŜǊǎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǘȅǇŜ ƻŦ ŘƛǎŎƻǳǊǎŜ 

Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƭŀōŜƭƭŜŘ ōȅ ŀǳǘƘƻǊǎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ {ǘŀƴƭŜȅ ŀƴŘ ²ƛǎŜ όмффоΥ прύ ŀǎ άƎǊŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƻǊƛŜǎΣέ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎŜŜƪ ǘƻ 

explain rather than understand the world. Those theories also promote ideas of separation between 

ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎŜŀǊŎƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƘŜƴƻƳŜƴŀ ƛƴǾŜǎǘƛƎŀǘŜŘΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǊŎƘ ŦƻǊ άǘǊǳŜέ ƻōƧŜŎǘƛǾƛǘȅΦ CŜƳƛƴƛǎǘ 

research, on the other hand, seeks to foreground embodied and situated knowledge (Humm, 1995: 

242ς243). 

Location 6408-6410-6414-6417 polyamory 
Ethical non-monogamy is not a new concept, and many people engage in open arrangements with 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇŀǊǘƴŜǊǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŜǾŜǊ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊƳ άǇƻƭȅŀƳƻǊȅΦέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǘŜǊƳ ǿas introduced in the late 
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1980s by Morning Glory Zell, a pagan priestess, according to authors McCullough and Hall (2003), 

ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƭƛǘŜǊŀƭƭȅ ƳŜŀƴǎ άƳŀƴȅ ƭƻǾŜǎΦέ 

Polyamorous people engage in a variety of relationships and have a variety of agreements, but the 

basic tenet seems to be recognition that some people can love more than one person, including in 

romantic and sexual ways. I had always believed that definitions such as this were sufficient and 

clear until I attended a conference in May 2007. There, after giving a keynote paper on polyamory 

ŀƴŘ ǇŀǊŜƴǘƛƴƎΣ L ǿŀǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ǇǳȊȊƭŜŘ ǎŜȄ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇ ŎƻǳƴǎŜƭƭƻǊΥ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƛǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƳŜŀƴ 

ǘƻ ōŜ ǇƻƭȅŀƳƻǊƻǳǎΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƛǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǊǳƭŜǎΚέ 

This apparently innocuous question has been present in my mind ever since, and is there whenever I 

talk or write about polyamory. The world that has become so familiar to me and many of my friends 

is actually an uncharted territory for many others. However, it is not an easy question to answer 

since, as stated earlier, there are several types of polyamorous relationships and almost as many 

rules as there are poly people. 

Location 6420-6421 

There are people who identify as monogamous but are engaged in a polyamorous relationship 

because their partner is polyamorous. 

- Your Highlight Location 6462-6465 | Added on Friday, January 16, 2015 12:02:46 PM 

It is clear that being poly is not just about relationships among adults but also about exploring the 

ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘŜŘ ǘŜǊƳǎΣ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ άǇŀǊŜƴǘέ ƻǊ άŦŀƳƛƭȅΦέ It can also lead us to explore the depth 

ŀƴŘ ōǊŜŀŘǘƘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴǎΣ ŀǎ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘŜŘ ƛƴ !ǘƭΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎΥ ά.ŜƛƴƎ Ǉƻƭȅ Ƙŀǎ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ 

Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǳǇΣ ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŀŘǳƭǘǎ ōǳǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

Location 6510-6514 

That is, on the one hand, I think that queer, polyamorous families can be a radical challenge to the 

pervasive heteronormative discourses we face in our everyday lives in Western societies. On the 

ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΣ L ŀƭǎƻ ƪƴƻǿΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǘŜǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ L ŀƴŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŀƭǎƻ άŘǊŀǿ ǳǇƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǳǎŜ traditional 

ƛŘŜŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƎŜƴŘŜǊΣ ǎŜȄǳŀƭƛǘȅΣ ōƛƻƎŜƴŜǘƛŎǎΣ ŎƭŀǎǎΣ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘŀōƛƭƛǘȅΣ ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜΣ ƪƛƴǎƘƛǇ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ƻƴέ 

(Hicks, 2006: 95).  

Being a polyamorous and/or queer family does not automatically mean that all members of the 

household reject all mainstream notions about gender, class, ethnicity, or dis/ability. 

L 6544-6547 

By going beyond the hegemonic model of the nuclear family, poly families introduce possibilities 

that differ from traditional constructs of family, parenting, and gender. Poly families challenge the 

culturally comfortable privatization of sexual discourses and depoliticization of personal 

relationships, which are pervasive in our societies because of liberal humanist attitudes (Kitzinger, 

1989). 

L 6549-6550 
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polyamorous 

Therefore, for me, poly families are inherently queer as they stand as outlaws, outside the bounds of 

mainstream definitions 

 

You're Not from Around Here, Are You? (Louise A. Blum) 
A Lesbian in Small-Town America (Living Out: Gay and Lesbian Autobiog) 

Location 37-38 
Kevin Grubb, the first openly gay person I ever met, showed me that 

Location 46-53 

Indeed, what could be simpler? Ten days after the start of my last period, I could begin to test for 

the hormonal surge that would precede my ovulation. Once we saw a blue line on the test stick, we 

could order the sperm. As the day approached for me to begin testing, I could feel my courage 

leaving me, running from me like the water that coursed down the road in front of the house, 

heading for the fields. I read the directions over and over: keep the test stick pointed down and 

avoid splashing the windows with urine. I resisted the urge to practice. The night before the first day 

of testing I dreamed that I was trying to piss on my stick and people kept knocking at the door, trying 

to get my attention. "Leave me I kept saying, moving from bathroom to bathroom in search of 

privacy. When I'd closed the last door behind me, I turned to find myself out on the roof of a 

building, with people I knew driving past on the street below. "Hi, Louise!" they called, over and 

over. I gave up, sank down on the toilet that sat out in the middle of everything, and pissed on my 

stick. There was no blue line. 

Location 59-63 
I drove my stretch of highway with my eyes on the pavement in front of me, barely cognizant of the 

churches that dotted the landscape, almost as numerous as the cows: the Valley Missionary Alliance, 

the Full Gospel Church, the Assembly of God, River of God, Church of God, and so on, all carefully 

whitewashed and maintained, every church with its own hand-lettered sign out front, the slogan 

changing every day. This was God's Country, as the welcome sign attested, and Connie and I were 

two lone lesbians, trying to conceive a baby by our own version of immaculate conception. I just 

kept my eyes on the road, around me the flood waters rising as if Nature herself were testing for a 

surge, pissing down on all of us, waiting anxiously, to see what might appear. 

Location 70-74 

Connie brought me the phone. "It's time to call the sperm bank," she said. It felt urgent, like we 

didn't have a moment to lose. I dialed the number and ordered up two shots of Donor No. 9012, 

praying that his sperm was still available. We'd chosen him not only because his physical 

characteristics matched Connie's but because he'd listed interests in skiing and guitar. We'd liked his 

explicitness. Other donors had listed sports and music, but this was better, we agreed, because it 

implied that he might actually participate in these activities, as opposed to watching them on 

television while he opened up a can of beer. 
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Location 84-87 

Connie and I looked at each other. I signed my name tentatively, as if this might just be the last 

straw, consigning me to an instant state of motherhood from which I would never escape. The driver 

pocketed his pen and sauntered off down the steps, his clipboard under his arm, whistling 

something as he headed off to his life, leaving us on our front porch surveying our tank of sperm. 

Location 149-150 

Connie pulled off the road, and we sat there for a moment. I felt my eyes fill with tears. Connie 

looked at me. "Why are we fighting with each other?" she asked. There was wonder in her voice. 

"It's that doctor that we're mad at." 

- Your Highlight Location 158-161 

"My best friend is gay," he said. "He was my best man, and I was happy when he told me he was gay-

it meant he wouldn't make a pass at my wife!" I wondered briefly whether he would have any 

compunctions about a lesbian under the same circumstances. "As 

for the girls at the desk," he said, "they never have to know. It's a private matter." 

- Your Highlight Location 161-163 

"It's not a private matter," I told him. "I want everyone in the office to know." Especially, I thought, 

the "girls" at the desk. I wanted them to have to deal with it on their own, to have to acknowledge 

my relationship with Connie the same way they would acknowledge that of a husband and wife. I 

was tired of things being private. My relationship with Connie wasn't private anymore, and I was 

going to make damned sure it never was again. 

- Your Highlight Location 173-176 

Connie nodded. I unzipped my jeans, slid them over my hips, slipped off my underwear. My heart 

beat unevenly. I pictured it in there, haggard and worn inside my chest, prematurely aged from 

too much adrenalin. "I'm scared," I said. The paper on the table stuck to my ass; the drape tore as I 

spread it over me, trying vainly for some sense of privacy. 

- Your Highlight Location 178-182 

Open me up? Hello, I wanted to say. I'm still in the room. He pulled some cotton swabs out of a 

drawer and handed Connie a speculum to warm up at the sink. The two of them busied themselves 

with preparations while I lay back and tried to keep breathing. My whole body felt cold. I'd imagined 

this process as being more personal somehow. This felt about as personal as an autopsy. Dr. Gordon 

removed the vial of semen from the tank and slipped it into my hand to warm it to room 

temperature. Finally, something I could do. I lay back and held it in my hand, studying it between my 

fingers. No. 9012. It looked entirely innocuous, like a tiny vial of egg substitute. 

Location 191-197 
"My father's a doctor," Connie said modestly, as if this might be why, as if her father might have had 

her help him out around the office after school. I closed my eyes and tried to focus on my egg, tried 
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to get a picture of the sperm valiantly making their way through my body. I could picture their little 

arms going up and down, their heads rhythmically tilting to breathe the air down deep in their lungs, 

their little faces taut with the pressure, while somewhere far ahead of them my egg danced on the 

waters like a shimmering sunrise, awaiting their arrival. I tried to wish them well, but it didn't feel 

like a friendly swim; it felt like an invasion, like my body had just been assaulted by a hostile army. It 

felt inexorable, like being injected with HIV. I felt sick suddenly. All that time I'd spent trying not to 

get this stuff beyond my cervix-diaphragm, birth control pills, rhythm method, withdrawal-and there 

I was, open-legged and ready, willingly admitting it. 

Location 204-206-207-нлу ά5ŀŘέ 
"Why?" I whispered to Connie as we paid our bill at the window. What on earth would we want an 

empty sperm vial for? A little memento of the experience? Weren't we hoping for another kind of 

keepsake? Connie shrugged and slipped the vial into the pocket 

of her jeans. "Come on," she said, pulling out the keys. "Let's go home." 

"Let me see the vial," I said when we got home. 

"No," she said possessively, taking it out and looking at it fondly. Then she put it on the mantel. 

"Dad," she said, nodding over at me. 

- Your Highlight Location 208-211 | Added on Monday, August 4, 2014 4:50:03 PM 

first saw Connie a few months after I moved to town, over ten years ago now. I had just dismissed a 

class and was standing in front of the building, talking to a few students. I looked up and saw her a 

few yards away. Nothing struck me right away about her appearance. It was just that our eyes met, 

and hers were clear and crisp and full of light, and all I knew suddenly was that she was going to 

mean something to me and in a deeper way than I could name. 

Location 255-259-261 

It was six days before I took her to my home. We went shopping for a Christmas tree, dragged it 

back to my cabin, and propped it up outside while we went in and started up the woodstove, fed the 

cats, poured ourselves a glass of wine, put the Indigo Girls in the tape player, and sat down on the 

floor of my living room. We talked for a while, refilling our glasses from the bottle between us on the 

floor. The tension was palpable. I was starting to get that diving feeling again when Connie put her 

glass down on the floor and said: "Is this, are we, I mean-can I sit closer to you?" 

"Sure," I said, and then her mouth was on mine again, searching out my lips, her hands on my body, 

pulling it close. First one glass fell over, then another. We never did get the Christmas tree in that 

night. The fire burned down, the Indigo Girls played auto reverse for hours, while Connie ran her 

tongue along my body, circled it around my breasts, slid it down my stomach. 

 

Location 369-372 

At night I watched the sun set over the fields behind my cabin, burning them up before it sank 

behind the trees. I liked my life. I liked my job, I liked my cabin, and I liked this image of myself, 
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alone, in blue jeans and hunting boots, wearing a flannel shirt to walk down my road, my hair cut so 

short even the breeze didn't touch it. 

Location 399-400 

As we moved our things into the new house in Mansfield, I escaped to the basement, sat on the 

stairs, and sobbed into my hands. Connie found me down there and sat beside me, nervously 

touching my shoulder. "I just want to go home!" I told her between sobs. 

Neither of us mentioned that this was home now. 

- Your Highlight Location 971-973 

I wrestled with it daily. How could I ask my students to reveal themselves when I was safe behind my 

podium? I believed, as Natalie Goldberg had once written, that "a teacher transmits nothing more or 

less than his or her being." That was how I wanted to teach. But how could I, when I was hiding my 

being deep inside me? 

Location 976-981 

Finally, I assigned them in class to write for twenty minutes about their greatest obstacle. As they 

wrote, I joined them, as I did every class, freewriting in my own journal. I found myself writing about 

falling in love with Connie, about how that had initially seemed an obstacle but had in fact become 

my greatest gift, how it kept me from taking anything for granted, such as marriage and family, and 

how it forced me to become an adult, separate from the family of my childhood. When we were 

finished, a few students read theirs aloud. I sat in my desk in the circle, nauseous and afraid. I 

wanted to read mine aloud, but I couldn't bring myself to do it. My heart beat so hard I was suddenly 

afraid that they could see it leaping from my chest. 

Location 1487-1495 

The days were filled with work. My copyedited manuscript arrived from the publisher with marks on 

every line of every page. My heart sank as I looked at it. They gave me three weeks to get it back. I 

couldn't even look at it without my stomach turning. I saw pencil marks when I closed my eyes. The 

publisher asked me for the names of writers who might be willing to provide promotional quotes for 

the book. I needed to write everyone I knew and ask permission to release their names. Two sets of 

student papers lay on my desk waiting to be read. If that weren't enough, the rains suddenly 

stopped and the sun came out, as if the afternoons were fairly begging to be played with. I felt an 

edge of bitchiness inside that I found annoying. Connie and I began to fight with startling regularity. I 

felt paralyzed with an inability to start anything. The elections came and went, leaving Republicans in 

power everywhere. I felt like I was weeping all the time. A chill permeated my bones, seeming to 

come from my heart. I wondered where my life was taking me and why. At night I dreamed about 

the manuscript awaiting my perusal. I dreamed that somebody was on the phone, asking whether I 

wanted to know what my mother thought about the book. "No!" I said. "Of course not!" 

Location 1522-1524 

I kept staring at them. It was just like the ovulation kits. All I had to do was piss on a stick. Before I 

knew what I was doing, I had one in my hand. "I'm getting it," I told Connie, clutching it to me as if I 
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thought she might try to take it away. My fingers were hanging on so hard I thought I might be 

incapable of setting it down when we got to the register. 

Location 1534-1539 

The line was so faint that I could barely see it. For a moment I thought I might be imagining it. I 

looked again. It was there, but it was the faintest blue line possible. It must be a mistake. I took a 

breath. Then another. The cold air stung my lungs. I closed the window and held the test stick up to 

the light. Was that really a line? It couldn't be a line. Surely, if I were pregnant, the line would be 

dark and bold, the same way my LH line had been. More of a pronouncement. I glanced at the clock. 

Six o'clock. I took the stick in my hand and pushed open the door of the bedroom. Connie and I had 

joked that we'd never have the experience of the straight couples in the commercials, where the 

wife says coyly to the husband: "Honey, I have some news." 

Location 1864-1877-1879 "I love you, you know," 
We went to bed barely speaking to each other. I wanted to make up but didn't know how. My 

mother had raised me never to go to sleep on my anger. I liked that idea, but resolving the argument 

seemed to be more than I could handle at the moment. Leg cramps kept me from sleeping. Every 

time I shifted position, Connie sighed through her teeth. She hated having her sleep disturbed. How 

would she deal with the baby? I wondered. How would she deal with any of this? Everything was 

going to change-our sex life had already changed and not for the better, obviously. We were having 

trouble now-what would happen after the baby was born? My forehead itched. I tried to ignore it, 

tried to stay as still as I could on my side of the bed. I wondered if Connie would leave me, unable to 

deal with my escalating hormones. The bedroom took on a sudden chill. I remembered a coworker 

from years before whose husband had left her in her eighth month of pregnancy and moved in with 

his girlfriend. My coworker had cried all day at work; her eyes were always red-rimmed and watery. 

She was befriended by another woman at work, who had come home one day after nineteen years 

of marriage to find the house empty, a note on the bed from her husband. I wondered what had 

happened to the pregnant one. I'd helped her write a resume; I liked to think she did OR Now I 

wondered whether she had. I pulled the comforter up to my chin. Something in me expected Connie 

to act the same way as those deserting husbands. Why wouldn't she? I wasn't much fun to be 

around. I was tired all the time. My head ached. I was continuously nauseous. Another cramp 

gripped my calf. I rested my toes against the foot of the bed and pushed my heel down, trying to 

straighten it out. Connie had sworn she wouldn't leave me. I brought my knees back up to my chest 

and curled into as small a ball as possible. Maybe she should leave me. Maybe we were finished. I 

tried to breathe evenly. We would have to be careful, I thought, that we didn't fall into the trap of 

staying together just for the sake of the children. 

Connie nuzzled me from behind. "Hey," she said softly. 

My heart opened up like a flower. I could feel it in there, warm and pulsing with my blood. "Hey," I 

said. She wrapped her arms around me. "I love you, you know," she said. 

I closed my eyes and pressed myself into her breasts. "I know," I said and waited for the sleep to 

settle in. 

Location 2953-2959 
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I'd had seventeen years of pap smears. Half a year of lying on my back and spreading my knees and 

having sperm shot toward my cervix. Nine months of various gloved fingers reaching in and checking 

things out to see if I was open or closed, thick or thin, ready to go or still just hanging in there. You'd 

think it would have been old hat by now, all this prodding into the most intimate area of my being. 

But nothing prepared me for what it would feel like to have somebody put their fingers up my vagina 

to check out my cervix when I was having a contraction. It was like having someone reach in and rip 

out your uterine lining with their bare hands at the height of your period. I nearly kicked her teeth 

out. "You're not dilated at all," she said matter-of-factly, pulling out her hand and stripping her 

gloves off with a distinct and barely concealed air of triumph. 

Location 2975-2981 

It wasn't a quick labor. She wasn't a small baby. We never did watch Murphy Brown. In fact, I don't 

think we ever watched it again. It took me fifteen long hours to dilate to 10 centimeters, hours that 

seemed to have their own dimensions, existing far longer than they did in ordinary time. My insides 

felt like they were shredding, filling up with blood and tissue. I wanted to run, to leap up and get the 

hell out of there, but every movement made it worse. Connie opened the door to find a nurse, and 

the minute she did there was Angela-resplendent in pink scrubs, her long dark hair tied back 

into a ponytail, her face round and earnest, her appreciation of our musical selections immediate 

and honest. "I just love coming in here," she said, as the CD player resounded with the Indigo Girls, 

Bonnie Raitt, Mary Chapin Carpenter, the Cranberries. "The music is great in here!" she said, 

nodding contentedly while she slid her fingers in like a cattle prod to check my cervix. "Get out of 

bed," she said. "Move around." 

Location 3003-3005 

"Get on your hands and knees at the foot of the bed," Angela told me, toweling me off, slipping me 

into a fresh gown, and leading me back to the mattress of torture. "I'll massage you." I assumed the 

position, let her fingers untie my gown and push it out of the way, felt her hands ply my flesh, knead 

me like dough, work against this rock hard thing along my spinal cord that felt like the muscles had 

spasmed into a fist. 

Location 3060-3062 

The baby in her arms looked down at me, her eyes a deep black violet, dark as the irises that framed 

our front steps. Her hair was black and wild, lifting off her head in a pouf that made her look like 

Elvis in his less fashionable period. Her lips were parted slightly, her gaze level and directed right at 

me. I could hear her question clear as day: Who the hell are you, and what are you doing lying 

down? 

Location 3107-3109 

I watched Zoe, eyes closed, sucking away. I took another deep breath against the pain. It always 

hurts at first. I was doing this well. I looked at Connie, sought out her eyes. We were doing this.  

We had our baby. We had our lives. It was always going to hurt at first, but we were doing it well.  

We were always going to do it well. 
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L 3110-3112 

It's been several years since Zoe's birth. She's sleeping now, a sweaty bundle of energy, forced to 

rest against her will, her fists clenched, her head still thrown back, the way she must have held it in 

the womb, like a runner crossing the finish line, her dark hair strewn across her pillow. I watch her 

sleep, and my heart softens in my chest like butter. 

L 3112-3119 

Nothing has been easy. Not the breastfeeding, with the cracked and bleeding nipples, the recurring 

mastitis, the biting when her teeth came in, the nursing strike in the tenth month, the endless 

sleepless nights. Not the sleeping, which for years she did in our bed, wedged between us, taking up 

far more than her fair share of room, continuing to wake several times a night to nurse. Not the 

months of colic, for which we could only walk her back and forth across the room in endless shifts, 

cradled close to our bodies in our ever-present sling, while I eliminated everything from my diet I 

could think of-milk, wheat, onions, garlic, tomatoes-in case their presence in my breastmilk was 

causing her this pain. Not her health, with the first ear infection at six weeks and followed by 

another every month, interspersed with tonsilitis and strep and scarlet fever and stomach flus.  

Certainly not her surgeries, one to put in ear tubes and another to remove her adenoids. Not the 

time she broke her foot in a collision with the dog or splashed sand from a cigarette receptacle into 

her eyes. "You'll get so much writing done," people told me. "Babies sleep all the time." 

L 3127-3139 

Every morning I drop Zoe off at preschool and then go to teach, or go back to my desk to write.  

When I think of her throughout the day, I feel this flutter of excitement in my chest that is not unlike 

the feeling I had when I first met Connie, when I wasn't quite sure of her or how far we were going 

to take this thing. When I go back to pick Zoe up, I hesitate at the door for just a moment and look in 

through the window while my hand still rests on the knob. I look for her. I look for her in a sea of 

small and bobbing heads, and my first sensation is always one of fear; my chest tightens as I try to 

pick her out. What if she is gone? What if someone came into the room and stole her, what if she 

wandered off on one of their walks to the park and disappeared, what if there was an accident and 

they've taken her to the emergency room, what if something tore her from my life?  

Every day I stop at the threshold and search for Zoe, in a mad scramble of small people who are all 

her height, with the same mannerisms, identical cries. I look for her, and this ache inside me swells 

to fill my chest. What if I do not find her? 

Then I see her. There she is-sitting on top of the slide, in the corner reading a book, at the table, 

having a snack, poised, my little scrapper, to push the first kid that gets in her way when she sees me 

enter the room. "My mommy," the other kids will say, to tease her. "My mommy!" she'll respond, 

shielding my legs with her arm and looking around, ready to take on the first kid that dares to 

challenge her claim. My mommy. Everytime I see her, I fall in love with her all over again, as if I'd 

never seen her before, as if all this were new, uncharted territory. 

L 3139-3144-3146 
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We go for a drive into the hills, the three of us, Connie and I in the front, Zoe in the back, kicking her 

feet against our seats. The Chenille Sisters are singing children's songs on the cassette player; we are 

all singing along, Zoe's voice exuberant, the words barely recognizable, the tone wholly off-pitch, 

much, I realize now, like my own. The lilacs are in full bloom, huge trees thick with blossoms, languid 

in the soft damp air. Someone must have planted them a hundred years ago for them to be so big. 

What an act of faith. What a gift to leave for future generations.  

I slow down as we pass the Methodist church on our way out of town, the one that had invited 

passers-by to come meet Jesus at a spaghetti dinner. The old message is gone. In its place, framed by 

the lilacs that bloom all around it, is a new one. "Thank You, God," the sign says simply. 

Yes, I think, tightening my hands around the wheel. I press my foot against the accelerator and 

speed up again, sailing off along my country roads, the roads that I have come to claim, pressing 

deeper into God's Country. Exactly. Thank you, God. Thank you, whoever you are, for everything I 

am. 

 

Top of the Document 

 

Stuck ( Rose, El isabeth)  

- Your Highlight Location 1749-1750 

Gina walked right up close to him. She put her hand on his arm. "I don't want to stay if it's going to 

create too much tension. You already have a problem with Claire. My being here will just make it 

worse." 

- Your Highlight Location 1750-1751 | Added on Tuesday, January 20, 2015 12:17:05 AM 

"Could it be worse?" he asked with a tiny snort and a wry twist of the lips as he shot her a swift look. 

- Your Highlight Location 1751-1751 | Added on Tuesday, January 20, 2015 12:17:10 AM 

Gina shrugged. "Probably. She could have really run away." 

- Your Highlight Location 1751-1752 | Added on Tuesday, January 20, 2015 12:17:16 AM 

"Good grief! She's not that unhappy, surely." He dropped the peeler into the sink in his shock. 

- Your Highlight Location 1752-1755 | Added on Tuesday, January 20, 2015 12:17:23 AM 

She smiled. "Of course not. She's not going to run away. Calm down. She was pretty scared when she 

turned up at work, and remember there were plans, they'd just gone wrong. The whole expedition 

went wrong one way or another. I'm just saying-there are worse things than sneaking off to a rock 

concert" Gina hesitated. There was something else he needed to know about his daughter. 

Something she was fairly certain he didn't know but should. Would he see it as more interfering? 

"Umm, did you know she started her periods?" 
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- Your Highlight Location 1755-1755 | Added on Tuesday, January 20, 2015 12:17:58 AM 

His expression changed from shock to bewilderment. "No. She hasn't said anything to me" 

- Your Highlight Location 1755-1756 | Added on Tuesday, January 20, 2015 12:18:03 AM 

"She's too embarrassed. Periods aren't the sort of thing she's likely to discuss with you. Especially as 

you two aren't really ... her friend Amber's mother helped." 

- Your Highlight Location 1756-1756 | Added on Tuesday, January 20, 2015 12:18:08 AM 

"Oh," he groaned. "Why didn't she tell me?" 

- Your Highlight Location 1756-1756 | Added on Tuesday, January 20, 2015 12:18:15 AM 

"It's all right. She's only just started ... last month." 

- Your Highlight Location 1757-1758 | Added on Tuesday, January 20, 2015 12:18:22 AM 

He heaved a vast sigh. "Should I mention it to her? Or maybe you could tell her you told me?" The 

brown eyes gazed at her in male bafflement. 

- Your Highlight Location 1758-1758 | Added on Tuesday, January 20, 2015 12:18:29 AM 

"If you like." 

 

The Lord of the Rings: (Tolkien, J. R. R.)  

The Fellowship of the Ring, The Two Towers, The Return of the King 

 

Page 156 | Location 3418-3424 

Ψ²Ƙƻ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘΚΩ CǊƻŘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊ ǘƻ aǊΦ .ǳǘǘŜǊōǳǊΦ ΨL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ 

ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ƘƛƳΚΩ ΨIƛƳΚΩ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘƭƻǊŘ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΣ cocking an eye without turning 

Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ ΨL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊƛƎƘǘƭȅ ƪƴƻǿΦ IŜ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ Ŧƻƭƪ ς Rangers we call them. He seldom 

talks: not but what he can tell a rare tale when he has the mind. He disappears for a month, or a 

year, and then he pops up agŀƛƴΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƻŦǘŜƴ ƭŀǎǘ ǎǇǊƛƴƎΤ ōǳǘ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ƘƛƳ 

ŀōƻǳǘ ƭŀǘŜƭȅΦ ²Ƙŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘΥ ōǳǘ ƘŜΩǎ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ ŀǎ {ǘǊƛŘŜǊΦ DƻŜǎ 

ŀōƻǳǘ ŀǘ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǇŀŎŜ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻƴƎ ǎƘŀƴƪǎΤ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƴƻōƻŘȅ ǿƘŀǘ ŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ Ƙŀs to hurry.  

.ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ 9ŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ ²ŜǎǘΣ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǎŀȅ ƛƴ .ǊŜŜΣ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ wŀƴƎŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ {ƘƛǊŜ-

ŦƻƭƪΣ ōŜƎƎƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŀǊŘƻƴΦ Cǳƴƴȅ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŀǎƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳΦΩ 
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Page 160 | Location 3455-3510 song "Man in the Moon" 
 

 There is an inn, a merry old inn 

      beneath an old grey hill,  

 And there they brew a beer so brown  

 That the Man in the Moon himself came down 

      one night to drink his fill.  

 

 The ostler has a tipsy cat 

      that plays a five-stringed fiddle;  

 And up and down he runs his bow, 

 Now squeaking high, now purring low, 

      now sawing in the middle. 

 

 The landlord keeps a little dog 

     that is mighty fond of jokes; 

 ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƎƻƻŘ ŎƘŜŜǊ ŀƳƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŜǎǘǎΣ  

 He cocks an ear at all the jests 

      and laughs until he chokes.  

 

 They also keep a hornéd cow 

      as proud as any queen; 

 But music turns her head like ale, 

 And makes her wave her tufted tail 

     and dance upon the green. 

 

 And O! the rows of silver dishes 

      and the store of silver spoons!  
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 For Sunday - thereΩǎ ŀ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ǇŀƛǊΣ 

 And these they polish up with care 

      on Saturday afternoons. 

 

 The Man in the Moon was drinking deep, 

      and the cat began to wail; 

 A dish and a spoon on the table danced, 

 The cow in the garden madly pranced,  

     and the little dog chased his tail. 

 

 The Man in the Moon took another mug, 

     and then rolled beneath his chair; 

 And there he dozed and dreamed of ale, 

 Till in the sky the stars were pale,  

     and dawn was in the air. 

 

 Then the ostler said to his tipsy cat: 

     Ψ¢ƘŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ aƻƻƴΣ 

 They neigh and champ their silver bits; 

 .ǳǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƻǿƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛǘǎΣ 

     ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ {ǳƴΩƭƭ ōŜ ǊƛǎƛƴƎ ǎƻƻƴΗΩ 

 

 So the cat on his fiddle played hey-diddle-diddle, 

     a jig that would wake the dead: 

 He squeaked and sawed and quickened the tune, 

 While the landlord shook the Man in the Moon: 

     ΨLǘΩǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘǊŜŜΗΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  
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 They rolled the Man slowly up the hill 

     and bundled him into the Moon,  

 While his horses galloped up in rear,  

 And the cow came capering like a deer,  

    and a dish ran up with the spoon. 

  

 Now quicker the fiddle went deedle-dum-diddle; 

     the dog began to roar, 

 The cow and the horses stood on their heads; 

 The guests all bounded from their beds  

    and danced upon the floor. 

 

 With a ping and a pong the fiddle-strings broke! 

     the cow jumped over the Moon, 

 And the little dog laughed to see such fun, 

 And the Saturday dish went off at a run  

     with the silver Sunday spoon. 

 

 The round Moon rolled behind the hill 

     as the Sun raised up her head. 

 She- hardly believed her fiery eyes; 

 For though it was day, to her surprise 

     they all went back to bed! 

 

There was loud and long applause. Frodo had a good voice, and the song tickled their fancy. 

Ψ²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƻƭŘ .ŀǊƭŜȅΚΩ ǘƘŜȅ ŎǊƛŜŘΦ ΨIŜ ƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘƛǎΦ .ƻō ƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ Ƙƛǎ Ŏŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŘŘƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ 

ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŘŀƴŎŜΦΩ ¢ƘŜȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƳƻǊŜ ŀƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǳǘΥ Ψ[ŜǘΩǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΗ 

/ƻƳŜ ƻƴ ƴƻǿΗ hƴŎŜ ƳƻǊŜΗΩ 
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Page 214 | Location 4622-4624 

Ψ¢ƘŜ wƛƴƎΗ ¢ƘŜ wƛƴƎΗΩ ǘƘŜȅ ŎǊƛŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŘŜŀŘƭȅ ǾƻƛŎŜǎΤ ŀƴŘ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭŜŀŘŜǊ ǳǊƎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǊǎŜ 

ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΣ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ŎƭƻǎŜƭȅ ōȅ ǘǿƻ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΦ Ψ.ȅ 9ƭōŜǊŜǘƘ ŀƴŘ [ǵǘƘƛŜƴ ǘƘŜ CŀƛǊΣΩ ǎŀƛŘ CǊƻŘƻ 

ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭŀǎǘ ŜŦŦƻǊǘΣ ƭƛŦǘƛƴƎ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŘΣ Ψȅƻǳ ǎƘŀƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ wƛƴƎ ƴƻǊ ƳŜΗΩ 

 

BOOK TWO 

Page 219 | Location 4638-4642 

 

Chapter 1 MANY MEETINGS Frodo woke and found himself lying in bed. At first he thought that he 

had slept late, after a long unpleasant dream that still hovered on the edge of memory. Or perhaps 

he had been ill? But the ceiling looked strange; it was flat, and it had dark beams richly carved. He 

lay a little while longer looking at patches of sunlight on the wall, and listening to the sound of a 

waterfall. 

 

Page 224 | Location 4747-4751 

Ψ!ƴŘ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ .ƭŀŎƪ wƛŘŜǊǎΚΩ ŀǎƪŜŘ CǊƻŘƻΦ ΨbƻΣΩ ǎŀƛŘ DŀƴŘŀƭŦΦ Ψ¢ƘŜƛǊ ƘƻǊǎŜǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ 

perished, and without them they are crippled. But the Ringwraiths themselves cannot be so easily 

destroyed. However, there is nothing more to fear from them at present. Your friends crossed after 

the flood had passed and they found you lying on your face at the top of the bank, with a broken 

sword under you. The horse was standing guard beside you. You were pale and cold, and they feared 

ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŘŜŀŘΣ ƻǊ ǿƻǊǎŜΦ 9ƭǊƻƴŘΩǎ Ŧƻƭƪ ƳŜǘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŎŀǊǊȅƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ wƛǾŜƴŘŜƭƭΦΩ 

 

Page 227 | Location 4805-4814-4819 [Frodo meets Arwen] 
The face of Elrond was ageless, neither old nor young, though in it was written the memory of many 

things both glad and sorrowful. His hair was dark as the shadows of twilight, and upon it was set a 

circlet of silver; his eyes were grey as a clear evening, and in them was a light like the light of stars. 

Venerable he seemed as a king crowned with many winters, and yet hale as a tried warrior in the 

fulness of his strength. He was the Lord of Rivendell and mighty among both Elves and Men. 

 

In the middle of the table, against the woven cloths upon the wall, there was a chair under a canopy, 

and there sat a lady fair to look upon, and so like was she in form of womanhood to Elrond that 

Frodo guessed that she was one of his close kindred. Young she was and yet not so. The braids of her 

dark hair were touched by no frost; her white arms and clear face were flawless and smooth, and 

the light of stars was in her bright eyes, grey as a cloudless night; yet queenly she looked, and 

thought and knowledge were in her glance, as of one who has known many things that the years 
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bring. Above her brow her head was covered with a cap of silver lace netted with small gems, 

glittering white; but her soft grey raiment had no ornament save a girdle of leaves wrought in silver. 

 

So it was that Frodo saw her whom few mortals had yet seen; Arwen, daughter of Elrond, in whom it 

was said that the likeness of Lúthien had come on earth again; and she was called Undómiel, for she 

ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 9ǾŜƴǎǘŀǊ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ [ƻƴƎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƪƛƴΣ ƛƴ [ƽǊƛŜƴ ōŜȅƻƴŘ 

ǘƘŜ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ōǳǘ ƭŀǘŜƭȅ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ wƛǾŜƴŘŜƭƭ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ house. But her brothers, 

Elladan and Elrohir, were out upon errantry; for they rode often far afield with the Rangers of the 

bƻǊǘƘΣ ŦƻǊƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǘƻǊƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǊŎǎΦ 

 

Page 228 | Location 4829-4830-4832 

ΨCǊƻŘƻ .ŀƎƎƛƴǎ ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΩǎΣΩ ǎŀƛŘ CǊƻŘƻ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘƭȅΣ ǊƛǎƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ŀƴŘ 

ǎŎŀǘǘŜǊƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŎǳǎƘƛƻƴǎΦ Ψ!Ƴ L ǊƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ƎǳŜǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ DƭƽƛƴΣ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǿŜƭǾŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴǎ 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ¢ƘƻǊƛƴ hŀƪŜƴǎƘƛŜƭŘΚΩ 

ΨvǳƛǘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣΩ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊŦΣ ƎŀǘƘŜǊƛƴƎ ǳǇ the cushions and courteously assisting Frodo back 

ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŀǘΦ Ψ!ƴŘ L Řƻ ƴƻǘ ŀǎƪΣ ŦƻǊ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴǎƳŀƴ ŀƴŘ ŀŘƻǇǘŜŘ 

ƘŜƛǊ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ .ƛƭōƻ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƴƻǿƴŜŘΦ !ƭƭƻǿ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƴƎǊŀǘǳƭŀǘŜ ȅƻǳ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊȅΦΩ 

 

Page 229 | Location 4851-4856-4857-4859 

And with that Glóin embarked on a long account of the doings of the Dwarf-kingdom. He was 

delighted to have found so polite a listener; for Frodo showed no sign of weariness and made no 

attempt to change the subject, though actually he soon got rather lost among the strange names of 

people and places that he had never heard of before. He was interested, however, to hear that Dáin 

was still King under the Mountain, and was now old (having passed his two hundred and fiftieth 

year), venerable, and fabulously rich. Of the ten companions who had survived the Battle of Five 

Armies seven were still with him: Dwalin, Glóin, Dori, Nori, Bifur, Bofur, and Bombur. Bombur was 

now so fat that he could not move himself from his couch to his chair at table, and it took six young 

dwarves to lift him. 

Ψ!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ƻŦ .ŀƭƛƴ ŀƴŘ hǊƛ ŀƴŘ jƛƴΚΩ ŀǎƪŜŘ CǊƻŘƻΦ 

! ǎƘŀŘƻǿ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ DƭƽƛƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ Ψ²Ŝ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿΣΩ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ ΨLǘ ƛǎ ƭŀǊƎŜƭȅ ƻƴ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ .ŀƭƛƴ 

that I have come to ask the advice of those that dwell in Rivendell. But tonight let us speak of 

ƳŜǊǊƛŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΗΩ 

 

Page 556 | Location 11337-11341 



Julie McDonald [Type here] 119 
 

 

 

 

For a moment Théoden and Éomer and all his men stared at them in wonder. Amid all the wreck of 

Isengard this seemed to them the strangest sight. But before the king could speak, the small smoke-

breathing figure became suddenly aware of them, as they sat there silent on the edge of the mist. 

He sprang to his feet. A young man he looked, or like one, though not much more than half a man in 

height; his head of brown curling hair was uncovered, but he was clad in a travel-stained cloak of the 

same hue and shape as the companions of Gandalf had worn when they rode to Edoras. He bowed 

very low, putting his hand upon his breast. Then, seeming not to observe the wizard and his friends, 

he turned to Éomer and the king. 

 

Page 556-557 | Location 11342-11346-11348-11352 

Ψ²ŜƭŎƻƳŜΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǊŘǎΣ ǘƻ LǎŜƴƎŀǊŘΗΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊǿŀǊŘŜƴǎΦ aŜǊƛŀŘƻŎΣ ǎƻƴ ƻŦ {ŀǊŀŘƻŎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ 

name; and my companion, who, alas! is overcome with ǿŜŀǊƛƴŜǎǎΩ ς here he gave the other a dig 

with his foot ς Ψƛǎ tŜǊŜƎǊƛƴΣ ǎƻƴ ƻŦ tŀƭŀŘƛƴΣ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ IƻǳǎŜ ƻŦ ¢ƻƻƪΦ CŀǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ bƻǊǘƘ ƛǎ ƻǳǊ ƘƻƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ 

Lord Saruman is within; but at the moment he is closeted with one Wormtongue, or doubtless he 

would be here to wŜƭŎƻƳŜ ǎǳŎƘ ƘƻƴƻǳǊŀōƭŜ ƎǳŜǎǘǎΦΩ 

Ψ5ƻǳōǘƭŜǎǎ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘΗΩ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ DŀƴŘŀƭŦΦ Ψ!ƴŘ ǿŀǎ ƛǘ {ŀǊǳƳŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƎǳŀǊŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀƳŀƎŜŘ 

doors, and watch for the arrival of guests, when your attention could be spared from plate and 

ōƻǘǘƭŜΚΩ 

ΨbƻΣ ƎƻƻŘ ǎƛǊΣ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ŜǎŎŀǇŜŘ ƘƛƳΣΩ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ aŜǊǊȅ ƎǊŀǾŜƭȅΦ ΨIŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŎŎǳǇƛŜŘΦ hǳǊ 

orders came from Treebeard, who has taken over the management of Isengard. He commanded me 

ǘƻ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ ƻŦ wƻƘŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŦƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ Ƴȅ ōŜǎǘΦΩ 

Ψ!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴǎΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ [ŜƎƻƭŀǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŜΚΩ ŎǊƛŜŘ DƛƳƭƛΣ ǳƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ Ŏƻƴǘŀƛƴ 

ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ  ƭƻƴƎŜǊΦ Ψ¸ƻǳ ǊŀǎŎŀƭǎΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƻƭƭȅ-footed and wool-pated truants! A fine hunt you have led us! 

Two hundred leagues, through fen and forest, battle and death, to rescue you! And here we find you 

feasting and idling ς and smoking! Smoking! Where did you come by the weed, you villains? Hammer 

ŀƴŘ ǘƻƴƎǎΗ L ŀƳ ǎƻ ǘƻǊƴ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǊŀƎŜ ŀƴŘ ƧƻȅΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ L Řƻ ƴƻǘ ōǳǊǎǘΣ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀ ƳŀǊǾŜƭΗΩ 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 808 | Location 16202-16205 

Already it seemed years to Pippin since he had sat there before, in some half-forgotten time when 

he had still been a hobbit, a light-hearted wanderer touched little by the perils he had passed 

through. Now he was one small soldier in a city preparing for a great assault, clad in the proud but 

sombre manner of the Tower of Guard. 

 

Page 811 | Location 16271-16273 

¢ƘŜƴ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ CŀǊŀƳƛǊ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ tƛǇǇƛƴΦ Ψ.ǳǘ ƴƻǿ ǿŜ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊǎΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨCƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ 

not the first halfling that I have seen walkiƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƴƻǊǘƘŜǊƴ ƭŜƎŜƴŘǎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ {ƻǳǘƘƭŀƴŘǎΦΩ 
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- Your Highlight on Page 947 | Location 18924-18926 

Ψ¸ŜǎΣΩ ǎŀƛŘ CǊƻŘƻΦ Ψ.ǳǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ DŀƴŘŀƭŦΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎΥ 9ǾŜƴ DƻƭƭǳƳ Ƴŀȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ȅŜǘ ǘƻ 

do?  

But for him, Sam, I could not have destroyed the Ring. The Quest would have been in vain, even at 

the bitter end. So let us forgive him! For the Quest is achieved, and now all is over. I am glad you are 

ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦ IŜǊŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣ {ŀƳΦΩ 

 

Page 951 | Location 18992-18993-18994-18995 

Side by side they lay; and down swept Gwaihir, and down came Landroval and Meneldor the swift; 

and in a dream, not knowing what fate had befallen them, the wanderers were lifted up and borne 

far away out of the darkness and the fire. 

When Sam awoke, he found that he was lying on some soft bed, but over him gently swayed wide 

beechen boughs, and through their young leaves sunlight glimmered, green and gold. All the air was 

full of a sweet mingled scent. 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 952 | Location 19022-19023 

Ψ¢ƘŜ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǊŜ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ aƻǊŘƻǊΣΩ ǎŀƛŘ DŀƴŘŀƭŦΦ Ψ9ǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǊŎ-rags that you bore in 

the black land, Frodo, shall be preserved. No silks and linens, nor any armour or heraldry could be 

ƳƻǊŜ ƘƻƴƻǳǊŀōƭŜΦ .ǳǘ ƭŀǘŜǊ L ǿƛƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΣ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎΦΩ 

 

Page 954 | Location 19052-19054 

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƻ {ŀƳΩǎ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǳǘǘŜǊ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƻƴ ƘŜ ōƻǿŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƪƴŜŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜƳΤ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ōȅ 

the hand, Frodo upon his right and Sam upon his left, he led them to the throne, and setting them 

upon it, he turned to the men and captains who stood by and spoke, so that his voice rang over all 

the host, crying: 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 963 | Location 19239-19251 

Sing now, ye people of the Tower of Anor, for the Realm of Sauron is ended for ever,     and the Dark 

Tower is thrown down. Sing and rejoice, ye people of the Tower of Guard, for your watch hath not 

been in vain, and the Black Gate is broken, and your King hath passed through, and he is victorious. 

Sing and be glad, all ye children of the West, for your King shall come again, and he shall dwell 

among you all the days of your life. And the Tree that was withered shall be renewed, and he shall 

plant it in the high places, and the City shall be blessed. Sing all ye people! 
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- Your Highlight on Page 969 | Location 19363-19365 

Ψ{ƻ ƛǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜΣ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ²ƘƛǘŜ /ƻƳǇŀƴȅΣ ǘƘŜ DǳŀǊŘ ƻŦ CŀǊŀƳƛǊΣ tǊƛƴŎŜ ƻŦ LǘƘƛƭƛŜƴΣ 

and you shall be its captain and dwell in Emyn Arnen in honour and peace, and in the service of him 

ŦƻǊ ǿƘƻƳ ȅƻǳ ǊƛǎƪŜŘ ŀƭƭΣ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŦǊƻƳ ŘŜŀǘƘΦΩ 

 

Page 972-973 | Location 19430-19435-19436-19438-19441 

Upon the very Eve of Midsummer, when the sky was blue as sapphire and white stars opened in the 

East, but the West was still golden, and the air was cool and fragrant, the riders came down the 

North-way to the gates of Minas Tirith. First rode Elrohir and Elladan with a banner of silver, and 

then came Glorfindel and Erestor and all the household of Rivendell, and after them came the Lady  

Galadriel and Celeborn, Lord of Lothlórien, riding upon white steeds and with them many fair folk of 

their land, grey-cloaked with white gems in their hair; and last came Master Elrond, mighty among 

Elves and Men, bearing the sceptre of Annúminas, and beside him upon a grey palfrey rode  

Arwen his daughter, Evenstar of her people. 

 

And Frodo when he saw her come glimmering in the evening, with stars on her brow and a sweet 

ŦǊŀƎǊŀƴŎŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊΣ ǿŀǎ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǿƻƴŘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ DŀƴŘŀƭŦΥ Ψ!ǘ ƭŀǎǘ L ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ 

why we have waited! This is the ending. Now not day only shall be beloved, but night too shall be 

ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ŀƴŘ ōƭŜǎǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ƛǘǎ ŦŜŀǊ Ǉŀǎǎ ŀǿŀȅΗΩ 

 

Then the King welcomed his guests, and they alighted; and Elrond surrendered the sceptre, and laid 

the hand of his daughter in the hand of the King, and together they went up into the High City, and 

all the stars flowered in the sky. And Aragorn the King Elessar wedded Arwen Undómiel in the City of 

the Kings upon the day of Midsummer, and the tale of their long waiting and labours was come to 

fulfilment. 

 

Page 980 | Location 19564-19566 

Ψ¢ƘŜ bŜǿ !ƎŜ ōŜƎƛƴǎΣΩ ǎŀƛŘ DŀƴŘŀƭŦΣ ΨŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƎŜ ƛǘ Ƴŀȅ ǿŜƭƭ ǇǊƻǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎŘƻƳǎ ƻŦ aŜƴ ǎƘŀƭƭ 

outlast you, Fangorn my friend. But now come tell me: what of the task that I set you? How is 

Saruman? Is he not weary of Orthanc yet? For I do not suppose that he will think you have improved 

ǘƘŜ ǾƛŜǿ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛƴŘƻǿǎΦΩ 

 

Page 981 | Location 19595-19598 
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Ψ²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜΣ ƛŦ ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ƭƻǊŘǎ ŀƭƭƻǿ ƛǘΣΩ ǎŀƛŘ DƛƳƭƛΦ Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ ŦŀǊŜǿŜƭƭΣ Ƴȅ ƘƻōōƛǘǎΗ ¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƳŜ 

safe to your own homes now, and I shall not be kept awake for fear of your peril. We will send word 

when we may, and some of us may yet meet at times; but I fear that we shall not all be gathered 

ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŜǾŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΦΩ 

 

Page 983 | Location 19630-19630-19631-19633-19635 

Ψ²Ŝƭƭ {ŀǊǳƳŀƴΗΩ ǎŀƛŘ DŀƴŘŀƭŦΦ Ψ²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎΚΩ 

Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΚΩ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ Ψ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻǊŘŜǊ Ƴȅ ƎƻƛƴƎǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ 

ǊǳƛƴΚΩ 

Ψ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎΣΩ ǎŀƛŘ DŀƴŘŀƭŦΥ Ψƴƻ ŀƴŘ ƴƻΦ .ǳǘ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ ŎŀǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƻf my labours now draws 

to an end. The King has taken on the burden. If you had waited at Orthanc, you would have seen 

ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƘƻǿƴ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎŘƻƳ ŀƴŘ ƳŜǊŎȅΦΩ 

Ψ¢ƘŜƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƭŜŦǘ ǎƻƻƴŜǊΣΩ ǎŀƛŘ {ŀǊǳƳŀƴΤ ΨŦƻǊ L ŘŜǎƛǊŜ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ him. Indeed if 

ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣ L ŀƳ ǎŜŜƪƛƴƎ ŀ ǿŀȅ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜŀƭƳΦΩ 

 

Page 985-986 | Location 19684-19687-19689-19690-19692 

{ŀƳ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΥ ΨL ǿƛǎƘ L ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ [ƽǊƛŜƴΗΩ 

 

At last one evening they came over the high moors, suddenly as to travellers it always seemed, to 

ǘƘŜ ōǊƛƴƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŜǇ ǾŀƭƭŜȅ ƻŦ wƛǾŜƴŘŜƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǿ ŦŀǊ ōŜƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƳǇǎ ǎƘƛƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ 9ƭǊƻƴŘΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ  

And they went down and crossed the bridge and came to the doors, and all the house was filled with 

ƭƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƴƎ ŦƻǊ Ƨƻȅ ŀǘ 9ƭǊƻƴŘΩǎ ƘƻƳŜŎƻƳƛƴƎΦ 

 

First of all, before they had eaten or washed or even shed their cloaks, the hobbits went in search of 

Bilbo. They found him all alone in his little room. It was littered with papers and pens and pencils; 

but Bilbo was sitting in a chair before a small bright fire. He looked very old, but peaceful, and 

sleepy. 

 

IŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴΦ ΨIǳƭƭƻΣ ƘǳƭƭƻΗΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ{ƻ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪΚ  

!ƴŘ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΩǎ Ƴȅ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅΣ ǘƻƻΦ Iƻǿ ŎƭŜǾŜǊ ƻŦ ȅou! Do you know, I shall be one hundred and 

twenty-nine? And in one year more, if I am spared, I shall equal the Old Took. I should like to beat 

ƘƛƳΤ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǎŜŜΦΩ 

 



Julie McDonald [Type here] 123 
 

 

 

 

Page 986 | L 19704-19706-19707 

Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ aǊΦ CǊƻŘƻΣ ǿŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŦŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜƴ ŀ ŘŜŀƭΣ ŀƴŘ ȅŜǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜΩǾŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǇƭŀŎŜ 

ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘƛǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ƳŜΥ ǘƘŜ {ƘƛǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ DƻƭŘŜƴ 

²ƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ DƻƴŘƻǊ ŀƴŘ ƪƛƴƎǎΩ ƘƻǳǎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƛƴƴǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŜŀŘƻǿǎ ŀƴŘ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎ ŀƭƭ ƳƛȄŜŘΦ !ƴŘ ȅŜǘΣ 

somehow, I feel we ought to ōŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǎƻƻƴΦ LΩƳ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ƎŀŦŦŜǊΣ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΦΩ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ {ŀƳΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ {ŜŀΣΩ CǊƻŘƻ ƘŀŘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΤ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘ ƛǘ ƴƻǿ ǘƻ 

ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΥ Ψ9ȄŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ {ŜŀΦΩ 

Page 987 | L 19722-19725 

Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ǇƛǘȅΗΩ ǎŀƛŘ .ƛƭōƻΦ ΨL ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƛƪŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ .ǳǘ ƴƻΣ Ƙƻǿ ǎƛƭƭȅ ƻŦ ƳŜΗ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ 

ǿŜƴǘ ŦƻǊΣ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΥ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǊƛŘ ƻŦ ƛǘΚ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ ǎƻ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƴƎΣ ŦƻǊ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ 

ƘŀǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƳƛȄŜŘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΥ !ǊŀƎƻǊƴΩǎ ŀŦŦŀƛǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ²ƘƛǘŜ /ƻǳƴŎƛƭΣ ŀƴŘ DƻƴŘƻǊΣ and the Horsemen, 

and Southrons, and oliphaunts - did you really see one, Sam? - and caves and towers and golden 

trees, and goodness knows what besides. 

Page 988 | Location 19748-19751 

As Frodo stood upon the threshold, Elrond wished him a fair journey, and blessed him, and he said: 

ΨL ǘƘƛƴƪΣ CǊƻŘƻΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪΣ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǎƻƻƴΦ CƻǊ ŀōƻǳǘ 

this time of the year, when the leaves are gold before they fall, look for Bilbo in the woods of the 

{ƘƛǊŜΦ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ōŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦΩ 

These words no one else heard, and Frodo kept them to himself. 

Page 989 | L 19752-19756 Chapter 7 HOMEWARD BOUND 
At last the hobbits had their faces turned towards home. They were eager now to see the Shire 

again; but at first they rode only slowly, for Frodo had been ill at ease. When they came to the Ford 

of Bruinen, he had halted, and seemed loth to ride into the stream; and they noted that for a while 

his eyes appeared not to see them or things about him. All that day he was silent. It was the sixth of 

October. 

Page 989 | L 19768-19770 

So it was that near the end of a wild and wet evening in the last days of October the five travellers 

rode up the climbing road and came to the South-gate of Bree. It was locked fast; and the rain blew 

in their faces, and in the darkening sky low clouds went hurrying by, and their hearts sank a little, for 

they had expected more welcome. 

Page 994 | Location 19855-19856 

Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭΣ LΩƭƭ ŀƭƭƻǿΣΩ ǎŀƛŘ .ǳǘǘŜǊōǳǊΦ Ψ!ƴŘ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΣ ƴƻ 

doubt. {ƻ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƭŜǘǎ .ǊŜŜ ŀƭƻƴŜΦΩ 

ΨIŜ ǿƛƭƭΣΩ ǎŀƛŘ DŀƴŘŀƭŦΦ ΨIŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǾŜǎ ƛǘΦΩ 

Page 994 | Location 19869-19870-19873-19875 
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Ψbƻǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴΣ L ƘƻǇŜΣ aǊΦ .ǳǘǘŜǊōǳǊΚΩ ǎŀƛŘ aŜǊǊȅΦ 

ΨbƻǿΣ ƴƻǿΣ aǊΦ .ǊŀƴŘȅōǳŎƪΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǊŜƳƛƴŘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΗ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōǊƻƪŜƴ Ƴȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ 

bƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ LΚ bƻōΣ ǎǘŀōƭŜǎΣ ŀƘΗ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛǘΦ LΩǾŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜƭƻƴƎǎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŎƻƭƭŜŎǘ 

.ƛƭƭ CŜǊƴȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜǘƘƛŜǾƛƴƎΥ Ƙƛǎ Ǉƻƴȅ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ōƻǳƎƘǘΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƘŜǊŜΦ /ƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ƛǘǎŜƭŦΣ ƛǘ ŘƛŘΦ 

But where it had been to you know better than me. It was as shaggy as an old dog and as lean as a 

clothes-ǊŀƛƭΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƛǾŜΦ bƻōΩǎ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƛǘΦΩ 

Ψ²ƘŀǘΗ aȅ .ƛƭƭΚΩ ŎǊƛŜŘ {ŀƳΦ Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ L ǿŀǎ ōƻǊƴ ƭǳŎƪȅΣ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ Ƴȅ ƎŀŦŦŜǊ Ƴŀȅ ǎŀȅΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ 

ǿƛǎƘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘǊǳŜΗ ²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƘŜΚΩ {ŀƳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ōŜŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ .ƛƭƭ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘŀōƭŜΦ 

 

 

The Lord of the Rings: The Fellowship of the Ring, The Two Towers, The Return of the King (Tolkien, 

J. R. R.) 

- Your Highlight on Page 947 | Location 18918-18920 

Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘΣ {ŀƳ DŀƳƎŜŜΣΩ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛŘŜΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ CǊƻŘƻΣ ǇŀƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǊƴΣ 

and yet himself again; and in his eyes there was peace now, neither strain of will, nor madness, nor 

any fear. His burden was taken away. There was the dear master of the sweet days in the Shire. 

- Your Highlight on Page 946 | Location 18905-18907 

ΨtǊŜŎƛƻǳǎΣ ǇǊŜŎƛƻǳǎΣ ǇǊŜŎƛƻǳǎΗΩ DƻƭƭǳƳ ŎǊƛŜŘΦ Ψaȅ tǊŜŎƛƻǳǎΗ h Ƴȅ tǊŜŎƛƻǳǎΗΩ !ƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ 

eyes were lifted up to gloat on his prize, he stepped too far, toppled, wavered for a moment on the 

brink, and then with a shriek he fell. Out of the depths came his last wail Precious, and he was gone. 

- Your Highlight on Page 948 | Location 18936-18939 

There came Gwaihir the Windlord, and Landroval his brother, greatest of all the Eagles of the North, 

mightiest of the descendants of old Thorondor, who built his eyries in the inaccessible peaks of the 

Encircling Mountains when Middle-earth was young. Behind them in long swift lines came all their 

vassals from the northern mountains, speeding on a gathering wind. Straight down upon the Nazgûl 

they bore, stooping suddenly out of the high airs, and the rush of their wide wings as they passed 

over was like a gale. 

- Your Highlight on Page 950 | Location 18971-18973 

Ψ¸ŜǎΣ L ŀƳ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΣ aŀǎǘŜǊΣΩ ǎŀƛŘ {ŀƳΣ ƭŀȅƛƴƎ CǊƻŘƻΩǎ ǿƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƘŀƴŘ ƎŜƴǘƭȅ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǎǘΦ Ψ!ƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ 

ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅΩǎ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΦ .ǳǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇ ȅŜǘΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ 

like me, somehow, if you undeǊǎǘŀƴŘΦΩ 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 951 | Location 18988-18992 
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And so it was that Gwaihir saw them with his keen far-seeing eyes, as down the wild wind he came, 

and daring the great peril of the skies he circled in the air: two small dark figures, forlorn, hand in 

hand upon a little hill, while the world shook under them, and gasped, and rivers of fire drew near. 

And even as he espied them and came swooping down, he saw them fall, worn out, or choked with 

fumes and heat, or stricken down by despair at last, hiding their eyes from death. 

- Your Highlight on Page 951 | Location 18996-18999-19000-19000 

IŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƳŜƭƭΥ ǘƘŜ ŦǊŀƎǊŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ LǘƘƛƭƛŜƴΦ Ψ.ƭŜǎǎ ƳŜΗΩ ƘŜ ƳǳǎŜŘΦ ΨIƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ ƘŀǾŜ L ōŜŜƴ 

ŀǎƭŜŜǇΚΩ CƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŜƴǘ ƘŀŘ ōƻǊƴŜ ƘƛƳ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ lit his little fire under the sunny 

bank; and for the moment all else between was out of waking memory. He stretched and drew a 

ŘŜŜǇ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ Ψ²ƘȅΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳ LΩǾŜ ƘŀŘΗΩ ƘŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ ΨL ŀƳ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƻ ǿŀƪŜΗΩ IŜ ǎŀǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜ 

saw that Frodo was lying beside him, and slept peacefully, one hand behind his head, and the other 

resting upon the coverlet. It was the right hand, and the third finger was missing. 

Cǳƭƭ ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ŦƭƻƻŘŜŘ ōŀŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ {ŀƳ ŎǊƛŜŘ ŀƭƻǳŘΥ ΨLǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳΗ ¢ƘŜƴ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǿŜΚΩ 
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Twilight Saga (Meyer, Stephenie) 

[vampires, love, coming of age]  

Twilight 
- Your Highlight on Page 368 | Location 4295-4296 

ά¸ŜǎΣ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŀƴŘ ƻƴƭȅ ōŀōȅΦ IŜ ŘƛŜŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ŦŜǿ Řŀȅǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ōƻǊƴΣ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƻǊ ǘƛƴȅ ǘƘƛƴƎΣέ ǎƘŜ 

sƛƎƘŜŘΦ άLǘ ōǊƻƪŜ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘτǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ L ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƛŦŦΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ-of-factly. 

- Your Highlight on Page 462 | Location 5335-5338 

ά!ŦǊŀƛŘ ƻŦ ŀ ƴŜŜŘƭŜΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘΣ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ άhƘΣ ŀ ǎŀŘƛǎǘƛŎ 

vampire, intent on torturing her to death, sure, no problem, she runs off to meet him. An IV, on the 

ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ Φ Φ Φέ L ǊƻƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΦ L ǿŀǎ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴΣ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘΣ ǿŀǎ Ǉŀƛƴ-free. I 

decided to change the subject. 

- Your Highlight on Page 474 | Location 5481-5484 

άLΩƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƻ ŀŘƳƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇǎΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ ƛǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ 

ƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ Φ Φ Φ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘ Ŝǉǳŀƭ Φ Φ Φ ŀǎ ƛƴΣ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜ 

swooping in and saving the otheǊ ƻƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŜǉǳŀƭƭȅΦέ 

- Your Highlight on Page 486 | Location 5623-5624 
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IŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ ά²ƘŜƴ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ȅƻǳΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ōǊŀǾŜ ŀǎ ŀ ƭƛƻƴτand then when someone 

ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴǎ ŘŀƴŎƛƴƎ Φ Φ Φέ IŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ 

- Your Highlight on Page 487 | Location 5628-5630-5631-5633 

In Phoenix, they held proms in hotel ballrooms. This dance was in the gym, of course. It was 

probably the only room in town big enough for a dance. When we got inside, I giggled. There were 

actual balloon arches and twisted garlands of pastel crepe paper festooning the walls. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƘƻǊǊƻǊ ƳƻǾƛŜ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΣέ L ǎƴƛŎƪŜǊŜŘΦ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣέ ƘŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛŎƪŜǘ ǘŀōƭŜτhe was carrying most of my weight, 

but I still had to shuffle and wobble my feet forwardτάǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǾŀƳǇƛǊŜǎ 

ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘΦέ 

- Your Highlight on Page 498 | Location 5774-5775 

ά¸ŜǎΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎΦ ά9ƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊΦέ !ƴŘ ƘŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǇǊŜǎǎ Ƙƛǎ 

cold lips once more to my throat. 

 

New Moon 
Page 96 | Location 1070-1072 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǇǎȅŎƘƻŀƴŀƭȅǎƛǎΣ ōǳǘ L ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘ 

was relatively honest. Sure, I could tell the truthτif I wanted to spend the rest of my life in a padded 

cell. 

Page 106 | Location 1191-1192 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŘŜǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜǊƻƛƴŜ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΣ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ǎǘƻǊȅ ǿŀǎ ƻǾŜǊΦ 

Page 130 | Location 1455-1457 

²ƘƛƭŜ L ŘǊƻǾŜΣ L ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǘ ŀōƻǳǘ .ƛƭƭȅΩǎ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ƳŜΦ IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘƻƻ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘΦ Lƴ 

.ƛƭƭȅΩǎ ƳƛƴŘΣ ƴƻ ŘƻǳōǘΣ ǘƘƛs had all worked out better than he had dared to hope. His pleasure and 

ǊŜƭƛŜŦ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƻƴƭȅ ǊŜƳƛƴŘ ƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜŀǊ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ƻŦΦ bƻǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ L ǇƭŜŀŘŜŘ 

silently. I was spent. 

Breaking Dawn 
Breaking Dawn (Twilight Saga) (Meyer, Stephenie) 

Page 24 | Location 286-289 

Sometimes it was so easy to forget that I was kissing a vampire. Not because he seemed ordinary or 

humanτI could never for a second forget that I was holding someone more angel than man in my 

armsτbut because he made it seem like nothing at all to have his lips against my lips, my face, my 

throat. He claimed he was long past the temptation my blood used to be for him, that the idea of 
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losing me had cured him of any desire for it. But I knew the smell of my blood still caused him painτ

still burned his throat like he was inhaling flames. 

- Your Highlight on Page 27 | Location 336-336 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 5:26:46 AM 

άbŜǾŜǊ ŎƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ Φ Φ Φ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦέ 

- Your Highlight on Page 29 | Location 359-359 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 5:27:30 AM 

άLΩƭƭ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŀƭǘŀǊΦέ 

- Your Highlight on Page 29 | Location 359-362 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 5:27:38 AM 

άLΩƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǿƘƛǘŜΦέ I smiled at how perŦŜŎǘƭȅ ōƭŀǎŞ L ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘΦ IŜ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘΣ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά±ŜǊȅ 

ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎƛƴƎΣέ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǎŀƴƪ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŎǊƻǳŎƘΣ Ƙƛǎ ƳǳǎŎƭŜǎ ŎƻƛƭŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎǇǊƛƴƎΦ IŜ ǾŀƴƛǎƘŜŘτ

launching himself out my window too swiftly for my eyes to follow. Outside, there was a muted 

thud, and I heard Emmett curse. 

- Your Highlight on Page 30 | Location 367-368 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 5:28:35 AM 

L ǎŀǘ ǳǇ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘƭȅΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘŀƴƎƭŜŘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘΦ άWŀǎǇŜǊΚ ²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ǾŀƳǇƛǊŜǎ Řƻ ŦƻǊ ōŀŎƘŜƭƻǊ ǇŀǊǘƛŜǎΚ 

¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ŀ ǎǘǊƛǇ ŎƭǳōΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ 

- Your Highlight on Page 30 | Location 368-369 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 5:28:41 AM 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΗέ 9ƳƳŜǘǘ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜƭƻǿΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘǳŘΣ ŀƴŘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ 

laughed quietly. 

- Your Highlight on Page 30 | Location 369-370 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 5:28:45 AM 

άwŜƭŀȄΣέ WŀǎǇŜǊ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜτŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘΦ ά²Ŝ /ǳƭƭŜƴǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǾŜǊǎƛƻƴΦ Wǳǎǘ ŀ ŦŜǿ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ƭƛƻƴǎΣ ŀ 

ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ƎǊƛȊȊƭȅ ōŜŀǊǎΦ tǊŜǘǘȅ ƳǳŎƘ ŀƴ ƻǊŘƛƴŀǊȅ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƻǳǘΦέ 

- Your Highlight on Page 33 | Location 401-404 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 5:29:56 AM 

/ŀǊƭƛǎƭŜ ƘŀŘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ¢ŀƴȅŀΩǎ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ƴƛƎƘǘǎ LΩŘ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ƭŀǘŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ /ǳƭƭŜƴǎΩ 

ƘƻƳŜΣ ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ L ŎƻǳƭŘΣ ǇǊŜǇŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ ǿŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ LΩŘ ŎƘƻǎŜƴΦ 

¢ŀƴȅŀΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ story was one among many, a cautionary tale illustrating just one of the rules I 

would need to be aware of when I joined the immortal world. Only one rule, actuallyτone law that 

broke down into a thousand different facets: Keep the secret. 

- Your Highlight on Page 34 | Location 420-424 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 7:21:47 PM 

LΩŘ ŦƭƛƴŎƘŜŘ ŀǎ L ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŘƛŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴŀƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƎƛƻƴ ƻŦ Lǘŀƭƛŀƴ ǾŀƳǇƛǊŜǎτroyalty in their 

own estimationτǿŀǎ ŎŜƴǘǊŀƭ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀ ƭŀǿ ƛŦ ǘƘŜre was no punishment; 

ǘƘŜǊŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀ ǇǳƴƛǎƘƳŜƴǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ ŘŜƭƛǾŜǊ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘǎ !ǊƻΣ /ŀƛǳǎΣ ŀƴŘ aŀǊŎǳǎ 

ǊǳƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ±ƻƭǘǳǊƛ ŦƻǊŎŜǎΤ LΩŘ ƻƴƭȅ ƳŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ōǊƛŜŦ ŜƴŎƻǳƴǘŜǊΣ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ 

Aro, with his powerful mind-reading giftτone touch, and he knew every thought a mind had ever 

heldτwas the true leader. 

- Your Highlight on Page 35 | Location 435-439 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 7:23:23 PM 
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άbƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ƻǊ ŘǊŜŀƳŜŘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴŎŜΣ until the day they 

ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ōǳǊƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀǊƳǎΦ L Ŏŀƴ ƻƴƭȅ ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ƪŜǇǘ ƘŜǊ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ǘƻ 

protect them from this exact outcome. But why had she created him in the first place? Who was he, 

and what had he meant to her that would cause her to cross this most uncrossable of lines? Tanya 

and the others never received an answer to any of these questions. But they could not doubt their 

ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƎǳƛƭǘΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǘǊǳƭȅ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜƴ ƘŜǊΦ 

- Your Highlight on Page 41 | Location 488-488 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 7:27:08 PM 

I glowered groggily out the windshield until we were almost to the house. 

- Your Highlight on Page 42 | Location 505-508 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 7:29:15 PM 

άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊȅΚ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ Ǉƭŀƛƴ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ƴƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘΦέ {ƘŜ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ƳŜ Řƻǿƴ 

ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƭƻǿ Ǉƛƴƪ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ άbƻ ƻƴŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŘŀǊŜ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ȅƻǳ Ǉƭŀƛƴ ǿƘŜƴ LΩƳ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦέ άhƴƭȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ 

ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎǳŎƪ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōƭƻƻŘΣέ L ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ L ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊ ŀƴd closed my eyes, 

ƘƻǇƛƴƎ LΩŘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƴŀǇ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƛǘΦ L ŘƛŘ ŘǊƛŦǘ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎƘŜ ƳŀǎƪŜŘΣ ōǳŦŦŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ 

polished every surface of my body. 

- Your Highlight on Page 42 | Location 512-513-514 

άIŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŎǊƻǎǎ ȅƻǳ ǘƻŘŀȅΣέ wƻǎŀƭƛŜ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ άIŜ ǾŀƭǳŜǎ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΦ 9ǎƳŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜƳ 

ŦƛƴƛǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǳǇ ƻǳǘ ōŀŎƪΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƘŜƭǇΚ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƛǊΦέ 

My jaw fell open. I floundered around in my head, trying to remember how to close it. 

- Your Highlight on Page 43 | Location 514-517 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 7:30:27 PM 

L ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ wƻǎŀƭƛŜΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ǎǘǊŀƛƴŜŘ 

between us, she was personally offended by the choice I was making now. Though she had her 

impossible beauty, her loving family, and her soul mate in Emmett, she would have traded it all to be 

human. And here I was, callously throwing away everything she wanted in life like it was garbage. It 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿŀǊƳ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ 

- Your Highlight on Page 44 | Location 527-529 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 7:33:11 PM 

I concentrated on my breathing, counting each movement of my lungs, and stared at the patterns 

that the bathroom light made on the shiny fabric of my skirt. I was afraid to look in the mirrorτ

afraid the image of myself in the wedding dress would send me over the edge into a full-scale panic 

attack. 

- Your Highlight on Page 46 | Location 555-556 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 8:19:42 PM 

ά!ƭƛŎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜΣέ wŜƴŞŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά9ǾŜǊȅ ǘƛƳe we tried, she all but ripped our 

ǘƘǊƻŀǘǎ ƻǳǘΦέ 

- Your Highlight on Page 47 | Location 567-568 | Added on Friday, February 20, 2015 8:20:44 PM 

ά9ŀǎȅΣ .ŜƭƭǎΣέ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ !ƭƛŎŜ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎƭȅΦ ά{ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƛŎƪΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƘŜΩǎ 

going to ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘΚέ 
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Page 47 | Location 576-578 wedding 
άLǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ǘǳǊƴΣέ !ƭƛŎŜ ŎƘƛƳŜŘΦ ά/ƻǳƴǘ ǘƻ ŦƛǾŜ ŀƴŘ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƳŜΦέ {ƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ŀ ǎƭƻǿΣ ƎǊŀŎŜŦǳƭ ŘŀƴŎŜ Řƻǿƴ 

the staircase. I should have realized that having Alice as my only bridesmaid was a mistake. I would 

look that much more uncoordinated coming behind her. 

- Your Highlight on Page 48 | Location 588-589 

!ƭƭ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎŀǿ ǿŀǎ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΤ ƛǘ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƻǾŜǊǿƘŜƭƳŜŘ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘΦ Iƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ 

buttery, burning gold; his perfect face was almost severe with the depth of his emotion. And then, as 

he met my awed gaze, he broke into a breathtaking smile of exultation. 

- Your Highlight on Page 49 | Location 590-590-591-593 

{ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǎǎǳǊŜ ƻŦ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ ƳƛƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƪŜǇǘ ƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǎǇǊƛƴǘƛƴƎ ƘŜŀŘƭƻƴƎ 

down the aisle. 

The march was too slow as I struggled to pace my steps to its rhythm. Mercifully, the aisle was very 

short. And then, at last, at last, I was there. Edward held out his hand. Charlie took my hand and, in a 

symbol as old as the world, placeŘ ƛǘ ƛƴ 9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎΦ L ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻƻƭ ƳƛǊŀŎƭŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎƪƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ 

home. 

- Your Highlight on Page 50 | Location 605-606 | Added on Saturday, February 21, 2015 12:19:31 AM 

He kissed me tenderly, adoringly; I forgot the crowd, the place, the time, the reason . . . only 

remembering that he loved me, that he wanted me, that I was his. 

- Your Highlight on Page 50 | Location 613-614 

One scorching hug stood out from all the othersτSeth Clearwater had braved the throng of 

vampires to stand in for my lost werewolf friend. 

- Your Highlight on Page 54 | Location 641-645 

Behind my human friends were my new cousins-in-law, the Denali vampire clan. I realized I was 

holding my breath as the vampire in frontτTanya, I assumed from the strawberry tint in her blonde 

curlsτreached out to embrace Edward. Next to her, three other vampires with golden eyes stared at 

me with open curiosity. One woman had long, pale blonde hair, straight as corn silk. The other 

woman and the man beside her were both black-haired, with a hint of an olive tone to their chalky 

complexions. 

- Your Highlight on Page 54 | Location 648-650 

ά[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǿƛŦŜΦέ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǊŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ 

officially true; he seemed like he would explode with satisfaction saying it now. The Denalis all 

ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ƛƴ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜΦ ά¢ŀƴȅŀΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ .ŜƭƭŀΦέ 

- Your Highlight on Page 74 | Location 906-908 | Added on Monday, February 23, 2015 5:34:28 PM 

The last image I registered was one of my parents. Phil had both arms wrapped tenderly around 

wŜƴŞŜΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƻƴŜ ŀǊƳ ǘƛƎƘǘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀƛǎǘ ōǳǘ ƘŀŘ ƘŜǊ ŦǊŜŜ ƘŀƴŘ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƘƻƭŘ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜΩǎΦ 
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So many different kinds of love, harmonious in this one moment. It seemed a very hopeful picture to 

me. 

- Your Highlight on Page 78 | Location 944-947 

The boat slowed dramatically, drawing with precision into position against a short dock constructed 

of wooden planks, bleached into whiteness by the moon. The engine cut off, and the silence that 

followed was profound. There was nothing but the waves, slapping lightly against the boat, and the 

rustle of the breeze in the palms. The air was warm, moist, and fragrantτlike the steam left behind 

after a hot shower. 

- Your Highlight on Page 79 | Location 957-958 

My heart thudded audibly against my ribs, and my breath seemed to get stuck in my throat. I felt 

9ŘǿŀǊŘΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΣ ōǳǘ L ǊŜŦǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ƎŀȊŜΦ L ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ŀƘŜŀŘΣ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ 

- Your Highlight on Page 83 | Location 1008-1011-1013 

How did people do thisτswallow all their fears and trust someone else so implicitly with every 

imperfection and fear they hadτwith less than the absolute commitment Edward had given me? If it 

ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ƛŦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŎŜƭƭ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōƻŘȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƳŜ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ L 

loved himτunconditionally and irrevocably and, to be honest, irrationallyτLΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ 

up off this floor. 

.ǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǎƻ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀ ŎƻǿŀǊŘέ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƴȅ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŀƴŘ 

scrambled to my feet. I hitched the towel tighter under my arms and marched determinedly from 

the bathroom. Past the suitcase full of lace and the big bed without looking at either. Out the open 

glass door onto the powder-fine sand. 

Page 85 | Location 1036-1036 

His arms wrapped around me, holding me against him, summer and winter. It felt like every nerve 

ending in my body was a live wire. 

Page 444 | Location 5215-5215 

wŜƴŜǎƳŜŜΩǎ ŜȅŜǎτmy eyesτstared impatiently at me. 

Page 459 | Location 5399-5401 

I remembered a little laterτƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ LΩŘ ǘƻƭŘ WŀŎƻb goodbyeτwondering aloud 

ǿƘƻ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŜƴŘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘΣ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ LΩŘ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƻ ƛǘΦ L ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘ 

ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ǿƘƻŜǾŜǊ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎΣ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƎƻƻŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ 

Page 462 | Location 5438-5439 

άLΩƳ ƛƴ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭΣέ L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘΦ ¢Ƙirstiness was way down the list right now. Besides, Renesmee smelled 

good in a very non-food way. 

Page 463 | Location 5444-5446 
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She was remembering me charging Jacob across the front lawn, remembering Seth leaping between 

ǳǎΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ŎƭŀǊƛǘȅΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƎǊŀŎŜŦǳƭ ǇǊŜŘŀǘƻǊ 

leaping at her prey like an arrow arcing from a bow. It had to be someone else. That made me feel a 

very small bit less guilty as Jacob stood there defenselessly with his hands raised in front of him. His 

hands did not tremble. 

Page 465 | Location 5471-5472 

άIŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ōŀŎƪΣέ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŜ ƻǊ wŜƴŜǎƳŜŜΣ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜΦ άIŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ 

ŀƭƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘƧǳǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ǇŜǊǎǇŜŎǘƛǾŜ ƻƴ ƭƛŦŜΦέ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎǊƛƴ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊǎ ƻŦ his mouth. 

Page 470 | Location 5539-5540 [Bella's 19th birthday] 
IŜǊ ƎǊƛƴ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǎƳǳƎΦ ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ǾŀƳǇƛǊŜ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅΦ ¸ŜǘΦ LǘΩǎ {ŜǇǘŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘƛǊǘŜŜƴǘƘΣ 

BellaΦ IŀǇǇȅ ƴƛƴŜǘŜŜƴǘƘ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅΗέ 

- Your Highlight on Page 473 | Location 5562-5565 

Rosalie grinned at me, and I was glad to see that the new comradeship between us was still there in 

ƘŜǊ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ǎǳǊŜ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭŀǎǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ wŜƴŜǎƳŜŜΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ǘƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƳƛƴŜΦ 

But maybe we had fought together on the same side long enough that we would always be friends 

ƴƻǿΦ LΩŘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƛŦ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǎƘƻŜǎΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ 

have washed away her resentment for all my other choices. 

Page 477 | L 5604-5613 

{ƘŜ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƛǘŜŘΦ Lǘ ǘƻƻƪ ƳŜ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎ ǘƻ ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŀ 

ƘƻǳǎŜ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅΚέ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ ά¦ǎΣέ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ŎƻǘǘŀƎŜΦ L 

ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛƳǇƭƛŜǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƭŜƎǊƻƻƳΦέ άbƻ ƪƴƻŎƪƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘƻǳǎŜΣέ L ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ !ƭƛŎŜ 

ōŜŀƳŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΦέ L ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά[ƻǾŜ ƛǘΚέ L ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ 9ǎƳŜΗέ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

ǎƘŜ ŎƻƳŜΚέ !ƭƛŎŜΩǎ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŦŀŘŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΣ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻŦŦ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴΣ ƭƛƪŜ Ƴȅ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǊŘ 

ǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ άhƘΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Φ Φ Φ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭƭ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ 

Ǉǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǇǊŜǎǎǳǊŜ ǘƻ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΦέ ά.ǳǘ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ L ƭƻǾŜ ƛǘΦ Iƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ L ƴƻǘΚέ ά¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ ƭƛƪŜ 

ǘƘŀǘΦέ {ƘŜ ǇŀǘǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ŀǊƳΦ ά!ƴȅƘƻƻΣ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƭƻǎŜǘ ƛǎ ǎǘƻŎƪŜŘΦ ¦ǎŜ ƛǘ ǿƛǎŜƭȅΦ !ƴŘ Φ Φ Φ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 

ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

Page 477 | L 5619-5619 

ά!ƭƻƴŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƎƛŦǘΦ !ƭƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎǳōǘƭŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦέ 

Page 478 | L 5628-5631 

He chuckled with me. He held his hand out toward the doorknob, waiting for me to do the honors. I 

ǎǘǳŎƪ ǘƘŜ ƪŜȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛǘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎΣ .ŜƭƭŀΤ L ŦƻǊƎŜǘ Ƙƻǿ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ 

ǘƘƛǎ ŀƭƭ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦ L ǿƛǎƘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊ ƛǘΦέ IŜ ŘǳŎƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ȅŀƴƪŜŘ ƳŜ ǳǇ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎ 

Page 482 | L 5673-5675 
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Our time on the island had bŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŜǇƛǘƻƳŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƘǳƳŀƴ ƭƛŦŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǾŜǊȅ ōŜǎǘ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ LΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƻ ǊŜŀŘȅ 

to string along my human time, just to hold on to what I had with him for a little while longer. 

.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƘȅǎƛŎŀƭ ǇŀǊǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŜǾŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

 

Vagina  Is Not a Dir ty Word : 

Confessions from the Female Psyche 

(McLeod, Salilabelle)  

Loc 202-204 moon days 
It can be inconvenient to take moon daysΣ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ŀǇǇŜŀƭǎ ǘƻ 

ƳŜΦ LΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ς one day a month, during my moon, that I take off from class and 

work and deal with myself. Because I am worth it. 

 

 

Why Be Happy When You Could Be 

Normal? (Winterson, Jeanette)  

Page 176 Loc 2307-2315 therapy 
²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ L ǘŀƪŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜǊŀǇȅΚ L ŘƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎŜǎǎƛƻƴǎ ŦŜƭǘ ŦŀƭǎŜΦ 

L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΣ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦ ΨDŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ΧΩ bhΦ ΨDŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

ŎŀǊ ΧΩ bhΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊǎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ǘƻŘŘƭŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǘƻŘŘƭŜǊΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƎŜǎ 

too, becausŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƻǇŜǊŀǘŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ŀǎ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ŀ 

baby. Sometimes she was seven, sometimes eleven, sometimes fifteen. Whatever she was, she 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜǊŀǇȅΦ ΨLǘΩǎ ŀ ǿŀƴƪΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ǿŀƴƪΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ǿŀƴƪΗΩ L ǎƭŀƳƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ Ψ5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ 

ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƪƴƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊƪΚΩ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ L ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŦŜǊŀƭΦ {ƻ L ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜǊŀǇȅ 

ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ tƻƛƴǘƭŜǎǎΦ 

 

ñYouôve Changedò Sex Reassignment 

and Personal Identity  

EDITED BY LAURIE J. SHRAGE 2009 
 

p.194 11 Who Do You Think You Are? When Should the Law Let You Be Who You 

Want to Be? Graham Mayeda 
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p.208 ς (JARM note - ethical and legal approaches to identity ς key point) 
Lƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƘŀǇǘŜǊΣ L ŀǊƎǳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ŜǘƘƛŎŀƭ ƻōƭƛƎŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΩǎ ǎŜƭŦ-identified 
gender. In most interactions with the state, the state likewise has an ethical obligation to accept a 
ǇŜǊǎƻƴΩǎ ƛŘŜƴǘƛǘȅΦ IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŎƛǊŎǳƳǎǘŀƴŎŜǎ ƛƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǘŜΩǎ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ŀƴ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭ ƛǎ ŀ 
άƭŜƎŀƭέ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŎƘƴƛŎŀƭ ǎŜƴǎŜ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎŜŘ ƘŜǊŜΥ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǘŜ ƛǎ ǊŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ άǘƘƛǊŘ 
ǇŜǊǎƻƴέ όŀ ƧǳŘƎŜύ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿƘƻƳ ǘǿƻ ƻǊ ƳƻǊŜ ǇŀǊǘƛŜǎ ŀǊŜ ŘƛǎǇǳǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǊƛƎƘǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŜƴǘƛǘƭŜƳŜƴǘǎΦ Lƴ 
ǎǳŎƘ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴǎΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ŎŀǎŜǎ ƛƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀ ŎƻƴŦƭƛŎǘ ŀǊƛǎŜǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ƻƴŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΩǎ ǇŜǊŎŜǇǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ 
anoǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƎŜƴŘŜǊΣ ǊŜƎŀǊŘƭŜǎǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǘǘŜǊΩǎ ǎŜƭŦ-identified gender. If this occurs, the necessity of 
ƧǳǎǘƛŦȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŦǊƛƴƎŜƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘǎ ƻǊ ŜƴǘƛǘƭŜƳŜƴǘǎ Ƴŀȅ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜ ŀ ƧǳŘƎŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƛƴǘƻ 
ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘƛƎŀƴǘΩǎ ǇŜǊŎŜǇǘƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƭƛǘƛƎŀƴǘΩǎ ƎŜƴŘŜǊΦ IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǘƘƛǎ ŦŀƛƭǳǊŜ ǘƻ 
ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΩǎ ǎŜƭŦ-identified gender is not ethically justifiable. It is unethical and violent in two 
ǎŜƴǎŜǎΦ CƛǊǎǘΣ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎ ǾƛƻƭŜƴŎŜ ǘƻ ŀƴ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭΩǎ ŀǳǘƻƴƻƳȅτher freedom to express who she is 
through her gender expression. The state objectifies the individual rather than accepting her as a 
ŦǊŜŜΣ ŀǳǘƻƴƻƳƻǳǎ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭΦ !ǎ L ƴƻǘŜΣ ŦŀƛƭǳǊŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΩǎ ǎŜƭŦ-identified identity goes far 
beyond the infringement of human dignity inherent in equality claims. In an equality claim, we 
ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭƭȅ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΩǎ ƛŘŜƴǘƛǘȅ ŀǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ŀ ƳŀǊƎƛƴŀƭƛȊŜŘ ƎǊƻǳǇΣ ǿƘŜǊŜŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎŜǎ 
ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎŜŘ ƘŜǊŜΣ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΩǎ ƛŘŜƴǘƛǘȅ ƛǎ ƛƴ ƛǎǎǳŜΦ {ŜŎƻƴŘΣ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƻōƧŜŎǘƛŦƛŜŘ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǘŜ ŘƻŜǎ 
violence to her by limiting her rights and entitlements and backing this limitation with the threat of 
state-sanctioned force. 
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Appendix: Earlier Document  

Identities and Freedom: Feminist Theory Between Power and Connection (Weir, 

Allison) (2013) 
(Studies in Feminist Philosophy) 

Location 30-31 

ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ /ƘŀƴƎŜŘέΥ {ŜȄ wŜŀǎǎƛƎƴƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ tŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ LŘŜƴǘƛǘȅ 9ŘƛǘŜŘ ōȅ [ŀǳǊƛŜ WΦ {ƘǊŀƎŜ 

Page 3 | Location 162-163 

I argue that identities can be understood as complex webs of interactions among diverse relations of 

power and diverse relations of meaning, love, and solidarity. 

 

A Transgender Diary - Special Edition (Phillips, Melanie Anne) 
L 22-37 

PRELUDE  
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As I write these words, I am still a man. But that will soon change. The hormone therapy I began two 

months ago is already altering both mind and body. Soon, the person known as Dave will cease to 

exist and the new person of Melanie shall be born. So it is with a strange mixture of sadness and 

elation, suffering and joy, that I pen these words. For in order for Melanie to live, Dave must die. No, 

I am not a "split" personality. But just as there are many aspects of Melanie that cannot be 

expressed in the role of Dave, there are many facets of Dave that can no longer be explored as 

Melanie. So, my life as a man has reached an impasse. My development as a male is to be cut off, 

both figuratively and literally. And yet, I gladly lay my life down for her. For I have come to know 

Melanie intimately as a beautiful person: warm compassionate, creative, insightful. I love her. 

Indeed, if I were able to meet Melanie face to face, I would surely remain Dave and devote all my 

days to pleasing her and basking in the glow of her joyous outlook. But such can never be, and Dave 

must die for Melanie to live. I do not know what the future holds; no one ever does. But I do know 

that the course I have charted is truly the only one open to me. Any other path leads to certain 

disaster, as great, gaping chunks of my personality would whither, fester, and die. So, I close with a 

wish for the new woman about to be born: May your outer beauty match your inner beauty that I 

have come to know and love. May your days be long and fruitful. May you find happiness where I 

have found pain, and contentment from my frustration. And may you have no regrets.  

 

David in California October 3, 1989 

L 55-58 

I married as a virgin in 1976, and the longings to be female vanished more than they were there. But, 

gradually, as I progressed through adult life, the waves once again became stronger and more 

frequent. Only twice in my life (both times in my early teen years) had I ventured out as a female, 

and both were filled with such tension from fear of discovery, that I did not attempt this again until 

three years before this journal began. 

L 63-66 

Finally, I came to the decision that this secret side, if not dealt with openly, would lead to self-

destruction and the loss of not only my self-respect, but the love of those I loved. So, at the end of 

July 1989, I mustered the courage to call a gender "hotline" and get a referral to a doctor who 

provided hormone therapy to transsexuals. This Diary begins with my preparations for that 

appointment. 

L 113-120 [first shot of hormones] 

I stared out of the tenth floor window, across the city, bustling with thousands of ant-like people, 

going about their daily routines, unaware of the change of life that was about to occur 100 feet 

above them. I stared out toward the ocean, across the universe, across the years, as my entire life 

collapsed into an abstract desire whose fulfillment would begin with the sharp prick of the needle 

that hovered behind me. 
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And then, I felt the tiny pain as the steel shaft slid into the tissue of my derriere, then slowly deposit 

its cargo of womanhood, rushing into my system, realigning the workings of my entire anatomy, so 

that its new responses would ultimately transform me into a true and undeniable woman. That brief 

moment lasted an eternity for me as I savored the upwelling of emotion, knowing that I had the 

courage to take that first step. And, now that I had, there would be no going back. I was on the road 

to womanhood, and I would not stop until I reached my destination. 

 

 

Being Naked (Dali, Sally) 

P5 | L 57-62 

Luckily, I had a minor breakthrough on holiday when I was fourteen. As usual, Gemma and I had 

found a pair of temporary boyfriends to spend time with. Mine was a very nice blonde Dutch boy 

who spoke a bit of English and always knew how to make me laugh. One day we were on the beach 

ς a French beach where many women were topless ς and we started to kiss and have a fairly 

innocent snog. But then he asked me to take off my top. His request was so gentle and made with 

such a nice smile that my shyness and inhibitions seemed to vanish. I do not think he even touched 

my little breasts with his hands ς he just felt them against his chest as we cuddled. But from that 

moment on, I was convinced that boys wanted to see my naked breasts, no matter what size they 

were. 

 

P46 | L 579-582 

For about a week, we had the house to ourselves and we spent much of the time wearing as little as 

possible, if anything. Poor Maggie started her period so she had to wear her bikini bottom for 

several days. I was always careful to plan my holidays around that time of the month which was 

much more of an inconvenience than the male fear of unwanted erections. 

 

 

Buddhism for Mothers (Napthali, Sarah) 
L 124-126 

The teaching that first struck me with its potential to stir up my life was that humans tend to live in a 

state of complete delusion. We assume that the way we see the world, the people in it and 

ourselves, is the way it is. Buddhism teaches that our perceptions are way off the mark and lead us 

to waste energy striving for an illusory happiness.  

Location 160-163 
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Although I never hit Zac I did sink a fingernail into his thigh once and suddenly I saw that acts of 

ǾƛƻƭŜƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊƛƭȅ ŎƻƳƳƛǘǘŜŘ ōȅ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊǎ ōǳǘ ōȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜΦ 

Alarmed, I knew that anger would become quite a theme for my spiritual practice. But I was not 

alone. Many of the mothers I spoke with were meeting and wrestling with the same beasts. In 

Buddhism, anger is seen as unhelpful and harmful and the teachings constantly emphasise the 

importance of freeing ourselves from its grip.  

L 170-171 

Examples of Buddhists are too often celibates, nuns, monks, world travellers, celebritiesτpeople 

ǿƘƻ Ŏŀƴ ǘŜŀŎƘ ǳǎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ōǳǘ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ŦŀŎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜǊȅŘŀȅ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜǎ ƻŦ ǇŀǊŜƴǘƛƴƎΦ  

Location 196-199 

Still, in the final analysis it matters little what I, or anyone else, have written, or even what you find 

in the scriptures, for the simple reason that it is your own experience that fuels your learning. The 

ƭŜǎǎƻƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǎ ǘŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǊŜƭƛŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǳǎŜŦǳƭΦ LǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ 

journey. Buddhist teachings provide an excellent explanation of whatever is going on along your 

way, as well as presenting a well-travelled path to happiness.  

Page 3 | Location 219-222 

 

Yes, motherhood forces women into a new kind of self-sufficiency. Our only hope for mothering 

happily and wisely lies in developing inner resources to nourish ourselves. Tossed around by the 

needs of others, mothers give and give, so we must find ways to replenish ourselves. The teachings 

of the Buddha equip us with a multitude of resources for this job, providing us with insights on 

coping with disturbing emotions and thoughts, as well as on living with others more calmly and 

happily. 

P5 | L 260-266 

There is sufferingτ the first Noble Truth 

The first of the four Noble Truths of Buddhism is that there is suffering. The Buddha used the word 

dukkha, which best translates as unsatisfactoriness or imperfection. So, the first Noble Truth is that 

life is inherently unsatisfactory and imperfect. Before motherhood, we may have found this teaching 

overly pessimistic. If we felt less than happy we could catch a movie, ring a friend or distract 

ourselves in a myriad ways from any pain. Now our children give us little time to indulge in such 

distractions. Moreover, we have been through the trials of pregnancy, labour, infants and child 

ǊŀƛǎƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƴŎŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǾƛŜǿ ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǎƻ ƳŜƭƻŘǊŀƳŀǘƛŎΦ .ȅ ƴƻǿΣ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭƭ 

experienced anguish, even despair. 

Page 13 | L 392-396 

The cause of sufferingτ the second Noble Truth 
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As mothers most of us have had some experience of discomfort or anguish, so the first Noble Truth 

is relatively easy to understand and accept. The second Noble Truth is more of a revelation. It 

explains that the cause of suffering and unsatisfactoriness is desire. The world we live in has turned 

ǳǎ ƛƴǘƻ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜǎ ǘƻǊƳŜƴǘŜŘ ōȅ ƛƴƴǳƳŜǊŀōƭŜ ŘŜǎƛǊŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻōƧŜŎǘǎ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŘŜǎƛǊŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōǊƛƴƎ ǳǎ ǇŜŀŎŜ 

and we are often blind to the effects of our endless striving for them. 

 

Page 15 | L 423-430 

Suffering can endτ the third Noble Truth 

Across the Buddhist schools there are many definitions and explanations of enlightenment and the 

end of suffering. Enlightenment comes when our minds are completely purified of negative states. 

No longer ignorant, we become delusion-free. Seeing the truth clearly, we know to stop chasing 

pleasure and avoiding pain. Our hearts fill with love as we have conquered selfishness. In the Zen 

school, enlightenment is available to us in any moment. Other schools claim it takes several lifetimes 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ǎǘŀƎŜǎΦ LǘΩǎ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭƭȅ ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ŀǿŀƪŜƴ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ 

ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǳƴŜƴƭƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ƳƛƴŘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŎƻƳǇǊŜƘŜƴŘΦ !ƭƭ ǎŎƘƻƻƭǎ ŀƭǎƻ ŀƎǊŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ 

responsibility for achieving enlightenment lies with the individualτǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǎŀǾƛƻǳǊ ƻǊ ƳŀƎƛŎ 

ǇƻǿŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǊŜŀŘȅΦ 

P16 | L 437-450 [Noble Eightfold Path] 

The path out of sufferingτ the fourth Noble Truth 

The Buddha explained the path out of suffering and unhappiness, the fourth Noble Truth, by way of 

the Noble Eightfold Path, with its three parts: wisdom, ethics and mental discipline. We find that any 

Buddhist teaching falls into one of these eight categories. 

 

Wisdom 

1. Skilful Understanding 

2. Skilful Thought 

 

Ethics 

3. Skilful Speech 

4. Skilful Action 

5. Skilful Livelihood 

 

Mental Discipline 
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6. Skilful Effort 

7. Skilful Mindfulness 

8. Skilful Concentration 

 

 

Concepts of the Self (Polity Key Concepts in the Social Sciences series) (Elliott, 

Anthony) 
- Your Highlight on Page 141 | Location 2530-2532 

/ŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅΣ ƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƪǎ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǿŀǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ΨŘƛƎƛǘŀƭ ŘƛǾƛŘŜΩ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǊƛǾŀƭ ƻŦ ƴŜǿ ŦƻǊƳǎ ƻŦ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ 

power based on media technology, again because strong objections can be brought against the 

harmful impact such technologies have upon local communities, familial relationships and personal 

identity. 

- Your Highlight on Page 156 | Location 2792-2793 

What social good or ill, for instance, might artificial insemination and in vitro fertilization carry for 

future understandings of selfhood? How will new communication technologies affect intimacy, 

sexuality and the self? 

- Your Highlight on Page 156 | Location 2798-2804 

Again, psychoanalysis has played an especially valuable role in contributing to a critical and 

comprehensive examination of the postmodern self. The dialogue established between 

psychoanalysis and postmodernist theory has turned out to be popular in many strands of social and 

cultural analysis, in part because of the very rich description of the psychological responses to social 

ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ CǊŜǳŘƛŀƴƛǎƳ ƻŦŦŜǊǎΦ !ǎ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎŜŘ ƛƴ ŎƘŀǇǘŜǊ нΣ CǊŜǳŘΩǎ ǘƘŜƻǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŜƭŦ ƛǎ ōǳƛƭǘ ǳǇƻƴ 

an intrinsic conflict between conscious rationality on the one hand and unconscious desire on the 

other. To understand self-experience is, in the Freudian frame, to investigate the clash between 

conscious and unconscious representation, emotion, desire, anxiety and defence ς primarily as these 

are manifested in conceptions of the self, in interpersonal relationships and in dealings with the 

social environment. 

- Your Highlight on Page 158 | Location 2829-2831 

Postmodern selfhood, characterized by the chronic intrusion of self-reflexivity upon social life, is a 

state of mind receptive to other selves, without the psychic need for certitude and order, and with 

remarkable tolerance for ambivalence and ambiguity. 

- Your Highlight on Page 158 | Location 2838-2839 

The narcissistic self should thus be defined in opposition to postmodern identity. 

- Your Highlight on Page 159 | Location 2843-2844 
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Traditional and post-traditional identities, modern and postmodern forms of self, are better seen as 

simultaneous ways of living in contemporary culture. 

- Your Highlight on Page 159 | Location 2851-2856 

What is in real life an agonizingly confused, contradictory and often incoherent state of affairs, may 

ōŜ ǇƻǊǘǊŀȅŜŘ ŀǎ ŜƴŘƻǿŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜǎΦ Χ ²Ŝ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƭƛǾŜΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ ƻƴŎŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǇǊŜ-

ƳƻŘŜǊƴΣ ƻƴŎŜ ƛƴ ŀ ƳƻŘŜǊƴΣ ƻƴŎŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǇƻǎǘƳƻŘŜǊƴ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘǊŜŜ ΨǿƻǊƭŘǎΩ ŀǊŜ ōǳǘ ŀōǎǘǊŀŎǘ 

idealizations of mutually incoherent aspects of the single life-process which we try our best to make 

as coherent as we can manage. Idealizations are no more (but no less either) than sediments, and 

also indispensable tools, of those efforts. (Z. Bauman, Mortality, Immortality and Other Life 

Strategies, Cambridge: Polity, 1992, p. 11) 

- Your Highlight on Page 160 | Location 2861-2863 

It is true that we may not yet be living in a fully postmodern era, but glimpses of a postmodern social 

universe are available for all to see. The challenge now for social scientists is to confront the 

pluralism and diversity of the postmodern self, or selves, anew, in a context of altered social 

circumstances sweeping the globe. 

- Your Highlight on Page 29 | Location 605-607 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 2:31:48 PM 

The study of the minutiae of social interaction in everyday life is treated as of major importance by 

many sociologists, in part because it is at the level of human interaction and interpersonal 

relationships that the fabrication of the self arises. 

- Your Highlight on Page 29 | Location 616-618 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 2:40:08 PM 

Or perhaps we might look at this situation from another perspective, focusing on how a sense of self 

is sustained through institutional, and perhaps global, processes. 

- Your Highlight on Page 30 | Location 627-629 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 2:53:48 PM 

The self is often portrayed as primarily a private domain, an inner realm of personal thoughts, 

values, strivings, emotions and desires. Yet this view, which seems largely self-evident, is in contrast 

to the way in which sociologists study the framing of personal identity and the self. 

- Your Highlight on Page 30 | Location 631-632 

the self can be thought of as a central mechanism through which the individual and the social world 

intersect. 

- Your Highlight on Page 31 | Location 642-644 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 3:22:08 PM 

In Mind, Self and Society (Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 1934 [1974]), published after his 

death and constructed from the lecture notes of his students, Mead develops an interpretation of 

the social nature of the constitution of self. 

- Your Highlight on Page 31 | Location 644-647 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 3:29:22 PM 
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Broadly speaking, he places great emphasis upon the social self; each of us, as individuals, fashions a 

sense of our own selfhood through engagement with other selves. No clear dividing line can be 

drawn between our own sense of self and the selvŜǎ ƻŦ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΣ ŀŎŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ aŜŀŘΣ ΨǎƛƴŎŜ ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ 

selves exist and enter as such into our experience only in so far as the selves of others exist and 

ŜƴǘŜǊ ŀǎ ǎǳŎƘ ƛƴǘƻ ƻǳǊ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ŀƭǎƻΩ όǇΦ мспύΦ 

- Your Highlight on Page 31 | Location 651-652 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 3:35:17 PM 

Language is pivotal in this connection. Without access to language there is no access to the symbols 

necessary for thinking and acting as a self in a structured world of symbolic meaning. 

- Your Highlight on Page 31 | Location 653-654 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 4:30:42 PM 

There is thus a certain commonality to being a self, which means that, by looking at our own 

thoughts, feelings and attitudes, we can interpret the actions of others 

- Your Highlight on Page 32 | Location 659-660 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 4:39:21 PM 

The self for Mead is at once individuality and generality, agent and recipient, sameness and 

difference. 

- Your Highlight on Page 33 | Location 674-675 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 5:47:25 PM 

¢Ƙƛǎ ƻƴƎƻƛƴƎ ŘƛŀƭƻƎǳŜ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ aŜŀŘ ǘŜǊƳŜŘ ΨǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ 

ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜǎΩΣ ƛƴǾƻƭǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŜȄŎƘŀƴƎŜ ƻŦ ǎȅƳōƻƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴƛǘƻǊƛƴƎ ƻŦ ƛƴǘŜǊǇǊŜǘŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ 

all interaction. 

- Your Highlight on Page 33 | Location 676-677-678 

one geared to the values and moral dispositions of culture. 

/ƘƛƭŘ ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ƛǎ ŎŜƴǘǊŀƭ ǘƻ aŜŀŘΩǎ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŜƭŦΦ 

- Your Highlight on Page 33 | Location 689-690 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 7:38:40 PM 

Mead makes ŀ ŎǊǳŎƛŀƭ ŘƛǎǘƛƴŎǘƛƻƴ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ΨLΩ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ΨƳŜΩ ƛƴ ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘǳŀƭƛȊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎŜƭŦΦ 

- Your Highlight on Page 34 | Location 702-704 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 7:45:25 PM 

Another significant figure in symbolic interactionism is Herbert Blumer (1900ς87). A pupil of Mead, 

.ƭǳƳŜǊ ǎƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭƛŎŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƳǇƭƛŎŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ aŜŀŘΩǎ ǘƘŜƻǊƛŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŀƴŀƭȅǎƛǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

social sciences. 

- Your Highlight on Page 35 | Location 713-714 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 7:55:37 PM 

Conscious life, the life of the self, is an ongoing process of self-indication. What this means, in effect, 

is that everything perceived in social life refers back to the self, and is given meaning by self-

interpretation. 

- Your Highlight on Page 35 | Location 723-724 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 7:57:08 PM 
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One major criticism is that the model of the self outlined by Mead and his followers is too 

rationalistic, conscious and cognitive. 

- Your Highlight on Page 35 | Location 728-729 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 7:59:13 PM 

Similarly, the emphasis on the cognitive at the expense of the emotional realm in symbolic 

interactionism has been criticized as inadequate by authors influenced by the insights of Freud into 

unconscious elements of motivation of the self. 

- Your Highlight on Page 36 | Location 733-734 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 8:03:22 PM 

From a Freudian standpoint, however, Mead and his followers set up a conception of the 

relationship between self and society that is too smooth. 

- Your Highlight on Page 36 | Location 735-737 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 8:04:32 PM 

There is no recognition of the tension, say, that Freud referred to in books like Civilization and its 

Discontents: between individual desires, wishes and fantasies on the one hand, and the 

requirements for social control and cultural order on the other. 

- Your Highlight on Page 36 | Location 739-740 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 8:07:03 PM 

IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƭƛǇǇŀƎŜ ƻǊ ǘŜƴǎƛƻƴ ƛƴ aŜŀŘΩǎ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǎŜƭŦ-consciousness 

and other levels of experience, including bodily experience and unconscious forms of thought. 

- Your Highlight on Page 36 | Location 741-742 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 8:09:08 PM 

Finally, symbolic interactionism has difficulty assessing more political issues concerning the self and 

self-identity, such as the complex ways in which processes of cultural exclusion work to harm and 

damage the development of the self. 

- Your Highlight on Page 36 | Location 742-743 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 8:29:06 PM 

Mead argued that the issue of social control was not in fact problematic for the individual because of 

the manner in which the demands of society entered into the construction of the self. 

- Your Highlight on Page 38 | Location 768-770 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 8:46:51 PM 

Yet, although Goffman is sometimes portrayed as a symbolic interactionist, his work in fact 

conceptualizes the self in exactly the sense that symbolic interactionism does not consider ς that is, 

the individual is viewed by Goffman as at once drawing from and transcending specific roles and 

norms in the strategic manipulation of impressions in everyday life. 

- Your Highlight on Page 39 | Location 783-784 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 8:55:01 PM 

To speak of identity as ŀ ΨŘǊŀƳŀǘƛŎ ŜŦŦŜŎǘΩ ƛǎΣ ƛƴ ǎƘƻǊǘΣ ǘƻ ŘƛǎƳŀƴǘƭŜ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŀǊȅ Ŝǉǳŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǎŜƭŦ 

and mind. If identity is performed, then the self is an effect, not a cause. 

- Your Highlight on Page 39 | Location 784-786 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 8:57:45 PM 



Julie McDonald [Type here] 142 
 

 

 

 

We might tend to think of the self as the source of our activities, ideas, beliefs or ways of being in 

the world, but in fact we retroactively attribute private intentions and subjective capabilities to our 

identities through the realization of skilled social performance. 

- Your Highlight on Page 41 | Location 824-826 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 9:10:17 PM 

From his close personal observations of life in a psychiatric hospital, he formulated his influential 

ƴƻǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ Ψǘƻǘŀƭ ƛƴǎǘƛǘǳǘƛƻƴΩΥ ŀƴ ƛƴǎǘƛǘǳǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ǘotal, for example, when it imposes regulations on most 

aspects of the lives of individuals, in everything from eating and sleeping to work and relaxation. 

- Your Highlight on Page 42 | Location 843-844 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 9:27:38 PM 

There iǎ ŀ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ƳŀƎƛŎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƳŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ DƻŦŦƳŀƴΩǎ ŘƛǎǘǳǊōƛƴƎ ƎǳƛŘŜǎ ǘƻ ǘŜǊǊƛǘƻǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

self. 

- Your Highlight on Page 42 | Location 846-847 | Added on Friday, November 6, 2015 9:28:09 PM 

To begin with, there is something a little disturbing in his social vision of performance, in which 

everyone is cynically manipulating appearance and staging inauthentic representations of the self. 

 

 

Counseling and Psychotherapy Theories in Context and Practice: Skills, Strategies, and 

Techniques (Sommers-Flanagan, John;Sommers-Flanagan, Rita) 
Location 1857-1862 

 

Chapter 2 

Psychoanalytic Approaches 

 

A man like me cannot live without a hobby-horse, a consuming passionτin Schiller's words a tyrant. 

I have found my tyrant, and in his service I know no limits. My tyrant is psychology. τSigmund 

Freud, 1895, in a letter to W. Fliess 

 

Location 3286-3287 

All our institutions, our traditional attitudes, our laws, our morals, our customs, give evidence of the 

fact that they are determined and maintained by privileged males for the glory of male domination. 

(Adler, 1927, p. 123) 

- Your Highlight Location 3288-3289 | Added on Wednesday, October 29, 2014 3:53:02 PM 
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It's hard not to wonder if perhaps Raissa Epstein may have had a few pointed discussions with Alfred 

Adlerτand more than just a little influence on his thinking. 

- Your Highlight Location 3373-3376 | Added on Wednesday, October 29, 2014 3:54:55 PM 

Social interest is unique to IP. It's unique for several reasons, not the least of which is that it 

acknowledges that the therapy approach is not value-free. Research has shown that social interest is 

positively related to spirituality, positive psychology, and human attachment (Leak, 2006; G. K. Leak 

& K. C. Leak, 2006; Weber, 2003). Some writers consider the positive aspects of religion to be a 

manifestation of social interest. This was Adler's position as well (Manaster & Corsini, 1982; Watts, 

2000). 

- Your Highlight Location 3415-3418 

The answer is that Adler was indeed an early existentialist; the concept of phenomenology is a 

central assumption of individual psychology. In fact, Adler was writing about experiences of 

neuroses at around the same time and in about the same place as Edmund Husserl, the founder of 

the school of phenomenology (Mosak & Maniacci, 1999). As we see in Chapter 4, Adler had a 

profound influence on two key architects of modern existential theory, Viktor Frankl and Rollo May. 

- Your Highlight Location 3442-3443 

Soft determinism is the midpoint between deterministic, cause-and-effect thinking and 

nondeterminism, which assumes no causal connections. 

- Your Highlight Location 3446-3448 

From the IP perspective, human behavior is a function of a combination of influences. There is no 

single, direct causal factor producing a single behavior. Instead, there are many influences or 

contributing factors. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 3476-3480 | Added on Thursday, October 30, 2014 12:49:00 AM 

An individual's style of life is subjective, created, and both conscious and unconscious. In 

contemporary terms, it is a cognitive schema or biopsychosocial map of how the world works (see 

Chapter 8). If as a child you learned from your father's example that men are harsh, critical, and to 

be feared, you will likely carry that schema with you for many years afterward. At times, you may be 

conscious of this belief, but you also may avoid being around men or respond to men in ways 

outside of your awareness. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 3494-3496 | Added on Thursday, October 30, 2014 12:58:05 AM 

To this point, we've emphasized the Adlerian style of life's cognitive (psychological) and social 

dimensions, but it should be noted that there are also biological factors that contribute to style of 
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life development. This is one place where Adlerian theory becomes rather complex. To explore this 

complexity further, see Carlson, Watts, and Maniacci (2006) or Sweeney (2009). 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1892-1901 

As a neurologist, Freud ǿŀǎ ŜȄǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎƻǊŘŜǊ άƘȅǎǘŜǊƛŀΣέ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀŦŦŜŎǘŜŘ ŀ ǎƛƎƴƛŦƛŎŀƴǘ ƴǳƳōŜǊ 

of European women in the late nineteenth century. This disorder included unexplained symptoms of 

numbness, paralysis, and tremors. During a visit to France, he became familiar with the work of Jean 

Charcot, who was using hypnosis to produce hysterical symptoms. This convinced Freud that the 

same procedure might be used to treat hysteria. Subsequently, Freud found he could use hypnosis 

to get his patients to talk about important incidents that they didn't recall when awake. After 

experimenting with hypnosis and ǊŜǇƻǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ άŀ ƳƛǊŀŎƭŜ ǿƻǊƪŜǊΣέ CǊŜǳŘ 

began working with Viennese physician Josef Breuer. Breuer was successfully treating hysteria 

symptoms by having patients talk about emotionally laden childhood experiences. In the early 1880s 

Breuer worked extensively with Anna O., discussing her hysteria symptoms and treatment in great 

detail with Freud. Together, they published Studies in Hysteria (Breuer & Freud, 1895). Eventually, 

CǊŜǳŘ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎ άǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŎǳǊŜέ ǘƘan he had been with hypnosis. And 

the rest, as they say, is history. 

- Your Highlight Location 3710-3713 | Added on Thursday, October 30, 2014 7:02:58 AM 

As you may recall from Chapter 1, there are many different perspectives on the differences or 

distinctions between counseling and psychotherapy. For Adlerians, counselors and psychotherapists 

use the same processes or procedures, but they have different therapy goals: Counseling focuses on 

making behavior changes within the lifestyle while psychotherapy involves changing the client's 

lifestyle itselfτchanging the deeper attitudes, beliefs, and life-goals (Sweeney, 2009). 

Location 3714-3720  

Both counseling and psychotherapy involve a friendly and collaborative process consisting of four 

stages (Carlson et al., 2006; Dreikurs, 1969). 1. Forming the therapeutic relationship. 2. Lifestyle 

assessment and analysis. 3. Interpretation and insight. 4. Reorientation. 

- Your Highlight Location 12827-12829 | Added on Thursday, October 30, 2014 7:40:31 AM 

One respondent ǊŜŎŜƴǘƭȅ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ ά¢ƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƭƛƴŜ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎΥ ²ŜϥǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ǿŜϥŘ 

ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƴŜƎƻǘƛŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇ ƳƻǊŜ ŦǳƴŎǘƛƻƴŀƭΣ ƳǳǘǳŀƭΣ ŀƴŘ ŦŀƛǊ ǇŀǊǘƴŜǊǎƘƛǇǎΦέ 

Location 12884-12886 

Feminists consider pressure to conform to a dichotomous sexual classification system as the primary 

causal factor in gender identity disorder. In other words, if the culture accepted this condition as a 

normal human variation, the pathology assigned to the condition would disappear. 

- Your Highlight Location 12912-12919 
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No matter what you believe about the relative contributions of biology and environment on human 

behavior, sexual identity is a defining feature of human identity. Think about how often male and 

female differences get magnified and broadcast into your homes on television or through the 

Internet. For the most part, social forces in the United States seem to want the differences between 

ŦŜƳŀƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƭŜǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƭŀǊƎŜ ŀƴŘ ǳƴŜǉǳƛǾƻŎŀƭΧŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎΣ ǿƘŜƴ ŎƻƳǇŀǊƛƴƎ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭǎ ǘƻ 

individuals, the differences seem substantial and obvious. However, there are many exceptions to 

these marked differences between the dichotomous sexes. This is in keeping with what Gilbert and 

{ŎƘŜǊ όмфффύ ŘǳōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƛǊƻƴ ǊǳƭŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎǘŀǘŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ άŦƻǊ ŀƴȅ ǇǎȅŎƘƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ƻǊ ŎƻƎƴƛtive variable 

studied by psychologists, the differences within each sex are always greater than the differences 

ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ǎŜȄŜǎέΦ IȅŘŜϥǎ όнллрύ ƳŜǘŀ-analytic review supports the iron rule. 

- Your Highlight Location 12768-12771 | Added on Thursday, October 30, 2014 8:20:23 AM 

Of course, feminism has never been easy to define. We should consider the famous quote by 

Rebecca West who lived from 1892 to 1983. I myself have never been able to find out precisely what 

feminism is: I only know that people call me a feminist whenever I express sentiments that 

differentiate me from a doormat. 

- Your Highlight Location 13829-13837 | Added on Thursday, October 30, 2014 8:24:07 AM 

There are two main branches of constructive theory. These branches are similar in that both 

perspectives hold firmly to the postmodern idea that knowledge and reality is subjective. 

Constructivists, as represented by the man in the forest, believe knowledge and reality are 

constructed within individuals. In contrast, social constructionists, as represented by the woman in 

the forest, believe knowledge and reality are constructed through discourse or conversation. 

Constructivists focus on what's happening within the minds or brains of individuals; social 

constructionists focus on what's happening between people as they join together to create realities. 

Guterman (2006) described these two perspectives: Although both constructivism and social 

constructionism endorse a subjectivist view of knowledge, the former emphasizes individuals' 

biological and cognitive processes, whereas the latter places knowledge in the domain of social 

interchange. 

- Your Highlight Location 13848-13859 

Postmodern philosophy emphasizes that objectivity and reality are individually or socially 

constructed. These constructive ideas are philosophically and psychologically compelling, especially 

within our contemporary multivariate, multidimensional, and multicultural society. As a 

consequence of this philosophical position, we humans can no longer stake any claim to objectivity. 

Everything is perspective, and perspective is everything. Hierarchical structures of expert and 

nonexpert are challenged. Each of us views reality through our own particular lenses or created 

social discourse. The prominent social psychologist and social constructionist Kenneth Gergen (2009) 

explains: At the outset, constructionist ideas alert us to the absence of foundations (rational, 

empirical, ethical, or otherwise) for any position that one advocates. All articulated positions emerge 

from social process, and even the attempt to elaborate foundations must ultimately beg the 

question of how its elaborations are to be warranted. This scarcely suggests that we should abandon 

the positions we occupy. Rather, it is to become aware that we live within traditions that may or 
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may not be adequate to the contingencies of today. Reflection, curiosity, and doubt must all be 

encouraged. With reflection, curiosity, and doubt as our guides, we now turn to a look at the roots 

of constructive psychotherapy. 

- Your Highlight Location 13867-13870 | Added on Thursday, October 30, 2014 8:42:08 AM 

As Freud notes, the magical power of words began long before psychoanalysis. Ancient healers, 

storytellers, and religious evangelists knew the power of words. Regardless of your particular 

religious or spiritual beliefs, it's difficult to argue over the word and story power included in the I 

Ching, the Bible, the Koran, the Talmud, the sayings of Confucius, the Book of Mormon, and other 

religious documents. 

 

Cynthia's Chance (West, Caitlin) 
Location 33-47 

Chapter 1: 

Everything Escalates 

The introvert that I was could easily be traced back to the discomfort of my gender. As I sit here 

ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΣ LΩƳ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǎŜȄǳŀƭ ŀǿŀƪŜƴƛƴƎΦ aŀȅōŜ ŀ ōǊƛŜŦ ǎǳƳ ǳǇ 

wƛƭƭ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŀƪŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ǿƘŜǊŜ LΩƳ ŀǘ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ LΩƳ ŀ ŦƛǾŜ-seven guy, one-ŦƛŦǘȅ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛƳΦ aȅ ƘŀƛǊΩǎ 

dark brown, eyes chocolate, body not overly athletic and mostly smooth except for some unseemly 

hair on my legs and chest. Years as an artist left my hands pristine and callous free, my nails well 

defined and skin particularly pale. Women often commented that I was pretty. The distinct lack of 

the word handsome certainly did little to dissuade me from the feelings that I mentioned above. 

There are a number of things that happened in my early youth. Teasing friends, chance encounters 

ǿƛǘƘ ǾƛŘŜƻǎ ŀƴŘ ŎǳǊƛƻǎƛǘȅΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǎǘǳŦŦ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƳǳŎƘΦ !ǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ ǎŜȄǳŀƭ ŀǿŀƪŜƴƛƴƎǎ ƎƻΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

even think much about any of it until I was nearly done with high school. I forced myself to focus on 

studies and books. It was when I was eighteen, at home for the last time alone that I decided to try 

ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΦ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎŜŜƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƛŘŜŀΦ bƻ ǇƻǊƴ ǾƛŘŜƻǎΣ ƴƻ 

magazines, not even jokes at school. It just seemed the right thing to do and frankly, standing there 

in her panties, stockings and ill-fitting shoes, I never felt so right. That story probably sounds pretty 

cliché but I guess that such stereotypes exist for a reason. 

 

Daughters of the Dreaming (Bell, Diane) 
Location 193-204 

The women with whom I worked in the 1970s knew who they were. They drew their genealogies in 

the sand and noted the people who were missing. A place awaited lost relatives should they return. 

Some did. The women visited their sacred places., sang songs and painted their bodies with designs 

encoding knowledge of the travels of the Dreamtime ancestors. They spoke several languages, and 

used sign language when they were observing speech taboos during ceremonies or as part of 
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mourƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƻŦ ŀ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜΦ {ǳŎƘ ŘŜƳƻƴǎǘǊŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ΨŎǳƭǘǳǊŜΩ ǿŜǊŜ ǳƴƳƛǎǘŀƪŀōƭŜΦ ¢ƘŜ 

ƻōǎŜǊǾŜǊ ǿŀǎ ΨǘƘŜǊŜΩΦ Lƴ ǇŀǊǘΣ Ƴȅ ǊƻƭŜ ŀǎ ŀƴ ŜǘƘƴƻƎǊŀǇƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ǘƻ ŀ ǿƛŘŜǊ 

public. But it did not end there. In various for a desert women have impressed their otherness on 

outsiders. For example, in land claims via their ceremonial performances, hunting and gathering 

activities, and their explanations of family structures, desert women have made it patently clear that 

the rhyme and rhythm of their lives are not those of the lawyers, bureaucrats and politicians whose 

task is also to translate from being there to being here. In their now internationally acclaimed art 

work, desert women offer glimpses of their relatedness to place.  

In cryptic program notes and catalogues the symbols are explainedτthis is a camp site, this is a 

river, this is a kangaroo. The symbols appear on postcards, in guides to Aboriginal art, on tea-towels. 

School children, patients in art therapy, and commercial designers rearrange the icons and make 

new art.  

Increasingly the otherness of Indigenous Australians is being appropriated and commodified. 

Location 210-210 

or the enigma of self-determination). 

Page 7 | Location 484-490 

²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƧƛƭƛƳƛ όǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ŎŀƳǇύ Ŧrom the ceremonial ground where an initiation for 

ŀ ƭŀŘ L ƘŀŘ ƭŜŀǊƴǘ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ΨǎƻƴΩ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǇǊƻƎǊŜǎǎΦ {ŜǾŜǊŀƭ ΨǎƛǎǘŜǊǎΩ ŀƴŘ ΨŀǳƴǘǎΩ ǿŜǊŜ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎƛƴƎ ŀ ŦƻǳǊ 

year-ƻƭŘ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΩǎ ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘƛƴƎǎΦ !ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ 

parental supervision or direction, the child had behaved and responded correctly throughout. As she 

ǘǊƻǘǘŜŘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ǳǎΣ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ Ψ²ƘƻΩǎ ōƻǎǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΚΩ Ψbƻ-ƻƴŜΣΩ ǉǳƛǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΣ 

ΨLΩƳ ōƻǎǎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜǎŜƭŦΦΩ IŜǊ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ƎǊŜŜǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ŀǇǇǊƻval and mirth. The notion of 

ōŜƛƴƎ ōƻǎǎ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŜǎŜƭŦΣ ƻŦ ōŜƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ƻŦ ƻƴŜΩǎ ƻǿƴ ƭƛŦŜΣ ǎƻ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƭȅ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΣ ŘƻŜǎ 

ƴƻǘ ŘƛƳƛƴƛǎƘ ŀǎ ǿƻƳŜƴ ŀƎŜΣ ōǳǘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƛǎ ŀ ŎŜƴǘǊŀƭ ƳƻǘƛŦ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŎƘ ǘŀǇŜǎǘǊȅ ƻŦ ŘŜǎŜǊǘ ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ƭƛǾŜǎΦ 

 

 

Embrace of the Daimon: (Dennis, Sandra Lee) 
Healing through the Subtle Energy Body/ Jungian Psychology and the Dark Feminine 

Page 68 | Location 1612-1615 

 

These potent, instinctual, relational, and bodily realities evoke our resistance since Western culture 

has for so long revered the image of the male hero and relied upon it for guidance. The collective 

derogation of the Dark Feminine in service of the development of the heroic ego has left us with 

unbearable anxieties when called into the cauldron of death and rebirth she symbolizes 

Page 68 | Location 1616-1623 
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One of the first writers to develop the idea, introduced by Jung, that the dark side of the Great 

Mother has been repressed and subjected to collective derogation in order for masculine, heroic 

consciousness to develop was Edward Whitmong. He contends that her body-based energies evoke 

intolerable anxieties that we've had to distance ourselves from in order for egoic awareness to 

ǎŜǇŀǊŀǘŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘƛŎƛǇŀǘƛƻƴ ƳȅǎǘƛǉǳŜҍҍŀƴ ƛƴǘƛƳŀǘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊǊŜƭŀǘŜŘƴŜǎǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŎȅŎƭŜǎ ƻŦ nature 

they represent. Whitmont calls up images from the Book of Revelation to evoke the dread and 

ƘƻǊǊƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ DǊŜŀǘ aƻǘƘŜǊҍҍŘŜǾƻǳǊƛƴƎΣ ǎǘŀǊǾƛƴƎΣ ŜƴƎǳƭŦƛƴƎΣ ŘǊƻǿƴƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ŘȅƛƴƎτas typical of the 

apocalyptic representations in our mind of the return to her womb/tomb, associated with the body 

and Earth.4 

Families We Choose:  Lesbians, Gays, Kinship (Kath Weston) (1991) 
L 39-44 

PREFACE TO THE PAPERBACK EDITION 

It was one of those quiet midwestern nights, the August sky so tranquil or restrained you felt 

compelled to shut the television off or plunge your hands into the steaming ground or maybe look 

over your shoulder and run. We were having a family talk, and I was there for the duration. 

"What's the big deal? I just don't get it." My stepfather turned quizzically in my direction. "If you're 

gay, you're gay. So what? Why make such a fuss over nothing?" 

The sincerity in his question tugged at me. I leaned back to give the wall a little support. Then I sat 

for a moment, still as the night around us, pulled ten years past into a comment made by someone I 

interviewed for Families We Choose. "I don't think straight people have any idea," she had insisted, 

"how painful family issues can be for lesbians and gaymen."1 

L 2881-2886 [a collective coming out] 

When cast in narrative form, the shift from the identification of gayness with the renunciation of 

kinship (no family) to a correspondence between gay identity and a particular type of family (families 

we choose) presents a kind of collective coming-out story: a tale of lesbians and gay men moving out 

of isolation and into kinship. By the r98os, when gay people came out to relatives by blood or 

adoption, they often were hoping not only to maintain and strengthen those biologically calculated 

bonds, but also to gain recognition for ties to lovers and other chosen relatives who could not be 

located on any biogenetic grid. If disclosure led to the pain of rejection, they were able to remind 

themselves that blood ties no longer exhausted the options open to them within the domain of 

kinship. 

Feminist Therapy (Theories of Psychotherapy) (Brown, Laura S.) 
- Your Highlight Location 648-651 

Feminist therapy attempts to accomplish the goal of empowerment through several specific 

overarching strategies, which in turn inform how the therapist functions in a given session. These 

include the development of egalitarian relationship, the reframing of psychopathology into distress 

and dysfunction, the diagnosis of attempts to resist patriarchy, and the nurturance of a sense of 

ƻƴŜΩǎ Ƴǳƭǘiple identities derived from an analysis of gender and social location. 

- Your Highlight Location 693-698 
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A middle-class therapist gives a book on self-care to her working-class client and suggests that she 

try some of the strategies in the book for homework. The therapist, who has read the book, thinks 

that the examples of self-care, such as getting oneself a massage, going out for a nice dinner, or 

taking a weekend retreat to a lovely setting, all seem like wonderful ideas. Her client returns the 

book the following week, never commenting on the fact that each of these suggestions are 

financially beyond her means, something the therapist has never taken into account because of a 

failure to explore her social class privilege. Soon thereafter, the client leaves therapy. Privilege 

unexamined can lead to failures of empathy. 

- Your Highlight Location 716-723 [suicide] 

Even with persons who are actively suicidal, a group of people who pull strongly for authoritarian 

rather than egalitarian responses from therapists, feminist practice does not eschew client 

empowerment. The feminist therapist in that situation must instead be creative in finding ways to 

ōƻǘƘ ŜƳǇƻǿŜǊ ŀ ŎƭƛŜƴǘ ǘƻ ŎǊŜŀǘŜ ǎŀŦŜǘȅ ŀƴŘ ŀƭǎƻ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ ǘƻ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƛŜƴǘΩǎ ŀǳǘƻƴƻƳȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

degree possible while preserving life. Brown (2006) noted that many therapists, fearing liability, turn 

coercive and disempowering of clients when this most frightening topic emerges in the therapy. The 

power struggles that therapists experience when attempting to control clients who are frightening 

them with suicidality are construed in feminist therapy as evidence of the destructiveness inherent 

in letting go of an egalitarian stance and as a therapeutic misdirection that ultimately disempowers 

both parties. If the way in which people can demonstrate their autonomy from the therapist is to 

hurt or try to kill themselves, the inutility of a coercive response becomes more apparent. 

- Your Highlight Location 835-844 

ά{ŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŜ ŀǎ ŀ ŦŜƳƛƴƛǎǘΣέ ƛƴ [ǳŜǇƴƛǘȊΩǎ όмфууΣ ǇΦ уо) words, is another component of creating a 

relatively seamless web of empowerment and egalitarianism in all aspects of the therapy process. A 

feminist therapist must make a living and place value on her or his work. The therapist must also be 

mindful of what it means that a person coming to see her or him may have to work 2, 10, or 20 

hours, or a quarter of an hour, to pay for the 1 hour of therapy time. Discussions about money and 

business are rarely easy for psychotherapists of any theoretical orientation. Feminist therapy 

provides a conceptual framework for the therapist to consider how to set fees, with the question 

being about how communications about money and fees disempower neither party to the 

transaction, while acknowledging differences in privilege that each one brings to the relationship 

(Brown, 1990). Wolfe and Fodor (1996) have, for example, discussed the challenges for feminist 

therapists working with wealthy clients; feminist principles guiding a therapist toward an egalitarian 

relationship wƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƭƛŜƴǘ ǘƘǳǎ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ŀǎǎǳƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŜŎƛŦƛŎǎ ƻŦ ŀƴȅ ƎƛǾŜƴ ŎƭƛŜƴǘΩǎ ŎƛǊŎǳƳǎǘŀƴŎŜǎΣ ōǳǘ 

rather function as an epistemology of empowerment in which analysis of the financial aspect of the 

transaction is folded into the mix. 

- Your Highlight Location 859-868 

Trystyn, a mixed race middle-class transman (individual who has transitioned or is transitioning from 

female to male), was seeing Callie, an African American poverty-class transwoman (individual who 

has transitioned or is transitioning from male to female), as a therapist at an agency for LGBTQ 

όƭŜǎōƛŀƴΣ ƎŀȅΣ ōƛǎŜȄǳŀƭΣ ǘǊŀƴǎƎŜƴŘŜǊŜŘΣ ǉǳŜŜǊύ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ ¢ǊȅǎǘȅƴΩǎ ƛŘŜƴǘƛǘȅ ŀǎ ŀ ǘǊŀƴǎƎŜƴŘŜǊ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǿŀǎ 
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not immediately knowable to Callie, as he had gone through his transition over a decade previously 

ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ άǊŜŀŘέ ŀǎ ǳƴǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŀōƭȅ ƳŀƭŜ ōȅ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƳŜǘ ƘƛƳΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ 

could do to earn her trust, she told him that it was very uncomfortable for her, biologically a man, to 

ōŜ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƳŀƭŜ ǘƘŜǊŀǇƛǎǘΦ ά²ƻǳƭŘ ƛǘ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ǘǊŀƴǎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΚέ ƘŜ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘΦ {ƘŜ 

averred as how that would help some, but given her feelings about being male, not as much as he 

thought. Trystyn then invited Callie to not need to trust or feel comfortable with him, which 

ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ƘŜǊΥ άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ǿŀǎ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ Ƴȅ ǘƘŜǊŀǇƛǎǘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŜƴǎǳƛƴƎ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎƛƻƴ ŀōƻǳǘ 

ǘǊǳǎǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ŜŦŦŜŎǘ ƻŦ ŜƴƎŜƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ /ŀƭƭƛŜΩǎ ŘŜŜǇŜƴŜŘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƛƴ ¢ǊȅǎǘȅƴΣ ǿƘƻ ǎƘŜ ƭŀǘŜǊ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜŘ ŀǎ ŀ 

άƴƻ-ōǳƭƭǎƘƛǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ Ǝǳȅέ ǿƘŜƴ ǊŜŦŜǊǊƛƴƎ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǘƻ ǘǊŜŀǘƳŜƴǘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ 

- Your Highlight Location 2063-2065 

CONSCIOUSNESS-RAISING A process by which an individual becomes aware of how she or he has 

been oppressed and how that oppression is not due to individual deficits but rather caused by 

cultural norms. 

 

From Max Weber: Essays in Sociology (Weber, Max) 
P177 | L 4232-4233 

bƻǿΥ ΨŎƭŀǎǎŜǎΣΩ Ψǎǘŀǘǳǎ ƎǊƻǳǇǎΣΩ ŀƴŘ ΨǇŀǊǘƛŜǎΩ ŀǊŜ ǇƘŜƴƻƳŜƴŀ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎǘǊƛōǳǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ŀ 

community. 

Page 179 | L 4271-4273 

Those men whose fate is not determined by the chance of using goods or services for themselves on 

ǘƘŜ ƳŀǊƪŜǘΣ ŜΦƎΦ ǎƭŀǾŜǎΣ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ŀ ΨŎƭŀǎǎΩ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŎƘƴƛŎŀƭ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊƳΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜΣ 

ǊŀǘƘŜǊΣ ŀ Ψǎǘŀǘǳǎ ƎǊƻǳǇΦΩ 

Page 180 | L 4306-4308 

That men in the same class situation regularly react in mass actions to such tangible situations as 

economic ones in the direction of those interests that are most adequate to their average number is 

an important and after all simple fact for the understanding of historical events. 

Page 192 | L 4536-4545 

VIII. Bureaucracy 1: CHARACTERISTICS OF BUREAUCRACY  

MODERN officialdom functions in the following specific manner:  

I. There is the principle of fixed and official jurisdictional areas, which are generally ordered by rules, 

that is, by laws or administrative regulations.  

I. The regular activities required for the purposes of the bureaucratically governed structure are 

distributed in a fixed way as official duties.  

2. The authority to give the commands required for the discharge of these duties is distributed in a 

stable way and is strictly delimited by rules concerning the coercive means, physical, sacerdotal, or 
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otherwise, which may be placed at the disposal of officials. 3. Methodical provision is made for the 

regular and continuous fulfilment of these duties and for the execution of the corresponding rights; 

only persons who have the generally regulated qualifications to serve are employed. 

 

Gender Trouble: Feminism and the Subversion of Identity (Butler, Judith) (1990, 1999) 
L 74-78 

PREFACE (1999) Ten years ago I completed the manuscript of Gender Trouble and sent it to 

Routledge for publication. I did not know that the text would have as wide an audience as it has had, 

ƴƻǊ ŘƛŘ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƴǎǘƛǘǳǘŜ ŀ ǇǊƻǾƻŎŀǘƛǾŜ άƛƴǘŜǊǾŜƴǘƛƻƴέ ƛƴ ŦŜƳƛƴƛǎǘ ǘƘŜƻǊȅ ƻǊ ōŜ ŎƛǘŜŘ ŀǎ 

one of the founding texts of queer theory. The life of the text has exceeded my intentions, and that 

is surely in part the result of the changing context of its reception. 

Location 80-81 

I was writing in the tradition of immanent critique that seeks to provoke critical examination of the 

basic vocabulary of the movement of thought to which it belongs. 

Location 136-138 

Instead, the text asks, how do non-normative sexual practices call into question the stability of 

gender as a category of analysis? How do certain sexual practices compel the question: what is a 

woman, what is a man? If gender is no longer to be understood as consolidated through normative 

sexuality, then is there a crisis of gender that is specific to queer contexts? 

L 147-158 [Kate Bornstein, Catharine MacKinnon] 

What about the notion, suggested by Kate Bornstein, that a transsexual cannot be described by the 

ƴƻǳƴ ƻŦ άǿƻƳŀƴέ ƻǊ άƳŀƴΣέ ōǳǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀŎǘƛǾŜ ǾŜǊōǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǘǘŜǎǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

Ŏƻƴǎǘŀƴǘ ǘǊŀƴǎŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ άƛǎέ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ƛŘŜƴǘƛǘȅ ƻǊΣ ƛƴŘŜŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ άƛƴ-betwŜŜƴƴŜǎǎέ ǘƘŀǘ Ǉǳǘǎ ǘƘŜ 

being of gendered identity into question? Although some lesbians argue that butches have nothing 

ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ άōŜƛƴƎ ŀ ƳŀƴΣέ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƛƴǎƛǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōǳǘŎƘƴŜǎǎ ƛǎ ƻǊ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ǊƻǳǘŜ ǘƻ ŀ ŘŜǎƛǊŜŘ ǎǘŀǘǳǎ 

as a man. These paradoxes have surely proliferated in recent years, offering evidence of a kind of 

gender trouble that the text itself did not anticipate.2 But what is the link between gender and 

sexuality that I sought to underscore? Certainly, I do not mean to claim that forms of sexual practice 

produce certain genders, but only that under conditions of normative heterosexuality, policing 

gender is sometimes used as a way of securing heterosexuality. Catharine MacKinnon offers a 

formulation of this problem that resonates with my own at the same time that there are, I believe, 

crucial and important differences between us. She writes: Stopped as an attribute of a person, sex 

inequality takes the form of gender; moving as a relation between people, it takes the form of 

sexuality. Gender emerges as the congealed form of the sexualization of inequality between men 

and women.3 

Location 163-165 
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Lǎ άƎŜƴŘŜǊ ƘƛŜǊŀǊŎƘȅέ ǎǳŦŦƛŎƛŜƴǘ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻŘǳŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƎŜƴŘŜǊΚ ¢ƻ ǿƘŀǘ 

extent does gender hierarchy serve a more or less compulsory heterosexuality, and how often are 

gender norms policed precisely in the service of shoring up heterosexual hegemony? 

Page 54 | Location 1320-1329 

The totality and closure of language is both presumed and contested within structuralism. Although 

Saussure understands the relationship of signifier and signified to be arbitrary, he places this 

arbitrary relation within a necessarily complete linguistic system. All linguistic terms presuppose a 

linguistic totality of structures, the entirety of which is presupposed and implicitly recalled for any 

one term to bear meaning. This quasi-Leibnizian view, in which language figures as a systematic 

totality, effectively suppresses the moment of difference between signifier and signified, relating 

and unifying that moment of arbitrariness within a totalizing field. The poststructuralist break with 

Saussure and with the identitarian structures of exchange found in Lévi-Strauss refutes the claims of 

totality and universality and the presumption of binary structural oppositions that implicitly operate 

to quell the insistent ambiguity and openness of linguistic and cultural signification.6 As a result, the 

discrepancy between signifier and signified becomes the operative and limitless différance of 

language, rendering all referentiality into a potentïally limitless displacement. 

 

Gestalt Therapy: 100 Key Points and Techniques (Mann, Dave) 
 

L 257-259-260-261-нсн ώΨǇƛƭƭŀǊǎ ƻŦ ƎŜǎǘŀƭǘΩ - field theory, phenomenology, dialogue] 

To explain what gestalt therapy is in just a few words is a difficult task. I would summarise it as a 

ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǘƘŜǊŀǇȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǎȅƴǘƘŜǎƛȊŜǎ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƪŜȅ ǇƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘƛŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ΨǇƛƭƭŀǊǎ ƻŦ 

ƎŜǎǘŀƭǘΩ ό¸ƻƴǘŜŦΣ мфффΥ ммύΣ ǘƘŜǎŜ ōŜƛƴƎΥ 

 

мΦ CƛŜƭŘ ¢ƘŜƻǊȅΥ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΩǎ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ƛǎ ŜȄǇƭƻǊŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘe context of their situation or field (I will use 

the terms situation and field interchangeably). 

 

2. Phenomenology: the search for understanding through what is obvious and/or revealed, rather 

than through what is interpreted by the observer. 

 

Dialogue: a specific form of contacting (not just talking) that is concerned with the between of the 

relationship and what emerges in that between. 

 

L 269-272 
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Being rooted in field theory, dialogue and phenomenology that are all concerned with individual 

perception, ƛǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻƻ ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜ ǘƻ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀǎ Ƴŀƴȅ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ΨƎŜǎǘŀƭǘΩ ŀǎ 

there are gestalt therapists, quite simply because we all have our unique ways of reaching out and 

making sense of our world. 

1 Exceptions will be where I am quoting oǘƘŜǊǎ ǿƘƻ ŎŀǇƛǘŀƭƛȊŜ ΨƎŜǎǘŀƭǘΩΦ 

 

Gestalt Therapy Verbatim (Perls, Frederick (Fritz)) 
- Your Highlight Location 33-35 | Added on Sunday, November 2, 2014 8:28:16 AM 

Perls was a brilliant clinician whose impact on current theories of psychotherapy is immeasurable. 

This book was the media event that brought Perls and Gestalt therapy as he practiced it to the 

attention of the public at large, reaching far beyond the professional circle of mental health 

practitioners. 

- Your Highlight Location 36-37 | Added on Sunday, November 2, 2014 8:29:51 AM 

Joe Wysong The Gestalt Journal Highland, New York Spring, 1992 

- Your Highlight Location 99-106 | Added on Sunday, November 2, 2014 8:31:36 AM 

Gestalt Therapy Verbatim is pure Perls, a series of live performances in the late l960's at the Esalen 

Institute, that west coast citadel of self-realization. Here is the charismatic founder of Gestalt 

therapy displaying his ingenuity and inventiveness, his bravado, zeal for promotion, and tendency to 

fall back on hip slogans, as well as his unusual clinical acumen. We get to sit in as he improvises 

lectures, listen to his pronouncements on human nature and contemporary culture delivered with 

an informal air of final authority, and above all, witness his theatrical style of having people replay 

their dreams or stage their characters in the form of dialogues and skits. The book is best described 

ŀǎ ǎǇƻƪŜƴ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƳŀŘŜ ǳǇ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ƻŦ ǘǊŀƴǎŎǊƛōŜŘ ǘŀǇŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ tŜǊƭǎΩǎ 

late workshops and seminars. Nowadays a host of well- known therapists can be found parading 

their wares in transcribed books or on tape and film. But the genre was relatively new when Perls 

did it, and rarely does one get so rounded and intimate a portrait as Verbatim supplies. Perls did not 

hide his personality behind his techniques. 

Location 114-118 

Perhaps his objections seemed all the more telling by virtue of his own analytic beginnings under 

several major early Freudians, followers and dissidents alike. His analysts and supervisors included 

Wilhelm Reich, Karen Horney, Otto Fenichel, and Helene Deutsch among others. Now he was turning 

the austerity of psychoanalysis inside out as if his mission were to bring showmanship to 

ǇǎȅŎƘƻǘƘŜǊŀǇȅΦ IŜ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜǊŀǇȅΣ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣ ŜƴǘŜǊǘŀƛƴƛƴƎΗ tŜǊƭǎΩǎ version of Gestalt therapy in 

Verbatim comes across as a daring apostasy staged like a magic show. One could imagine him as a 

heretic sawing a woman in half. 

- Your Highlight Location 124-131 
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Such ideas mistake one idiosyncratic phase in the development of Gestalt therapy for the whole of it 

and overlook what was genuinely radical and innovative, namely its lucid, novel, and 

commonsensical assumptions about human functioning. Worked out by Perls long before his Esalen 

years in collaboration with others, these assumptions and their implications represent a lasting 

contribution to the elusive art of psychotherapy. They are there in Gestalt Therapy Verbatim, but 

you have to pry them loose from the scaffolding Perls erected for demonstration purposes. The book 

is best read in the company of his two earlier volumes, Ego, Hunger and Aggression and Volume II of 

Gestalt Therapy: Excitement and Growth in the Human Personality. Both of the earlier works were 

joint ventures τ the first with his wife Laura, who remained an invisible co-author; the second with 

Paul Goodman, who elaborated a manuscript by Perls into something close to a full-blown 

theoretical account of Gestalt therapy. 

Location 131-140 

¢ƘŜ ƳƛǎǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎǎ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀƭǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ tŜǊƭǎΩǎ ŦŀǳƭǘΣ ōǳǘ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ŘƻŜs he fully escape 

responsibility. Many notable clinicians and innovators in psychotherapy, from Freud forward τ 

Reich, Jung, Milton Erickson, R. D. Laing, to name a few striking examples τ cast ambiguous 

shadows across the ranks of their followers. They loom before us in a blur of roles: Are they 

scientists penetrating the secrets of human nature or religious healers? Mesmerists, sleight- of- hand 

experts? Charlatans? Misunderstood geniuses, cranks, or even madmen? Does their ancestry date 

back to primitive traditions τ shamanism and wizardry τ or do they hail from the post-Newtonian 

world of deductive logic applied to the natural environment? Maybe they have to present 

themselves as unimpeachable or mystical authorities to coax patients out of their defenses and 

persuade students to become advocates. It is often said that poets and artists have to create their 

audiences. Perhaps founders of therapeutic schools have to create both patients and disciples. But 

to become a highly influential, charismatic figure bears the risk of producing slavish followers and 

insufficiently judicious critics. Hurrying to spread the word and increasingly indifferent to systematic 

thought, Perls in his late years left a legacy of mixed blessings to aspiring Gestalt therapists. 

- Your Highlight Location 186-196 | Added on Sunday, November 2, 2014 10:44:46 AM 

Nowadays most psychotherapists would agree that the classical neuroses, fixed in languid or rigid 

poses like marble statues for an entrance hall, have become scarce. One could hardly depend on 

ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ Ŧƛƭƭ ŀ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜΦ tŜƻǇƭŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜǊŀǇȅ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƛǊŎǳƳǎŎǊƛōŜŘ ǎȅƳǇǘƻƳǎ ŀǎ 

with a more general malaise, a remoteness from their own lives. If many of them are still torn about 

sex, they are often in conflict about everything else as well τ intimacy in a broad sense, all contact 

with others, their work, their very sense of identity and their place in the scheme of things. It has 

ōŜŎƻƳŜ ƛƴŎǊŜŀǎƛƴƎƭȅ ŘƻǳōǘŦǳƭ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊΣ ǘƻ ōƻǊǊƻǿ tƻǳƴŘΩǎ ǇƘǊŀǎŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƻōǎŎǳǊŜ ǊŜǾŜǊƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ inward 

gaze of psychoanalysis could keep up with the accelerated grimace of the modern neuroses. As a 

result, the mental health professions have been scrambling to invent new therapies, revise old ones. 

Analysis itself has moved from the symptomatic to the characterological. By shifting the locus of 

discovery and change from past to present and from the logic of causes to the drama of effects, Perls 

was able to go even further: He made it possible for the patient in therapy to illuminate and revise 

the whoƭŜ ǇŀǘǘŜǊƴ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊǎǇŜŎǘƛǾŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ƭƛƪŜ .ƭŀƪŜΩǎ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƎǊŀƛƴ 
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ƻŦ ǎŀƴŘΦ ¢Ƙǳǎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘΩǎ ŎƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŀƴ ƻǇǘƛƻƴΣ ƭŜǎǎ ŀ ǎŜŜƳƛƴƎ ŀŎǘ 

of fate. 

- Your Highlight Location 196-202 | Added on Sunday, November 2, 2014 10:47:51 AM 

DƛǾŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ƛƳǇŀǘƛŜƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŜȄǇƭŀƴŀǘƛƻƴǎΣ tŜǊƭǎΩǎ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƻǊȅ ǘŜƴŘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǇǊŀƎƳŀǘƛŎ ŀƴŘ 

eclectic τ some would say opportunistic. In Verbatim one finds a patchwork of borrowed concepts 

stitched from various traditions. From Reich, who had been one of his analysts, Perls took the notion 

of character armor, which adds the physical tensions in neurotic character to the psychological ones. 

From Horney, who had both analyzed and supervised him, he took the idea that neurotic behavior is 

based on manipulation to win love. From Sartrean existentialism, he got his insistence on individual 

ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ ŦƻǊ ǎƘŀǇƛƴƎ ƻƴŜΩǎ ƻǿƴ ƭƛŦŜΦ CǊƻƳ ŜȄǇŜǊƛƳŜƴǘŀƭ DŜǎǘŀƭǘ ǇǎȅŎƘƻƭƻƎȅΣ ƘŜ ŘǊŜǿ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

concepts of figure/ground and the unfinished situŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘ ŦƻǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊƛƴƎ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ 

of reality and their tendency to get trapped in their own histories. 

- Your Highlight Location 202-211 | Added on Sunday, November 2, 2014 10:49:02 AM 

²Ƙŀǘ ƎŀǾŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ŀ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŎƻƘŜǊŜƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ tŜǊƭǎΩǎ Ŏƻƴcentration on the quality of life in the present. 

IŜ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŜƻǊŜǘƛŎŀƭ ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƭŜƴǎŜǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƻ ŜȄŀƳƛƴŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ŦŀƛƭǳǊŜǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

immediate situations. Ultimately for Perls, the measure of health is the ability to experience what is 

neǿ ŀǎ ƴŜǿΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ Ŝƴǘŀƛƭǎ ŀ ǎƛƳǇƭŜΣ ŘƛǊŜŎǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘƛƎƘƭȅ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ƻƴŜΩǎ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ Lƴ ŎƻƴǘǊŀǎǘ ǘƻ 

psychoanalysis, which assumes that human nature is a deep riddle, Perls liked to call Gestalt therapy 

ǘƘŜ άǇƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎέ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŀƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƛƴǾŜƴǘŜŘ ƛǘ ōǳǘ ƻƴƭȅ ǊŜŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƛǘΦ hǳǊ 

culture and child-rearing practices, he declared, conspire to block us from grasping the obvious, even 

though it is our birthright to know it spontaneously. Perls endowed Gestalt therapy with a romantic 

aura that linked it to the Wordsworthian notion that the child is the best philosopher, to the 

emphasis in certain Eastern spiritual traditions on emptying the mind in order to know the world 

without preconceptions, and to the attempts of phenomenology and existentialism to rid our 

thinking of artificial dualisms such as cause and effect, subject and object, appearance and reality, 

essence and existence, conscious and unconscious. Gestalt therapy, as Perls conceived it, sought to 

restore our lost innocence. 

- Your Highlight Location 220-226 

¢ƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ƛǎ ŀ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ƛƴƴƻŎŜƴŎŜ ƛƴ tŜǊƭǎΩǎ ǿƻǊƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭфслϥǎ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘǎ ŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ 

to an intriguing question: How did a German-Jewish refugee psychiatrist and psychoanalyst, a 

product of the Weimar Republic and its complex culture, end up as presiding guru at the Esalen 

Institute? Perls, late in life, framed by virgin redwoods and stark cliffs that plunged without 

transition into the Pacific Ocean, epitomized a venerable American theme τ the Self redefined, 

made new, responsible only to itself amid the pastoral grandeur of the American wilderness. He 

even came to look like the Thoreau or Whitman of psychotherapy. The evolution of Gestalt therapy 

cannot be understood entirely apart from the Americanization of Frederick Perls. Both his life and 

his changing views could be described as a progression from European history to American 

innocence. 
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- Your Highlight Location 267-271 | Added on Sunday, November 2, 2014 11:09:41 AM 

The fit between American life in the lфслϥǎ ŀƴŘ tŜǊƭǎΩǎ DŜǎǘŀƭǘ ǘƘŜǊŀǇȅ ƛǎ ƛƭƭǳǎǘǊŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ 

ǘƘŜ άDŜǎǘŀƭǘ ǇǊŀȅŜǊέ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǳǇ ƻƴ ŀ ǇƻǇǳƭŀǊ ǇƻǎǘŜǊ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ Řŀȅǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǎ 

ƻŦ ōƻƻƪǎǘƻǊŜǎ ŀƭƻƴƎ .ŜǊƪŜƭŜȅΩǎ ¢ŜƭŜƎǊŀǇƘ !ǾŜƴǳŜ ǎŀƴŘǿƛŎƘŜŘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǇƻǊǘǊŀƛǘǎΣ ƴƻǘ ƻŦ CǊŜǳŘ and 

Reich, but of Fidel Castro and the Grateful Dead. Perls got so deeply into the here and now of his 

times that he left Gestalt therapy with the perplexing task of how to climb back out and move on. 

- Your Highlight Location 339-339 | Added on Sunday, November 2, 2014 11:10:15 AM 

Michael Vincent Miller Newton, Massachusetts Summer, 1988 

- Your Highlight Location 341-348 | Added on Sunday, November 2, 2014 11:13:43 AM 

Introduction I want to talk about the present development of humanistic psychology. It took us a 

long time to debunk the whole Freudian crap, and now we are entering a new and more dangerous 

phase. We are entering the phase of the turner-onners: Turn on to instant cure, instant joy, instant 

sensory awareness. We are entering the phase of the quacks and the con-men, who think if you get 

some breakthrough, you are cured τ disregarding any growth requirements, disregarding any of the 

real potential, the inborn genius in all of you. If this is becoming a faddism, it is as dangerous to 

psychology as the year-decade-century-long lying on the couch. At least the damage we suffered 

under psychoanalysis does little to the patient except for making him deader and deader. This is not 

as obnoxious as this quick-quick-quick thing. The psychoanalysts at least bring good will with them. I 

Ƴǳǎǘ ǎŀȅ L ŀƳ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΦ 

- Your Highlight Location 348-353 | Added on Sunday, November 2, 2014 11:13:58 AM 

One of the objections I have against anyone calling himself a Gestalt therapist is that he uses 

ǘŜŎƘƴƛǉǳŜΦ ! ǘŜŎƘƴƛǉǳŜ ƛǎ ŀ ƎƛƳƳƛŎƪΦ ! ƎƛƳƳƛŎƪ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǳǎŜŘ ƻƴƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜ ŎŀǎŜΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ 

enough people running around collecting gimmicks, more gimmicks, and abusing them. These 

techniques, these tools, are quite useful in some seminar on sensory awareness or joy, just to give 

you some idea that you are still alive, that the myth that the American is a corpse is not true, that he 

can be alive. But the sad fact is that this jazzing-up more often becomes a dangerous substitute 

activity, another phony therapy that prevents growth. 

- Your Highlight Location 387-391 | Added on Sunday, November 2, 2014 11:15:00 AM 

I give you the Gestalt prayer, maybe as a direction. The prayer in Gestalt therapy is: I do my thing, 

and you do your thing. I am not in this world to live up to your expectations And you are not in this 

ǿƻǊƭŘ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƳƛƴŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ L ŀƳ LΣ !ƴŘ ƛŦ ōȅ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǿŜ ŦƛƴŘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΣ ƛǘΩǎ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΦ LŦ 

ƴƻǘΣ ƛǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ƘŜƭǇŜŘΦ 

 

Girls in Power: Gender, Body, And Menstruation in Adolescence (Laura Fingerson) 
- Your Highlight Location 267-268 | Added on Sunday, September 13, 2015 4:46:54 PM 
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In line with the cultural emphasis on concealment, girls use various strategies to respond to their 

bodies' needs as they menstruate and prepare to menstruate. Shirley Prendergast (2000) writes 

about the work involved for a girl when she has her period: 

- Your Highlight Location 268-273 | Added on Sunday, September 13, 2015 4:47:06 PM 

Most basically she must know in advance that her period is likely to start that day, and be prepared 

with appropriate supplies. She must learn how to keep these in a safe place so that they are both 

readily accessible but not likely to be found, deliberately or accidentally. After that she must judge 

the appropriate time to change in order that no accidents happen, timing this with lesson breaks, 

and finding a toilet [bathroom] that has the facilities that she needs. If a girl has any kind of negative 

effects from menstruation (which, as we have seen, they commonly do) she must assess how she is 

likely to feel and be appropriately prepared (for pain, for example) in order to stay alert and 

complete school tasks successfully. She must have considered the day's lessons, and brought a note 

if she wishes to be excused from any of them. (p. 117) 

- Your Highlight Location 280-285 | Added on Sunday, September 13, 2015 4:49:24 PM 

As Shirley Prendergast learned in her research, schools in particular fail to provide conditions for girls 

where menstruation can be managed adequately, much less positively. Imagine the frustration and 

anxiety for Kasey, one of the girls in my interviews, when she got her first period (menarche is a very 

unpredictable event) in "the first week of seventh grade, the first week in a new school, first week 

with a new schedule, first week with forty-five minute class periods, and with only four minute 

passing periods"! There is a large amount of management work in handling menstruation that girls 

must learn and negotiate. At the same time, the girls rise to the challenge of this responsibility, exert 

power over their bodies and their social situations, and use both individual and collective strategies 

for managing menstruation. This management also highlights how menstruation is a personal bodily 

event that girls experience within their social contexts and interactions. 

 

 

Hierarchy of Needs: A Theory of Human Motivation (Maslow, Abraham H.) 
- Your Highlight Location 18-21 

A Theory of Human Motivation by Abraham H. Maslow is one of the most famous psychology articles 

ever written. Originally published in 1943, it was in this landmark paper that Maslow presented his 

first detailed representation of Self-Actualization - the desire to become everything that one is 

capable of becoming - at the pinnacle of a hierarchy of human needs. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 83-86 | Added on Monday, November 3, 2014 6:56:29 AM 

"A musician must make music, an artist must paint, a poet must write, if he is to be ultimately happy. 

What a man can be, he must be. This need we may call self-actualization." (Abraham H. Maslow) 
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- Your Highlight Location 947-949 | Added on Monday, November 3, 2014 7:45:41 AM 

2. The hunger drive (or any other physiological drive) was rejected as a centering point or model for 

a definitive theory of motivation. Any drive that is somatically based and localizable was shown to be 

atypical rather than typical in human motivation. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 957-959 | Added on Monday, November 3, 2014 7:53:50 AM 

5. Any motivated behavior, either preparatory or consummatory, must be understood to be a 

channel through which many basic needs may be simultaneously expressed or satisfied. Typically an 

act has more than one motivation. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 975-977 | Added on Monday, November 3, 2014 8:05:22 AM 

11. The situation or the field in which the organism reacts must be taken into account but the field 

alone can rarely serve as an exclusive explanation for behavior. Furthermore the field itself must be 

interpreted in terms of the organism. Field theory cannot be a substitute for motivation theory. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 981-983 | Added on Monday, November 3, 2014 8:06:10 AM 

13. Motivation theory is not synonymous with behavior theory. The motivations are only one class of 

determinants of behavior. While behavior is almost always motivated, it is also almost always 

biologically, culturally and situationally determined as well. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 985-988 

The present paper is an attempt to formulate a positive theory of motivation which will satisfy these 

theoretical demands and at the same time conform to the known facts, clinical and observational as 

well as experimental. It derives most directly, however, from clinical experience. This theory is, I 

think, in the functionalist tradition of James and Dewey, and is fused with the holism of Wertheimer 

(19), Goldstein (6), and Gestalt Psychology, and with the dynamicism of Freud (4) and Adler (1). This 

fusion or synthesis may arbitrarily be called a "general-dynamic" theory. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 990-993 

It is far easier to perceive and to criticize the aspects in motivation theory than to remedy them. 

Mostly this is because of the very serious lack of sound data in this area. I conceive this lack of sound 

facts to be due primarily to the absence of a valid theory of motivation. The present theory then 

must be considered to be a suggested program or framework for future research and must stand or 
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fall, not so much on facts available or evidence presented, as upon researches to be done, 

researches suggested perhaps, by the questions raised in this paper. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 995-997 | Added on Monday, November 3, 2014 8:29:05 AM 

II. THE BASIC NEEDS The "Physiological" Needs: 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1024-1027 | Added on Monday, November 3, 2014 9:46:50 AM 

Undoubtedly these physiological needs are the most pre-potent of all needs. What this means 

specifically is, that in the human being who is missing everything in life in an extreme fashion, it is 

most likely that the major motivation would be the physiological needs rather than any others. A 

person who is lacking food, safety, love, and esteem would most probably hunger for food more 

strongly than for anything else. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1043-1044 | Added on Monday, November 3, 2014 9:55:09 AM 

community feeling, 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1069-1072 | Added on Monday, November 3, 2014 11:14:07 AM 

This statement is somewhat qualified by a hypothesis to be discussed more fully later, namely that it 

is precisely those individuals in whom a certain need has always been satisfied who are best 

equipped to tolerate deprivation of that need in the future, and that furthermore, those who have 

been deprived in the past will react differently to current satisfactions 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1069-1072 | Added on Monday, November 3, 2014 11:14:16 AM 

This statement is somewhat qualified by a hypothesis to be discussed more fully later, namely that it 

is precisely those individuals in whom a certain need has always been satisfied who are best 

equipped to tolerate deprivation of that need in the future, and that furthermore, those who have 

been deprived in the past will react differently to current satisfactions than the one who has never 

been deprived. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1073-1083 | Added on Monday, November 3, 2014 11:16:04 AM 

The Safety Needs: If the physiological needs are relatively well gratified, there then emerges a new 

set of needs, which we may categorize roughly as the safety needs. All that has been said of the 

physiological needs is equally true, although in lesser degree, of these desires. The organism may 
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equally well be wholly dominated by them. They may serve as the almost exclusive organizers of 

behavior, recruiting all the capacities of the organism in their service, and we may then fairly 

describe the whole organism as a safety-seeking mechanism. Again we may say of the receptors, the 

effectors, of the intellect and the other capacities that they are primarily safety-seeking tools. Again, 

as in the hungry man, we find that the dominating goal is a strong determinant not only of his 

current world-outlook and philosophy but also of his philosophy of the future. Practically everything 

looks less important than safety, (even sometimes the physiological needs which being satisfied, are 

now underestimated). A man, in this state, if it is extreme enough and chronic enough, may be 

characterized as living almost for safety alone. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1137-1143 | Added on Monday, November 3, 2014 11:23:22 AM 

Other broader aspects of the attempt to seek safety and stability in the world are seen in the very 

common preference for familiar rather than unfamiliar things, or for the known rather than the 

unknown. The tendency to have some religion or world-philosophy that organizes the universe and 

the men in it into some sort of satisfactorily coherent, meaningful whole is also in part motivated by 

safety-seeking. Here too we may list science and philosophy in general as partially motivated by the 

safety needs (we shall see later that there are also other motivations to scientific, philosophical or 

religious endeavor). Otherwise the need for safety is seen as an active and dominant mobilizer of the 

organism's resources only in emergencies, e. g., war, disease, natural catastrophes, crime waves, 

societal disorganization, neurosis, brain injury, chronically bad situation. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1156-1164 | Added on Monday, November 3, 2014 11:30:40 AM 

The neurosis in which the search for safety takes its clearest form is in the compulsive-obsessive 

neurosis. Compulsive-obsessives try frantically to order and stabilize the world so that no 

unmanageable, unexpected or unfamiliar dangers will ever appear (14) they hedge themselves 

about with all sorts of ceremonials, rules and formulas so that every possible contingency may be 

provided for and so that no new contingencies may appear. They are much like the brain injured 

cases, described by Goldstein (6) who manage to maintain their equilibrium by avoiding everything 

unfamiliar and strange and by ordering their restricted world in such a neat, disciplined, orderly 

fashion that everything in the world can be counted upon. They try to arrange the world so that 

anything unexpected (dangers) cannot possibly occur. If, through no fault of their own, something 

unexpected does occur, they go into a panic reaction as if this unexpected occurrence constituted a 

grave danger. What we can see only as a none-too-strong preference in the healthy person, e. g., 

preference for the familiar, becomes a life-and-death necessity in abnormal cases. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1165-1171 | Added on Monday, November 3, 2014 11:32:51 AM 

The Love Needs: If both the physiological and the safety needs are fairly well gratified, then there 

will emerge the love and affection and belongingness needs, and the whole cycle already described 
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will repeat itself with this new center. Now the person will feel keenly, as never before, the absence 

of friends, or a sweetheart, or a wife, or children. He will hunger for affectionate relations with 

people in general, namely, for a place in his group, and he will strive with great intensity to achieve 

this goal. He will want to attain such a place more than anything else in the world and may even 

forget that once, when he was hungry, he sneered at love. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1172-1176 

In our society the thwarting of these needs is the most commonly found core in cases of 

maladjustment and more severe psychopathology. Love and affection, as well as their possible 

expression in sexuality, are generally looked upon with ambivalence and are customarily hedged 

about with many restrictions and inhibitions. Practically all theorists of psychopathology have 

stressed thwarting of the love needs as basic in the picture of maladjustment. Many clinical studies 

have therefore been made of this need and we know more about it perhaps than any of the other 

needs except the physiological ones (14). 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1181-1182 | Added on Monday, November 3, 2014 12:43:29 PM 

The Esteem Needs: 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1204-1204 | Added on Monday, November 3, 2014 2:36:58 PM 

The Need For Self-Actualization: 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1206-1208 | Added on Monday, November 3, 2014 2:37:33 PM 

Even if all these needs are satisfied, we may still often (if not always) expect that a new discontent 

and restlessness will soon develop, unless the individual is doing what he is fitted for. A musician 

must make music, an artist must paint, a poet must write, if he is to be ultimately happy. What a 

man can be, he must be. This need we may call self-actualization. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1209-1212 | Added on Monday, November 3, 2014 2:37:38 PM 

This term, first coined by Kurt Goldstein, is being used in this paper in a much more specific and 

limited fashion. It refers to the desire for self-fulfillment, namely, to the tendency for him to become 

actualized in what he is potentially. This tendency might be phrased as the desire to become more 

and more what one is, to become everything that one is capable of becoming. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1235-1238 | Added on Monday, November 3, 2014 2:42:10 PM 
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If we remember that the cognitive capacities (perceptual, intellectual, learning) are a set of adjustive 

tools, which have, among other functions, that of satisfaction of our basic needs, then it is clear that 

any danger to them, any deprivation or blocking of their free use, must also be indirectly threatening 

to the basic needs themselves. Such a statement is a partial solution of the general problems of 

curiosity, the search for knowledge, truth and wisdom, and the ever-persistent urge to solve the 

cosmic mysteries. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1327-1328 

Degree of Relative Satisfaction: 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1329-1336 | Added on Monday, November 3, 2014 2:56:40 PM 

So far, our theoretical discussion may have given the impression that these five sets of needs are 

somehow in a step-wise, all-or-none relationships to each other. We have spoken in such terms as 

the following: "If one need is satisfied, then another emerges." This statement might give the false 

impression that a need must be satisfied 100 per cent before the next need emerges. In actual fact, 

most members of our society who are normal, are partially satisfied in all their basic needs and 

partially unsatisfied in all their basic needs at the same time. A more realistic description of the 

hierarchy would be in terms of decreasing percentages of satisfaction as we go up the hierarchy of 

prepotency, For instance, if I may assign arbitrary figures for the sake of illustration, it is as if the 

average citizen is satisfied perhaps 85 per cent in his physiological needs, 70 per cent in his safety 

needs, 50 per cent in his love needs, 40 per cent in his self-esteem needs, and 10 per cent in his self-

actualization needs. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1342-1343-1344-1348 

Unconscious Character of Needs: 

These needs are neither necessarily conscious nor unconscious. On the whole, however, in the 

average person, they are more often unconscious rather than conscious. It is not necessary at this 

point to overhaul the tremendous mass of evidence which indicates the crucial importance of 

unconscious motivation. It would by now be expected, on a priori grounds alone, that unconscious 

motivations would on the whole be rather more important than the conscious motivations. What we 

have called the basic needs are very often largely unconscious although they may, with suitable 

techniques, and with sophisticated people become conscious. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1375-1376 

Multiple Determinants of Behavior: 



Julie McDonald [Type here] 163 
 

 

 

 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1377-1385 | Added on Monday, November 3, 2014 3:00:39 PM 

Not all behavior is determined by the basic needs. We might even say that not all behavior is 

motivated. There are many determinants of behavior other than motives. (I am aware that many 

psychologists and psychoanalysts use the term 'motivated' and 'determined' synonymously, e.g., 

Freud. But I consider this an obfuscating usage. Sharp distinctions are necessary for clarity of 

thought, and precision in experimentation.) For instance, one other important class of determinants 

is the so-called 'field' determinants. Theoretically, at least, behavior may be determined completely 

by the field, or even by specific isolated external stimuli, as in association of ideas, or certain 

conditioned reflexes. If in response to the stimulus word 'table' I immediately perceive a memory 

image of a table, this response certainly has nothing to do with my basic needs. Secondly, we may 

call attention again to the concept of 'degree of closeness to the basic needs' or 'degree of 

motivation.' Some behavior is highly motivated; other behavior is only weakly motivated. Some is 

not motivated at all (but all behavior is determined). 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1424-1427 | Added on Tuesday, November 4, 2014 6:17:22 AM 

Thwarting of unimportant desires produces no psychopathological results; thwarting of a basically 

important need does produce such results. Any theory of psychopathogenesis must then be based 

on a sound theory of motivation. A conflict or a frustration is not necessarily pathogenic. It becomes 

so only when it threatens or thwarts the basic needs, or partial needs that are closely related to the 

basic needs. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1455-1455 | Added on Tuesday, November 4, 2014 7:51:10 AM 

When we ask what man wants of life, we deal with his very essence. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1457-1461 | Added on Tuesday, November 4, 2014 7:53:23 AM 

SUMMARY 1. There are at least five sets of goals, which we may call basic needs. These are briefly 

physiological, safety, love, 'esteem, and self-actualization. In addition, we are motivated by the 

desire to achieve or maintain the various conditions upon which these basic satisfactions rest and by 

certain more intellectual desires. 

 

How To Change Your Sex: (Rose, Lannie) 
A Lighthearted Look at the Hardest Thing You'll Ever Do 

 

L 1496-1501 [hormone therapy] 
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Over a period of three to six months, hormone therapy will start to produce visible changes in your 

body. MTFs will experience breast growth, subtle fat redistribution from the belly to the hips and 

thighs, softening of the skin, and hair becoming more vellus. Unfortunately, hormones will not raise 

your voice, eliminate your facial and body hair, or produce a nice set of double-D breasts. As a rule 

ƻŦ ǘƘǳƳōΣ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊŜŀǎǘǎ ǿƛƭƭ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƎǊƻǿ ǘƻ ŀōƻǳǘ ƻƴŜ ǎƛȊŜ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƛǎǘŜǊǎΩ 

breasts. You should see pretty good breast development in three to six months, but they may keep 

ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ C¢aǎΩ ǾƻƛŎŜǎ ōŜŎome lower in pitch, their facial hair  

starts growing, and fat redistributes toward the pot gut. 

 

L 1661-1666 [internal identity] 

One of the things I found hardest was to totally switch my own internal identity from male to 

female. I worked at it by consciously forcing the feminine in my life. I began listening mostly to chick 

singers, reading female authors, and watching Oprah. I trained myself to say, "My friend ... she" 

ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ Ϧaȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ΦΦΦ ƘŜΣϦ ŀƴŘ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ άǎƘŜέ ōŜŦƻǊŜ άƘŜέ ƛƴ ƭƛǎǘǎ όƭƛƪŜ LϥǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ in this book). For a 

ǿƘƛƭŜΣ L ŜǾŜƴ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƻŦ ǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ άƎƻŘŘŜǎǎέ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ άƎƻŘΦέ 9ǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅΣ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǿŀȅǎ ƻŦ 

thinking and acting moved from being something I did consciously to unconscious behaviors, and it 

began to feel natural to experience myself as female. 

 

L 2131-2141 [peeing] 

Peeing Yes, peeing. They will remove several inches of your urethra as well as some or all of your 

ǳǊŜǘƘǊŀƭ ǎǇƘƛƴŎǘŜǊ ƳǳǎŎƭŜΦ LǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀŦŦŜŎǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ȅƻǳ ǳǊƛƴŀǘŜΦ ²ƘŜƴ Ƴȅ ŎŀǘƘŜǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘΣ 

it took me a couple ƻŦ ǿŜŜƪǎ ǘƻ ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǳǊƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƴŜǿ ǇƭǳƳōƛƴƎΦ .ȅ άŎƻƴǘǊƻƭέ 

I mean that I was wetting myself before I could get to the toilet. I needed to learn to become alert to 

the very first tingling that signaled time to go, and then to get to a bƻǿƭ άǎǘŀǘΦέ hǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ŦŜǿ 

ƳƻƴǘƘǎ L ōŜŎŀƳŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ άƘƻƭŘ ƛǘέ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣ ǎƻ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊȅ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǎƻ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΦ 

But I still need to take care of business faster than when I had that extra length of urethra. Some 

girls suffer worse incontinence than I did, and for some, incontinence and seepage are permanent 

problems. That means Maxi-pads every dayτso much for that smooth silhouette you expected in 

your bikini bottom! (These problems are not unusual for any women, especially after childbirth and 

with age. Now you know why bikinis are for young girls.) 

 

L 2195-2206 

Long-ǘŜǊƳ ƘŜŀƭǘƘŎŀǊŜ 5ƻƴΩǘ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǿ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƳƛȄ ƻŦ ƳŀƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŦŜƳŀƭŜ ŀƴŀǘƻƳȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ 

to pay attention to the healthcare needs of both. You are still at risk of prostate cancer, at least until 

the hormones have caused it to shrink to a negligible size. I personally know of one trans woman 

who needed prostate surgery some years after her SRS. So make sure you are screened for it, until 

your doctor feels it is no longer necessary. Self-exams and mammograms for breast cancer are 

ǊŜŎƻƳƳŜƴŘŜŘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻŦ ŀƴȅ ŎŀǎŜǎ ƻŦ ǘǊŀƴǎ ǿƻƳŜƴ ŎƻƴǘǊŀŎǘƛƴƎ ōǊŜŀǎǘ ŎŀƴŎŜǊ 
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(although I have one girlfriend who got breast cancer as a man, long before she ever started 

transitioninƎύΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎŜǊǾƛȄΣ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƎȅƴŜŎƻƭƻƎƛǎǘǎ ƴŜǾŜǊǘƘŜƭŜǎǎ ǊŜŎƻƳƳŜƴŘ ǇŀǇ 

smears, even though they are primarily intended to detect cervical cancer. 

 

Location 2227-2232 

When the deed is done When all is said and done, gals, you wind up with a vagina. Big woop. Let me 

ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΣ ŀ ǾŀƎƛƴŀ ƛǎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ǇŜƴƛǎΦ .ŜǎƛŘŜǎ ŘƛƭŀǘƛƴƎΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƎŜǘ ȅŜŀǎǘ 

ƛƴŦŜŎǘƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŀȅōŜ ǳǊƛƴŀǊȅ ǘǊŀŎǘ ƛƴŦŜŎǘƛƻƴǎΤ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ǇŀŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƳǇƻƴǎΤ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƛǘ 

when you pee. (But you are already doing thŀǘΣ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚύ ¸ƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǾŀƎƛƴŀ ƛǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ōƻŀǘ 

ƻǊ ŀ ǇƻƻƭΥ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƻŦŦ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǿƘƻ ƭŜǘǎ ȅƻǳ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜƛǊΩǎΣ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǳǇƪŜŜǇ ŀƴŘ 

maintenance of owning your own. 

 

In spite of all that, I have to tell you, I like my vagina. 

 

Identity Theory (Burke, Peter J.;Stets, Jan E.) 2009 
Location 71-77 

For more than thirty years now, Peter Burke has been perhaps the most insightful symbolic 

interactionist around, as his emphasis on the correlated meaning of identities and of behaviors 

(ideŀǎ ŎƻƴǎƻƭƛŘŀǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ŀƴ ŀŘŀǇǘŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳ tƻǿŜǊǎΩǎ ǇŜǊŎŜǇǘǳŀƭ 

control theory) has allowed Burke not only to incorporate earlier thinking about identities (such as 

my own) but also to conduct a fruitful program of empirical research on these previously airy topics. 

Throughout this extensive period, Burke has enjoyed numerous coauthorships, but for nearly half of 

those years, his most consistent collaborator by far has been Jan Stets, his close colleague and wife. 

For these two to have jointly produced the current volume on identity theory is a most fortunate 

development for every potential reader. 

 

Page 2 | Location 77-83 

The concept of identities (i.e., who one is) is best developed within structural symbolic interaction 

theories, ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ōǳǘ .ǳǊƪŜΩǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘƛŀǘƛƴƎ ŦǳƴŘŀƳŜƴǘŀƭ ƛƴǎƛƎƘǘ ƭƛŜǎ ƛƴ ŀǇǇƭȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƛŘŜƴǘƛǘƛŜǎ 

tƻǿŜǊǎΩǎ ǇŜǊŎŜǇǘǳŀƭ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ǘƘŜƻǊȅτthat for human beings it is not the control of output or 

behavior that matters (as it does in most cybernetic theories) so much as the control of perceptions 

(or input). That is to say, humans maintain a steady and stable environment in the face of 

disturbances, and they do so by changing their actions (output) to make their perceptions (input) 

match a reference standard. In what seems a simple move, Burke makes measured identities serve 

as such a reference point, and from there he and his collaborators elaborate a rich and powerful 

theory. 
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Page 2 | Location 111-114 

In summary, this book not only enjoys the most expert authorship but also pulls together and 

systematically explicates the cumulative theoretical research tradition of identity theory, perhaps 

the most significant in sociological social psychology today. Every scholar (current or prospective) in 

any branch of social psychology could profit immensely by a careful reading of this most important 

and timely book. George J. McCall 

 

Page 3 | Location 116-125 ς Agency and Social Structure 

1 Agency and Social Structure 

What does it mean to be who you are? An identity is the set of meanings that define who one is 

when one is an occupant of a particular role in society, a member of a particular group, or claims 

particular characteristics that identify him or her as a unique person. For example, individuals have 

meanings that they apply to themselves when they are a student, worker, spouse, or parent (these 

are roles they occupy), when they are a member of a fraternity, when they belong to the Democratic 

Party, when they are Latino (these are memberships in particular groups), or when they claim they 

are outgoing individuals or moral persons (these are personal characteristics that identify 

themselves as unique persons). People possess multiple identities because they occupy multiple 

roles, are members of multiple groups, and claim multiple personal characteristics, yet the meanings 

of these identities are shared by members of society. Identity theory seeks to explain the specific 

meanings that individuals have for the multiple identities they claim; how these identities relate to 

one another for any one person; how their identities influence their behavior, thoughts, and feelings 

or emotions; and how their identities tie them in to society at large. 

 

Location 3100-3105 

This last idea of the nexus of identities within a person leads naturally to our other perspective of 

looking at the multiple identities as multiple ties to the social structure. Sociology has long 

conceptualized persons as occupying multiple positions or roles within the organized matrix of social 

relations we call the social structure (Linton 1936; Merton 1957; Parsons 1949; Turner 1978). That 

these multiple positions may come into conflict with one another within the individual was a logical 

next step that has been explored in a number of ways using the ideas of role conflict (Gross, Ward, 

and McEachern 1958), role strain (Secord and Backman 1974), and status inconsistency (Jackson 

1962; Jackson and Burke 1965; Lenski 1954).2 
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Integrative Therapy: A Practitioner's Guide (Maja O'Brien) 
L 496-498 

If there are no noticeable differences in outcome from different models, then a possible explanation 

is that there must be some common or non-specific factors which occur in all therapies. These are 

different from model-related techniques or interventions, which are called specific factors. 

 

L 1232-1234 [ethical decision making] 

Carroll (1996: 161) lists four stages of ethical decision making, derived from a variety of sources. 

These can be summarised as: 

ω 9ǘƘƛŎŀƭ ǎŜƴǎƛǘƛǾƛǘȅΣ ƻǊ ŀǿŀǊŜƴŜǎǎ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ Ƴŀȅ ǊŀƛǎŜ ŀƴ ŜǘƘƛŎŀƭ ŘƛƭŜƳƳŀΤ 

ω ²ƻǊƪing out what to do; 

ω 5ƻƛƴƎ ƛǘΤ 

ω 5ŜŀƭƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǳƭǘǎΦ 

 

 

Invitation to Sociology: A Humanistic Perspective (Berger, Peter L.) 
Location 964-965 

Only the madman or the rare case of genius can inhabit a world of meaning all by himself. Most of us 

acquire our meanings from other men and require their constant support so that these meanings 

may continue to be believable. 

 

Location 947-953 

The experience of conversion to a meaning system that is capable of ordering the scattered data of 

ƻƴŜΩǎ ōƛƻƎǊŀǇƘȅ ƛǎ ƭƛberating and profoundly satisfying. Perhaps this has its roots in a deep human 

need for order, purpose and intelligibility. However, the dawning recognition that this or any other 

conversion is not necessarily final, that one could be reconverted and re-reconverted, is one of the 

Ƴƻǎǘ ǘŜǊǊƛŦȅƛƴƎ ƛŘŜŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƳƛƴŘ Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǾŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ άŀƭǘŜǊƴŀǘƛƻƴέ όǿƘƛŎƘ 

is precisely the perception of oneself in front of an infinite series of mirrors, each one transforming 

ƻƴŜΩǎ ƛƳŀƎŜ ƛƴ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ potential conversion) leads to a feeling of vertigo, a metaphysical 

ŀƎƻǊŀǇƘƻōƛŀ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘƭŜǎǎƭȅ ƻǾŜǊƭŀǇǇƛƴƎ ƘƻǊƛȊƻƴǎ ƻŦ ƻƴŜΩǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ōŜƛƴƎΦ 

Location 1260-1270 

A commonly used concept in sociology is that of the definition of the situation. First coined by the 

American sociologist W. I. Thomas, it means that a social situation is what it is defined to be by its 

ǇŀǊǘƛŎƛǇŀƴǘǎΦ Lƴ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǊŘǎΣ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƻŎƛƻƭƻƎƛǎǘΩǎ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜǎ ǊŜŀƭƛǘȅ ƛǎ ŀ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘƛƻƴΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ 

why the sociologist must analyze earnestly many facets of human conduct that are in themselves 

absurd or delusional. In the example of the racial system just given, a biologist or physical 
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anthropologist may take one look at the racial beliefs of white Southerners and declare that these 

beliefs are totally erroneous. He can then dismiss them as but another mythology produced by 

ƘǳƳŀƴ ƛƎƴƻǊŀƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƛƭƭ ǿƛƭƭΣ ǇŀŎƪ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎƻŎƛƻƭƻƎƛǎǘΩǎ ǘŀǎƪΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ƻƴƭȅ 

begins at this point. It does not help at all for him to dismiss the Southern racial ideology as a 

scientific imbecility. Many social situations are effectively controlled by the definitions of imbeciles. 

Indeed, the imbecility that defines the situation is part of the stuff of sociological analysis. Thus the 

ǎƻŎƛƻƭƻƎƛǎǘΩǎ ƻǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻŦ άǊŜŀƭƛǘȅέ ƛǎ ŀ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘ ǇŜŎǳƭƛŀǊ ƻƴŜΣ ŀ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ǘƻ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŜ 

shall return again. For the moment it is merely important to point out that the inexorable controls by 

which social location determines our lives are not done away with by debunking the ideas that 

undergird these controls. 

Location 1282-1285 

The notion that sexual attraction can be translated into romantic emotion was cooked up by misty-

voiced minstrels titillating the imagination of aristocratic ladies about the twelfth century or 

thereabouts. The idea that a man should fixate his sexual drive permanently and exclusively on one 

single woman, with whom he is to share bed, bathroom and the boredom of a thousand bleary-eyed 

breakfasts, was produced by misanthropic theologians some time before that. 

Location 1306-1313 

With these considerations behind us, we can now arrive at a more sophisticated understanding of 

the functioning of social structures. A useful sociological concept on which to base this 

ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻŦ άƛƴǎǘƛǘǳǘƛƻƴΦέ !ƴ ƛƴǎǘƛǘǳǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ŎƻƳƳƻƴƭȅ ŘŜŦƛƴŜŘ ŀǎ ŀ ŘƛǎǘƛƴŎǘƛǾŜ ŎƻƳǇƭŜȄ ƻŦ 

social actions. Thus we can speak of the law, of class, marriage or organized religion as constituting 

institutions. Such a definition does not yet tell us in what way the institution relates to the actions of 

the individuals involved. A suggestive answer to this question has been given by Arnold Gehlen, a 

contemporary German social scientist. Gehlen conceives of an institution as a regulatory agency, 

channeling human actions in much the same way as instincts channel animal behavior. In other 

words, institutions provide procedures through which human conduct is patterned, compelled to go, 

in grooves deemed desirable by society. And this trick is performed by making these grooves appear 

to the individual as the only possible ones. 

 

Jacques Lacan: A Feminist Introduction (Grosz, Elizabeth) 
- Your Highlight on Page 1 | Location 67-74 | Added on Saturday, October 17, 2015 8:52:03 AM 

The last decades of the nineteenth century witnessed an intellectual revolution whose implications 

and effects are still being unravelled. The fin de siècle upheaval could be summarized by three 

names ς Nietzsche, Marx, and Freud ς whose works define the horizon of the contemporary 

knowledges of human subjectivity. Sharing little but a suspicion that the human subject, considered 

as a conscious, rational being, could no longer provide the foundation for theoretical speculation, 

ŜŀŎƘ ŘŜŎŜƴǘǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭΩǎ ǇǊŜǘŜƴǎƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǎƻǾŜǊŜƛƎƴǘȅΣ ǎŜƭŦ-knowledge, and self-mastery. Each 

opposed a prevailing Cartesianism which had infiltrated liberalism, empiricism, idealism, and 

humanism. Each distrusted the centrality and givennes attributed to consciousness, seeing it as an 
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effect rather than a cause of the will to power (in Nietzsche), class relations (in Marx), or psychical 

agencies (in Freud). 

 

 

Living at the Boundary (Perls, Laura (Lore)) (1992, 2012) 
[Gestalt therapy] 

- Your Highlight Location 13-15 

Laura Posner Perls was a remarkable woman who touched the lives of all who knew her. Born in 

Germany, she was an inspiration to those she trained from the time she came to the United States in 

1947 after having spent fifteen years as a practicing psychoanalyst in South Africa. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1380-1384 

I have just given you a somewhat abridged example of dreamwork in Gestalt therapy. What I came 

to realize through working with this dream, and what I am trying to tell you particularly in its 

application to the questions that we are confronted with today, is that the dry-sorting out and 

summarizing of the Gestalt experience into the pigeonholes labeled Theory, Techniques, 

Amplifications, and Expectations of Accomplishment is entirely out of tune with the holistic and 

organismic philosophy of Gestalt. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1395-1396 

Gestalt therapy is an existential, experiential, and experimental approach which takes its bearings 

from what is, not from what has been or what should be. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 83-84 | Added on Friday, September 26, 2014 9:12:34 AM 

LP: I use the word destructure instead because destroying always implies some kind of hostility, 

while actually the destructuring and restructuring are the kinetic forces through which one grows. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 96-106 

LP: Yes, then we called it a revision of Freudian analysis and we still called ourselves psychoanalysts. 

The expression "Gestalt therapy" came in with the next book, which was written with Paul 

Goodman. DR: What made you change the term from revisionist psychoanalyst to Gestalt therapy? 

LP: What we did I wanted to call "existential therapy" but at the time the term "existentialism" was 

understood mainly in the sense of Sartre and certain nihilistic attitudes so Fritz or Paul suggested 

"Gestalt therapy." DR: Do you remember which one? LP: I don't remember. At that time I kept 
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myself on the margin of it. When we started the Institute I didn't want to be a member of the staff at 

all. I had never taught and I was so over-engaged in practice and travelling to Philadelphia once a 

week, and I still had the children in the house. DR: When you mention starting the Institute, what 

was your input? LP: Everything was talked through. It's very difficult to say now who put in what. I 

think Paul Goodman's influence was very important and I don't think that without him there would 

be a coherent theory of Gestalt therapy at all. DR: When I first met you I was told that there were 

these left wing psychoanalysts, Fritz and Laura Perls. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 160-166 

DR: That's another fruitful aspect of Gestalt therapy that I've always wondered about and am 

interested in how it was developed: A recognition of the resistance as a creative part of the 

personality. LP: It originally was assistance for something. And what does it assist? What is it good 

for? What does it do for you? Or what did it do, perhaps, for you at one time and now doesn't do? 

DR: Whose concept was that? How did it develop? Can you remember that? The creative nature of 

resistance and the way of working with it. I think, is one of the revolutionary aspects of treatment in 

Gestalt therapy. LP: I don't really remember. The work was so continually communicated between us 

that I can't possibly remember who thought what first. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 198-203 | Added on Friday, September 26, 2014 10:28:25 AM 

DR: You mentioned the early work in New York. Who were the most important people? LP: For me, 

Paul Goodman was the most important because he was the only one who stimulated me in 

directions that I hadn't gone before. DR: Give me an example. LP: He was a Renaissance man, one of 

the very few that were made in America. Here people usually don't have the education and 

background where they know languages, and philosophies, and different ways of thinking, and art, 

and anthropology, and music. Paul had all of that along with integrated functioning. 

 

 

Masculinity, Senses, Spirit (Aperçus: Histories Texts Cultures) ( ) 
- Your Highlight on Page 3 | Location 42-52 

[ƻŎƘǊƛŜΩǎ ŘŜƳŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŘƛǎƳƛǎǎ ƻǳǊ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ-first-century normative notions of feminine and 

masculine sexuality as products of a nineteenth-century drive for positivistic statistical data, in the 

ǎƘŀǇŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŜƭƻǾŜŘ άōŜƭƭ ŎǳǊǾŜέ ƻŦ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘǎΣ ŀƭǎƻ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǘŜƴǘƛŀƭ ǘƻ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳŀǘƛȊŜ ƎŜƴŘŜǊ 

ǎŎƘƻƭŀǊǎƘƛǇΩǎ ŎŀǘŜƎƻǊƛȊŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ άǉǳŜŜǊέ ŀƴŘ άǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǎǘǳŘƛŜǎ ƛƴ DŜǊƳŀƴ-

ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƭƛǘŜǊŀǘǳǊŜ ƛƴƛǘƛŀƭƭȅ ǘŜǊƳŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƛƴǉǳƛǊƛŜǎ άǉǳŜŜǊέ ƻǊ άƴƻƴƴƻǊƳŀǘƛǾŜΦέо 

Following Lochrie; the field has now moved beyond these delimitations to illuminate the fascinating 

range in male sexuality (or, as Isabel Hull prefers to term it, sexual behavior)4 in legal statutes, court 

cases, literature, medical theory, and educational and advice literature. For example, Randolph 
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¢ǊǳƳōŀŎƘΩǎ ǇŀǘƘ-ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǿƻǊƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƳŜǊƎŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ ŀ άǘƘƛǊŘ ƎŜƴŘŜǊέ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ άƳƻƭƭȅ ƘƻǳǎŜǎέ ƻŦ 

eighteenth-century London opens up the possibility of reexamining iconographic figures in the 

German-ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ {ƛƳƻƴ wƛŎƘǘŜǊΩǎ ŀŎŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ǿƻǊƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊǎŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƎŜƴŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ 

aesthetics in Gotthold Ephraim Lessing, Roberǘ ¢ƻōƛƴΩǎ ǇŀǘƘ-ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ άǉǳŜŜǊƛƴƎέ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ DƻŜǘƘŜ ŀƎŜΣ 

ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ 5ŀƴƛŜƭ tǳǊŘȅΩǎ ŜȄŀƳƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƭŜ ƻŦ ŦŀǎƘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǇǳōƭƛŎ ǘŀǎǘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ 

gendered identity, all employ the gender and queer theory of Judith Butler and Michel Foucault to 

shed new critical light on the notion of gender and sexuality in the Age of Goethe.5 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 131 | Location 2427-2435 

IN SOME REALMS OF CONTEMPORARY WESTERN POPULAR CUL-ture, the ideal of masculinity strictly 

excludes homosexuality. In these regions of cultural production, the assumption reigns that the male 

homosexual is effeminate and therefore the opposite of the ruggedly masculine man. In fact, 

however, both modern masculinity and modern homosexuality were born at a similar moment in the 

ƴƛƴŜǘŜŜƴǘƘ ŎŜƴǘǳǊȅΣ ŜŀŎƘ ŎǊŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǎǎƛōƛƭƛǘƛŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŜŀŎƘ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ 

ōƻǳƴŘŀǊƛŜǎΦ [ƻŎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǿŀǊǊƛƴƎ ŜƳōǊŀŎŜΣ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘǿƛƴǎ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƛŘŜƴǘƛǘƛŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳŀƭŜ 

homosexual helps establish where masculinity begins and ends, while the masculine defines who is 

and who is not a homosexual. Many of the clearest articulations of these nineteenth-century 

structures appear in German writings by semioticians, activists, and medical authorities. These 

authors frame issues of sexuality and gender in terms of national, historical, and ethnic identity, 

ǇŀȅƛƴƎ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŜΩǎ ŎƭŀƛƳǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƎŀŎȅ ƻŦ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ DǊŜŜŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 

emergence of an assimilated Jewish minority in central Europe. 

 

Mass Communication and American Social Thought: Key Texts, 1919-1968 (Critical 

Media Studies: Institutions, Politics, and Culture) (John Durham Peters;Peter 

Simonson) 
- Your Highlight on Page 472 | Location 15822-15825 

±ŜǊōŀΩǎ ŎƻƴǘǊƛōǳǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƭǳƳŜ Ŏŀƭƭǎ ƛƴǘƻ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƎƛc that equates modernization with 

secularization. Instead, he argues that there is a deeply emotional, magical, quasi-religious element 

to national political life, even in a pluralistic liberal democracy (cf. Merton 1946). The article 

anticipates work done on media rituals in the past twenty-five years (see, e.g., Couldry 2003), 

suggesting that there is an aspect of medieval kingliness to the modern presidency and exploring 

ways that mass-mediated grieving is both a public and private affair. 

- Your Highlight on Unnumbered Page | Location 4-6 

CRITICAL MEDIA STUDIES INSTITUTIONS, POLITICS, AND CULTURE Andrew Calabrese, University of 

Colorado, Series Editor 

- Your Highlight on Page 1 | Location 158-159 | Added on Tuesday, November 25, 2014 8:59:23 PM 

Introduction Mass Communication and American Social Thought: Key Texts, 1919τ1968 
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- Your Highlight on Page 1 | Location 161-166 | Added on Tuesday, November 25, 2014 9:02:40 PM 

Though most complex societies in human history have had means for sending messages to many 

people at onceτwhether the stained glass of medieval Europe, the pyramids of ancient Egypt, the 

great wall of China, or the oral networks of folklore and rumorτonly in the twentieth century did 

the mass media become named as such. From the 1920s to the 1960s, a cluster of media dominated 

ǘƘŜ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎŀƭ ƭŀƴŘǎŎŀǇŜΥ ǊŀŘƛƻΣ ŦƛƭƳΣ ǘŜƭŜǾƛǎƛƻƴΣ ƴŜǿǎǇŀǇŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƎŀȊƛƴŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ά.ƛƎ 

CƛǾŜέ ǿŜǊŜ ƎŜƴǳƛƴŜƭȅ Ƴŀǎǎ ƳŜŘƛŀ ƛƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŎƻƴǘŜȄǘΥ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ŀƛƳŜŘ ŀǘ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ-

range cultural tastes; in their audiences, ranging in the millions; and in their mode of production, 

which was industrialized, bureaucratized, and organized in output. National programs, audiences, 

and industries were all aligned. 

- Your Highlight on Page 2 | Location 178-180 | Added on Tuesday, November 25, 2014 9:32:24 PM 

It is now a cliché to point out that the hijackings of September 11, 2001, formed a worldwide event 

of mass communication, coordinated by satellite and digital media technologiesτthe latest in a very 

important series of live global media events initiated by the Apollo moon landing in 1969. 

- Your Highlight on Page 2 | Location 184-187 | Added on Tuesday, November 25, 2014 9:34:29 PM 

Like our media, our conceptual landscape is also different from what it was during the high point of 

the broadcast era. Historically speaking, the postbroadcast era is also the postmodernist era: just as 

the central forums of mass communication broke apart after the 1970s, so too did many of the 

central theories of social, political, and cultural life. 

- Your Highlight on Page 3 | Location 234-235 | Added on Tuesday, November 25, 2014 9:47:07 PM 

With Weimar Germany (1919τ1933), the United States was the richest early site for thinking about 

the meaning and consequences of a media-dominated society. 

- Your Highlight on Page 4 | Location 240-243 | Added on Tuesday, November 25, 2014 9:48:42 PM 

Despite their significance, these classic texts have been out of print or hard to get for some time 

now. Despite the presence of anthologies of almost every theoretical strand in media studies, this 

institutionally and intellectually central set of texts has been out of circulationτworshipped, 

criticized, ignored, or forgotten, but not often read. In the end, we put this book together primarily 

to get these important and interesting texts back in wider readership. 

- Your Highlight on Page 4 | Location 253-254 | Added on Tuesday, November 25, 2014 9:51:03 PM 

And it goes without saying that the ideas of late-nineteenth-and early-twentieth-century figures 

such as Marx, Weber, Durkheim, and Freud have long inspired media scholars. 

- Your Highlight on Page 5 | Location 266-270 | Added on Tuesday, November 25, 2014 9:53:29 PM 

We also decided to start in the 1920s for historiographical reasons. It was not until the broadcast age 

of national, commercially sponsored radio that mass communication and mass media were 

conceptualized as such. To be sure, no one thought of communications research as a coherent 

enterprise until the late 1930s and 1940s, but starting in the 1920sτagain with clear roots in the 
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progressive eraτa more or less coherent set of problems and objects started to emerge. In the air 

was a new sense of a distinctive intellectual field to which students of modern society needed to 

attend, even if they called it by fairly different names. 

Page 5 | Location 276-277 | Added on Tuesday, November 25, 2014 9:54:43 PM 

As a consequence, mass communication study as we know it was born in the period between the 

two World Wars, a development mapped by this reader. 

Page 6 | Location 304-310 | Added on Tuesday, November 25, 2014 10:41:38 PM 

Within our book, we have divided the selections into three chronologically ordered sections: 1919τ

1933, 1933τ1949, and 1949τ1968. This periodization reflects our belief that 1933 and 1948τ49 

are significant hinge years in the intellectual history of mass communication in the twentieth 

century. The first marked the beginning of the exodus of the European émigré intellectuals who 

would play such a central role in mass communication study through the 1940s, as well as the start 

of the Roosevelt administration, with its new levels of commitment to social science, applied 

empirical research, and intellectuals working in government bureaucracies. The years 1948τ49 in 

turn mark the start of the Cold War era, the founding of the United Nations, and the new growth in 

big government-funded social science and communications research. If World War I and the Vietnam 

²ŀǊ ŀƴŎƘƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǊ ŜƴŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƛƻƴΣ IƛǘƭŜǊΩǎ ǊƛǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ƻld War mark different 

eras within it. 

Page 373 | Location 12376-12378 

54 Mass Communication and Para-Social Interaction: Observations on Intimacy at a Distance From 

Psychiatry (1956) Donald Horton and R. Richard Wohl 

 

 

Men's Business, Women's Business: (Bell, Hannah Rachel) 
The Spiritual Role of Gender in the World's Oldest Culture 

Location 80-83 

We loved those wondrous times in the heart of winter when we gathered on the floor in front of the 

lounge-room fire to listen to our father spin his action-packed tales of riding on the back of a shark, 

thumbs firmly pressed into its eyes to save himself from being eaten, or stealing cigarette butts from 

sailors and vagrants and diving for pearls with the natives off the sides of the missionary lugger or 

from their community boats. 

 

Location 90-98 

My father must have known that being a traditional homemaker would not suit me, that I was a 

rebel like him, constantly challenging the constraints of convention. Each summer holiday, he and 
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my mother sent me away to friends or relations to spend the six-week vacation experiencing their 

lives. I holidayed in the poverty and hardship of a Soldiers Settlement farm, served customers in a 

little village general store, camped on the beach with an eccentric psychiatrist and his family, 

luxuriated in the material pleasures enjoyed by our wealthy cousins, and occasionally stayed with my 

ƻǿƴ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎŜŀǎƛŘŜ ŎƻǘǘŀƎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŦƛǎƘŜŘΣ ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ŎƭƛŦŦǎΣ ǎǇƛŜŘ ƻƴ ƭƻǾŜǊǎ ƛƴ 

the sand dunes, and played strategy board games. Thinking I must have been too disruptive for the 

rest of the family if I stayed at home, I once asked my father how come I was the only one of his 

children whom he sent away. He told me that no matter what I did in my life, I would have to do it 

better than men because, whether he agreed with it or not, that was the way of the world. He 

wanted to give me the world. 

 

Location 107-112 

In this world of the 1950s gender was predictable and accepted. Men did particular things and 

women did other particular things. These things were rarely challenged, the boundaries of 

ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ ǎŜƭŘƻƳ ōǊŜŀŎƘŜŘΦ ²ƻƳŜƴΩǎ .ǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ŦƻǊ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƴ ǿƻƳŜƴ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƘŀŘ 

ōŀōƛŜǎΣ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘƻƳŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎΣ ŘƛŘ ǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊ ǿƻǊƪ ŀƴŘ ƘƻƳŜŎǊŀŦǘǎΦ aŜƴΩǎ .ǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ 

generally meant that fathers went out to work, earned money, and held the dominant positions in 

family, community, and the nation. Fathers were obviously and emphatically very important. They 

had power, influence, and authority over the whole world. It was certainly my experience that men 

made all the decisions about everything that I knew to be significant in my life. 

 

Location 138-142 

Lƴ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƴ ŜǾŜƴǘ ƻǊ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ŜƴŎƻǳƴǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǇǊƻǾŜǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŜǾƛǘŀōƭŜ 

meeting with destiny or fate. For me, this was meeting the charismatic, visionary Ngarinyin 

Aboriginal Lawman David Mowaljarlai. He emerged as the most profound influence on me until his 

untimely death in September 1997. Our evolving friendship provided the model, framework, and 

direction for my thinking, my work, and my ultimate acceptance of my identity as a woman and the 

ǊƻƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŀǳǘƘƻǊƛǘȅ ƻŦ ŘƻƛƴƎ ²ƻƳŜƴΩǎ .ǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΦ 

 

Location 185-187 

ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ aƻǿŀƭƧŀǊƭŀƛΣ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ ά²ŜΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻŘŘ ƻƴŜǎ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜΗέ IŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ 

instantly united as the odd couple. I was an opinionated twenty-six-year-old feminist, mother of one 

son, and he was a fiery forty-eight-year-old tribal Lawman, father of eight children. Over the years 

we sought each other out on these occasions and our friendship grew. 

 

Location 187-193 
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In those heady, revolutionary days, both Mowaljarlai and I saw the world exclusively through the 

eyes of political activism. Feminism was taking root in both public consciousness and in legislatures 

around the country. Land Rights was very clearly on the political agenda along with the doctrine of 

self-management and self-determination. The underlying energy of all these issues was the search 

for justice. This was often interpreted as equality, which was further interpreted as samenessτall 

human beings are equal because all are human. It was some years before I acknowledged that we 

were not, in fact, equal. Neither were we the same. Mowaljarlai and I came from cultures whose 

underlying myths, philosophies, and ideologies were profoundly different, particularly relating to 

gender as fact and principle. 

 

Location 203-204 

This unique window on the world opened my eyes to a concept of the feminine whose authority and 

nature is, I believe, integral to the health and well-being of all human societies. 

 

Location 245-247 

Lǘ ƛǎ ŀƭǎƻ ²ƻƳŜƴΩǎ .ǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ǘƻ ǇŜǊǇŜǘǳŀǘŜ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŀǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ 

navigators and teachers of adolescents, as wives and grandmothers with their families as they share 

the joys, tears, and texture of life, as I did with Mowaljarlai in building a bridge of understanding 

between our two ways of seeing. 

 

Location 235-238 

At its most mundane, I gradually found myself cooking, cleaning, serving, ironing, and chauffeuring 

for Mowaljarlai, his fellow Lawmen, and their children. To the great mirth, even shock, of my 

feminist friends, I waited on the old man hand and foot while he was guest in my home. For my 

DŀǊŘƛŀΣ ƻǊ ²ƘƛǘŜŦŜƭƭŀΣ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƭƭŜŀƎǳŜǎ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ 

everything ƛǎΦ IŜƭǇ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŜŀƴ ǳǇ ŀŦǘŜǊǿŀǊŘǎΗέ 

 

Location 272-281 

I wanted to find imagery and knowledge that were familiar to people within my own culture in order 

ǘƻ ǊŜƭŀǘŜ ŀƴŘ ŀƳǇƭƛŦȅ ǘƘŜ ǿƛǎŘƻƳ ƻŦ bƎŀǊƛƴȅƛƴ [ŀǿΦ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ƛŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ [ŀǿ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ aŜƴΩǎ .usiness, 

²ƻƳŜƴΩǎ .ǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ƛǎ ōƛƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǊƻƻǘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƭŀƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎƛŎ ǳƴƛǘ ƻŦ ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴŎŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ 

are always twoτmale and female, masculine and feminineτthere must be evidence of this in the 

world of science. This search took me into quantum physics where I found absolute consistency 

between quantum theory and Ngarinyin Law. In the field of genetics, where the basics of DNA is the 

relationship between two chemically encoded strands of life, the story was the same. When I looked 

into the world of the computer chip, I found that the totality of cyberspace is composed of an 
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infinite range of coded relationships using the digits zero and one. These symbols could just as easily 

have been a star and a square. Perhaps coincidentally, perhaps insightfully, the Ngarinyin symbol for 

female is an open circle, and for male, a single stroke. These represent the shape of the womb and 

the shape of the phallus. In the language of Ngarinyin rock art these two symbols are juxtaposed in 

an infinite variety of relŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇǎ ǘƻ ŎǊŜŀǘŜ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎΣ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘƛŎƘ aŜƴΩǎ .ǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ 

²ƻƳŜƴΩǎ .ǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ŀǊŜ ŘŜǊƛǾŜŘΦ 

 

Location 286-288 

How surprised they are to discover that the ancient Law of the Ngarinyin embodies a relevant, 

inspiring, organic, sustainable, and dynamic system of management and decision making based on 

age and gender relationships that profoundly improves productivity and accountability within the 

modern corporation! 

 

Location 295-296 

 

The sense of identity and belonging we all enjoy, the ease with which our intergenerational 

relationships are conducted, and the purpose that we inject into our tasks and lives reflect the 

profound wisdom of the Ngarinyin Law of Relationship. 

 

Location 319-320 

aŜƴΩǎ .ǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΣ ²ƻƳŜƴΩǎ .ǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ŜƳǇƻǿŜǊǎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǊŜǎǇonsibility for their own lives and 

the future by being mindful and conscientious about living in the present. 

 

Location 322-324 

It is a deeply inward journey that speaks to the soul, often bypassing intellect and reason. It is a 

journey into the mythic part of ourselves. If collectively traveled, this journey could change the 

direction and experience of modern culture. 

 

Location 597-605 

It was coming into the Big Wet, the annual monsoon season of tropical Australia. I was noticeably 

pregnant with my second child, and traveling to visit friends and colleagues in the Wessel Islands of 

northeast Arnhem Land in the Arafura Sea. I had not been there for more than six months and was 

welcomed joyfully. The old men, Lawmen of Elcho Island, viewed me with mirth, speaking 

animatedly to each other in their own language while casting mischievous glances my way. One old 



Julie McDonald [Type here] 177 
 

 

 

 

Ƴŀƴ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘΣ ά¸ƻǳ ōƛƴ ŘǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ƭŀǘŜƭȅΚέ ŀǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ōǊƻƪŜ ƛƴǘƻ ƎǳŦ-faws of 

ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ ǎƭŀǇǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƛŘŜǎΦ άaƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ŜƭǎŜ ōƛƴ ŘǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ǘƻƻΣ ŜƘΚέ ƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ŀƎŀƛƴ 

accompanied by raucous mirth. I lowered my eyes, feigning embarrassment, yet smiling at their 

ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǊŜƳŀǊƪǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜƴ ŀƴȅ ƘŜƭƛŎƻǇǘŜǊ Ǉƛƭƻǘǎ ΨǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊŜΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά²ƘƛǘŜŦŜƭƭŀ ƻƴŜτreally 

ƎƻƻŘΣ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ƻƴŜΗέ They burst into laughter again then led me away for private discussions. They 

were being very cheeky, drawing attention to my condition and seeking information about the 

father. Yet they were acknowledging my pregnant state in the context of their own conception 

beliefs as a mark of respect. 

 

Location 656-660 

 

The father is taken to a special place some distance away where older men loosen all his restrictive 

clothing and tie a hair belt around his girth. He holds the ends of the belt in his hands and tightens it 

to support himself. He lies back with his legs wide open and pulls on the belt ends to assist his wife 

to give birth to their child with his energy. He opens himself up to breathe in the wind, creating an 

open channel through his body. His breathing simulates the breath of labor, the breathing, birthing 

Earth. He transmits his energy and breath to his wife. 

 

Location 681-683 

 

The pattern of kinship, of relationship, among all people is a delicate web of interwoven humanity. 

As each newborn is named into this pattern, Wurnan is strengthened and renewed in a reflection of 

the great pattern of life. 

 

Location 698-701 

Wunggud is the source and energy of Creation. It is also the intent of Creation. Wunggud is both the 

dynamic and fabric of dreaming, that nonphysical reality that is the relationship between the 

unseeable void and the physical world. Everything that exists is a reflection of Wunggud. Water is 

the medium through which Wunggud changes from idea to form. Wurnan is the physical expression 

of Wunggud. The pattern or blueprint of energy relationships that constitutes Wunggud is reflected 

in Wurnan. 

 

Location 745-750 

A fundamental philosophical difference exists between the Ngarinyin Aboriginal worldview and the 

Western worldview. This is reflected in the attitudes and behaviors surrounding the beginning of 
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new life. For the Ngarinyin, the fundamental basis of all existence is relationship. In Western culture, 

ǘƘŜ ōŀǎƛŎ ǳƴƛǘ ƻŦ ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴŎŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭΦ 9ŀŎƘ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŜΩǎ ōŜƭƛŜŦǎ ŀƴŘ ŎǳǎǘƻƳǎ ŀǊŜ ōǳƛƭǘ on these 

premises. Ngarinyin culture is sociocentric. Primary social consciousness relates to group integrity 

and cohesion at the expense of individual ego awareness or development. Western culture is 

egocentric whereby primary social consciousness relates to independent individual development at 

the expense of group consciousness. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1354-1358 

The preparation for marriage had been completed by her aunt who, with other women of her family, 

laid her on a bed of leaves to open her up so that she would be ready for the act of consummation 

with her husband. In the cool of the night, away from camp, the older women, singing and cooing 

their task, gently caressed her, awakening her receptive power. Then they penetrated her 

womanhood to break the web that had protected her womb since she was born. They exhorted her, 

in their singing of the procreative songs of the Earth, to take on her responsibility and destiny as a 

woman in the fulfillment and embodiment of Wunggud. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1411-1416 

¢ƘŜ ǿƻƳŜƴ ŎƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƎƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳŀǊǊƛŀƎŜǎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘǎΩ Ŏƭŀƴǎ 

constitute the completion of the Wurnan tapestry. The men remain geographically fixed as the warp 

of the pattern or map of land and Law while the wƻƳŜƴΩǎ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅ ƛƴǘƻ 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΩǎ ŎŀƳǇ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŦǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŀǾŜ ƻŦ ²ǳǊƴŀƴΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΣ ǿƻƳŜƴ Řƻ 

not surrender its Law.  

bŜƛǘƘŜǊ Řƻ ǿƛǾŜǎ ōǊƛƴƎ ǊŜŀƭ ŜǎǘŀǘŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΩǎ ƻǿƴŜǊǎƘƛǇ ƻǊ ƛƴƘŜǊƛǘŀƴŎŜΦ wŀǘher, 

ǘƘŜȅ ōǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ [ŀǿΣ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōƛǊǘƘǊƛƎƘǘ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΣ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΩǎ 

clan.  

¢Ƙƛǎ ƎǳŀǊŀƴǘŜŜǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ [ŀǿ ŀƴŘ ƭŀƴŘΩǎ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŜǿŀǊŘǎƘƛǇΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǇŀǘǘŜǊƴ ƻŦ ƭŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ [ŀǿ ƛǎ 

continually woven in the marriage system. 

 

Location 1852-1856 

As the years passed, I discovered a fantastic depth, consistency, and wisdom in this ancient 

ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜ ŀƴŘ ƛǘǎ ōŜƘŀǾƛƻǊŀƭ ǇǊƻǘƻŎƻƭΦ aŜƴΩǎ .ǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΣ ²ƻƳŜƴΩǎ .ǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ƛǎ ŦŀǊ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ŀ 

code of conduct for men and women designed for social cohesion; it is a true reflection of the Law 

that ultimately governs the behavior of everything. The Law is that there are always two, and these 

ŀǊŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƛƴ ŘȅƴŀƳƛŎΣ ƛƴǘŜǊŀŎǘƛǾŜ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇΦ aŜƴΩǎ .ǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΣ ²ƻƳŜƴΩǎ .ǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ [ŀǿΩǎ 

human face. 
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Location 1865-1868 

Mowaljarlai explained this system to me over many years. As he gave examples, I plotted the story in 

diagrams. It came as a great surprise to find that my diagram for the Ngarinyin marriage system 

looked exactly like a model of the DNA molecule. As this story unfolded, I found that the 

relationships between and functions of genes on chromosomes correlated with the functions 

ǇǊŜǎŎǊƛōŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŀƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦŜƳŀƭŜǎ ƛƴ aŜƴΩǎ .ǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΣ ²ƻƳŜƴΩǎ .ǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ bƎŀǊƛƴȅƛƴ ǊƛǘŜǎ 

of passage! 

 

Location 1893-1894 

This way of seeing has never left me. Now it is only when I consciously focus on a particular item in a 

ǾƛŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ L ǎǘƻǇ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǘŀƭƛǘȅ ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜΩǎ ŘŀƴŎŜΦ 

 

Location 1928-1929 

Water itself is male when it is sent in storms, cyclones, and rain clouds but it becomes female when 

it rests quietly in the Earth as a waterhole, the medium through which life comes into being. 

 

Location 1943-1945 

Lƴ мфуф aƻǿŀƭƧŀǊƭŀƛ ŀƴŘ L ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƴŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ bƎŀǊƛƴȅƛƴ ǿƻǊƭŘǾƛŜǿ άtŀǘǘŜǊƴ ¢ƘƛƴƪƛƴƎέ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ the 

whole of their cosmology is inextricably interconnected according to, and as a reflection of, the 

immutable Law of Relationship. 

 

Location 1946-1947 

²Ŝ ƴŀƳŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ά¢ǊƛŀƴƎƭŜ ¢ƘƛƴƪƛƴƎέ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ŎƻƴŎŜƴǘǊŀǘŜǎ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŀǎŎŜƴŘƛƴƎ ŎƻƴŜ 

toward the top where One rules. 

 

Location 1950-1951 

both are unsustainable in their own right, and both have much to learn and incorporate from each 

other. 

 

Location 1961-1963 

Land is fundamental to identity and law in all cultures. Land names people, gives them status and 

authority, and sustains them in body, mind, and spirit. Coming to terms with the ways in which this 
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most profound of relationships is manifested and expressed in different cultural philosophies is 

potentially the stuff of conflict or reconciliation and healing. 

 

Location 1969-1971 

Through our shared discourse, I contributed the arts of intellect, reading and writing, my skills in 

logic and reason, analysis, synthesis, and abstractionτin other words, my Triangle Thinking. 

 

Location 1987-1993 

The paradigm of European Australia is the Triangle Thinking model, so cocultural coexistence is 

evidently not a politically feasible option because absolute authority over all lands, with power 

vested in the state, is all that this model can conceive. However, the Ngarinyin and other traditional 

peoples believe that Two-Way Thinking is not only possible but desirable for the health and well-

being of the land and the nation as a whole. They, and a growing number of European Australians, 

prefer the development of a model ǘƘŀǘΣ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ƛƴ !ǳǎǘǊŀƭƛŀΩǎ ǎƘƻǊǘ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΣ ƭŜƎŀƭƭȅ 

recognizes that Aboriginal Law and culture is a dynamic, living human system that can beneficially 

coexist with Western Law and culture. Rather than one law being engulfed and consumed by the 

other, the two can operate together in a synergistic relationship of Pattern Thinking and Triangle 

Thinking. 

 

Location 2233-2233 

And that is how Wurnan started, and lives today. 

 

Location 2236-2240 

In all of Creation there are always two. In Wurnan there are always two. In Wunggud there are 

always two. Wodoi and Djingun are the two laws that, together, are the Law. 

 

 

Multiculturalism (Expanded paperback edition) (Taylor, Charles) 
Page 28 | Location 481-485 

But the importance of recognition has been modified and intensified by the new understanding of 

individual identity that emerges at the end of the eighteenth century. We might speak of an 

individualized identity, one that is particular to me, and that I discover in myself. This notion arises 

along with an ideal, that of being true to myself and my own particular way of being. Following 
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[ƛƻƴŜƭ ¢ǊƛƭƭƛƴƎϥǎ ǳǎŀƎŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƛƭƭƛŀƴǘ ǎǘǳŘȅΣ L ǿƛƭƭ ǎǇŜŀƪ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀƭ ƻŦ άŀǳǘƘŜƴǘƛŎƛǘȅΦέо Lǘ ǿƛƭƭ 

help to describe in what it consists and how it came about. 

Page 29 | Location 503-504 

Rousseau even gives a name to the intimate contact with oneself, more fundamental than any moral 

ǾƛŜǿΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ŀ ǎƻǳǊŎŜ ƻŦ ǎǳŎƘ Ƨƻȅ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘƳŜƴǘΥ άƭŜ ǎŜƴǘƛƳŜƴǘ ŘŜ ƭϥŜȄƛǎǘŜƴŎŜΦέ 

Page 32 | Location 533-539 ς dialogical character of human life 
This crucial feature of human life is its fundamentally dialogical character. We become full human 

agents, capable of understanding ourselves, and hence of defining our identity, through our 

acquisition of rich human languages of expression. For my purposes here, I want to take language in 

a broad sense, covering not only the words we speak, but also other modes of expression whereby 

ǿŜ ŘŜŦƛƴŜ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ άƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜǎέ ƻŦ ŀǊǘΣ ƻŦ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜΣ ƻŦ ƭƻǾŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƪŜΦ .ǳǘ ǿŜ learn 

these modes of expression through exchanges with others. People do not acquire the languages 

needed for self-definition on their own. Rather, we are introduced to them through interaction with 

others who matter to usτǿƘŀǘ DŜƻǊƎŜ IŜǊōŜǊǘ aŜŀŘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ άǎƛƎƴƛŦƛŎŀƴǘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΦέу¢ƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǎƛǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

human mind is in this sense not monological, not something each person accomplishes on his or her 

own, but dialogical. 

Page 33 

We define our identity always in dialogue with, sometimes in struggle against, the things our 

significant others want to see in us. Even after we outgrow some of these othersτour parents, for 

instanceτand they disappear from our lives, the conversation with them continues within us as long 

as we live.9 

Page 34 | Location 561-563 

Thus my discovering my own identity doesn't mean that I work it out in isolation, but that I negotiate 

it through dialogue, partly overt, partly internal, with others. That is why the development of an 

ideal of inwardly generated identity gives a new importance to recognition. My own identity crucially 

depends on my dialogical relations with others. 

Multiculturalism (Expanded paperback edition) (Taylor, Charles) 

- Your Highlight on Page 27 | Location 466-472 

We can distinguish two changes that together have made the modern preoccupation with identity 

and recognition inevitable. The first is the collapse of social hierarchies, which used to be the basis 

for honor. I am using honor in the ancien régime sense in which it is intrinsically linked to 

inequalities. For some to have honor in this sense, it is essential that not everyone have it. This is the 

sense in which Montesquieu uses it in his description of monarchy. Honor is intrinsically a matter of 

άǇǊŜŦŜǊŜƴŎŜǎΦέм Lǘ ƛǎ ŀƭǎƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƛƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŜ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊƳ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǎǇŜŀk of honoring someone 

by giving her some public award, for example, the Order of Canada. Clearly, this award would be 

without worth if tomorrow we decided to give it to every adult Canadian. 
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Passion for Friends, A: Toward a philosophy of Female Affection (Raymond, Janice) 
- Your Highlight on Page 13 | Location 384-387 

Perhaps the way in which hetero-relations have become most appealingly idealized is by their 

liberating or revolutionary image. Hetero-relations, or androgyny, often seem liberating as opposed 

to the dominance of homo-relations in a masculinist culture. This obscures the far greater liberating 

potential of Gyn/affection where women turn to their Selves and others like their Selves for 

empowerment rather than once more seeking help from men. 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 13 | Location 388-390 

Hetero-relations have also affected theories and realities of feminism by defining feminism as the 

equality of women with men rather than the autonomy, independence, and love of the female Self 

in affinity with others like her Selfτher sisters. This definition places feminism at a false starting 

point, that is, woman in relation to man rather than woman in relation to woman. 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 14 | Location 415-420 

To be a Lesbian means to extend what has ōŜŜƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀ άǎŜȄǳŀƭ ǇǊŜŦŜǊŜƴŎŜέ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƳ ŀƴŘ 

reality of a sexual category to a state of social and political existence. In this way, Lesbian existence 

can provide certain patterns that can be used by other women to break the stranglehold of hetero-

relations. This does not mean that all women will become Lesbians. However, it may mean that 

many more women would consider Lesbian existence as at least a possibility and at most a real 

choice. Contrary to popular stereotype and pseudo-biological theories, women are not born 

Lesbians. Women become Lesbians out of choice. 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 21 | Location 545-550 

Lƴ мфпфΣ {ƛƳƻƴŜ ŘŜ .ŜŀǳǾƻƛǊ ǿǊƻǘŜ ƻŦ ǿƻƳŀƴ ŀǎ άǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊΦέ 5Ŝ .ŜŀǳǾƻƛǊΩǎ ŦŜƳŀƭŜ άƻǘƘŜǊέ ǿŀǎ ŀ 

negative construct/type that she used to sum up the ways in which woman is fabricated by man as 

the relative beingτrelative to himself as the norm. Much feminist theory since The Second Sex has 

delineated just how destructive these many forms of male-ŎƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘŜŘ άƻǘƘŜǊƴŜǎǎέ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŦƻǊ 

women. MucƘ ƳƻǊŜ ǊŀǊŜƭȅ Ƙŀǎ ŦŜƳŀƭŜ άƻǘƘŜǊƴŜǎǎέ ōŜŜƴ ǳǎŜŘ ŀǎ ŀ ǇƻǎǘƛǾŜ ŎƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘ ƻǊ ǘȅǇƻƭƻƎȅΣ 

ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǉǳŀƭƛǘƛŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻƳŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǇƻǎǎŜǎǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǎƛǘƛǾŜ ŘƛƳŜƴǎƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ 

ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ƻǊ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŜΦ ¦ƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅΣ ǿƘŜƴ άŦŜƳŀƭŜ ƻǘƘŜǊƴŜǎǎέ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǘǊŜŀǘŜŘ ŀǎ Ǉositive, it has 

sometimes been grounded in female biology by both conservative and radical feminists. 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 22 | Location 578-581 

¢ƘŜǊŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ŘŜŀǊǘƘ ƻŦ ŦŜƳƛƴƛǎǘ ǘƘŜƻǊȅ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙŀǎ ƳƻǾŜŘ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘŜƻǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ƻǇǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ 

to theorieǎ ƻŦ ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ŜƳǇƻǿŜǊƳŜƴǘΦ CŜƳƛƴƛǎǘ ǘƘŜƻǊȅ Ƴǳǎǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƛƴǘƻ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŎŜǎ 
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maintaining the survival of women as well as those forces maintaining the subordination of women. 

A theory of female friendship is meant to give form and expression to the ways in which women 

have been for our Selves and each other. 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 22 | Location 581-584 

CŜƳƛƴƛǎǘǎ ƘŀǾŜ άŦƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƛƎƘǘέ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǇŀǘǊƛŀǊŎƘȅΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ Ƴŀȅ ŀƭǎƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜ 

ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ƻǇǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ŘŜŦƛƴŜ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ǘƘŜƻǊŜǘƛcal agenda. It is time to think more 

spaciously about the purpose of feminism and its role in bringing women together. The range of 

ŦŜƳƛƴƛǎǘ ǘƘŜƻǊȅ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŜȄǇŀƴŘŜŘ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ǎǳōƻǊŘƛƴŀǘŜ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ƳŜƴ ǘƻ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜ 

ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ǎǳǎǘŀƛƴƛƴƎ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǿƛǘƘ women. 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 22 | Location 587-589 

Mary Daly has made important connections and has established patterns between the atrocities of 

Chinese footbinding, African genital mutilation, Indian suttee, European witch-burnings, and 

American gynecology and psychotherapy. 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 23 | Location 600-601 

The atrocity behind all atrocities is the priming by womenτthrough mutilation, abuse, and neglectτ

of woman for man. 

 

- Your Note on Page 23 | Location 601 | Added on Friday, November 14, 2014 12:11:28 AM 

strong, excessively harsh statement 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 23 | Location 610-611 

¢ƘŜ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ DȅƴκŀŦŦŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ŀ Ǿƛǘŀƭ ŎƻǳƴǘŜǊǇŀǊǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ƻǇǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴΦ 

 

- Your Note on Page 23 | Location 613 

which transwomen would be accused of overtly doing 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 23 | Location 613-613 

female colonization in all its forms. 
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- Your Highlight on Page 24 | Location 615-616 

The Method of This Book: Genealogy 

 

- Your Highlight on Unnumbered Page | Location 5197-5200 | Added on Friday, November 14, 2014 

12:45:06 AM 

29. The work of Michel Foucault has been helpful in elucidating just what genealogy is and does. 

IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ CƻǳŎŀǳƭǘΩǎ ǇƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘȅ ƻŦ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ƛǎ ǊƻƻǘŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ άǇƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘƛȊŜŘέ ǇƻǊƴƻƎǊŀǇƘƛŎ 

world view. I ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎ ŀǘ ƭŜƴƎǘƘ ƛƴ /ƘŀǇǘŜǊ L CƻǳŎŀǳƭǘΩǎ ŘƛǎŘŀƛƴ ŦƻǊ ǿƻƳŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘΣ ǎǳō ǊƻǎŀΣ ƛƴ 

his theories of language and history and not so hidden in his adulation of Sade and Bataille. 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 26 | Location 652-658 | Added on Friday, November 14, 2014 1:16:42 AM 

Looking into the background of hetero-explanations and the disciplines of hetero-relations creates a 

counter-memory.31 Counter-memory is able to glimpse that which arises in opposition to the 

prevailing memories of a subject or event. For example, the history, biology, and psychology of 

hetero-ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻƳŀƴ Ƙŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜŜƴ άƴŀǘǳǊŀƭƭȅέ ŀǘǘǊŀŎǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƴΦ LŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǘǊǳŜΣ 

counter-memory questions why hetero-relations for women have to be enforced by the myriad 

prohibitions against Gyn/affection, ranging from the brutalities of clitoridectomy, woman-battering, 

and sexual slavery to so-called soft-ŎƻǊŜ ǇƻǊƴƻƎǊŀǇƘȅΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƪŜŜǇ ǿƻƳŜƴ άƛƴ ƭƛƴŜέ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴŜ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ 

particular or with men in general. 

 

- Your Highlight on Unnumbered Page | Location 5203-5204 

31. The word is used in Michel Foucault, Language, Counter-Memory, Practice: Selected Essays and 

Interviews, ed. Donald F. Bouchard and Sherry Simon, trans. Donald F.Bouchard (Ithaca, N.Y.: Cornell 

University Press, 1977). 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 26 | Location 663-675 | Added on Friday, November 14, 2014 1:39:19 AM 

aƛŎƘŜƭ CƻǳŎŀǳƭǘ Ƙŀǎ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ άƎŜƴŜŀƭƻƎȅΧƻǇŜǊŀǘŜǎ ƻƴ ŀ ŦƛŜƭŘ ƻŦ ŜƴǘŀƴƎƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘ 

parchments, on documents that have been scratched over and recopied many timŜǎΦέон ¦ǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

word documentation in its widest sense, we must note that much of the documentation about 

Gyn/affection is scarce and entangled, already having been subject to hetero-revision. We see this 

revision at work in our own time, as in Doris FabeǊΩǎ ōƻƻƪ ¢ƘŜ [ƛŦŜ ƻŦ [ƻǊŜƴŀ IƛŎƪƻƪΣ 9ΦwΦΩǎ CǊƛŜƴŘΦ Lǘ 

ƛǎ ŀǎ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ŀǎ άƘŜǘŜǊƻ-ǇƛŜέ ǘƘŀǘ CǊŀƴƪƭƛƴ wƻƻǎŜǾŜƭǘ ƘŀŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛǎǘǊŜǎǎΦ ¸Ŝǘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǾƻǘŜŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎƘƛǇ 

and, most probably, the lover relationship that existed between Eleanor Roosevelt and Lorena 

Hickok is perceived by Faber as an aberration that the author must rationalize, soften, transmute 
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into something else, and apologize for. Faber tells readers how aghast she was when she discovered 

the content of many of the hitherto unexamined and unrevealed letters that passed between E.R. 

and Lorena. In fact, Faber was so upset about the extraordinary emotional revelations in the 

correspondence that she tried to persuade the director of the F.D.R. Library to postpone, and thus 

suppress, the disclosure of the letters. Unable to accomplish this, Faber takes great pains throughout 

ƘŜǊ ōƻƻƪ ǘƻ ǎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŎƻǊŘ άǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘΣέ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜΣ ǘƻ ƭŜƴŘ ŀ άŎƻƴǘŜȄǳŀƭέ ǇŜǊǎǇŜŎǘƛǾŜ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

ƳƻǊŜ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴŀƭƭȅ ƛƴǘŜƴǎŜ ƭŜǘǘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ǇƻǊǘǊŀȅ 9ƭŜŀƴƻǊ wƻƻǎŜǾŜƭǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ άƎǊŜŀǘέ ǿƻƳŀƴ ŀƴd 

Lorena Hickok as the partner victimized irrevocably by a childhood hardship, flavored by a hint of 

ǎŜȄǳŀƭ ŀōǳǎŜΣ ǿƘƻ ƛƴŜǾƛǘŀōƭȅ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ƻƴ 9ΦwΦΩǎ ǎȅƳǇŀǘƘȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŘƻǿƴǘǊƻŘŘŜƴΦ 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 27 | Location 678-680 

Elizabeth Gould Davis points out that the library at Alexandria, which contained much of the 

documentation on woman-centered societies, was burned. 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 27 | Location 689-694 | Added on Friday, November 14, 2014 1:48:01 AM 

My method of genealogy is not concerned with defining relations of causation, the exact positioning 

of each clue or fragment vis-à-vis another, overall laws of symmetry between different groups of 

female friends, or even key periodization points. What I want to establish is a way of tracing 

genealogy rather than an exhaustive account of the genealogy of female friendship. I hope that this 

method of genealogyτusing the tools of tracing lines of contact, seeking resemblance in diversity, 

looking into the background of hetero-explanations and the disciplines of hetero-relations, 

establishing a counter-memory, untangling confused documents, and excavating the ruinsτwill 

disclose some of the content as well as a method of the genealogy of female friendship. 

 

- Your Note on Page 27 | Location 694 | Added on Friday, November 14, 2014 1:54:00 AM 

this is bloodlines genealogy research at its grittiest, applied to ideas, phenomena, groups. i get this 

method. my teenage research comes of age. it was not wasted. the boy who prayed against the 

"spirit of feminism" now reads feminist theory. God chuckles. 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 28 | Location 695-700 | Added on Friday, November 14, 2014 7:28:09 PM 

The Political Is Personal Emphasis on the political aspects of feminism, expressed in the early adage 

ά¢ƘŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ƛǎ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎŀƭΣέ Ƙŀǎ ƪŜǇǘ Ƴŀƴȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ ŦŜƳƛƴƛǎǘ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ Ƴǳǎǘ ŀƭǎƻ 

turn these words around. By politicizing areas of female life, feminism cannot ignore or erode the 

affective bonds that hold women together. Women must pay as much attention to these human 

bondsτto our ways of loving and livingτas we do to our feminist politics. A purely political 

definition of the word feminist that accents oppression, struggle, conflict, and resistance is 
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circumscribed and limited. It is as absurd as the Marxist interpretation of the person primarily as 

worker. 

 

Person-Centred Therapy: A Clinical Philosophy (Advancing Theory in Therapy) (Tudor, 

Keith;Worrall, Mike) 2006 
Page 198 | Location 4760-4761 

Within a year or two, Rogers (1959b, p. 214) is using the word congruence to describe an accurate 

matching of experience with awareness: 

 

 

Play And its Role in The Mental Development of The Child (Psychology Classics) 

(Vygotsky, Lev) 
- Your Highlight Location 116-120 | Added on Sunday, September 21, 2014 6:14:52 PM 

Henceforth play is such that the explanation for it must always be that it is the imaginary, illusory 

realization of unrealizable desires. Imagination is a new formation that is not present in the 

consciousness of the very young child, is totally absent in animals, and represents a specifically 

human form of conscious activity. Like all functions of consciousness, it originally arises from action. 

¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘ ŀŘŀƎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ Ǉƭŀȅ ƛǎ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ŀŎǘƛƻƴ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǊŜǾŜǊǎŜŘΥ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ 

imagination in adolescents and schoolchildren is play without action. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 205-208 | Added on Sunday, September 21, 2014 8:15:58 PM 

Just as we were able to show at the beginning that every imaginary situation contains rules in a 

concealed form, we have also succeeded in demonstrating the reverse ς that every game with rules 

contains an imaginary situation in a concealed form. The development from an overt imaginary 

situation and covert rules to games with overt rules and a covert imaginary situation outlines the 

ŜǾƻƭǳǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ Ǉƭŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƻƴŜ ǇƻƭŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊΦ 

 

- Your Highlight Location 214-216 | Added on Sunday, September 21, 2014 8:17:48 PM 

In particular, a new work by Piaget has been extremely helpful to me. This work is concerned with 

the development in the child of moral rules. One part is specially devoted to the study of rules of a 

game, in which, I think, Piaget resolves these difficulties very convincingly. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 230-231 | Added on Sunday, September 21, 2014 8:29:22 PM 

[Ŝǘ ǳǎ ǘǳǊƴ ƴƻǿ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƭŜ ƻŦ Ǉƭŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƛǘǎ ƛƴŦƭǳŜƴŎŜ ƻƴ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇƳŜƴǘΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŜƴƻǊƳƻǳǎΦ 
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- Your Highlight Location 235-236 | Added on Sunday, September 21, 2014 8:30:45 PM 

To a considerable extent the behavior of a very young child ς and, to an absolute extent, that of an 

infant ς is determined by the conditions in which the activity takes place, as the experiments of 

Lewin and others have shown. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 240-242 | Added on Sunday, September 21, 2014 8:33:52 PM 

I think this conveys accurately what occurs in play. It is here that the child learns to act in a cognitive, 

rather than an externally visible, realm, relying on internal tendencies and motives, not on incentives 

supplied by external things. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 257-259 | Added on Sunday, September 21, 2014 8:42:24 PM 

Action in a situation that is not seen, but only conceived on an imagined level and in an imaginary 

situation, teaches the child to guide his behavior not only by immediate perception of objects or by 

the situation immediately affecting him but also by the meaning of this situation. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 268-271 | Added on Sunday, September 21, 2014 8:49:03 PM 

In a very young child there is such an intimate fusion between word and object, and between 

meaning and what is seen, that a divergence between the meaning field and the visible field is 

ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǎŜŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎ ƻŦ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ǎǇŜŜŎƘ ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇƳŜƴǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎŀȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΣ 

άŎƭƻŎƪΦέ IŜ ǎǘŀǊǘǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴŘǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻŎƪΣ ƛ.e., the first function of the word is to orient spatially, 

to isolate particular areas in space; the word originally signifies a particular location in a situation. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 272-274 | Added on Sunday, September 21, 2014 8:51:09 PM 

It is at preschool age that we first find a divergence between the fields of meaning and vision. It 

seems to me that we would do well to restate the notion of the investigator who said that in play 

activity thought is separated from objects, and action arises from ideas rather than from things. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 278-280 | Added on Sunday, September 21, 2014 8:52:41 PM 

At that critical moment when a stick ς i.e., an object ς becomes a pivot for severing the meaning of 

horse from a real horse, one of the bŀǎƛŎ ǇǎȅŎƘƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ǎǘǊǳŎǘǳǊŜǎ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ 

relationship to reality is radically altered. 
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Positive - The True Story of a Teenage Pregnancy (Shaw, Meg) 

(The Story of Motherhood) 

 

Location 2-3 

POSITIVE How can one stick change you life? Let me see, what do I have? Good friends ς check! 

Boyfriend ς check! Lovely family ς check! Prospects for the future ς check! Bun in the oven ς check, 

check, bloody check! 

 

Location 1497-1499 [me time] 

I lie on the bed trying to snooze but my brain is working ten to the dozen. For nearly twenty hours 

now I have had no time to myself, even when I have been to the toilet I have had someone with me. 

I have always enjoyed having some me time and to have this many people around you all the time is 

hard. 

 

Psychology Classics All Psychology Students Should Read: The Bobo Doll Experiment (Bandura, 

Albert;Ross, Dorothea;Ross, Sheila) (1961) 

- Your Highlight on Unnumbered Page 

Being able to read a classic article in full also allows you to pick out more subtle details and issues 

that can be overlooked. Speaking as somebody who has graded numerous papers submitted by 

students on the same topic, I can tell you that these more discerning observations stand out like a 

beacon in the dark! 

 

- Your Highlight on Unnumbered Page | Location 30-36 

A Word From The Editor Albert Bandura is one the world's most frequently cited psychologists. His 

ground-breaking work within the field of social learning and social cognitive theory led to a paradigm 

shift within psychology away from psychodynamic and behaviorist perspectives. As part of a new 

research agenda in the early 1960's which posited that people learn vicariously through observation 

Bandura began investigating aggression through imitation; work that gave rise to one of the most 

famous psychology studies of all time, "Transmission of Aggression Through Imitation of Aggressive 

Models." More commonly known as "The Bobo Doll Experiment," it was the first study to explore the 

impact of televised violence on children. 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 20 | Location 361-362 | Added on Friday, November 7, 2014 10:15:26 AM 
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Transmission of Aggression Through Imitation of Aggressive Models Albert Bandura, Dorothea Ross 

& Sheila A. Ross (1961) 

 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 21 | Location 387-390 

Subjects The subjects were 36 boys and 36 girls enrolled in the Stanford University Nursery' School. 

They ranged in age from 37 to 69 months, with a mean age of 52 months. Two adults, a male and a 

female, served in the role of model, and one female 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 21 | Location 386-390 | Added on Friday, November 7, 2014 10:30:36 AM 

METHOD Subjects The subjects were 36 boys and 36 girls enrolled in the Stanford University 

Nursery' School. They ranged in age from 37 to 69 months, with a mean age of 52 months. Two 

adults, a male and a female, served in the role of model, and one female experimenter conducted 

the study for all 72 children. 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 22 | Location 396-399 | Added on Friday, November 7, 2014 10:47:13 AM 

It seemed reasonable to expect that the subjects' level of aggressiveness would be positively related 

to the readiness with which they imitated aggressive modes of behavior. Therefore, in order to 

increase the precision of treatment comparisons, subjects in the experimental and control groups 

were matched individually on the basis of ratings of their aggressive behavior in social interactions in 

the nursery school. 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 33 | Location 566-569 | Added on Friday, November 7, 2014 12:28:28 PM 

Thus subjects given an opportunity to observe aggressive models later reproduced a good deal of 

physical and verbal aggression (as well as nonaggressive responses) substantially identical with that 

of the model. In contrast, subjects who were exposed to nonaggressive models and those who had 

no previous exposure to any models only rarely performed such responses. 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 34 | Location 587-591 | Added on Friday, November 7, 2014 12:32:06 PM 

The data provide some evidence that the male model influenced the subjects' behavior outside the 

exposure setting to a greater extent than was true for the female model. In the analyses of the Sex x 

Model interactions, for example, only the comparisons involving the male model yielded significant 

differences. Similarly, subjects exposed to the nonaggressive male model performed less aggressive 
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behavior than the controls, whereas comparisons involving the female model were consistently 

nonsignificant. 

 

Queer Theories (Transitions) (Hall, D, Donald E.) (2003) 
- Your Highlight Location 1733-1739 

The para-ŘƻȄŀΣ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΣ ƛǎ άǘƘŀǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŜǎƛǎǘ ŀƴŘ ŘƛǎǘǳǊō ǘƘŜ ōŜƭƛŜŦǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊƳǎ ŀƴŘ 

ŎƻŘŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŜέ όфлύΤ ƛǘ ƛǎ άŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ŎƻƴǘǊŀǊȅ ǘƻ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ ƻǇƛƴƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ 

ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ΨƴŀǘǳǊŀƭΩέ όнмсύΦ aŀƴȅ ƻŦ .ŀǊǘƘŜǎΩǎ later writings ς often presented in fragmentary 

observations, in brief, inconclusive readings, and in unconventional commentaries and linkages ς 

attempt to effect in form and function that work of resistance and disturbance, what D. A. Miller (in 

Bringing hǳǘ wƻƭŀƴŘ .ŀǊǘƘŜǎύ Ŏŀƭƭǎ ŀ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƻŦ άǎŜƭŦ ŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘƛŜǎέ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ άŘƛǎƻǊƛŜƴǘƛƴƎ 

effects ς ƻŦ ƛƴǘŜǊƳƛǘǘŜƴŎŜΣ ǇƭǳǊŀƭƛǘȅΣ ǾƛƻƭŀǘƛƻƴΣ ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘƛƻƴέ όрлύΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀǊƎǳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǎƛƴƎǳƭŀǊƭȅ 

important challenge for post-Barthean queer theory, too, is to retain its para-doxical status, to avoid 

falling into the self-satisfaction, stasis, and sterility of the doxa. 

 

- Your Note Location 1739 

What does queering the queer look like? If my family is a queering of family, what does queering my 

family look like? 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1749-1750 

Theories of class have long been central to understanding specifically lesbian and gay history and 

politics. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1754-1756 

¸Ŝǘ ƘŜ ŀƭǎƻ ŀǎǎŜǊǘǎΣ ά¢ƘŜ ŜƭŜǾŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǘƻ ƛŘŜƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ǇǊŜŜƳƛƴŜƴce guarantees that 

capitalist society will reproduce not just children, but heterosexism and homophobia. In the most 

ǇǊƻŦƻǳƴŘ ǎŜƴǎŜΣ ŎŀǇƛǘŀƭƛǎƳ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳέ όптпύΦ 

 

L 1771-1775-1776-1789 

CƻǊ ōƻǘƘ /Ƙŀǎƛƴ ŀƴŘ {ŜƎǊŜǎǘΣ άǉǳŜŜǊέ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ǇŀǎǎŞ ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘΦ Lǘ ǎǘill offers the possibility of coalition 

ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎΣ ŎǊƛǘƛŎŀƭ ŀŎǘƛǾƛǘȅΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎƴŜǎǎ ǊŀƛǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ Ŏŀƴ ŜŦŦŜŎǘƛǾŜƭȅ άŘƛǎƭƻŎŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ ƳȅǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ 

ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ ŎƻƴǎǳƳǇǘƛƻƴ Ŏŀƴ ŜǾŜǊ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪ ƻŦ ǇǊƻƎǊŜǎǎƛǾŜ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎŀƭ ŀŎǘƛƻƴέ όнппύΦ .ǳǘ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ 

coalition building must involve making sure that access to the coalition is significantly broadened 

and that queer academics are committed to seeking out, valuing, and attending to voices and lived 

perspectives that challenge collusion with an oppressive class structure. 
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As with Chasin and Segrest, those important voices and perspectives are often those of activists, not 

ŀŎŀŘŜƳƛŎǎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǎŜǘ ǳǇ ŀ ŦŀŎƛƭŜ άǊŜŀƭ ǿƻǊƭŘέ ǾŜǊǎǳǎ άƛǾƻǊȅ ǘƻǿŜǊέ ŘƛŎƘƻǘƻƳȅΣ ŦƻǊ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ǘƘŜ 

nonacademic world has its own forms of bad faith. !ǎ άǉǳŜŜǊέ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŎƻƳƳƻŘƛŦƛŜŘ ŀƴŘ 

packaged in tantalizing fashion for broad market appeal, clearly it offers a seductive route to 

spurious forms of quasi-political involvement. Just as with marketing ploys in which corporations 

offer to donate a tiny percentage of profits to a charitable organization as a way of attracting 

consumers (who are encouraged to think of themselves as significantly helping the poor, ill, or 

oppressed by purchasing a greasy hamburger or buying fashionable new clothes), so too is it 

ǎŜŘǳŎǘƛǾŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘ ƎǊƻǘŜǎǉǳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳƛƴƎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ άǉǳŜŜǊέ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎŀƭ 

work by piercing our noses, purchasing a bumper sticker or t-shirt, or, frankly, by writing a piece of 

abstrusely worded literary criticism for publication in a scholarly journal. Queer theorization may 

always have certain class collusions and constraints because it is theory that is accessible primarily to 

those with a university education and that references previous intellectual work which itself is class-

inflected. Yet this does not mean that queer theories and theorists (in and beyond their academic 

pursuits) cannot work more self-consciously and assiduously in the service of economic as well as 

sexual justice issues. The challenging voices of the activists above should be seen as vital to the 

continuing dialogue and dynamism of queer theories as ongoing (and never self-satisfied) projects of 

social critique and political abrasion. They remind us that most queer theories and theorists to date 

remain silent aōƻǳǘ ƻǊ ŎƻƳǇƭŀŎŜƴǘ ǊŜƎŀǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇƭƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ ǇƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ Ǿŀǎǘ 

numbers within Anglo-American society who do not have adequate housing or health care. 

L 2516-2519 

Indeed, individual experience of complexity, variability, and complication as it exists in excess of and 

in implicit or explicit challenge to the starkness of narrow social categories and valuations means 

that the evidentiary base for critiquing those categories and valuations is often at hand. In fact, the 

suppression of that complexity ς itself ς can be difficult to achieve, can depend upon a fragile and 

anxious set of processes and individual (and certainly group-reinforced) decisions. 

L 2522-2528 

Taking as a given here that such valuations are appalling falsehoods used to justify economic and 

other forms of exploitation of groups of peoples (through slavery, colonization, and relegation to the 

ill-paid forms of labor that privileged classes depend upon), it is undeniable that the suppression of 

clear and/or implicit evidence undermining these falsehoods was certainly more easily achieved 

when groups were geographically or otherwise separated or segregated. Simply put, it is much 

easier for me to maintain a lie about your abilities or basic human complexity (indeed, basic 

humanity) if I rarely see you or never interact with you in the workplace, schoolroom, or other social 

or political venue. Once, however, we commingle in urban spaces, in work or social situations, and in 

cultural exchanges, the lies and fictions become harder to maintain. 

 

L 2531-2534 
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Admittedly, the schema above does not take into account how individuals are socialized ς partially 

or largely ς ƛƴǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾƛƴƎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ άƭƛŜǎέ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎΣ ƴƻǊ ŘƻŜǎ ƛǘ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǾȅ ǿŜƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ 

lingering, inherently skewed cultural evidence that allows us to persist in our designations of 

άƘƛƎƘŜǊέ ŀƴŘ άƭƻǿŜǊΣέ ǿƻǊǘƘȅ ŀƴŘ ǳƴǿƻǊǘƘȅΣ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ŀƴŘ ŀōƴƻǊƳŀƭΦ 

 

L 2544-2545 

This process of changing valuation and destabilization of hierarchized binary definitions, begins with, 

and is furthered by, evidence of inherent complication, and is accelerated by confrontation with the 

fact that what is possible in you is also possible in me. 

 

L 2547-2548 

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƻƭȅǾŀƭŜƴǘΣ ƛŦ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǳƴǇǊŜŘƛŎǘŀōƭŜΣ ƎŜƴŜǊŀǘƛǾŜ ǇƻǘŜƴǘƛŀƭ ƻŦ άǉǳŜŜǊŜŘέ 

and complicated selfhood brings us to the specific text of this chapter. 

 

L 2583-2586 

The tale also has generative, as well as reflective, aspects. Not only is it locatable specifically in a 

context of contemporary Freudian and sexological discourse, but is also interpretable through the 

lens of Foucauldian notions of polyvalence and proliferation ς during and beyond the late 

nineteenth century. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 3306-3312 

As we have seen, queer theories generally ask for a sharpened degree of critical consciousness on 

identity/identities, especially in its/their connection to sexuality, even as queer theorists reiterate 

ƻŦǘŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ άǎƘŀǊǇŜƴŜŘέ Ŏŀƴ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳŜŀƴ άǇŜǊŦŜŎǘέ ƻǊ άŎƻƳǇǊŜƘŜƴǎƛǾŜΦέ !ƴŘΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ǘƘƛǎ ŎǊƛǘƛŎŀƭ 

consciousness is tied inextricably to an awareness of the historical, cultural, national, even local and 

directly interpersonal contingency of identity, and therefore its lack of an enduring, essential nature. 

Such common work among queer theorists is no doubt clear to any reader who has carefully 

attended to the overviews and analyses of previous chapters. But, we might ask, to what end or 

ends? Is critical consciousness an end in and of itself? Or is there a certain agency that is implicitly 

valued as a possible result of such consciousness? 

 

- Your Highlight Location 3316-3318 | Added on Thursday, October 9, 2014 11:48:10 AM 

As I have suggested often, queer theories ask us to recognize and grapple with the implications of 

the multiplicity and variability of identities . . . and not only among but also within us all. And this 
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recognition and critical grappling does imply a degree of agency, not only to effect certain discretely 

defined sociopolitical changes, but also over our own identity assumptions. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 3357-3358 | Added on Thursday, October 9, 2014 12:25:11 PM 

Somehow . . . sexuality functions as a malleable feature of self, a prime connecting point between 

body, self-identity and social norms. (Transformation 15) 

Rational Psychotherapy and Individual Psychology Albert Ellis (1957) 

- Your Highlight Location 21-24 | Added on Friday, November 7, 2014 7:46:49 AM 

The rational therapist believes that emotional disturbance essentially arises when individuals tell 

themselves negative, unrealistic, illogical, self-defeating sentences. He further believes that, for the 

most part, disturbed individuals are not aware that they are talking to themselves illogically; or of 

what the irrational links in their internalized sentences are; or of how they can learn to tell 

themselves saner and more realistic thoughts or sentences. This is the therapist's main task: to make 

them aware - or conscious - of their inner verbalizations. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 77-81 | Added on Friday, November 7, 2014 8:18:44 AM 

The rational therapist believes that human beings are not particularly affected by external people 

and things, but by the views they take of these things, and that they therefore have an almost 

unlimited power, through changing their sentences and their beliefs, to change themselves and to 

make themselves into almost anything they want. Said Adler in this connection: "We must make our 

own lives. It is our own task and we are capable of meeting it. We are masters of our own actions. If 

something new must be done or something old replaced, no one need do it but ourselves" (3, pp. 

23-24). 

 

- Your Highlight Location 106-117 
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Re-thinking Abortion: Psychology, Gender and the Law (Women and Psychology) (Boyle, Mary) 

- Your Highlight Location 2965-2966 

For example, until 1990, pregnant women in the British army, navy or airforce were made to choose 

between abortion and abandoning their career, on the grounds that members of the armed forces 

ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ΨǊŜŀŘȅ ŦƻǊ ŀŎǘƛƻƴΩ ŀǘ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘϥǎ ƴƻǘƛŎŜΦ 

 

- Your Highlight Location 2993-2995 

My friend had an abortion a few years ago and I suppose I wasn't there for her when she wanted 

someone to talk to. She's downstairs now. She's here for me. (McEvoy and Boyle, in preparation) 

 

Science and Human Behaviour B.F. Skinner (1953) 
- Your Highlight on Page 4 | Location 59-64 

And so has Man. The story emphasizes the irresponsibility with which science and the products of 

ǎŎƛŜƴŎŜ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǳǎŜŘΦ aŀƴΩǎ ǇƻǿŜǊ ŀǇǇŜŀǊǎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƛƴŎǊŜŀǎŜŘ ƻǳt of all proportion to his wisdom. 

He has never been in a better position to build a healthy, happy, and productive world; yet things 

have perhaps never seemed so black. Two exhausting world wars in a single half century have given 

no assurance of a lasting peace. Dreams of progress toward a higher civilization have been shattered 

by the spectacle of the murder of millions of innocent people. The worst may be still to come. 
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Scientists may not set off a chain reaction to blow the world into eternity, but some of the more 

plausible prospects are scarcely less disconcerting. 

 

Self-Transformations: Foucault, Ethics, and Normalized Bodies (Cressida J. Heyes) 

 

(Studies in Feminist Philosophy) 

Location 106-106 

We often feel as though a real self lurks within, papered over by conditioning, trauma, repression, 

denial, or plain dissatisfaction with our lives. 

 

Location 121-122 

The second claim I want to challenge is that whatever this authentic self, it must be made visible 

through changes to the body. A central assumption of the chapters that follow is that we live in the 

age of what Nikolas Rose has called "the somatic individual," in which the self is discovered or 

developed through transformations of the flesh: 

 

Location 130-132 

Psychiatric diagnosis is itself a language-game of increasing power and complexity, and garnering a 

diagnosis of a particular kind may be a ticket to somatic interventions: Gender Identity Disorder as 

the necessary condition of sex reassignment surgery (SRS) is the best known example, but even 

"routine" cosmetic surgery is often rhetorically justified as necessary because of the mental anguish 

a nonconforming body part can cause. 

 

Location 169-175 

One of Foucault's key insights was that disciplinary power, at the same time as it manages and 

constricts our somatic selves, also enhances our capacities and develops new skills. These capacities 

can be a part of a struggle for greater freedom, as I argue directly in chapter 5 and indirectly through 

my case studies, or can merely feed back into the crushing effects of normalization. Similarly, for 

many people the identities that normalization permits are a part of this process of enhancing 

possibility while risking constraint. To become a transsexual with a diagnosis of GID is often, some 

adult subjects affirm, a tremendous relief: finally an authoritative story has been offered about the 

persistent sense of being a social misfit, feeling tortured by one's own skin, or failing to conform to 

norms of heterosexual gender that others seem to find comfortable. Meeting others with the same 

diagnosis is also often experienced as liberating, and the mechanisms offered by psychiatry and 
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medicine provide a more or less worked out trajectory for transformation and a blueprint for living a 

new kind of life when no life at all may have seemed possible. 

 

Location 193-195 

However much the social institutions I identify urge us to conform ourselves to discipline's preferred 

subjectivity, we always exceed its grasp in some moments: individuals are not thoroughly dominated 

by a fully coherent system that endows us with a singular subjectivity. The very complexity and 

slipperiness of disciplinary practices prevents them maintaining the degree of coherence required 

for a situation of complete domination, and it is in 

 

Location 211-215 

My method in this book is to explore some of the techniques through which we are made into the 

kinds of persons we believe ourselves always to have been. Rather than accepting that the self is a 

psychological entity of great depth and individuality around which a life should be organized, I 

suggest that some of our techniques of the self generate a sense of a stable I, subsequently read as 

the origin of our identity work. The pictures of the self I challenge in this book are not the only ways 

of understanding who we are, and even in the context of my case studies they are only threads in 

the weave of complex technologies. 

 

Location 225-226 

The idea that our embodied deviances or conformities are expressions of an inner self is, I argue, 

primarily deployed as a mechanism of docility that we should resist. 

 

Location 347-348 

But the idea that our embodied deviances or conformities are or should be expressions of an inner 

self is, I argue, often deployed not as the gesture toward recognition it wants to be, but rather as a 

mechanism of docility we should resist. 

 

Location 361-362 

Although some picture is an inevitable feature of judging, and can be valuable if it enables us to 

make sense of ourselves, being held captive by a picture implies that one cannot reorient one's 

reflection and is thus profoundly unfree. 

 

Location 374-375 
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A picture itself lends intelligibility to our world, and thus its constituent judgments govern what can 

count as true or false (rather than providing criteria for adjudicating in particular cases). 

 

Location 758-765 

Initially, I offer a critical analysis of two very different feminist texts: the 1994 reissue of Janice 

Raymond's notorious The Transsexual Empire: The Making of the She-Male (originally published in 

1979) and Bernice Hausman's 1995 book Changing Sex: Transsexualism, Technology, and the Idea of 

Gender. Rather than understanding transgendered people as working within an ethics of self-

transformation with which all feminists must grapple, Raymond's and Hausman's otherwise 

theoretically contrasting texts represent the transsexual (qua monolithic representative of all 

transgender subjectivities) as uniquely mired in pathology. Both commentators draw on the 

classification of transsexuality as a mental "disorder" to make their case; by persistently foreclosing 

all possibilities for political resistance to a disease model, they construct trans people as lacking both 

agency and critical perspective. By showing in some detail how these strategies of foreclosure work, 

I hope, first, to develop the negative case presented by Sandy Stone (1991) that influential non-trans 

feminists have orientalized the trans subject and concomitantly failed to investigate their authorial 

locations as stably gendered subjects.' This reductive characterization of the transsexual as the dupe 

of gender then permits the conclusion that transgender politics writ large has no feminist potential. 

 

 

Location 777-788 

Where Is the Author? 

I am acutely aware of the pitfalls of writing about trans people from the vantage point of a non-trans 

woman, and as someone who is not actively involved with extra-academic trans communities.' 

Questions about the location of a non-trans author in writing primarily concerned with trans issues 

are important, and while I don't want to engage in autobiography for its own sake, my personal 

motivations are, as always, deeply intertwined with the structure of my arguments. This is 

particularly important to acknowledge when much of what has been written about trans people by 

non-trans feminists has not only been hostile, but has also taken an explicit disidentification with 

transsexuals' experiences as its critical standpoints This move runs counter to familiar feminist 

political commitments to respecting what the marginalized say about themselves, and seems to 

ignore the risks of orientalism. It also inhibits alliances between trans and non-trans feminists; 

theorists' inclination to stress deep differences between these groups attenuates the political 

motivation to investigate shared experiences. In fact, for a long time I sustained a marked feminist 

suspicion of transsexuality, based largely on popular (feminist) portrayals.' However, the first two 

transsexual people I came to know socially (one male-to-female [MTF], one female-to-male [FTM])' 

disrupted this suspicion: both were feminists, and involved (in very different ways) in queer 

communities. I have since read, listened to, and corresponded with many more trans people in the 

context of my feminist theoretical work. I am not claiming any definitive epistemic authority here, 
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and this is certainly not a representative sample-any more than my genetic women colleagues in 

feminist studies are. However, I have also known a lot of other people who have struggled with 

gender-as butches, femmes, women working in male-dominated occupations, female and male 

survivors of sexual violence, male feminists, gay men, bisexual feminists, and so on. Over several 

years, I have come to see connections among these different people that make me less inclined to 

separate out transsexuals, or trans people in general, as traitors to a cause certain others share. 

 

Location 1257-1258 

My focus in this chapter is on the way my experience in the organization embodied the paradox 

Foucault highlighted so well: that normalizing disciplinary practices are also enabling of new skills 

and capacities that may exceed the framing of the original activity. 

 

Location 1328-1330 

A central claim of this chapter is that the continued popularity of dieting cannot be entirely 

explained using a model of captivation by false beliefs. I suggest that a false consciousness model, 

following Marx, must be supplemented by a critique of aspectival captivity, following Foucault. 

 

 

Significant Aspects of Client-Centered Therapy (Psychology Classics) (Rogers, Carl) 

(1946) 
1940 The Processes of Therapy 

Page 8 | Location 76-80 

Classic article from 1940 in which Rogers outlines the conditions for successful psychotherapy. 

Namely; rapport, free expression of feeling on the part of the client, recognition and acceptance by 

the client of his spontaneous self, responsible choices, the gaining of insight through assimilated 

interpretation and independence with support. 

 

Page 9 | Location 94-99 

Granted these conditions, and a skilled therapist whose purpose is to release and strengthen the 

individual, rather than to intervene in his life, certain processes seem to take place, or if they do not 

take place, therapy is likely to be unsuccessful. These processes are described below. It should be 

noted that there is overlapping between these steps, and they do not always occur in the order in 

which they are set forth. The experiences described might be differently formulated or placed in 

different categories by some other therapist. Yet in most successful therapeutic experiences, where 
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the individual leaves the contacts more able to handle his own problems, it is the writer's opinion 

that each of these steps will have been fulfilled. 

 

Page 9 | Location 100-100 

I. Rapport is established: 

 

Page 10 | Location 109-110 

II. There is free expression of feeling on the part of the client: 

 

Page 10 | Location 119-119 

III. Recognition and acceptance, by the client, of his spontaneous self: 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 11 | Location 127-128 

IV. The making of responsible choices: 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 12 | Location 140-140 

V. The gaining of insight through assimilated interpretation: 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 12 | Location 147-149 

We undoubtedly owe much to Rank and Jung for the declining emphasis on insight alone. Insight 

plus responsible, self-directed choices toward new goals produces new and effective integration. 

Insight alone, as we see from some of the personal accounts of analysis in the Journal of Abnormal 

and Social Psychology, may leave the individual wiser, but little better able to cope with his situation. 

 

Page 12 | Location 150-151 

VI. Growing into independence with support: 

 

Page 14 | Location 171-173 
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If clinical and applied psychology is to win the status it desires, if it is to find sound answers to the 

problems of human relationships which are so urgently needed in a distraught world, then it will 

need to promote much more study and effort than heretofore, in this dynamic field of therapy. 

 

The Development of Insight in A Counseling Relationship 

- Your Highlight on Page 15 | Location 175-178 

Classic counseling paper in which Carl Rogers addresses the question of how an individual client may 

come to an effective understanding of himself/herself. 

 

 

Significant Aspects of Client-Centered Therapy 

Page 39 | L 570-573 

As mentioned earlier, this Carl Rogers classic is a must read for anybody interested in psychotherapy 

and counseling. In this landmark publication Carl Rogers outlines the origins of client-centered 

therapy, the process of client-centered therapy, the discovery and capacity of the client and the 

client-centered nature of the therapeutic relationship. 

Location 595-596 

Such an analysis, such a tracing or root ideas, needs to be made, but I doubt my own ability to make 

it. I am also doubtful that anyone who is deeply concerned with a new development knows with any 

degree of accuracy where his ideas came from. 

 

 

Sister Outsider: Essays and Speeches (Crossing Press Feminist Series) (Lorde, Audre) 

¢ƘŜ ¢ǊŀƴǎŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ {ƛƭŜƴŎŜ ƛƴǘƻ [ŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ ŀƴŘ !Ŏǘƛƻƴω- 
I HAVE coME to believe over and over again that what is most im portant to me must be spoken, 

made verbal and shared, even at the risk of having it bruised or misunderstood. That the speak ing 

profits me, beyond any other effect. I am standing here as a Black lesbian poet, and the meaning of 

all that waits upon the fact that I am still alive, and might not have been. Lessthan two months ago I 

wastold by two doctors, one female and one male, that I would have to have breast surgery,and that 

there wasa 60 to 80 percent chance that the tumor was malignant. Between that telling and the 

actual surgery, there was a three-week pe riod of the agony of an involuntary reorganization of my 

entire life. The surgery wascompleted, and the growth wasbenign. 

But within those three weeks, I was forced to look upon my self and my living with a harsh and 

urgent clarity that has left me still shaken but much stronger. This is a situation faced by many 
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women, by some of you here today.Some of what I experi enced during that time has helped 

elucidate for me much of what I feel concerning the transformation of silence into lan guage and 

action. 

In becoming forcibly and essentially aware of my mortality, and of what I wished and wanted for my 

life, however short it might be, priorities and omissions became strongly etched in a mercilesslight, 

and what I most regretted were my silences. Of what had I ever been afraid? Toquestion or to speak 

as I believed could have meant pain, or death. But we all hurt in so many different ways, all the time, 

and pain will either change or end. Death, on the other hand, is the final silence. And that might be 

coming quickly, now, without regard for whether I had ever spoken what needed to be said, 

or had only betrayed myself into small silences, while I planned someday to speak, or waited for 

someone else's words. And began to recognize a source of power within myself that comes from the 

knowledge that w--h-il-e--it- -is- -m--o-s-t -d-e-s-i-r-a-b-le- -n-o-t--to- -b-e- -a-f-r-a-id-,- -le-a-r-n-i-n-g- 

-to- -p--u-t-f-e-a-r· into a perspective gave me great strength. 

I-was-g- -o-in-g- -t-o- -d-ie-,-i-f-n- -o-t-s-o-o-n-e- r- -t-h-e-n- -l-ater, whether or not I 

had ever spoken myself. My silences had not protected me. Your silence will not protect you. But for 

every real word spoken, for everyattempt I had ever made to speak those truths for which I am still 

seeking, I had made contact with other women while we examined the words to fit a world in which 

we all believed, bridging our differences. And it was the concern and caring of all those women 

which gave me strength and enabled me to scrutinize the essentials of my living. 

The women who sustained me through that period were Black and white, old and young, lesbian, 

bisexual, and hetero sexual, and we all shared a war against the tyrannies of silence. They all gave 

me a strength and concern without which I could not have survived intact. Within those weeks of 

acute fear came the knowledge -within the war we are all waging with the forces of death, subtle 

and otherwise, conscious or not -I am not only a casualty, I am also a warrior. 

What are the words you do not yet have? What do you need to say·-?-W--h--a-t-a-r-e- -t-h-e--ty--r-a-

n-n-i-e-s-y--o-u--s-w-a-l-l-o-w--d-a-y--b-y--d-a-y--a-n-d--a-t--· 

·t-e-m-p- -t-t-o-m- -a-k-e- -y-o-u-r- -o-w-n- -, -u-n-t-il- -y-o-u- -w-i-ll-s-i-c-k-e-n- -a-n-d- -d-i-e-o-f-t-h-

e-m- -,· 

·s..-t-i..l-l-in--s-il-e-n-c-e-?- -P-e-r-h-a-p-s-f-o-r--so--m-e--o-f-y-o-u--h-e-r-e--to-d--a-y,-I-a-m---th--e-f-

a-c-e· 

of one of your fears. Because I am woman, because I am Black, 

because I am lesbian, because I am myself -a Black woman war rior poet doing my work -come to 

ask you, are you doing yours? 

 

And of course I am afraid, because the transformation of silence 
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·in- -to--l-a-n-g-u-a-g-e- -a-n-d- -a-c-ti-o-n- -i-s-a-n- -a-ct- -o-f-s-e-lf---r-e-v-e-l-a-ti-o-n-,-a-n-d- -t-h-a-t- 

-a-l-· 

·w- -ay- -s-s-e-e-m- -s-f-r-a-u-g-h-t- -w-i-t-h-d- -a-n-g-e-r-.-B-u-t- -m-y- -d-a-u-g-h- -te-r-,-w- -h-e-n- -I-

t-o-l-d· 

her of our topic and my difficulty with it, said, "Tell them about 

how you're never really a whole person if you remain silent, be cause there'salways that one little 

piece inside you that wants to be spoken out, and if you keep ignoring it, it gets madder and madder 

and hotter and hotter, and if you don't speak it out one day it will just up and punch you in the 

mouth from the inside." In the cause of silence, each of us draws the face of her own fear - fear of 

contempt, of  censure, or some judgment, or recognition,  of  challenge,  of 

annihilation. But most of all, I think, we fear the visibility without which we cannot truly 

live. Within this country where racial difference creates a constant, if unspoken, distortion  of  

vision, Black women have on one hand always been highly visible, and so, on the other hand, have 

been rendered invisible through the depersonalization of 

racism. Even within the women's movement, we have had to fight, and still do, for that very visibility 

which also renders us most vulnerable, our Blackness. For to survive in the mouth of thisdragon we 

call america, we have had to learn this first and most vital lesson -that we were never meant to 

survive. Not as human beings. And neither were most of you here today, Black or not. And that 

visibility which makes us most vulnerable is that which also is the source of our greatest strength. 

Because the machine will try to grind you into dust anyway, whether or not we speak. We can sit in 

our corners mute forever while our sisters and our selves are wasted, while our children are dis 

torted and destroyed, while our earth is poisoned; we can sit in our safe corners mute as bottles, 

and we will still be no less afraid. 

In my house this year we are celebrating the feast of Kwanza, the African-american festival of 

harvest which begins the day after Christmasand lastsfor seven days.There are seven princi ples of 

Kwanza, one for each day. The first principle is Umoja, which means unity, the decision to strive for 

and maintain unity in self and community. The principle for yesterday, the second day, was 

Kujichagulia -self-determination -the deci sion to define ourselves, name ourselves, and speak for 

our selves, instead of being defined and spoken for by others. Today is the third day of Kwanza, and 

the principle for today is Ujima 

-collective work and responsibility -the decision to build and maintain ourselves and our 

communities together and to rec ognize and solve our problems together. 

Each of us is here now because in one way or another we share a commitment to language and to 

the power of language, and to the reclaiming of that language which has been made to work against 

us. In the transformation of silence into language and action, it is vitally necessary for each one of us 

to establish or examine her function in that transformation and to recog nize her role asvital within 

that transformation. 

For those of us who write, it is necessary to scrutinize not only the truth of what we speak, but the 

truth of that language by which we speak it. For others, it is to share and spread also those words 
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that are meaningf ul to us. But primarily for us all, it is necessary to teach by living and speaking 

those truths which we believe and know beyond understanding. Because in thisway alone we can 

survive, by taking part in a process of life that is creative and continuing, that is growth. 

And it is never without fear -of visibility, of the harsh light of scrutiny and perhaps judgment, of pain, 

of death. But we have lived through all of those already, in silence, except death. And I remind 

myself all the time now that if I were to have been born mute, or had maintained an oath of silence 

my whole life long for safety, I would stillhave suffered, and I would stilldie. It is very good for 

establishing perspective. 

And where the words of women are crying to be heard, we must each of us recognizeour 

responsibility to seekthose words out, to read them and share them and examine them in their 

pertinence to our lives. That we not hide behind the mockeries of separations that have been 

imposed upon us and which so often we accept asour own. For instance, "I can't possibly teach Black 

women's writing -their experience is so different from mine." Yet how many years have you spent 

teaching Plato and Shakespeare and Proust? Or another, "She's a white woman and what could she 

possibly have to say to me?" Or, "She's a lesbian, what would my husband say, or my chairman?" Or 

again, "This woman writes of her sons and I have no children." And all the other endless ways in 

which we rob ourselves of ourselves and each other. 

We can learn to work and speak when we are afraid in the sam·- -e-w--a-y-w--e-h-a-v-e--le-a-r-n-e-d-

-t-o-w--o-r-k-a-n--d-s-p-e-a-k--w--h-e-n--w-e--a-re--ti-r-e-d-.· 

·F-o-r-w- -e--h-a-v-e--b-e-e-n--so- c- i-a-l-iz-e-d--to- -r-e-s-p-e-c-t--fe-a-r- -m-o- -re- -t-h-a-n- -o-u-r- -

o-w- -n· n-e-e-d-s--fo--r-l-a-n-g-u-a-g-e- -a-n-d--d-e-f-in--it-io- -n-,-a-n-d--w-h- -il-e-w- -e- -w-a-i-t-i-n- 

s-i-l-e-n-c-e· 

·f-o-r-t-h-a-t--fi-n-a-l-l-u-x-u--ry--o-f--fe-a--rl-e-s-s-n-e-s-s-, -th--e--w-e-i-g-h-t--o-f-t-h-a-t--si-l-e-n-c-e· 

·w--il-l-c-h-o-k-e--u-s-.  

The fact that we are here and that I speak these words is an attempt to break that silence and bridge 

some of those differences between us, for it is not difference which immobilizes us, but silence. And 

there are so many silences to be broken. 

 

:Paper delivered at the Modern Language Association's "Lesbian and Literature Panel,"Chicago, 

lliinois, December 28, 1977. First published in Sinister Wisdom 6 (1978) and The Cancer Journals 

(Spinsters, Ink, San Francisco, 1980). 

 

- Your Highlight on Page 41 | Location 605-609 | Added on Sunday, January 4, 2015 11:06:06 AM 

I was going to die, if not sooner then later, whether or not I had ever spoken myself. My silences had 

not protected me. Your silence will not protect you. But for every real word spoken, for every 

attempt I had ever made to speak those truths for which I am still seeking, I had made contact with 
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other women while we examined the words to fit a world in which we all believed, bridging our 

differences. And it was the concern and caring of all those women which gave me strength and 

enabled me to scrutinize the essentials of my living. 

- Your Highlight on Page 41 | Location 609-612 | Added on Sunday, January 4, 2015 11:06:44 AM 

The women who sustained me through that period were Black and white, old and young, lesbian, 

bisexual, and heterosexual, and we all shared a war against the tyrannies of silence. They all gave me 

a strength and concern without which I could not have survived intact. Within those weeks of acute 

fear came the knowledge τ within the war we are all waging with the forces of death, subtle and 

otherwise, conscious or not τ I am not only a casualty, I am also a warrior. 

- Your Highlight on Page 42 | Location 616-620 | Added on Monday, January 5, 2015 7:43:23 AM 

And of course I am afraid, because the transformation of silence into language and action is an act of 

self-revelation, and that always seems fraught with danger. But my daughter, when I told her of our 

ǘƻǇƛŎ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΣ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ 

ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ǎƛƭŜƴǘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǇƛŜŎŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎǇƻƪŜƴ ƻǳǘΣ 

ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƪŜŜǇ ƛƎƴƻǊƛƴƎ ƛǘΣ ƛǘ ƎŜǘǎ ƳŀŘŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǘǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǘǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎǇŜŀƪ 

it ƻǳǘ ƻƴŜ Řŀȅ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƴŎƘ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǳǘƘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΦέ 

- Your Highlight on Page 44 | Location 653-655 | Added on Monday, January 5, 2015 7:49:29 AM 

The fact that we are here and that I speak these words is an attempt to break that silence and bridge 

some of those differences between us, for it is not difference which immobilizes us, but silence. And 

there are so many silences to be broken. 

- Your Highlight on Page 50 | Location 732-738 

In a retelling of her life, a ninety-two-year-old Efik-Ibibio woman of Nigeria recalls her love for 

another woman: I had a woman friend to whom I revealed my secrets. She was very fond of keeping 

secrets to herself. We acted as husband and wife. We always moved hand in glove and my husband 

and hers knew about our relationship. The villagers nicknamed us twin sisters. When I was out of 

gear with my husband, she would be the one to restore peace. I often sent my children to go and 

work for her in return for her kindnesses to me. My husband being more fortunate to get more 

pieces of land than her husband, allowed some to her, even though she was not my co-wife.* 

- Your Highlight on Page 50 | Location 746-748 

the interests of separation, Black women have been taught to view each other as always suspect, 

heartless competitors for the scarce male, the all-important prize that could legitimize our existence. 

This dehumanizing denial of self is no less lethal than the dehumanization of racism to which it is so 

closely allied. 

Page 51 | Location 753-757 

The distortion oŦ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎŀȅǎ άL ŘƛǎŀƎǊŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΣ ǎƻ L Ƴǳǎǘ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅ ȅƻǳέ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ ǳǎ ŀǎ 

Black people with basically uncreative victories, defeated in any common struggle. This jugular vein 
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psychology is based on the fallacy that your assertion or affirmation of self is an attack upon my self 

τ or that my defining myself will somehow prevent or retard your self-definition. The supposition 

ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ ǎŜȄ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀŎǉǳƛŜǎŎŜƴŎŜ ƛƴ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ ŜȄƛǎǘ ǇǊŜǾŜƴǘǎ ōƻǘƘ ŦǊƻƳ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀǎ 

self-defined persons toward a common goal. 

- Your Highlight on Page 51 | Location 757-764 

This kind of action is a prevalent error among oppressed peoples. It is based upon the false notion 

that there is only a limited and particular amount of freedom that must be divided up between us, 

with the largest and juiciest pieces of liberty going as spoils to the victor or the stronger. So instead 

of joining together to fight for more, we quarrel between ourselves for a larger slice of the one pie. 

Black women fight between ourselves over men, instead of pursuing and using who we are and our 

strengths for lasting change; Black women and men fight between ourselves over who has more of a 

ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ŦǊŜŜŘƻƳΣ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜǎ ŀǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ Ǿƛǘŀƭ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ 

common goals; Black and white women fight between ourselves over who is the more oppressed, 

instead of seeing those areas in which our causes are the same. (Of course, this last separation is 

worsened by the intransigent racism that white women too often fail to, or cannot, address in 

themselves.) 

- Your Highlight on Page 52 | Location 772-774 

but only that she had a four-year-old child. Of the four groups, Black and white women, Black and 

white men, Black women have the lowest average wage. This is a vital concern for us all, no matter 

with whom we sleep. 

- Your Highlight on Page 52 | Location 774-777 

As Black women we have the right and responsibility to define ourselves and to seek our allies in 

common cause: with Black men against racism, and with each other and white women against 

sexism. But most of all, as Black women we have the right and responsibility to recognize each other 

without fear and to love where we choose. Both lesbian and heterosexual Black women today share 

a history of bonding and strength to which our sexual identities and our other differences must not 

blind us. 

- Your Highlight on Page 54 | Location 797-800 

The erotic has often been misnamed by men and used against women. It has been made into the 

confused, the trivial, the psychotic, the plasticized sensation. For this reason, we have often turned 

away from the exploration and consideration of the erotic as a source of power and information, 

confusing it with its opposite, the pornographic. But pornography is a direct denial of the power of 

the erotic, for it represents the suppression of true feeling. Pornography emphasizes sensation 

without feeling. 

- Your Highlight on Page 55 | Location 812-814 

Of course, women so empowered are dangerous. So we are taught to separate the erotic demand 

from most vital areas of our lives other than sex. And the lack of concern for the erotic root and 
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satisfactions of our work is felt in our disaffection from so much of what we do. For instance, how 

often do we truly love our work even at its most difficult? 

Sister Outsider: Essays and Speeches (Crossing Press Feminist Series) (Lorde, Audre) 

- Your Highlight on Page 88 | Location 1312-1323 

Adrienne: Do you think that was because you still had this idea that thinking was a mysterious 

process that other people did ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜΚ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ 

did? Audre: It was a very mysterious process for me. And it was one I had come to suspect because I 

had seen so many errors committed in its name, and I had come not to respect it. On the other 

hand, I was also afraid of it because there were inescapable conclusions or convictions I had come to 

ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ƭƛŦŜΣ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŜŦƛŜŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ !ƴŘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƎƻΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

going to give them up. They were too precioǳǎ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƭƛŦŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ .ǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀƴŀƭȅȊŜ ƻǊ 

ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƳ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǎŜƴǎŜ L ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ 

ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ L ƪƴŜǿ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅΦ !ƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ 

Adrienne: In ǘƘŜ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǳǘΣ ŀƴŀƭȅȊŜ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŘŜŦŜƴŘ ǘƘŜƳΚ !ǳŘǊŜΥ Χ ǿǊƛǘŜ 

prose about them. Right. I wrote a lot of those poems you first knew me by, those poems in The First 

Cities,* way back in high school. If you had asked me to talk about one ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǇƻŜƳǎΣ LΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ 

talked in the most banal way. All I had was the sense that I had to hold on to these feelings and that I 

had to air them in some way. 

- Your Highlight on Page 91 | Location 1358-1373 

Adrienne: Were you scared at Tougaloo, in terms of teaching, meeting your first workshop? Audre: 

Yes, but it was a nurturing atmosphere. I lived there for two weeks before I went around really 

gathering people, and there were eight students who were already writing poetry. The ways in 

which I was on thŜ ƭƛƴŜ ƛƴ ¢ƻǳƎŀƭƻƻ Χ L ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ŎƻǳǊŀƎŜΣ L ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ 

was a small group and we became very close. I learned so much from listening to people. The only 

thing I had was honesty and openness. And it was absolutely necessary for me to declare, as terrified 

ŀǎ L ǿŀǎΣ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΣ ά¢ƘŜ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƛǎ ǿƘƛǘŜΦέ !ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ 

meant in Tougaloo to those young Black people then, to talk about myself openly and deal with their 

hostility, their sense of disillusionment, to come past that, was very hard. Adrienne: It must have 

ōŜŜƴ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ƘŀǊŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƴŜǿ ōȅ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǊǊƛŀƎŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƴƻǿƘŜǊŜΦ LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ 

to defend something that was not in itself defensible. Audre: What I was defending was something 

ǘƘŀǘ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ŘŜŦŜƴǎŜΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǾŜŘ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ άLΩƳ ŘŜŦŜƴŘƛƴƎ 9Ř ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦέ Lǘ 

ǿŀǎΣ άLΩƳ ŘŜŦŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ŜȄŀƳƛƴŜ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǘǊȅ ƛǘΦέ {ƻ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ 

northern Black poet making contact with these young southern Black people who are not saying, 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊΣέ ōǳǘ ǿŜǊŜ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜ ōȅ ǿƘƻ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜΦ Lƴ 

ǘƘŜ ǇƻŜƳ ά.ƭŀŎƪ {ǘǳŘƛŜǎέϝ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘŀǊǘǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦ ¢ƻǳƎŀƭƻƻ ƭŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǳƴŘŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ 

poem, that knowledge born five years later. My students needed my perception, yet my perception 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴŜŜŘ ǿŀǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ŀƭƻǳŘ ǿŀǎΣ ά²Ŝ 

ƴŜŜŘ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ .ƭŀŎƪ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣέ ōǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭǎƻ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ideas of what strong was 

ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƻǳǊ ƻǇǇǊŜǎǎƻǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƧƛōŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ 
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Sociology: The Basics (Plummer, Ken) 
Location 182-187 

PREFACE 

WELCOME TO THE SOCIAL MAZE 

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I took the one less travelled  

by Robert Frost, 'The Road Not Taken', 1916 

Welcome to the social maze. At the heart of this maze is a new way of thinking and imagining social 

life. 

 

Page 12 | Location 391-402 ς sociology of tomatoes 

What does a sociology of tomatoes look like? I have one colleague who has ς for many years now ς 

specialised in the sociology of tomatoes. He is a professor and he runs a research centre at a major 

university. He is a very serious man, and if you get him talking about tomatoes he will not stop. 

Why? He can trace the history of tomatoes ς from the earliest Aztec salsa through to the famous 

Heinz Ketchup bottle and on to the latest fashionable pizza and bloody Mary cocktail. He can show 

how the tomato has been continually transformed in the ways it has been produced, exchanged and 

ŎƻƴǎǳƳŜŘΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪǎ ŀǘ ƛǘǎ ǊƻƭŜ ƛƴ ǊŜŎŜƴǘ ŎŀǇƛǘŀƭƛǎǘ ǎƻŎƛŜǘƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǿǎ Ƙƻǿ ΨƛǘΩ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ŜŀǊƭȅ ǇƛƻƴŜŜǊ 

in mass production and a contemporary contributor to the creation of global cuisines. And these 

days it has become even more interesting as the variety or tomatoes found in our supermarkets 

become simultaneously more and more standardised and yet of a much wider range than people 

could have ever bought before. How can we get such standardisation and yet such diversity at the 

same time ς and often just round the corner? How has capitalism organised the tomato? How the 

world has changed. Just go to the tomatoes and have a look next time you are in a supermarket. 

What is the chain of people that got the tomatoes there? Why are they in this form? Who is buying 

them and who is making money out of them? And before you know it, you are discussing the 

ƘƛǎǘƻǊƛŎŀƭ ƴŀǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ǝƭƻōŀƭ ŜŎƻƴƻƳƛŎ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŎŀǇƛǘŀƭƛǎƳΦ !ƴŘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ 

discuss genetic modification and the environmental issues. 

 

Page 18 | Location 508-509-514 

"No one is alone." 

Stephen Sondheim, Into the Woods, 1986 

{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ΨǘƘŜ ǎƻŎƛŀƭΩ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎƻŎƛƻƭƻƎƛǎǘǎ ǎǘǳŘȅΚ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘΦ aŀƴȅ 

people prefer to view human life as biological, individual, economic or religious; but for sociologists, 

the starting point is always with the social. This is an idea with several meanings ς indeed when I first 

came to study it forty odd years ago as an exuberant young man, I naively knew three others words 
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that connected strongly to it: social partying, social work, and socialism. At that time, I liked all three 

and thought it had to be a good subject to study! But I soon learnt it was oh so much more than that. 

Page 19 | Location 523-529-533 SOCIAL FACTS/ DOING THINGS TOGETHER 

{ƛƳǇƭȅ ǇǳǘΣ ǘƘŜǎŜ Řŀȅǎ ΨǘƘŜ ǎƻŎƛŀƭΩ Ƙŀǎ ǘǿƻ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎǎΥ ƛǘ Ŏŀƴ ŘŜǇƛŎǘ ŀ ǊŜŀƭƛǘȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǘƻ ŜȄƛǎǘ 

independently on its own (sui generis), or as a reality of interactions and communications between 

people. The view that the social has a life of its own was famously claimed by the much celebrated 

founding French sociologist Émile Durkheim (1858ς1917). For him, society stood uniquely as a 

collective reality over and above any individual. In a way it works like a crowd: society comes to have 

a life of its own and we get coerced to behave in certain ways through it. Sociologists hence study 

this social as a fact external to individuals which constrains us. (These are often famously called 

ΨǎƻŎƛŀƭ ŦŀŎǘǎΩύΦм 

By contrast, another influential early sociologist, Georg Simmel (1858ς1918), had a different view 

ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ŀǎ ŜƳōŜŘŘŜŘ ƛƴ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǘŜǊŀŎǘƛƻƴǎΦ IŜ ŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ΨǎƻŎƛŜǘȅ ƛǎ ƳŜǊŜƭȅ Χ ŀ 

ŎƻƴǎǘŜƭƭŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭǎ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŀŎǘǳŀƭ ǊŜŀƭƛǘƛŜǎΩΦ CƻǊ ƘƛƳΣ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛŎŀǘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƛƴ ǘƘe 

same species became a distinctive social form of life (the human species could have been unsocial). 

 

Page 21 | Location 558-565 

AWARENESS OF OTHERS: THE SELF AND INTERACTION 

One core idea here is that of the developing human self ς an idea profoundly shaped by the ideas of 

the psychologist William James (1842ς1910), the sociologist Charles Horton Cooley (1864ς1929), the 

philosopher George Herbert Mead (1863ς1931) and the sociologists now commonly known as 

symbolic interactionists. There is a very long intellectual tradition of examining the self ς its 

character, its sources, its changes and the role it plays in creating social orders and making our 

human natures coherent. The self asks who we are in social action, and serves to create a necessary 

bridge between the truly unique person and the more general social being. Having some sense of 

self and self awareness helps us to evolve more as coherent, even flourishing, social people. 

Page 175 | Location 3860-3874 

Table 7.4 The resources of a stratified life 

  ω 9ŎƻƴƻƳƛŎ ǊŜǎƻǳǊŎŜǎΥ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ƛƴŎƻƳŜΣ ǿŜŀƭǘƘΣ ŦƛƴŀƴŎƛŀƭ ŀǎǎŜǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƛƴƘŜǊƛǘŀƴŎŜ Řƻ ȅƻǳ 

have access to? How much does your work provide for your needs? 

  ω {ƻŎƛŀƭ ǊŜǎƻǳǊŎŜǎΥ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ 

networks? 

  ω /ǳƭtural resources: how much access do you have to the knowledge, information, skills, 

ŜŘǳŎŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅΚ όhǾŜǊ ǘƛƳŜΣ ǎǳŎƘ ΨǎƪƛƭƭǎΩ Ŏŀƴ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΩ ǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ 

ōŜƛƴƎΣ Ψƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōƻŘȅΩΣ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǉǳŀƭƛŦƛŎŀǘƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ǎŜƭŦΦύ 
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  ω {ȅƳōƻƭƛŎ ǊŜǎƻǳǊŎŜǎΥ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ŀŎŎŜǎǎ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƭŜƎƛǘƛƳŀŎȅ ŀƴŘ 

recognition; and privileging your life over others? 

  ω tƻƭƛǘƛŎŀƭ ǊŜǎƻǳǊŎŜǎΥƘƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǳǘƻƴƻƳȅ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜΚ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ 

much of your day or do others control it for you? 

 ω .ƻŘƛƭȅ ŀƴŘ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǊŜǎƻǳǊŎŜǎΥ ƛƴ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀȅ ŘƻŜǎ ȅƻǳǊ ōƻŘȅ ƻǊ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƭƛƳƛǘ ƻǊ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ 

your life? How far do others regulate your body? 

  ω tŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ǊŜǎƻǳǊŎŜǎΥ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ Ƙŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǳƴƛǉǳŜ ƭƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ƭƛŦŜ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ȅou 

generate personal skills for you to move easily in the world? 

Page 184 | Location 4011-4014 

 

It is important to recognise that part of sociological thinking has this personal character. In one small 

sense all people are sociologists; we develop common sense or folk accounts of everyday society; 

and we have done this throughout history. We are reflective ς people try to make sense of the world 

they live in. And this in turn is reflexive ς what we think about the world becomes social and actually 

plays a role reflecting back on our societies. 

Page 187 | Location 4036-4065 

THINK ON: THE SOCIOLOGIST AS DIALOGIST 

[There is ] a crucial feature of the human condition that has been rendered almost invisible by the 

overwhelmingly monological bent of mainstream modŜǊƴ ǇƘƛƭƻǎƻǇƘȅ Χ ¢Ƙƛǎ ŎǊǳŎƛŀƭ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ 

ƘǳƳŀƴ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǎ ƛǘǎ ŦǳƴŘŀƳŜƴǘŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŀƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊΦ Χ ¢ƘŜ ƳƻƴƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ƛŘŜŀƭ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅ 

underestimates the place of the dialogical in human life Charles Taylor, The Politics of Recognition, 

1994:32ς33 Part of what sociologists invariably study is the contested relations between peoples 

across all spheres of social life. We examine the conflicts between countries, across groups, between 

and within social movements. The sociologist is regularly challenged to clarify debates, to sort out 

the relations across different voices ς ordering them, classifying them, searching for agreements and 

ŘƛǎŀƎǊŜŜƳŜƴǘǎΣ ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ ΨŎƻƳƳƻƴ ƎǊƻǳƴŘǎΩ όƻǊ ƴƻǘύΦ  

This is a crucial task for sociology: its dialogic mission. So sociologists need the capacity to discuss 

reasonably, to talk with opposing others, and to dialogue. Sociologists have to ask how to:  

1 Recognise the wide range of lives lived and stories to be told on any issue? Can we listen to the 

range of these lived stories and avoid dehǳƳŀƴƛǎƛƴƎ ƻǊ ǎƛƭŜƴŎƛƴƎ ΨǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊΩΚ  

2 Appreciate the social contexts of arguments? Sociologists above all must know that arguments are 

always bound up with particular social worlds or habitus: they do not float freely in the air. All ideas 

are local and grounded and we must hence ask: where are the arguments situated. Where are the 

arguments coming from?  

3 Develop an awareness of the inequalities and the differences of power between speakers? How do 

voices without power get heard ς indeed who is not being heard?  
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4 Reflect on our own location in all this. Sociologists do not dangle above it all in some superhuman 

place. We always need to ask: just where do we stand as sociologists in all of this?  

р ²ŜŀƪŜƴ ΨǘƘŜ ŀǊƎǳƳŜƴǘ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŜΩΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ ǇƘǊŀǎŜ Ŏƻƛƴed by the psychologist Deborah Tannen 

to suggest that our culture always seems to want to make us take sides on everything. Life is turned 

into a polarity, a binary, a dichotomy, a split, a struggle between good and evil. Might not life be 

more like a continuum of differences ς more subtle and complex than brute divides?  

6 Understand the emotional and embodied basis (and history) of much life and talk? Often to hear 

people argue their positions is to sense immediately that something much grander than reason is at 

stake: it is often as if these people are literally fighting for their lives.  

7 Find common ground? Never mind all the disagreement: surely there are many things that we can 

agree upon? Can we sort these out? (I discuss these ideas and others a little more in my book: 

Intimate Citizenship (2003) Chapter 6: Dialogic Citizenship). 

 

Page 189 | Location 4089-4093 

But sociologists also know that data on its own is worthless ς data does not present itself 

automatically and it certainly does not speak for itself. It is gathered by humans making decisions 

about what is significant, and it is then interpreted by multiple readers ς each using it for their own 

ends. Ultimately much of this will be political in nature. We need to watch the move here from mere 

information to knowledge to wisdom and the imported politics and ethics that come with it. 

 

Page 198 | Location 4256-4256 

queer sociology destabilises gender and sexual categories; 

 

Page 198 | Location 4265-4268 

My view is that it is ƴƻǘ ŀ ǎƻŎƛƻƭƻƎƛǎǘΩǎ ŦǳƴŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛƴ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ƭƛŦŜ ς that 

would be moralistic and moralising. But it is a challenge for sociologists to always keep in mind their 

own values and politics. So it is ultimately important for sociologists to spend some time considering 

their own moral and political baselines. To ask: what is to be done and how should we live our lives? 

Page 208 | Location 4397-4450 

CONCLUSION 

THE SOCIOLOGICAL IMAGINATION: TWENTY THESES 

Caution! Danger! Beware! Sociology ǿƛƭƭ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜ όhǇŜƴƛƴƎ ǎƭƛŘŜ ǘƻ YŜƴ tƭǳƳƳŜǊΩǎ 

introductory first-year lecture at Essex University, 1987ς2004)Sociology is passionate about the 

social. It brings a distinctive consciousness and an imagination to think outside of that limiting frame 
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ǿƘŜǊŜōȅ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ΨƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭǎΩ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ΨƴŀǘǳǊŀƭΩΦ {ƻŎƛƻƭƻƎȅ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ǘƘŜ 

ΨŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ōƭƛƴŘƴŜǎǎΩ ƻŦ ƘǳƳŀƴ ōŜƛƴƎǎΩ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŦƻǊ ƎǊŀƴǘŜŘΦ 9ǾŜǊȅǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

hauntings of social life. Here, as summary and challenge, are twenty of its key features to argue 

about.  

1 Sociology is the systematic, sceptical and critical study of the social, investigating the human 

construction of social worlds.  

н Ψ¢ƘŜ ǎƻŎƛŀƭΩ ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƭƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŀƭǎƻ Ŏƻƴǎǘitutes a level or layer of 

reality which is quite distinctive and which exists ontologically sui generis to constrain and coerce us 

in our everyday life..  

3 Social life is awesome, amazing and often horrendous, sometimes to be celebrated and sometimes 

to ƭŜŀŘ ǘƻ ŘƛǎŜƴŎƘŀƴǘƳŜƴǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀƛǊ ǿŜ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜ ƛǎ ǎƻŎƛŀƭΦ ²Ŝ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ΨŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƻŎƛŀƭΩ ŀƴŘ 

ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ΨǘƘŜ ǎƻŎƛŀƭΩ ŜǾŜǊȅǿƘŜǊŜΦ  

4 Sociology is a way of thinking ς an imagination, a form of consciousness ς that can/will change 

your life. It defamiliarises the familiar, questions the taken for granted, treats social facts as things, 

and destroys the myths we choose to live by. It is a haunting.  

5 Sociologists always look for the social patterns, prisons, predictabilities in human social life ς the 

social structures in which we dwell.  

6 Sociologists see human beings as acting in social worlds with others ς they create daily life in a 

search for meaning. Human beings live in worlds of complex symbolisation, living with others 

through social actions. All of human social life is inherently about meanings and social actions.  

7 Human beings weave webs of cultures ς life designs, toolkits for life and ways of living which are 

composed of complex, multi-layered, negotiable and ever emergent symbolic actions. Cultures are 

ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘƛƎƘǘΣ ŦƛȄŜŘ ƻǊ ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ǳǇƻƴ ōǳǘ ŀǊŜ ƳǳƭǘƛƭŀȅŜǊŜŘ ΨƳƻǎŀƛŎǎ ƻŦ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǿƻǊƭŘǎΩΦ  

8 Human beings live in material worlds of brute reality: environments, economies, bodies. We are 

both animals and cultural creatures ς we are intrinsically dual ς living simultaneously in material and 

symbolic worlds. We are the little gods who shit.  

9 We live with the tensions of constraining structures and creative meanings: sociology sees this 

tension everywhere.  

мл !ƭƭ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǿƻǊƭŘǎ ŀǊŜ ΨƛƴŎƻǊǊƛƎƛōƭȅ ǇƭǳǊŀƭΩ ŀnd we dwell in social tensions and contradiction. 

Everything in social life - including sociological thinking ς brings tensions, conflicts, contradictions. 

11 We live in a deep swirling matrix of differences and inequalities. Human capabilities are 

structured through divisive processes into structured inequalities which have damaging effects on 

our lives. Our opportunities for human flourishing can be thwarted by our class, gender, ethnicity, 

age, health, sexuality and nationhood.  

12 Social life is always shaped by time and space. Change and contingency are ubiquitous.  

13 Social life is structured by power relations: we ask who and what can shape our lives?  
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14 Sociology was born of radical social change and continues to dwell in major social change. Social 

worlds are always changing ς and every social thing has a constantly changing history.  

15 All of social life is dialogical not monological. Human beings are narrators and are in a constant 

round of telling tales of lives and societies to each other. And all knowledge ς whatever else it may 

be ς is within this social dialogue: it is always local, contested, relational knowledge.  

мс {ƻŎƛƻƭƻƎƛǎǘǎ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜΣ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ΨǘǊƛŎƪǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀŘŜΩ 

they can muster. They must straddle art, science and history. They think hard, conduct rigorous 

empirical research, and skilfully make sense of data  

17 The new information technologies are radically reforming this sociological project ς providing 

new tools for research and new source of data and even new ways of thinking about social life.  

18 Sociologists are researchers, thinkers, critics, educators, dialogists, critical citizens, enhancers of 

art and creativity, and facilitators of unheard voices being heard. Above all, sociology fosters critical 

citizens alive and changing their own social worlds. They dwell in a flowing circle of sociological life  

19 Sociologists put their tools to work in envisaging a better world. Sociology lives in human social 

worlds, studies them and takes very seriously the values and politics that help shape them into the 

future.  

20 Sociology helps us all to act as critical citizens in a world we never made but which every day we 

have to help to re-create. The challenge is on for each generation to leave behind a better place for 

subsequent generations. There is a social dream of a better world which haunts sociology. Maybe 

there could be a flourishing for all? 

 

Page 210-211 | L 4451-4499 

APPENDIX  

EPIGRAMMATIC SOCIOLOGY:  

TWENTY-FIVE LITTLE WISDOMS TO PONDER 

Here are twenty-five little sayings that thinkers about society have bequeathed us. There are many 

more on the web site for the book. They are worth puzzling a little.  

 

м 5ŀǊŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪΦ όLƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ YŀƴǘΩǎ 9ƴƭƛƎƘǘŜƴƳŜƴǘ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜΣ мтупΦύ  

2 How is society possible? (A disturbing little question posed by Georg Simmel in an essay with that 

title, 1910.)  

3 Man was born, free but everywhere he is in chains. (Jean-WŀŎǉǳŜǎ wƻǳǎǎŜŀǳΩǎ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜ ƛƴ ¢ƘŜ 

Social Contract, 1762.)  
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4 Society is a contract, a partnership between those who are living, those who are dead and those 

ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ōƻǊƴΦ ό9ŘƳǳƴŘ .ǳǊƪŜΩǎ ŎƻƴǎŜǊǾŀǘƛǾŜ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ CǊŜƴŎƘ wŜǾƻƭǳǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ wŜŦƭŜŎǘƛƻƴǎ ƻƴ 

the Revolution in France (a best-seller in 1790; Oxford edition, 1993.)  

5 Things are not what they seem. (Peter Berger, Invitation to Sociology,1966.)  

6 Things are what they seem. (Zen saying.)  

7 The sociologist is a destroyer of myths. (Norbert Elias, What is Sociology?, 1978.)  

8 Defamiliarise the familiar. (Zygmunt Baumann. Thinking Sociologically, 1990.)  

9 Treat social facts as things. (Émile Durkheim, The Rules of Sociological Method, 1982.)  

10 We are mere bundles of habits. (William James, Principles of Psychology, 1890.)  

11 Consciousness does not determine life, but life determines consciousness. (Marx, German 

Ideology, 1845.)  

12 We live in the minds of others without knowing it. (Charles H. Cooley, Human Nature and Social 

Order, 1902.)  

13 All science would be superfluous if the outward appearance and essences of things directly 

coincided. (Marx: Capital, III.)  

14 Human beings cannot live together without acknowledging and, consequently, making mutual 

ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜǎ Χ 9ǾŜǊȅ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅ ƛǎ ŀ ƳƻǊŀƭ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅΦ ό;ƳƛƭŜ 5ǳǊƪƘŜƛƳΣ 5ƛǾƛǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ [ŀōƻǳǊΣ муфоΦύ  

15 Be a good craftsman: Avoid any rigid ǎŜǘ ƻŦ ǇǊƻŎŜŘǳǊŜǎ Χ !ǾƻƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŦŜǘƛǎƘƛǎƳ ƻŦ ƳŜǘƘƻŘ ŀƴŘ 

technique. Let every person be their own methodologist; let every person be their own theorist. 

(C.Wright Mills, The Sociological Imagination, 1959.)  

16 The sociological imagination enables us to grasp history and biography and the relations between 

the two within society. That is its task and its promise. (C. Wright Mills, The Sociological Imagination, 

1959.)  

17 Objectivity is the term that men have given their own subjectivity. (Liz Stanley and Sue Wise, 

Breaking Out, 1983.)  

18 There is no best way to tell a story about society. Many genres, many methods, many formats ς 

they can all do the trick. Instead of ideal ways to do it, the world gives us possibilities among which 

we choose. Every way of telling the story of a society does some of the job superbly but other parts 

not so well. (Howard S Becker, Telling About Society, 2007.)  

19 Every human is in certain respects a. like all other humans. b. like some other humans. c. like no 

other human. (The KluckhohnςMurray aphorism from Clyde Kluckhohn and Henry Murray, 

Personality in Nature, Culture and Society, 1953.)  

20 When people define situations as real they are real in their consequences. (W. I. Thomas, The 

Unadjusted Girl, 1925.) 
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21 There is no way out of the game of culture. (Pierre Bourdieu, Distinction, 1986.)  

22 From now on nothing that happens on our planet is only a limited local event. (Ulrich Beck, What 

is Globalization, 2000.)  

23 Civil society is a project. It inspires hope for democracy. (Jeffrey Alexander, The Civil Sphere, 

2006.)  

24 I define postmodernism as incredulity towards metanarratives. (Jean-François Lyotard, The Post-

Modern Condition, 1979.)  

25 We only become what we are by the radical deep-seated refusal of that which others have made 

of us. (Jean-tŀǳƭ {ŀǊǘǊŜΣ tǊŜŦŀŎŜ ǘƻ CǊŀƴǘȊ CŀƴƻƴΩǎ ¢ƘŜ ²ǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 9ŀǊǘƘΣ мфсуΦύ 

 

Some Observations On The Organization of Personality (Rogers, Carl) 
- Your Highlight Location 32-38 

Finally the very nature of the interviews and the techniques by which they are handled give us a rare 

opportunity to see to some extent through the eyes of another person-to perceive the world as it 

appears to him, to achieve at least partially, the internal frame of reference of another person. We 

see his behavior through his eyes, and also the psychological meaning which it had for him. We see 

also changes in personality and behavior, and the meanings which those changes have for the 

individual. We are admitted freely into the backstage of the person's living where we can observe 

from within some of the dramas of internal change, which are often far more compelling and moving 

than the drama which is presented on the stage viewed by the public. Only a novelist or a poet could 

do justice to the deep struggles which we are permitted to observe from within the client's own 

world of reality. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 47-48 

The Relation of the Organized Perceptual Field to Behavior 

- Your Highlight Location 48-52 | Added on Friday, November 7, 2014 11:36:26 PM 

One simple observation, which is repeated over and over again in each successful therapeutic case, 

seems to have rather deep theoretical implications. It is that as changes occur in the perception of 

self and in the perception of reality, changes occur in behavior. In therapy, these perceptual changes 

are more often concerned with the self than with the external world. Hence we find in therapy that 

as the perception of self alters, behavior alters. Perhaps an illustration will indicate the type of 

observation upon which this statement is based. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 57-57-59 

I feel disorganized, muddled; I've lost all direction; my personal life has disintegrated. 
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I sorta experience things from the forefront of my consciousness, but nothing sinks in very deep; 

things don't seem real to me; I feel nothing matters; I don't have any emotional response to 

situations; I'm worried about myself. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 59-60 

I haven't been acting like myself; it doesn't seem like me; I'm a different person altogether from 

what I used to be in the past. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 60-61-63 

I don't understand myself; I haven't known what was happening to me. 

I have withdrawn from everything, and feel all right only when I'm all alone and no one can expect 

me to do things. 

I don't care about my personal appearance. 

I don't know anything anymore. 

I feel guilty about the things I have left undone. 

I don't think I could ever assume responsibility for anything. 

 

Squirrel Cage (Jones, Cindi) 
Location 3478-3481 

ά/ƛƴŘƛ WƻƴŜǎ ǿƛƭl be leaving our flock this week. I am happy to announce that she is moving on to 

start a new life. When she came to us, I looked out upon her, and thought that she was a 

representative from the LDS Relief Society, or that she might be a reporter. I thought that she had 

ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ŎŀǳǎŜ ǳǎ ǎƻƳŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΦ {ƘŜ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŀǎ ŀ ǘǊŀƴǎǎŜȄǳŀƭΦ !ƴŘ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ άhƘΣ ŀǊŜ 

ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀ ƳŀƴΚέ {ƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΦέ 

 

Location 3625-3627 

I was admonished several times before I made my trip to California that there was a religion of 

transsexualism. I was told that groups of people would get together and talk each other into making 

the transition; to talk each other into castration. 

 

Location 3974-3977 



Julie McDonald [Type here] 216 
 

 

 

 

Charlene was getting married. It hadnΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ȅŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƻ ƭƻǾŜ ŀƴŘ 

cherish. I was absolutely thrilled for her. I was contemplating what this man was like. I knew his 

ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘ ƳŀƴΦ L ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ /ƘŀǊƭŜƴŜΩǎ ƴŜǿ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƭƛƪŜ 

his brother. I knew that my little ones would have a daddy to grow up with. I was so happy for them. 

 

Location 3986-3989 

Work was tough. It really was. But there was nothing that was going to stop me. I helped bring that 

little business unit to profitability in 13 months. We had made enough to bring the entire company 

profitable. It had lost money for 15 years. I was proud of my accomplishments. They could not deny 

my results. I had done the work, the research, and managed that little business to make money. I 

had done it legally with impossible odds with a president that who tried to fire me every week. 

 

Location 4377-4379 

L ƎŀǾŜ aƻƳ ŀ ƘǳƎŜ ƘǳƎΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ L ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΦ ²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ŀ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƭƻǘ 

that weekend. We went around to some of the sites. Mom and Dad were in a camera club and were 

looking for potential subjects for contest pictures. The weather was cool by desert standards. 

 

Location 4706-4735 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜΧ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ƳŀƴΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ Lǘ Ŏǳǘ ƳŜ ŎƭŜŀǊ ǘƘǊƻugh. Did 

ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿΚ ά²Ŝƭƭ /ƛƴŘƛΣ Ƙƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿΚέ ǎŀƛŘ {ǉǳƛǊǊŜƭΦ άhƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΣ /ƛƴŘƛΣ ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 

ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ άhƘ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ L Řƻ ƴƻǿΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘ {ǉǳƛǊǊŜƭΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƘƛƳΣέ ǎƘŜ 

demanded.  

He later told me that he was joking to try and liƎƘǘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƻŘΦ IŜ ǘǊǳƭȅ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ ά¸ŜǎΣ .ǊƛŎƪΣ 

ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƛǘΦ L ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ƳŀƴΦέ L ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǇŀǳǎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƻǊ ǘƻ ōŜ ōŜŀǘŜƴ ŀǘ ǿƻǊǎǘΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ 

was not to be. The answer was quick, with no forethought. It came honestly and sincerely from his 

heŀǊǘΦ άhƘ ƘƻƴŜȅΣ L ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜǾŜŀƭŜŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǾŜǊȅ ǇǊŜŎƛƻǳǎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦ 

¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜΦ L ƻƴƭȅ ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƳƻǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜΦέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ǘƻ ǎƘŀǊŜΦ Lǘ 

was the right time. I did not deceive him. I did love him. I let myself finally love him. My vision 

blurred with tears of joy and happiness. A tremendous wall of trepidation was pulverized that night. 

We finally did do the big loop in the Sierra. We shared a small tent. Sharing the tent was a practical 

necessity and not a reason for intimacy. He would give me a peck on the cheek each night as we 

turned in. You get to know someone really well on a back packing trip. You learn about their 

character, their stamina, and their will. You learn about how a person will react under stress, how he 

is when he is tired. You learn to share responsibilities. You can learn love. I would remember these 

10 days together for the rest of my life. It was an experience of sharing and compassion. It was all 

and by itself a wonderful story of love. We were married a year later in a place near where we had 

ƳŜǘΦ ! ƭƛŎŜƴǎŜŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ŀŎŎŜǇǘŜŘ ƻǳǊ Ǿƻǿǎ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ŀ ǿŀǊƳ ŎŀƳǇŦƛǊŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŘŀǊƪΦ .ǊƛŎƪΩǎ ǎƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ 

as was his best friend. A few close friends just happened to be around and they were invited to join 
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us. Brick and I by necessity agreed that there were a few secrets that we could not let out. - I could 

ƴƻǘ ŘƛǾǳƭƎŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ǎŜǘ ƻŦ ƛǎǎǳŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ 

might arise. - ²Ŝ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŜƭƭ .ǊƛŎƪΩǎ Ŧamily of our wedding. But we could never divulge my 

ōŀŎƪƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ .ǊƛŎƪΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘŜƴ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǊ ƳŀǊǊƛŀƎŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ 

ŘŜŀǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǇǊŀȅŜǊǎΦ L ƭƻǾŜŘ .ǊƛŎƪΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ Ƴƻǎǘ ŎƘŜǊƛǎƘŜŘ ǿƻƳŀƴΦ L ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƴŜǾŜǊ 

do anything to hurt her. She loved me tenderly.  

She passed away recently and it was a great loss to the world. Brick and I have had a wonderful life 

together for these many years. We keep no secrets. We have never had a heated argument as a 

result. I am very close to Ƙƛǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ !ǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ ǊŜƭƛƎƛƻƴ ƎƻŜǎΣ ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎ ƘŜΩǎ ŀ .ƻŎƘŀƭƛǎǘΦ L ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ŀ 

5ǊǳƛŘΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ƧƻƪŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ŀǎƪΦ ²Ŝ ƘƻƭŘ ƻǳǊ ǎŀŎǊŜŘ ōŜƭƛŜŦǎ ǘƻ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎΦ  

They are ours to share together. We will never force them on anyone. 

 

 

 

Take Charge of Your Life: How to Get What You Need with Choice-Theory Psychology (Glasser MD, 

William) [2011] 

Page 201 | L 2971-2972 

What is presently offered by the medical establishment removes all treatment responsibility from 

the patients but in doing so removes the most important element in the treatment of disease: the 

ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘǎΩ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ƭƛǾŜǎΦ 

 

Page 204 | Location 3014-3015 

Your old brain is working hard enough to get you well; it does not need the added hormonal and 

chemical burden of anger or fatigue. 

 

Page 205 | L 3032-3035 

[in-control time] 

To be healthy, you must have good control of your life; and to help you maintain this control, it is 

important to have a regular relaxing time each day, which I would like to call an in-control time. It 

does not matter what you doτa pleasant nap, a long hot shower, a regular after-work get-together, 

even a hard tennis game can be very relaxing. But whatever it is that you do, for at least thirty 

minutes each day you should try to do exactly what you want to do. 

 

The Cambridge Introduction to Michel Foucault (Lisa Downing) (2008) 
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(Cambridge Introductions to Literature) 

L 21-22 

If you knew when you began a book what you would say at the end, do you think that you would 

have the courage to write it? The game is worthwhile in so far as we don't know what will be the 

end. 

Michel Foucault 

L 24-24 

Foucault argues that all forms of knowledge are historically relative and contingent, and cannot be 

dissociated from the workings of power. 

 

Location 39-40 

One of Foucault's most striking and far-reaching points regarding power and knowledge is the insight 

that power operates according to and by means of secrecy and silence as well as - or instead of - by 

voicing its presence in loud and oppressive interdictions and orders. 

 

Location 91-92 

I don't find it necessary to know exactly what I am. The main interest in life and work is to become 

someone else that you were not in the beginning. 

Michel Foucault 

 

Location 141-143 

affinities with left-wing ideals and anti-bourgeois values. Uncovering and explaining the operation of 

the hidden workings of power is the principal task of the Foucaldian intellectual, even though 

Foucault himself did not identify wholly with any one `specific' field, but rather commented on 

several, from plural perspectives. 

 

Location 160-163 

However, Foucault's position in Discipline and Punish ultimately differs from a Marxist analysis of 

class oppression, owing to the specific nature of the Foucaldian concept of homo docilis or 

disciplined body, which is found everywhere in society, not just in the toiling classes but in the 

classroom, the army and the prison, since the workings of what Foucault would call disciplinary 

power saturate the whole of society. I shall explore these ideas in more detail in Chapter 5. 
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Location 220-221 

Foucault used the term `archaeology' to designate an analysis of the conditions necessary for a given 

system of thought to come into being and to impose itself authoritatively. 

 

Location 111-112 

Ultimately, Foucault's work reveals how we are both subject to and the subjects of the workings of 

power relations. 

 

Location 130-131 

Refusing to accept entirely any given or established position is very much a characteristic of 

Foucaldian rhetoric, resulting sometimes in apparent internal contradictions. 

 

Location 155-156 

Foucault develops a model of power relations, a network or force field of influences which is never 

the unique preserve of the dominator over the dominated. 

 

 

- Your Highlight Location 175-177 

Foucault's direction as a thinker, then, was driven by a desire to seek intellectual alternatives to - or, 

at least, critical variations on - the dominant poles of existentialism and Marxism and their 

philosophical debt to Hegelian dialectical historical thinking. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 202-203 

Structuralism was the philosophical and literary method that rose to prominence in France in the 

1960s and 1970s. It wished to ring the definitive death knell of the humanist underpinnings of 

phenomenology and existentialism, in favour of the rigorous study of systems and signs. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 206-209 

However, the structuralist agenda of reading literature in order to observe its inner rules, codes and 

patterns, rather than its content and meaning, is consistent with some of Foucault's assertions. His 

theory of the `author function' - the idea that we must understand the author's name as a signifier of 

a set of historical and cultural conditions that led to the production of given ideas, rather than as the 
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nomenclature of an individual genius - echoes Barthes's groundbreaking notion of the `death of the 

author' in 1967. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 210-211 

Thus, as with almost every other intellectual trend that he encountered, Foucault engaged 

judiciously with those elements that contributed to his project, but distanced himself from those 

aspects which ran counter to his primary interests and strategies. Above all, he resisted the 

constraints of being anchored to an identificatory label. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 212-213 

The Foucaldian method of archaeology was developed in The Birth of the Clinic (1963), the subtitle 

of which is `An Archaeology of Medical Perception'; but archaeology became most explicitly 

associated with structuralism in 1966. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 228-229 

Undermining the tyranny of `common sense' and the lauding of reason may be identified as one of 

Foucault's principal and unchanging aims. 

 

Location 229-230 

Archaeology is a history, but it is not a history of things, phenomena or people. It is rather a history 

of the conditions necessary for given things, phenomena or people to occur. 

 

Location 1216-1220 

Foucault's description of the way in which the disciplinary management of prisoners in modernity 

has created `docile bodies' offers a striking and adaptable model for understanding regimes of 

training in other modern institutions: the school, the clinic, the army etc. Foucault opens the chapter 

entitled `Docile Bodies' with a discussion of the making of the modern soldier. In pre-modern times, 

Foucault tells us, the soldier was recognisable by his natural characteristics:  

physical strength, courage, erect posture etc. Soldiers were chosen because they already possessed 

the qualities ofa good and strong fighter. The modern soldier, in comparison, is a `machine' that 

maybe `constructed' (DP, p. 135) from the raw material of any modern body. The modern soldier is 

the result of rigorously applied training methods; of the implementation of discipline. 
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Location 1220-1223 

The thesis of the chapter `Docile Bodies' is that the eighteenth century saw the dawn of the 

conceptualisation of the body as raw material capable of being sculpted by and for the operation of 

power (`Man-the-Machine'). This philosophical conception of a body which, in its docility, was 

infinitely manipulable was mobilised by the workings of what Foucault chooses to call the 

`disciplines' for political purposes, and concretised into the human machine described in the classic 

study by the eighteenth-century materialist philosopher Julien Offray de La Mettrie (1748). 

Foucault's description of the ways in which `the 

 

Location 1252-1259 

Foucault tells us that `the exercise of discipline presupposes a mechanism that coerces by means of 

observation; an apparatus in which the techniques that make it possible to see induce effects of 

power, and in which, conversely, the means of coercion make those on whom they are applied 

clearly visible' (DP, p. 170). The centrality to his overall thesis of the contention that power is 

intimately linked to sight and to being seen reinforces my comment at the outset of this chapter that 

it is a pity that the title of the English translation excludes any overtones of surveillance, overseeing 

or observation. Similarly, what is crucial in this citation is the expression `induce effects of power', 

for the means of disciplining the population - both normal and abnormal - that Foucault proposes 

are not about a model of oppressive power but about a series of techniques that work so as to give 

the impression that force is being exercised, without it being traceable to any single source. This 

deceptive, diffuse and plural operation of power characterises the second half of Foucault's corpus 

and the model of surveillance here is different from the dominant medical gaze described in The 

Birth of the Clinic, where the power is wielded by the gazing doctor over the gazed-at body, alive or 

dead. 

 

Location 1291-1294 

Foucault posits, then, that modern culture is a `disciplinary society' (DP, p. 216) that works 

analogously to Bentham's design for the panopticon, motivated and implemented by the move from 

`quarantine' to the multiple and diverse operation of power in the most minute and apparently 

inconsequential aspects of social life: `it may be said that the disciplines are techniques for assuring 

the ordering of human multiplicities' (DP, p. 218). The effects of disciplinary power are not exercised 

from a single vantage point, but are mobile, multivalent and internal to the very fabric of our 

everyday life. 

 

- Your Highlight Location 1297-1304 

Instead, he demonstrates how the infiltration into the mainstream social order of techniques of 

discipline developed in the carceral context announces the emergence both of a new form of power 

that infiltrates all modern social organisations and a new social subject, the homo docilis, a 
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compliant being produced as a result of the operation of the disciplines. This is a direct rejection of 

the Marxist assertion that power operates on and dominates only the proletarian classes. The 

dynamics of power described in Foucault's account are ones of internalisation, invisibility, plurality 

and discretion (torture is displaced from the surface of the body to the inner soul; surveillance is 

transformed from a matter of external overseeing to a rigorous self-policing). They also concern the 

division, segregation and separation of populations (whether in schools, prisons or the army) into 

manageable units where their energy can be deployed most effectively and obediently for 

productive and conformist ends. In some ways, this is a devastating critique of modern societies' 

invisible cruelties and constraints, rather than a plea for individual cases of `reform' or `rights'. 

Foucault asks rhetorically, in a highly politicised and memorable gesture: `Is it surprising that prisons 

resemble factories, schools, barracks, hospitals, which all resemble prisons?' (DP, p. 228). 

 

L 1304-1312 

This gesture - perhaps inevitably given the force of its assertion and the far-reaching  

implications for our understanding of society ifwe are to accept it- has not gone unchallenged.  

Anthony Giddens 4 has sought to temper the totalising implications of Foucault's theory by 

contrasting it with Erving Goffman's more nuanced argument in Asylums (1961).5 Unlike Foucault, 

Goffman argues for a radical difference between institutions - such as prisons and madhouses - 

which subject the inmate to a process of `civil death' and those which simply teach or enforce 

behaviour that permits social functioning. Other critiques of Foucault's method in this work have 

focused on the problem that, despite nominally removing power from the operation of the agency 

of the subject, Discipline and Punish concentrates only on the way in which it is exercised on the 

basis of the functioning of those `in charge' - governors, warders, even the architect. Peter Dews in 

particular has pointed out that no attention is paid here (unlike in the later writing on sexuality) to 

the power of resistance or subversion on the part of those submitted to the regimes of discipline.' 

Only official discourses of knowledge are considered, not the reverse discourses of, for example, 

prison sub-cultures (the popular wisdom that an inexperienced criminal will emerge from a term in 

prison possessed of considerably more knowledge, of a most unofficial and undisciplined kind, than 

he had when he went in). 

 

L 1312-1317 [ongoing relevence of Discipline and Punish] 

These, perhaps valid, critiques notwithstanding, it is difficult not to be impressed and affected by 

Foucault's powerful illustrations and demonstrations of the ways in which apparently very different 

institutions, operating with ostensibly dissimilar aims, have the common effect of training the 

corporeal subject in techniques of self-control and `good behaviour'. We are all implicated in the 

revelations of this analysis, as we have all been - at the very least - schoolchildren. Moreover, the 

powerful impact of the book's description of a panoptical society has not faded with time. As we 

move into an age of increasing security and surveillance, predominated by media panic regarding a 

ubiquitous and insidious threat of `terrorism' produced by the divisions within our own cultures, 
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Foucault's book, written in the mid-1970s, continues - surprisingly perhaps - to have a very real 

social relevance and resonance. 

 

L 1280-1285 [panopticon] 

As the watcher cannot be seen or identified by the watched, the inmates develop an impersonal and 

anonymous relationship with power. Without being able to verify the presence of the watcher, they 

soon behave as if they are being watched, without knowing for certain whether or not this is the 

case. Thus, discipline becomes self-regulatory. Foucault states concisely that the panopticon is `a 

machine for dissociating the see/being seen dyad' (DP, p. 202). This is a much simpler, more subtle 

and efficient method of control than that seen in the ordering of the seventeenth-century plague 

town with its heavy reliance on manpower and constant work of multiple segregation. It is the ideal 

operation of `everyday' control rather than the mobilisation of forces against an extraordinary set of 

circumstances. The panopticon must be understood as more than just a `dream building'; rather it is 

a `figure of political technology that may and must be detached from any specific use' (DP, p. 205). 

 

 

The Full Spectrum: A New Generation of Writing About Gay, Lesbian, Bisexual, Transgender, 

Questioning, and Other Identities (Levithan, David;Merrell, Billy) 

Page 161 | Location 2338-2340 

As the prayer time came to an end, I was desolate. Then the leader came and stood right next to me. 

{ƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ 

what this means and I normally would not have even told you, but I feel like God is commanding me 

ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘƛǎΥ IŜŀǊǘΗέ 

 

The Girl God (Hendren, Trista) 

 

- Your Highlight Location 4-6 

άDƻŘ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǘŀƛƭǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘŘŜǎǎ ƛǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΦ hƴŎŜ ǿŜ ōŜƎƛƴ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǘƘŜǊŜϥǎ 

ƴƻ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪΦέ D[hwL! {¢9Lb9a 

 

- Your Highlight Location 25-25 

Helani often wishes her family was just normal. 
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- Your Highlight Location 52-53 

ά¢ƘŜ ǊŜǿŀǊŘ ŦƻǊ ŎƻƴŦƻǊƳƛǘȅ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƭƛƪŜŘ ȅƻǳ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦέ wL¢! a!9 .wh²b 

 

- Your Highlight Location 54-56 

hƴŜ ŘŀȅΣ IŜƭŀƴƛ ǎƴŜŜȊŜŘ ŀ ōƛƎ ǎƴŜŜȊŜΦ IŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ά!ƭƘŀƳŘǳƭƛƭƭŀƘΗέ ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ 

HŜƭŀƴƛΣ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǎΚέ bƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ άLǘ ƳŜŀƴǎΣ Ψ¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ DƻŘΩΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǿŜ 

sneeze, we say thank you to God for taking any bad thoughts or sickness out of us. In Arabic, we say 

!ƭƘŀƳŘǳƭƛƭƭŀƘΦέ 

 

The Social Construction of Reality: A Treatise in the Sociology of Knowledge (Berger, 

Peter L.;Luckmann, Thomas) (1966) 
 

Your Highlight on Page 135 | Location 2347-2381 

In primary socialization there is no problem of identification. There is no choice of significant others. 

Society presents the candidate for socialization with a predefined set of significant others, whom he 

must accept as such with no possibility of opting for another arrangement. Hic Rhodus, hic salta. One 

must make do with the parents that fate has regaled one with. This unfair disadvantage inherent in 

the situation of being a child has the obvious consequence that, although the child is not simply 

passive in the process of his socialization, it is the adults who set the rules of the game. The child can 

play the game with enthusiasm or with sullen resistance. But, alas, there is no other game around. 

This has an important corollary. Since the child has no choice in the selection of his significant 

others, his identification with them is quasi-automatic. For the same reason, his internalization of 

their particular reality is quasi-inevitable. The child does not internalize the world of his significant 

others as one of many possible worlds. He internalizes it as the world, the only existent and only 

conceivable world, the world tout court. It is for this reason that the world internalized in primary 

socialization is so much more firmly entrenched in consciousness than worlds internalized in 

secondary socializations. However much the original sense of inevitability may be weakened in 

subsequent disenchantments, the recollection of a never-to-be-repeated certaintyτthe certainty of 

the first dawn of realityτstill adheres to the first world of childhood. Primary socialization thus 

accomplishes what (in hindsight, of course) may be seen as the most important confidence trick that 

society plays on the individualτto make appear as necessity what is in fact a bundle of 

contingencies, and thus to make meaningful the accident of his birth. 

 

The specific contents that are internalized in primary socialization vary, of course, from society to 

society. Some are found everywhere. It is language that must be internalized above all. With 

language, and by means of it, various motivational and interpretative schemes are internalized as 

institutionally definedτwanting to act like a brave little boy, for instance, and assuming little boys to 
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be naturally divided into the brave and the cowardly. These schemes provide the child with 

institutionalized programs for everyday life, some immediately applicable to him, others anticipating 

conduct socially defined for later biographical stagesτthe bravery that will allow him to get through 

ŀ Řŀȅ ōŜǎŜǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŜǎǘǎ ƻŦ ǿƛƭƭ ŦǊƻƳ ƻƴŜΩǎ ǇŜŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƭƭ ǎƻǊǘǎ ƻŦ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭǎƻ ǘƘŜ ōǊŀǾŜǊȅ ǘƘŀǘ 

will be required of one laterτwhen one is initiated as a warrior, say, or when one might be called by 

ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳǎΣ ōƻǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ŀǇǇƭƛŎŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǘƛŎƛǇŀǘƻǊȅΣ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘƛŀǘŜ ƻƴŜΩǎ 

identity from that of othersτsuch as girls, slave boys, or boys from another clan. Finally, there is 

ƛƴǘŜǊƴŀƭƛȊŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǊǳŘƛƳŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƎƛǘƛƳŀǘƛƴƎ ŀǇǇŀǊŀǘǳǎΤ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘ ƭŜŀǊƴǎ άǿƘȅέ ǘƘŜ 

programs are what they are. One must be brave because one wants to become a real man; one must 

perform the rituals because otherwise the gods will be angry; one must be loyal to the chief because 

only if one does will the gods support one in times of danger; and so on. 

 

Lƴ ǇǊƛƳŀǊȅ ǎƻŎƛŀƭƛȊŀǘƛƻƴΣ ǘƘŜƴΣ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƛǎ ŎƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘŜŘΦ Lǘǎ ǇŜŎǳƭƛŀǊ ǉǳŀƭƛǘȅ ƻŦ 

firmness is to be accouƴǘŜŘ ŦƻǊΣ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƛƴ ǇŀǊǘΣ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŜǾƛǘŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭΩǎ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇ ǘƻ 

his very first significant others. The world of childhood, in its luminous reality, is thus conducive to 

confidence not only in the persons of the significant others but in their definitions of the situation. 

The world of childhood is massively and indubitably real.11 Probably this could not be otherwise at 

this stage in the development of consciousness. Only later can the individual afford the luxury of at 

least a modicum of doubt. And probably this necessity of a protorealism in the apprehension of the 

world pertains phylogenetically as well as ontogenetically.12 In any case, the world of childhood is 

so constituted as to instill in the individual a nomic structure in which he may have confidence that 

άŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘέτto repeat what is possibly the most frequent sentence mothers say to their 

ŎǊȅƛƴƎ ƻŦŦǎǇǊƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭŀǘŜǊ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀǊŜ ŦŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ άŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘέ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƻǊ ƭŜǎǎ 

shocking, depending on biographical circumstances, but in either case the world of childhood is likely 

ǘƻ ǊŜǘŀƛƴ ƛǘǎ ǇŜŎǳƭƛŀǊ ǊŜŀƭƛǘȅ ƛƴ ǊŜǘǊƻǎǇŜŎǘƛƻƴΦ Lǘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴǎ ǘƘŜ άƘƻƳŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣέ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊ ŦŀǊ ƻƴŜ Ƴŀȅ 

travel from it in later life into regions where one does not feel at home at all. 

 

The Sociological Imagination (Mills, C. Wright) 
Page 4 | Location 47-51 

Seldom aware of the intricate connection between the patterns of their own lives and the course of 

world history, ordinary men do not usually know what this connection means for the kinds of men 

they are becoming and for the kinds of history-making in which they might take part. They do not 

possess the quality of mind essential to grasp the interplay of man and society, of biography and 

history, of self and world. They cannot cope with their personal troubles in such ways as to control 

the structural transformations that usually lie behind them. 

 

Page 5 | Location 78-80 
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The first fruit of this imaginationτand the first lesson of the social science that embodies itτis the 

idea that the individual can understand his own experience and gauge his own fate only by locating 

himself within his period, that he can know his own chances in life only by becoming aware of those 

of all individuals in his circumstances. 

 

Page 7 | Location 91-103 

No social study that does not come back to the problems of biography, of history and of their 

intersections within a society has completed its intellectual journey. Whatever the specific problems 

of the classic social analysts, however limited or however broad the features of social reality they 

have examined, those who have been imaginatively aware of the promise of their work have 

consistently asked three sorts of questions: (1) What is the structure of this particular society as a 

whole? What are its essential components, and how are they related to one another? How does it 

differ from other varieties of social order? Within it, what is the meaning of any particular feature 

for its continuance and for its change? (2) Where does this society stand in human history? What are 

the mechanics by which it is changing? What is its place within and its meaning for the development 

of humanity as a whole? How does any particular feature we are examining affect, and how is it 

affected by, the historical period in which it moves? And this periodτwhat are its essential features? 

How does it differ from other periods? What are its characteristic ways of history-making? (3) What 

varieties of men and women now prevail in this society and in this period? And what varieties are 

coming to prevail? In what ways are they selected and formed, liberated and repressed, made 

ǎŜƴǎƛǘƛǾŜ ŀƴŘ ōƭǳƴǘŜŘΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ƪƛƴŘǎ ƻŦ ΨƘǳƳŀƴ ƴŀǘǳǊŜΩ ŀǊŜ ǊŜǾŜŀƭŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴŘǳŎǘ ŀƴŘ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊ ǿŜ 

observe in this society in this period? And what is the meaning for ΨƘǳƳŀƴ ƴŀǘǳǊŜΩ ƻŦ ŜŀŎƘ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ 

feature of the society we are examining? 

Page 7 | Location 111-113 

That, in brief, is why it is by means of the sociological imagination that men now hope to grasp what 

is going on in the world, and to understand what is happening in themselves as minute points of the 

intersections of biography and history within society. 

 

Page 19 | Location 296-299 

!ǘ ŀƴȅ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ΨǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǎŎƛŜƴŎŜΩ Ŏƻƴǎƛǎǘǎ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ Řǳƭȅ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜŘ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘǎ ŀǊŜ 

doingτbut all of them are by no means doing the same thing, in fact not even the same sort of 

thing. Social science is also what social scientists of the past have doneτbut different students 

choose to construct and to recall different traditions in their discipline. When I speŀƪ ƻŦ ΨǘƘŜ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ 

ƻŦ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǎŎƛŜƴŎŜΣΩ L ƘƻǇŜ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŎƭŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ L ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ŀǎ L ǎŜŜ ƛǘΦ 

Page 20 | Location 308-312 

Of late the conception of social science I hold has not been ascendant. My conception stands 

opposed to social science as a set of bureaucratic techniques which inhibit social inquiry by 

ΨƳŜǘƘƻŘƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭΩ ǇǊŜǘŜƴǎƛƻƴǎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŎƻƴƎŜǎǘ ǎǳŎƘ ǿƻǊƪ ōȅ ƻōǎŎǳǊŀƴǘƛǎǘ ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘƛƻƴǎΣ ƻǊ ǿƘƛŎƘ 
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trivialize it by concern with minor problems unconnected with publicly revelant issues. These 

inhibitions, obscurities, and trivialities have created a crisis in the social studies today without 

suggesting, in the least, a way out of that crisis. 

Page 21 | Location 312-323 

{ƻƳŜ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘǎ ǎǘǊŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŜŘ ŦƻǊ ΨǊŜǎŜŀǊŎƘ ǘŜŀƳǎ ƻŦ ǘŜŎƘƴƛŎƛŀƴǎΣΩ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇǊimacy of 

the individual scholar. Some expend great energy upon refinements of methods and techniques of 

investigation; others think the scholarly ways of the intellectual craftsmen are being abandoned and 

ought now to be rehabilitated. Some go about their work in accordance with a rigid set of 

mechanical procedures; others seek to develop, to invite, and to use the sociological imagination. 

SomeτōŜƛƴƎ ŀŘŘƛŎǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘ ŦƻǊƳŀƭƛǎƳ ƻŦ ΨǘƘŜƻǊȅΩτassociate and disassociate concepts in what 

seems to others a curious manner; these others urge the elaboration of terms only when it is clear 

that it enlarges the scope of sensibility and furthers the reach of reasoning. Some narrowly study 

only small-ǎŎŀƭŜ ƳƛƭƛŜǳȄΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǇŜ ƻŦ ΨōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ǳǇΩ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ƭŀǊƎŜǊ structures; others 

ŜȄŀƳƛƴŜ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǎǘǊǳŎǘǳǊŜǎ ƛƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ǘǊȅ Ψǘƻ ƭƻŎŀǘŜΩ Ƴŀƴȅ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ƳƛƭƛŜǳȄΦ {ƻƳŜΣ ƴŜƎƭŜŎǘƛƴƎ 

comparative studies altogether, study only one small community in one society at a time; others in a 

fully comparative way work directly on the national social structures of the world. Some confine 

their exact research to very short-run sequences of human affairs; others are concerned with issues 

which are only apparent in long historical perspective. Some specialize their work according to 

academic departments; others, drawing upon all departments, specialize according to topic or 

problem, regardless of where these lie academically. Some confront the variety of history, 

biography, society; others do not. 

 

Page 23 | Location 360-363 

Perhaps in reaction to the distortion of Tendency I, history can be altogether abandoned: the 

systematic theory of the nature of man and of society all too readily becomes an elaborate and arid 

formalism in which the splitting of Concepts and their endless rearrangement becomes the central 

endeavor. Among what I shall call Grand Theorists, conceptions have indeed become Concepts. The 

work of Talcott Parsons is the leading contemporary example in American sociology. 

 

Page 24 | Location 383-385 

I shall return to the promises of social science (in chapters Seven through Ten), after an examination 

of some of its more habitual distortions (chapters Two through Six). 

Page 132 | Location 2110-2114 Chapter 7 

7 

The Human Variety 
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HAVING CRITICIZED at considerable length several prevailing tendencies in social science, I want now 

to return to more positive-even programmaticτideas of the promise of social science. Social science 

may be confused, but its confusion should be exploited rather than bemoaned. It may be sick, but 

recognition of this fact can and should be taken as a call for diagnosis and perhaps even as a sign of 

coming health. 

Page 134 | Location 2147-2154 

Historically, social scientists have paid most attention to political and economic institutions, but 

military and kinship, religious and educational institutions have also been much studied. Such 

classification according to the objective functions institutions generally serve is deceptively simple, 

but still it is handy. If we understand how these institutional orders are related to one another, we 

ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǎǘǊǳŎǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ ŀ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅΦ CƻǊ ΨǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǎǘǊǳŎǘǳǊŜΣΩ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ Ƴƻǎǘ 

commonly used, refers to just thatτto the combination of institutions classified according to the 

functions each performs. As such, it is the most inclusive working unit with which social scientists 

deal. Their broadest aim, accordingly, is to understand each of the varieties of social structure, in its 

ŎƻƳǇƻƴŜƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ƛǘǎ ǘƻǘŀƭƛǘȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘŜǊƳ ΨǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǎǘǊǳŎǘǳǊŜΩ ƛǘǎŜƭŦ ƛǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǾŀǊƛƻusly defined, and other 

terms are used for the conception, but if the distinction between milieu and structure is kept in 

mind, along with the notion of institution, no one will fail to recognize the idea of social structure 

when he comes upon it. 

 

Page 135 | Location 2155-2161 

2 In our period, social structures are usually organized under a political state. In terms of power, and 

in many other interesting terms as well, the most inclusive unit of social structure is the nation-state. 

The nation-state is now the dominating form in world history and, as such, a major fact in the life of 

every man. The nation-state has split up and organized, in varying degree and manner, the 

ΨŎƛǾƛƭƛȊŀǘƛƻƴǎΩ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŜȄǘŜƴǘ ƻŦ ƛǘǎ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƎŜǎ of its development 

are major clues to modern and now to world history. Within the nation-state, the political and 

military, cultural and economic means of decision and power are now organized; all the institutions 

and specific milieux in which most men live their public and private lives are now organized into one 

or the other of the nation-states. 

Page 137 | Location 2190-2197 

3 The idea of social structure, along with the contention that it is the generic unit of social science, is 

historically most closely associated with sociology, and sociologists have been its classical exponents. 

The traditional subject matter of both sociology and anthropology has been the total society; or, as it 

ƛǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ōȅ ŀƴǘƘǊƻǇƻƭƻƎƛǎǘǎΣ ΨǘƘŜ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŜΦΩ ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǎǇŜŎƛŦƛŎŀƭƭȅ ΨǎƻŎƛƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭΩ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǳŘȅ ƻŦ ŀƴȅ 

particular feature of a total society is the continual effort to relate that feature to others, in order to 

gain a conception of the whole. The sociological imagination, I have noted, is in considerable part a 

result of training in this kind of effort. But nowadays such a view and such practice is by no means 

confined to sociologists and anthropologists. What was once a promise in these disciplines has 

become at least a faltering practice, as well as an intention, in the social sciences generally. 
























































































