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volume 9, number 1: SEPTEMBER 2006	 “Feminism is the radical notion that women are human beings.” —Cheris Kramerae

Welcome to the technobabe 
times, AGAIN!
Below is a reprint from volume 4, issue 1, September 2000. 
We figure that it’s a good idea every once in a while to remind 
ourselves of some of the facts behind why we write and pro-
duce tbt.

Why “techno”?
We’re at a technological university, in a world where women are 
not much encouraged to achieve power with technology—at all 
levels—as the following statistics indicate:

•	 In 1999, women represented 47% of the total workforce, 
yet only 29% of the IT workforce—but in 1986, women 
had made up 40% of the IT workforce [the editors ask: 
what’s happening that women aren’t staying or aren’t even start-
ing in IT?] (Opportunities and Gender Pay Equity in New 
Economy Occupations, May 11, 2000, Council of Economic 
Advisors).

•	 Women are most underrepresented in IT occupations 
where pay is the highest. For example, women are 10% of 
electrical engineers, in comparison to 57% of computer 
operators, the lowest paid IT occupation (Opportunities 
and Gender Pay Equity in New Economy Occupations, May 
11, 2000, Council of Economic Advisors).

•	 Only 17% of high school students taking Advanced Place-
ment computer science are women (Constructing the 
Information Society: Women, Information Technology, 
and Design, Jane Fountain, JFK School of Government, 
Harvard University, October 12, 1999).

•	 From the mid-1980s to the mid-1990s the percentage of 
computer science degrees awarded to women declined 
from 37% to 28%. Of all women who earned undergradu-
ate degrees, only 1.7% earned engineering degrees, 
down from 2.2% during this same time period. At the 
same time, the number of women earning undergraduate 
degrees overall rose above 55% (Department of Labor, 
1999).

(All statistics from http://www.catalystwomen.org/press/info-
briefs/infombatech.html)

Why “babe”?
If women are to be respected as having brains and hearts and 
wide-ranging abilities, then we need to take over the terms we 
are called. We need to define those terms and control as best 
we can how we are seen. We want to help shape how the world 
works and not always to be shaped by it. And so we are defin-
ing babe. Read what’s here to find out how.

What is the tbt policy?
The TechnoBabe Times is a private, non-profit publication 
dedicated to the empowerment of women in all aspects of 
technology. 

If you have any ideas, questions, or comments, please 
contact tbt@mtu.edu. Also, please write to submit a piece 
of work or to become part of the tbt staff (all girls and boys 
interested in the cause are welcome!).

Supporters Gather to Walk 
Against Domestic Violence
Casey J. Rudkin

Nearly 100 people and a horde of four-legged companions 
turned out at the Houghton Waterfront on July 19th this 
summer to support the people and pets affected by domestic 
violence.

The event, called The Walk Against Violence, was a joint 
effort of the Barbara Kettle Gundlach Shelter Home and the 
Copper Country Humane Society. Organizers wanted to high-
light the link between domestic violence against people and 
violence against pets.

As people gathered, many dogs, including available adopt-
ees from CCHS, played and greeted one another. People met 
and socialized through their pets—and displayed the happy 
results of responsible pet ownership.

The event featured speakers discussing their experiences 
with domestic violence. The first speaker could not actually 
speak for himself: Mack, a playful black Lab, was found in a 
circumstance of abuse years ago, and his current owners, Susan 
Mills and her husband, spoke on his behalf. They said he made 
an amazing recovery after they adopted him from CCHS, show-
ing that anyone can thrive once placed in a good situation.

The second speaker, Alex Novak, was a graduate student 
and a victim of domestic abuse herself. She said that when 
her boyfriend was abusive to her, she did not know that the 
Barbara Kettle Gundlach Shelter Home was available for people 
in her situation. She said she used to haunt the local Wal-Mart 
late at night to avoid abuse. Novak emphasized the importance 
of knowing that domestic violence can happen to anyone, and 
that there is help available locally.

The event concluded as the whole contingent, people and 
animals alike, walked a circuit through downtown Houghton 
and returned to the waterfront for refreshments and conversa-
tion. The success of the event may well spawn a sequel next 
summer.

tbt has works on fundraising for the Barbara Kettle Gund-
lach Shelter Home. We support the health and well being of 
women on Tech’s campus and in the community, and we urge 
people who witness domestic violence, to people or pets, to 
speak up. Violence only ends when vigilance begins.

The Barbara Kettle Gundlach Shelter Home offers emer-
gency assistance to victims of domestic abuse, including a 
24-hour crisis line, which can be reached at 337-5632. For 
more information, visit www.pasty.com/~bkghome. The Copper 
Country Humane Society is located just south of campus on US-
41; for more information, visit the shelter on the web at www.
cchumanesociety.com.

To learn more about the relations between domestic violence 
and animal abuse, please go to www.animalcrueltyisfamilyvio-
lence.org, which is the source of the poster at the top of this 
column.

The eye that directs a needle in the delicate 

meshes of embroidery will equally well bisect 

a star with the spider web of the micrometer. 

—Maria Mitchell, astronomer and educator involved in working 

for women’s rights and against slavery, 1811-1899

It was a success!
This past April 21, some rambunctious, literate, and tuneful 
people helped tbt raise over $500 for the Baraga Women’s 
Shelter. That night was tbt’s first Wild Women of the North 
Festival, which had two components: there were readings of 
the winning entries of stories and poety entered into the Wild 
Women of the North writing contest, interspersed with local 
singer-songwriter performing.

In this issue, we’ve printed some of the winning entries to 
the writing contest: please read the fine work by Mary Durfee, 
Fay Dearing, Diane Miller, and our own local Michael Moore, 
and then let each know how much you appreciated the wit, 
emotion, and energy of the writing.

But also please support the many who were musical that 
night: the Lumberjanes (Melissa Davis, name, name, name) 
were as raucous and dazzling as ever, getting the audience on 
their feet; Jon Soper, with his deep voice asking us all please 
to consider the political world a little more, please; Jen Wilke 
plaintively singing of life and love; and Erin Smith’s rich songs 
of caring, thinking, and sometimes being stuck behind a slow 
car driving up the Keweenaw.

We hope you’ll participate in the next Wild Women of the 
North Festival—watch for announcements!

In the meantime, keep singing and writing…
And our special thanks to tbt-er Holly Grunst whose energy 

and enthusiasm made it all come together!

My Grandma’s hands are soft as silk,
Thin and wrinkled,
Long and old.
They say
That once they worked all hours of day
To make a life
Out of nothing.

My Mother’s hands are smooth and clean,
To type rich men’s papers
And take their notes.
They say
That they are happy despite all this
To give me happiness is
What they desire.

My hands are still a blank slate,
They’ve never really done
All that much work.
They say
That I will find something important one day
And when I do
That’s when I’ll change.

Hands
Fay Dearing
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next tbt 
meeting
Thursday, September 14, 5pm, 
Walker 139

Pizza • Pop • Good company • Many 
plans—for the newspaper and for social 
events…All are welcome!

This is a Get-to-know-you meeting for 
anyone wanting to be involved with tbt in 
any way. 
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WHAT IS tbt  POLICY ?
The TechnoBabe Times is dedicated to the empowerment of women in all aspects of technology.
We want tbt to be a place where voices not usually heard or seen on campus or in the community can be seen & heard. We 
want to be a publication that encourages new and different voices. And so: we solicit thoughtful, reflective, critical writings (or 
drawings or mixed media pieces or poems or…) that offer us all positive views and smart actions…
If you have any ideas, questions or comments—or wish to advertise in tbt—please contact our staff at tbt@mtu.edu. You 
may also write the list to submit a piece of work or to become part of the tbt staff (all girls and boys interested in the cause 
are welcome!).

thank you to the CCLI for help on this issue.

tbt is: the reduced staff after summer and various graduations: Anna Cynar, Diane Koskela, Casey Rudkin, Jon Soper, 
Cassie Thiel layout: the committee faculty advisor: Anne Frances Wysocki

Barbara Kettle Gundlach Shelter..........................................337-5623
Domestic violence shelter; 24-hour crisis line 

Career Counseling.............................................................487-2313

Counseling Services...........................................................487-2538

Dial HELP.......................................................................482-4357
Crisis intervention: a gentle, helpful voice, 24 hours a day, 7 days a week

Employee Assistance Program............................................482-2299

Houghton Community Health Center....................................483-1860

Keweenaw Pride....................................................... pride@mtu.edu
An MTU group for Gay, Lesbian, Bisexual, Transgendered or Questioning 
Students, Staff, Faculty, Community Members, Friends, and Allies

Legal Services of Northern Michigan....................................482-3908

MTU Educational Opportunity Office....................................487-3539
http://www.edopp.mtu.edu/ : great programs, great people!

Office of Student Affairs.....................................487-2212; 487-2465

Office of Residence Life.....................................................487-3404

On-campus emergencies............................................................123

Society of Intellectual Sisters (SIS)..........http://www.sos.mtu.edu/sis/
Promoting sisterhood primarily among African-American women and 
scholarship among members

Society of Women Engineers................. http://www.sos.mtu.edu/swe/

Western UP District Health Department...............................482-7382
AIDS testing, family planning, immunization, pregnancy testing

 R E S O U R C E S

It was like a dull light
Michael Moore

It was a kind of pressure—waiting
In bed, lying there, wondering was that
A light or did I dream it
And should I get up and check 
Or wait it out

Like I did last year 
And it turned out it wasn’t a dream
Because when she didn’t come home
I waited on the porch
And it was a kind of longing—
But not really, it was more 
Of a knowing
And here I was again

But it was summer now
And easier because the days were longer 
And that’s a lie
Because the days were longer
It took longer to think through,
Longer to remember the day she stood at the sink
And said, you know, I pictured something different

And it’s largely been
Me since then, wondering why some days
The trees look so encouraging
And some days so accusing
—we never drew those in school—
Especially the old maple,
Leaning over the porch
Over my bed
Over that dream
Where she stands on the porch and says 
I was just kidding.

Maples don’t lie like men do, though,
And this one in particular stands so tall
And so aloof 
It’s the first tree I’ve ever been mad at, really,
Because it knows I’ve peed out here in the dusk
And sneaked a smoke
And stood in the dark 
Practicing
Rehearsing
Whispering
I know, I know, me too.

Banana Slug Trilogy
Mary Durfee

“Ew, Daddy, what IS it” she asked? Ever anxious to instill a 
love for all of nature’s creatures, he decided to lie. This was a 
banana slug, and these creatures are scary.

“It’s a tree fairy,” he answered.
“A tree fairy,” she repeated doubtfully. True, it did stand 

out on the towering trunk of the redwood. But surely fairies 
looked better. She moved closer to the animal, which was as 
long as her Father’s hand and bright yellow. “Are you sure it’s a 
fairy, Daddy” she inquired. 

“It guards the tree,” he responded lamely. 
She continued to watch the fairy, and it finally moved. 

An eye sticking up on a stalk turned her way. Then, slowly, it 
inched up the tree on what looked like a ruffle of a wild party 
dress. Although her Father knew everything, this was surely a 
mistake. So, after careful consideration, she stated finally, “No, 
Daddy, I don’t think that’s a fairy at all.”

I knew the phone conversation with Mother had taken a bad 
turn when she suddenly announced, “... and I’ve decided ba-
nana slugs have intelligence.”

“Oh, really, Mama? Why do you say that?” I responded 
gamely. 

“Well, you know the door to my cabin doesn’t fit well,” she 
began.

“Uh, huh,” I replied. 
“This morning Ariadne, my cat, woke me with yells and lots 

of kneading. I figured something had gotten to her food. I got 
up, and sure enough, a banana slug had come in under the 
door and was eating her cat food,” Mama explained. 

I made mental notes: 1) my housekeeping isn’t so bad after 
all—no slime trails; 2) my cats had never been threatened by 
a slug; and 3) this was one more reason not to stay at Mama’s. 
“So that makes the slug smart,” I asked?

“No. I picked the slug up—it still had a morsel of dry food 
clinging to its mouth—and threw it out the door. And do you 
know what?”

“No, Mama, what? I asked. 
“Why, it turned right around and headed back to the cabin. 

That’s why I think banana slugs have intelligence—they can 
remember where food is,” she concluded triumphantly. 

   I found my first grey hair yesterday and, unaccountably, 
thought of the banana slugs I used to encounter as a child in 
the moist woods of California and Oregon. Finding the slugs al-
ways took one by surprise. Invariably my body shuddered while 
my mind tried desperately to decide whether to fight or flee. I 
didn’t ever recall running away, however. Instead, my broth-
ers and sisters and I would start hunting for other giant slugs 
amongst the damp logs and ferns. We’d holler with glee when 
we succeeded and everyone would rush over to the find.

 I found a second grey hair yesterday, too.

banana slug photo from
 http://w
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lyon.com
/gallery

Risk
Diane Miller

Oh the water’s so wild
you can’t launch from shore
so you wade to a spot waist deep
where you mount your kayak like a bareback rider

Quick! You batten yourself in and paddle like mad
letting the bow of the boat buck and ride
into waves the likes of which
you used to be afraid to play in.

You are full of your own smile and feeling fancy—
you know many people don’t try it
because it looks trickier
than it really is.

Here on a Sunday morning
you do not yet know
you are a woman in a poem

You do know that in a little while
you will meet your son’s wife
at the usual table in the sun
and you will hold the baby
while she marvels at being treated
to coffee and a bagel

But you do not yet know
she will tell you things
about your son and their life
in his father’s basement
that will remind you of when you were her age
and the practice you began then—once every week
you would perform one brave act:

you spent money on a new toothbrush…
you started looking people in the eye…
you rented a canoe when he said you weren’t allowed to
and so on…

Here, on a Sunday morning
with your whole body smiling at the wild water
you do not yet know
that she will tell you things
that surprisingly do not surprise you
and then you will say to her:

“Here’s some money. Take the baby and go.”

You do not yet know that you will wonder for a while
whether she will really do it and you won’t know that she did it
until she calls from Green Bay

Even before you do know
you are a woman in a poem you realize
that these waves have been gathering momentum
for miles and miles and miles and miles
to bring you to this place.

You haven’t always known
how to make love to the water, to this motion under you, how
to respond to the wet, rolling wall,
to tuck your knees, snug in the hull,
to flick your hips and turn the whole boat,
bracing your paddle blade to meet the wave’s sweet face.

And here, now, smiling, you do not need to know
which is more true—
a boat that is dry inside
or these relentless waves you know how to ride.

If you can’t come to the tbt meeting 
on September 14, but want to 
participate, just let us know: email 
tbt@mtu.edu

If you want to submit articles, poetry, short stories, 
photographs, email tbt@mtu.edu

We need you because this past year brought many 
graduations and leave-takings: sadly—but with 
delight at how they are taking over the world—we 
say goodbye to Kristin Arola, Matt Hill, Ariana Jo 
Jeske, Hannah Mongiat, Allison Thiel! We miss 
you—come visit, soon!!!


