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people who provided leadership in , I am particularly indebted to Deb



xxiv Acknowledgments

Amory, Evie Blackwood, Jeffrey Dickemann, Sue-Ellen Jacobs, Liz Kennedy,

Bill Leap, Ellen Lewin, and Martin Manalansan.

As always, I am grateful to my literary agent, the incomparable and splen-

didly maternal Frances Goldin. Ann Miller, editor at Columbia University

Press, made me think this book could matter by her continuing interest over

a period of years.Thanks to the anonymous readers at different presses whose

constructive criticism helped me improve the individual essays, and espe-

cially to Liz Kennedy, whose insightful nagging forced me among other re-

visions to expand the introduction. At Duke University Press I thank every-

one and especially Richard Morrison, formerly assistant editor; Leigh Anne

Couch, senior editorial assistant; JudithHoover, copy editor; JeanBrady,man-

aging editor, and especially KenWissoker, editor in chief, for their respectful

and flattering enthusiasm for my work. Mei-Mei Sanford and Roanna Judel-

son helped with typing and reformatting some of the essays. Thanks to Kay

Wosewick for the index.

I must mention four special people in my life: Jane Rosett, who shares my

taste for electronic gadgets and a good laugh, gave me technical and editorial

advice on assembling the photographs; Judith Halberstam, just for being her

inimitable self and for her all-around good example that pushes my middle-

aged envelope; Julie Mutti, for twenty-five years of steadfast and intuitive

friendship; and my friend of forty-one years, the coauthor of three of these

essays, who’s been through all the ups and downs with my mishegas, Shirley
Walton Fischler.

And finally, I thank my partner, Holly Hughes, my companion and solace

during the six months of never-ending snow at Kalamazoo College in Michi-

gan during the winter/spring of  when this book (whose final title she

came up with) took its current shape. For her wit, creativity, intelligence, and

amazing courage, my deepest gratitude and love.


