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             Feminist Fashion



By Nicole Osborne

She is a 5'11 bleached blond, with Marilyn Monroe hair.  She has long legs and large breasts.  She is not thin or fat, but very curvy with a small waist and round hips.  She wears tops that shows off her pierced belly button and smooth stomach.  She has large greenish hazel eyes and an engaging smile.  Her face has a roundness that makes her appear youthful and innocent; yet her clothes and body create the image of sex.  

When men meet her they stare at her breasts and legs. Men have nicknamed her Legs and Delilah.  Her blondness, cleavage, and smile create an aura of silliness.  

Her walk says, "Look at me.  You want me."  She struts her way through life.  She flips her hair, re-crosses her legs, smiles and knows what is going through your mind.  She is that perfect combination of sex and innocence, aloofness and candor.  She giggles a lot.     

This is not me. I know there is much more to me then the flamboyant, airhead, sex kitten that I just described.  I know that I giggle a lot because I am shy and nervous.  I smile and make eye contact because I am generally interested in people.  I wear skimpy clothing because I do not believe in the body shame our culture has constructed.  What is interesting, though, about the preceding objectification of me is that it is not portrayed through the male gaze, which is generally the assumption that is made when hair color, leg length, and breast size are used as a description of a whole person.  I find that women are equally quick to judge and objectify me.  I am easily dismissed as inconsequential or as the ultimate example of patriarchal influence.  

When people first meet me they do not think I am a feminist.  I know this because people are amazed when they find out that I am a radical feminist.  This reaction used to bother me; I didn't believe feminism had a dress code.  I would constantly assert my views and opinions in an aggressive manner in order to prove my worthiness to the female cause.  Feminist theory and politics would flow off my tongue as means to demonstrate my significance. Generally to little avail.  Women would still treat me like I was "fluffy."  On the other hand, my girlfriend with her androgynous clothing and haircut, lack of makeup, and comfortable shoes would instantly gain respect from the feminists we would encounter.  The funny thing is, she is involved in the movement, but it is not her passion: not like it is mine.

This grates on my last nerve.  I assumed (naively) that feminists embrace one another without judging each other's outward appearance.  I am used to men treating me like a trivial piece of eye candy, but I do not expect it from women.  My feelings were hurt.  I am smart, radical and important.  Just because I love platform shoes, tight shirts, skirts, and curl my hair does not mean that I am not concerned about the exploitation of women, domestic violence, rape, unrealistic body images, abortion, and gender politics. I am not a victim of society's beauty standards; I am a funky woman who believes her legs are hot. The bleach I use on my head has not seeped into my brain; I am still capable of thinking and having an opinion.  Just because I paint my fingernails does not mean I cannot raise the picket sign.  

I would be the first to admit that our society has bizarre and unrealistic beauty standards. All you have to do is turn on the television to see how damaging our cult of thinness can be.  This does not mean, though, that every pretty, big breasted, thin woman has succumbed to the pressures created by Victoria Secrets. I care about all of me.  I exercise and eat well because it makes me feel good.  I have more stamina to fight a system that is trying to destroy me.  I bleach my hair and wear platform shoes because I am a drag queen at heart.  I have no doubt as to how strong and powerful I am.  My physical appearance is just one tiny aspect of the "real" me. It is time we get beyond the instant stereotyping that is so pervasive within our culture.  The feminist fashion of today needs to include everyone, even the pretty woman and the freak.

P.S. In the spirit of honesty I like that I am hot.  

--a letter from home

   c.m. sarver

My mother's garden is small but bountiful. We have a riding arena in our backyard, a relic from a childhood--mine--spent on horseback. My mother is afraid of horses, and since they, and I, have left, she's let the arena go to wildflowers and planted a garden. She loves the color of it, I think: eggplant, carrots, beets, spinach. In the winter she gives me presents: jars of rosemary, dill, mint, tarragon, that she has grown; a cruet filled with balsamic vinegar, lemons and figs floating inside. When I call her, she tells me what she has for dinner: baby red potatoes rubbed with sage and olive oil; eggplant roasted with red peppers and garlic. If I am home visiting, we make cranberry scones and eat them with strong tea and cream on the back porch.

My mother grew up in a very German, very Lutheran, community in northern Indiana. She went to parochial school, though I think her sense of God is different from what her teachers and family intended. When she was in third grade, she asked her teacher why she was blamed for her "bad" behavior, but God got the credit when she was good. Short of taking away her coveted Citizenship Award, the teacher had no real answer, and my mother let similar questions hang silent in her head.

On her eighteenth birthday, which was also the day of her high school graduation, my mother's father died. The previous Sunday, in church, the pastor told the story of John the Baptist, who lost his head to the whims of a capricious dancer. Early in the first morning of her nineteenth year, as she was going to commencement and trying to put off thoughts of a father who would never see any of the direction her life might take, someone asked her what she wanted for her birthday. To the horror of her classmates, she shrugged, echoing Salome: Bring me the head of John the Baptist.

My mother is unusual in her family. She left Indiana, when she was young, and moved to North Carolina with a boy whom she was not married to. She did, eventually, marry this man who would become my father, but her family was confused. They approved of him--he was handsome, charming, he was going to be a doctor--but the brashness of eloping shocked them. Her family was more careful, more sedentary, less inclined to sudden motion. The didn't understand why she hadn't waited, in Indiana, for him to come back.

She never went back. She moved to Utah, she raised three children, she quit nursing, which she hated, and got a degree in archaeology. For six years now she has lived next door to the boy with whom she escaped Indiana. Their marriage has been long---over thirty years--and turbulent. The faith she gave him when she was young has twisted and grown hard---the inexorable glaciation of infidelity. The commonplaceness of it embarrasses her sometimes, I think. She had read the Brontes, Emily Dickinson; she had envisioned that her life would assume more tragic proportions. Instead, her husband betrayed her in predictable ways, and she looked aside, as she was supposed to, while he courted other women. A sacrifice meant to ennoble them both only wore her out, and he never noticed.


I was in high school when I watched the bird die. Walking into the living room one night I could see, through the glass door of the wood stove, flame quivering and breathing, throwing liquid shadows on my father's face where he sat reading. I remember the orange seemed unnaturally bright, the billow of flame unusually wide. I recognized the shape of flight, the shape of a bird inside, even as I moved towards the stove to open it, to let the bird out. I wasn't thinking, of course. She was on fire. She was dying. Set free she would have danced her macabre steps, and set the house to flame. Fortunately, my father, looking up from his book, intercepted me.


Holding me back from the stove door, he told me it was necessary, sometimes, to let some things die to protect others. He said the bird must have set up a nest inside the chimney stack, and fallen down into the stove with the suffocating smoke of a wet wood fire. Putting an arm around my shoulder, he squeezed lightly; he understood, too, that "for the best" could be "hard to watch."


My mother set herself a pyre one night--took twenty one years of journals and put them in that same wood stove and watched the flame grow bright with her life. She told me about it years later; she said she had been afraid one of us would read them after she was dead, and we would see how unhappy she had been. Perhaps she hadn't wanted children; perhaps she had imagined herself a life of poetry and solitude. I asked if her if she had read the pages, before they lit. When she said no, I wondered whom she was protecting, and who she was killing.


I believed my father, when I was younger, about fire and sacrifice. He was right about the bird: if we'd let her out she would have fluttered into the eaves, bringing our house to a swirling crescendo of flame. But I'm twenty-seven now, two years older than my mother was when she had me. I've learned that fire isn't the only way to burn a house down. And I can't help wondering what fury might have been set loose from the stove, what phoenix may have risen from the ashes. I can't help wanting that part of her, that I never knew, back. I want to read the journals.


When I was young, I knew my mother didn't believe in God. We went to church, whenever we were in Indiana, because it was easier than standing against the flood of familial expectation. I remember liking church, because I got to dress up, and because I liked the seriousness of the service, and communion. I played Mary, once, in the Sunday school Christmas play. Still, I thought of church as playing house: pretending a life that other people had. My brother and I were baptized Lutheran; by the time my sister, the youngest, was born, my mother had given up even the pretense of belief. I asked her once what she and Dad thought of God. She told me, "Your Dad doesn’t believe in God. He thinks of himself as the center of the universe."


I knew, too, that she wasn't happy. My parents never fought in front of my siblings and me, but I remember Sunday mornings when I would wake up to her screaming. She would go through the house and throw everything--clothes, shoes, camping equipment--off the back deck. Sundays were one of the few times my father was home--the only time she seemed so frantic. While she stormed, he would sit us children down and talk to us about picking up our toys so Mother wouldn't have to work so hard. She told me, years later, that it was terrifying to have lived with someone for most of your adult life and realize, finally, that he didn't know you at all.


She is more peaceful now. They live on a four-acre piece of land--next door to each other, and in separate houses. They are still married. She doesn't feel compelled to explain that part of herself. She has placed him where she can live with him, where she can be happy. There are things she has lost, I am sure, in this composition of herself. She does not tell me when she cries. She doesn't believe in God, but she has enormous faith in ritual, and she knows the importance of mornings spent watching sunlight gather in the corners of her room. She tends her garden; she sends me a sweater that she thinks looks as if it were knit of my hair.


I told her once that I had learned from her a cynicism that was its own form of religion. I am an observer, by nature, more than a participant. I will stand on the edge of life and watch others respond. But I will not play the fool myself. I learned young that salvation--whether it come from gods or mortals--is short-lived and messy at best. The capacity for faith is inherent, I think; I know that there is some force, grand and unifying, that holds me to the world. But faith is a skill as well--one I haven't yet acquired. I would give myself to God, would revel in that messiness, because I think there is something appallingly small in a life held tight to one's chest, only as I fling myself into the abyss I already know how far I have to fall before the ropes will catch me. It's a belief, lukewarm and controlled, that would never see me tied to a stake, wailing as the flames licked my ankles.


Together, my mother and I go on pilgrimages. We have walked for miles the banks of the Escalante River, in southern Utah. The country is slightly foreign to me; I've grown more accustomed to the Ponderosa pine, the craggy granite peaks, of the northern Rockies. She talks about getting lost, if you move away from the river, and how she's imagined herself disappearing into the unbroken sheaf of sage. She prefers to let me set up the tent or start the camp stove, but she knows more than I do about flash floods. She hears birds and speaks to them by name, and shows me petroglyphs where I would not have guessed them. Her presence here has no agenda; mine seems edgier, in comparison, and I am restless to travel specific distances, to take photographs. Hers is a familiarity come of time spent, of an eye attentive to detail.


We sleep in the afternoons, when it's hot, in the shade of thrushy willows. We wear wide-brimmed straw hats, and wish that we had cotton sundresses so we could feel the breeze, cooled as it crosses the water, wrap around our legs.


My mother thinks Our Lady of the Rockies looks like "the thing on top of a wedding cake." The first time I saw the statue I stood with her on the edge of the Berkeley Pit; she hummed The Wedding March as we walked through the mine shaft to the Pit platform. We had driven two hours to get there, away from a conference on Women In the American West that bored us. We thought a woman imprisoned, alone, in the wind, at 8,000 feet, might be more illustrative of women's place in western American history than any of the dry, academic lectures we had been hearing.

While we were eating in Butte, our waitress told my mother that, for a small fee, you could light up Our Lady of the Rockies in specific colors in honor someone or some special day. My mother wanted to give me the statue, ablaze in pink, for my twenty-fifth birthday.


There is a chapel of Our Lady of the Rockies, but we couldn't go in during that trip--we were visiting on a Sunday, and the chapel is closed. My mother wasn't very disappointed; she got as much satisfaction from the irony. I went back alone, and she asked me to send her a rosary from Our Lady, but only after she found out they were pink and plastic.


I was born, nearly, on Christmas Day. In North Carolina, Christmas babies are sent home swathed in a red stocking. People have thought that might have something to do with my name--Christian Marie. My mother's explanation is different: she saw a Steve McQueen movie, the Cincinnati Kid, the week before I was born, and in it Tuesday Weld played a woman named Christian. "Your father liked Tuesday Weld," she shrugs, "he had wanted to name you Sheilah. What a terrible name for a child." My sibling's names are equally Catholic--Francis Edward, Mary Heath. I would make this fact significant, if I could, but she won't let me. Though her gestures sometimes recall the religion she was handed as a child, she doesn't think "heaven" is a useful concept. When I asked her why she wants to visit Our Lady of the Rockies she says it's because she "likes to think about lies."


She sent me a postcard one spring. On the front was a stylized photograph of a woman in harem attire. She is playing the lute, one breast is nearly exposed beneath her robes. The caption reads: The convent was not totally as Beatrice had envisioned it. On the other side, my mother had written: I hate to feed your cynicism, but it's my duty. You'll have to find your faith somewhere else. My peas have sprouted. Take heart.

MSU Women's Center

Women of Achievement 2000

The Women's Center is pleased to announce the Women of Achievement Award recipients.  We feel it is crucial to recognize those women who have contributed so much to MSU and who serve as strong role models and leaders for other students.  Thanks to each and every one of you for all your hard work.

We would like to note that this list of their accomplishments is incomplete; in order to note each one, we would have to write a book!


The Women's Center would like to thank the various departments and individuals who helped us identify these outstanding women.
Sherri Brunner          


Forsyth, Montana
Sherri is a senior in Health and Human Development, graduating with a Child Development Option.  While at MSU, Sherri has been an accomplished member of the Track and Field Team, winning Most Improved Athlete in 1998 and the Best Field Athlete in 1999.  Upon graduating, Sherri desires to work with children in an early childhood setting and ultimately become the director of, and perhaps own, a childcare/preschool center.  Sherri notes that her involvement in "both academic and athletics have encouraged me to believe in myself and strive everyday to reach the goals I have made and will continue to make."

Malisa Canto          


Ogden, Utah

Malisa will be graduating in Health and Human Development, with a Community Health Option.  Malisa credits her involvement with programs at MSU for helping develop a passion for her field of study.  Her work as a Resident Advisor and as a Wellness Coalition member led her to seek additional training in sexual assault advocacy, work she continues as Volunteer Coordinator with MSU's VOICE (Victim Options in the Campus Environment) Center.  Malisa's vision is to work with women in the former Yugoslavia.  She states that each of her experiences "as a college student have truly woven together my desire and passion to work with women."

Staci Cooper          


Helena, Montana
Staci will pursue a Master's degree in Counseling Psychology.  She will be graduating in May with degrees in both Psychology and Biology.  Staci believes strongly in the importance of community outreach, a priority she plans to apply to her graduate studies.  Her involvement as a volunteer with the VOICE Center and the Bozeman Area Battered Women's Network has helped reaffirm her career choice.  Staci has been a member of the Golden Key Honor Society, Mortar Board and president of the Psi Chi Honor Society.  Her undergraduate research work has focused on cerebral ischemia and memory impairment.

Chelsea Elander          


Missoula, Montana

Chelsea will be graduating in May with a degree in Biochemistry, after which she will head to Oxford University, as a Rhodes Scholar, to study Philosophy, Psychology and Physiology.  After Oxford, Chelsea will attend medical school.  Chelsea was awarded the Bozeman Chamber of Commerce/MSU Alumni Association Award for Excellence, based on her scholarship and service to the community.   She has been involved with ASMSU, Mortar Board, Science and Engineering for All, Alpha Omicron Pi, and Young Democrats.  Her community involvement has included work with United Way, Montana Shares, Gallatin Valley Food Bank, and the Gallatin Community Clinic.  She also ran a marathon, and recently co-authored a book on kids' perspectives on divorce.

Daneal Grotenhouse         

Rapid City, S.D.
Daneal is a Psychology major, with an emphasis on Justice Studies, who will be graduating in May. She will start law school at the University of Oregon this fall, and plans to use her law degree to benefit disadvantaged groups.  Daneal believes the opportunities made available to her at MSU have awakened her social consciousness.  She is currently an ASMSU Senator, MSU AdvoCat, Vice President of Mortar Board, Students Against Sexual Assault member, Psi Chi National Psychology Honor Society member and a member of the Phi Kappa Phi National Honor Society. Daneal states that "I am especially interested in  issues such as domestic violence and sexual assault and therefore plan to focus on these areas most extensively."

Hillary Haren


Anacortes, Washington
Hillary will graduate with a degree in Business Administration- Marketing and plans to pursue a Masters in Business.  She has worked with children in a variety of ways, such as The Boys & Girls Club, and the Girl Scouts, and has a long-term goal of continuing her philanthropic work with children.  Hillary has also been involved with the Order of Omega, the Marketing Club, Golden Key Honor Society, SPURS and Pi Beta Phi.  She was recognized as an Emerging Leader by MSU Greeks, has made the Dean's List, and received two academic achievement scholarships. Hillary notes "my involvement in organizations and activities while at MSU have helped to broaden my horizons."

Melissa Marie McGowan
    
Butte, Montana
Melissa will graduate with a degree in Microbiology.  Her extracurricular activities include serving as Mortar Board President, Order of Omega Vice President, undergraduate teaching assistant in Anatomy and Physiology, and tutoring children in reading as a part of the America Reads Tutor Program. Melissa has received the Board of Regents scholarship and the Haynes Worthy Student Scholarship as well as being on the President's List and Dean's List numerous semesters.  Melissa feels that her involvement with various groups and activities has given her the chance to work on skills that will be important when she is a practicing optometrist.

Jennifer Nyman
      
Great Falls, Montana
Jennifer will graduate in May 2000 with a degree in Chemical Engineering, and with minors in Music Performance and the Honors Program.  Jennifer has received many scholarships and awards while studying at MSU including the Barry Goldwater Scholarship, Collins Award, Phi Kappa Phi Outstanding Senior Award, Mortar Board Excellence Award, a Music Department scholarship, Dow Chemical Engineering Award and the Honors Program Service Award.  Jennifer conducted research at the Center for Biofilm Engineering for four years and has presented her results at three national conferences.  Science and art co-exist beautifully for Jennifer--she is principal second violinist with the Bozeman Symphony and performs with the MSU Chamber Orchestra.  Jennifer plans to pursue a Ph.D. in order to research the bio-remediation of contaminated water. 

Sarah Olson          


Bozeman, Montana
Sarah will graduate with the class of 2000 in May.  She will receive degrees in Microbiology, German, and Honors.  Sarah has spent much of her college career involved in research, learning to think critically and "evaluating the correlation between observation and theory."  Her goal is to obtain a doctorate in microbiology and continue her education with a degree in medicine.  As a university student, Sarah has been honored with a Barry M. Goldwater Scholarship, Bozeman Chamber of Commerce Excellence in Education Award, American Association of University Women Scholarship and an Honors Program Scholarship.  Sarah spent a year in East Germany researching viruses for use in gene therapy.   

Linda K. Schooley         

Waupun, Wisconsin
Linda is heading home after graduation with a degree in Pre-Physical Therapy, to pursue a Master's degree in her field at the University of Wisconsin-Madison.   She wants to continue work in a field that has already provided her with much satisfaction.  Linda states, "I am fascinated with the body's ability to heal itself, and I love the satisfaction and joy that a better functioning body gives an individual." Linda has worked with Family Outreach, Big Brothers/Big Sisters, and served as Vice President of the Pre-Physical Therapy Club.  Other memberships include Mortar Board, Septemviri, and Phi Kappa Phi Honor Society.  She was awarded the Marga Hoseaus Scholarship.  Linda is involved with ministries at her church and with the Intermountain Opera Company.

Amber Spring          


Missoula, Montana
Amber will graduate in May with a degree in Psychology.  She notes that she "loves to serve in leadership positions," that she has "always had a passion for service work" and that she "will always be an active supporter of equal rights."  Amber has been a big sister with the Big Brothers and Sisters program and a VOICE Center advocate.  Amber has also served as an ASMSU Senator, a member of the MSU Multicultural Resource Center advisory board, a Resident Advisor and a peer educator with Students Against Sexual Assault.   She hopes to attend graduate school and pursue a master's degree in Industrial/Organizational Psychology.  

Amber Tacke          


Helena, Montana

Amber will graduate with a degree in Biology with a Bio-Med Option.  Amber is applying to Medical School, seeking a career that is rewarding and will lead to the advancement of others.  She cherished her volunteer work with the Gallatin Community Clinic for the experience it gave her in direct patient contact.  As a student, Amber has received recognition through various scholarships and awards including: Alumni Achievement Scholarship, Awards for Excellence, Torley Aasheim Community Involvement Award, Junior Woman of the Year, Erma Lessel Collins Award, Greek House Most Studious Member, as well as making the Dean's List for all six collegiate semesters.  Amber has also served as a Greek House President, an AdvoCat Co-coordinator and Mortar Board member.

Emily Thompson
         
Spokane, Washington

Emily will graduate from MSU in December with a degree in History and a minor in English.  She states that she "received important lessons during my time here on the value of leadership, community involvement and the value of life-long learning."  Emily is a distance runner who is aiming for the 2004 Olympic Marathon Trials.  She hopes to teach and coach at the high school level.  Emily has received numerous athletic scholarships and recognition.  She is a member of Chi Omega Sorority, Mortar Board Honor Society, MSU Track and Cross-Country teams and is a Greek Wellness Coordinator.

Hannah Travis          

Concord, California
Hannah will graduate with a major in Elementary Education and University Honors with Distinction.  While studying as MSU, Hannah has been recognized with awards and honors such as the Presidential Scholarship, Dean's List, and membership in several honor societies.  She has chosen education for her career field and has stressed the importance of investing in her own education both on campus and through community involvement.  She has been a mentor with the Gifted and Talented Education program, a Resident Advisor, and an Honors Program Student Fellow.  Hannah states, "I want my students to challenge themselves to do what they may have thought was not possible."

Cathern-Therese Tucker       
Helena, Montana
Cathern-Therese graduates this summer with a degree in French with an Honors Program Distinction minor.  She has had a " profoundly rewarding" experience participating in MSU's Study Abroad program, studying in three different countries.  She notes "these experiences have taught me to approach every new encounter with an unending intellectual curiosity."  Her involvement  at MSU includes membership in the Golden Key Honor Society, Honors Program, Phi Kappa Beta Honor Society, and the Kumamoto/Montana Club. She has won numerous scholarships including the AIEJ Japanese Study Abroad Scholarship, and Associated Teachers of Japanese "Bridging" Study Abroad Scholarship. 

Want to keep up to date on what's happening at the Women's Center?  Bookmark this:  www.montana.edu/~wwwwomen
Consequence

steph patton

Consequence

     says my hands are

         bound before me.

     Political Nervous Breakdown

 the whole damn country having an identity

crisis

       I guess what I am

     saying is

              you will not find me 



         in the corner of the




          room

holding up an American flag


singing       about

the

           Emblem of the land that I love,

      home of the free and the brave.

 

because the free



   do not notice any problems,

and the brave


hide behind a book full of love



and a book full of hate


and they put on a gown



and they grab hold of a gavel


   and they stand tall above me

             and they stand behind their pulpit


and they stand behind a book

and the banging   and the banging


distraction…



while they tell me who I should be

Consequence


unbinds my hands before me


  Have to find a way



before they sneak a new law in there


saying it is Illegal to set me free



Illegal for me to stand up




and ask why




  and how can I change this

and how many people does it take to give them a mind of their own 



to guide their hands

to lead the way to a future, where anyone can stand up and say,


"Hi, I am me"  and can you love me for that?

  and who is willing to stand instead of sit?

      and who is willing to raise a hand…and a fist?


   and who is willing to rise up



and fight for the future of we?

 Q-MSU Update
Nicole Osborne

The last month Q-MSU has been very quiet.  We have had our usual brand of funky meetings, but special events have been limited.  This down time has been well used as a means to rejuvenate our spirits and ponder all that we have accomplished in the last year.  

We have seen more and more people attending meetings.  This is a sign that we are doing something right.  It is a lovely feeling knowing that we have been able to continue to offer a much needed resource, and in the process have helped other students and community members find a place where they belong: a room of acceptance.  Isn't it amazing how much a room can do? 

We also have become much more visible on campus.  This in itself has untold positive ramifications.  Not only do queer people in need find us, but also the campus has had to acknowledge that there are gay people here.  We will not be ignored or stuck back in the closet.  

Over the past year we have had open discussions with human sexuality classes, a queer film festival, a cabaret show, dances, guest speakers, a candlelight vigil, and camping trips.  We hope to continue with even more in the coming years.  

Thank you to everyone who supports our efforts and makes Q-MSU possible.  We could not do it with out you.

Q-MSU is a campus based student organization for Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, and Transgender students, staff, and community members.  Parents, friends, and allies are also welcome at our meetings and events.  Meetings are held each Tuesday evening in the Strand Union Building at 7.00 p.m. in SUB room 106E.  Q-MSU will continue to meet over the summer, please call or email us for more information. Meetings are confidential.  Contact Q-MSU at 994-4551, email us at 

q-msu@montana.edu or visit our website at http://www.montana.edu/wwwqmsu/.
 Q-MSU Fundraiser
Yard Sale

Saturday, May 6 & Sunday, May 7

7:30 a.m. - Noon

418 West Dickerson

Seeking 2,000 Supporters for the Year 2000

We invite you to become one of the 2,000 women and men who support the Women's Center's outstanding programs and resources in 2000!  

The Women's Center is in its 17th year of providing high quality programming and services for MSU students, faculty and staff and the Bozeman community.  Our Sack Lunch Seminars and Shannon Weatherly Lecture Series are more popular than ever and many faculty members send their students to our library for contemporary research on women and women's issues.  Our annual Women of Achievement reception affords the opportunity to recognize outstanding women students and has become a well attended affair.  

With your help, we hope to continue updating our library resources, creating new programs and expanding our outreach efforts.  Please become a supporter of the Women's Center by making a generous donation.  Thank you!

Clip and send!
(
YES!  I'd like to help the Women's Center continue to grow.  Enclosed is my check made out to the Women's  Center.

  
 ____$20  ____$200   ____$2,000  ____Other


  
Mail to:  MSU Women's Center


    
15 Hamilton Hall


     
Bozeman, MT  59717

This issue of the womanifesto was edited by Christian Sarver, Betsy Danforth, Shelly Bunde Videon, and Nicole Osborne.
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