	If they'd ever met before their troubles began, Bonny Lee Bakley and Clara Harris would not have bonded . Bonny, the dropout grifter from the wrong side of the tracks; Clara, the highly educated, wealthy professional; Bonny, fated to be murder victim, Clara, soon to be a murderer: what on earth would they have had in common?

Nothing and everything, as it turns out. They lived in entirely different and separate worlds, but each possessed quiet business savvy, achieved success in a male-dominated profession, yet lost it all at age 44 by using their female bodies in a desperate attempt to hold on to men who did not want them. In women's magazines parlance, you could say that Bonny Bakley and Clara Harris were two women who couldn't juggle career and family.

Clara Harris was a Colombian-born Houston dentist and co-owner, with her orthodontist husband David, of a practice with six successful offices. Clara had the controlling interest, 51%. She was known for her kindness to her patients. Several said after her arrest that they couldn't believe she was capable of violence because she was so gentle. That sensitivity translated into customer loyalty, and profits. In addition, she had a smart business plan: she ran the general dentistry office, and refer the kids to David for orthodontics, keeping all the fees in-house. The plan worked. She and David were worth $3.6 million, with beautiful homes, expensive cars, and all the other accoutrements of the rich. Her professional success showed that Clara was a feminist role model of a health care provider who combined the stereotypically female skills of caring and gentleness with the stereotypically male skills of building a practice and dominating a market. She was the sort of woman you'd want your girl to meet on Take Your Daughter to Work Day.

Bonny Bakley wasn't educated, but she too was a successful entrepreneur in a maledominated field. As a teenager, she began making money as a nude model. She quickly realized that rather than depending on photographers' day rates, she could control the business herself by taking out her own ads in men's and swinger's magazines and selling her photos on her own. She's been described as a "gifted pornographer" and she also had a shrewd business plan: she competed in the niche market for personalized pornography, learning the particular erotic preferences of her customers and delivering them photos and handwritten fantasies geared to their individual tastes. She played whatever fantasy character her clients wanted, without inhibition or apologies. A savvy smut marketer, Bonny pushed her customers to develop new desires and to buy items they didn't know they needed.

Under the ironic business name United Singles, Inc., Bonny was the sole financial support for her husband and three children for more than 20 years. She grossed about $50,000 a year, collating pictures and letters on her kitchen table and keeping elaborate records of her customers' preferences. In the multibillion-dollar porn industry, dominated by men like Hugh Hefner and Larry Flynt, Bonny didn't take over. But she made a steady living for her family, and even hired-out-of-work relatives for her business. Like Clara, Bonny kept the income stream all in the family, and reserved for herself the controlling interest. Like Clara, she diversified, investing some of her profits in real estate.

Admittedly, Bonny probably didn't get a lot of wannabes on Take Your Daughter to Work Day. There are many allegations that Bonny fleeced old men. Even her family admits that this happened repeatedly, but none of the men she purportedly deceived ever filed charges against her or sued her, so the extent of her illegal activities will never be fully known. She was convicted of carrying stolen credit cards and fake IDs in 1996. I think of Bonny as a full-time pornographer and a part-time grifter.

Had they ever met, I imagine Bonny, the opportunist, might have paused and sized up Clara's wealth but, seeing no way to squeeze a few dollars out of her, Bonny would have quickly moved on. Clara would have seen in Bonny a woman so far removed from her carefully cultivated social circle that Bonny would not even be noticed. Maybe Clara, the kindly dentist, would have offered Bonny a free checkup, depending on what character Bonny was playing that day. Surely neither would have bared their soul to the other, but if they had, they might have found some striking similarities.

For Clara, the beginning of the end came when she learned that her orthodontist husband was cheating on her. Her husband not only disclosed his affair with the receptionist, but also recited a detailed list of comparisons between Clara and the mistress. The mistress was thinner, he said, with bigger breasts, was more sexual, and didn't talk as much. Clara, who had the courage to emigrate from South America, the perseverance to speak perfect English, the brains to complete college and graduate school, the fortitude to finish a residency and the savvy to establish a successful dental practice, was reduced to a sum of her body parts. David lined up Clara and his mistress on his mental stage and played Are You Hot?, complete with David, in Lorenzo Lamas' chair, sneering put-downs of his wife's flesh.

And she allowed it. She didn't just listen; she took notes on a cocktail napkin, which was later introduced into evidence at her trial. Clara's response was not to throw her drink at him, slap him, kick his kneecaps under the table, or commit any other batteries for which no police officer, male or female, would have charged her. Instead, Clara sprang into action directed only against herself. Unbelievably, she immediately quit her job to stay at home to have sex with David three times a night (that's what she said; somehow he could have both a torrid sex life and a career, but she'd have to choose). She promptly scheduled breast implant surgery and liposuction, bought lingerie, went to the tanning salon, joined an expensive gym and dyed her hair blonde. In her desperation to keep her man, she was willing to give up the profession for which she had worked for decades, and devote herself full-time to remaking her body so as to define herself purely as a sexual object for her husband's enjoyment. David was Dr. Frankenstein, specifying in detail how Clara should be literally carved up and rebuilt from the inside out. She submitted, unable to see that she was creating a monster within her self.

David's body was never to be on the operating table or at the bargaining table. His end of the agreement: to keep his pants on, end the affair, and fire the receptionist.

The end of the story is the famous part. David Harris didn't fulfill any of his promises. When Clara learned he was still cheating on her, she ran him over, circling back for a couple of grisly victory laps over his dying body. Her murder conviction was sealed by Clara's own investigator's videotape of her Mercedes lurching and careening wildly around a hotel parking lot. A pale-skinned, brunette, non-surgically-enhanced Clara wept nonstop through her trial and sentencing.

Bonny Bakley should have been smarter in the ways of male-female relationships, since her profession depended on selling men their fantasy women, at least in print. A lonely old man once responded to three different ads placed by a blonde, a brunette and a redhead in the same men's magazine, only to learn later that they were all Bonny, the Bonny who could tailor her fantasy persona to any incarnation her customers desired. Bonny didn't need expensive implants or liposuction to remake herself for her customers: just a stash of photos, a pair of scissors, and a copying machine. Philandering men? No problem. In her porn business she profited from the male taste for variety by selling many different women to the same customer. If pornography is the exploitation of women, but Bonny skillfully manipulated the means of production, who was exploiting whom?

What Bonny didn't understand is that fantasy games are one thing, actual cornering and trapping a human being, quite another. Playing a man by pretending to be a pretty young nurse willing to swap dirty pictures for cash is fair play in the world of porn magazines, which are all about fantasy. In that context, I'd call her an actress, not a liar. I believe the reason so few men complained about Bonny is because they knew the ads were probably phony, but they got the nude pictures for their money, some personal interaction, and some obscene letters in girlish handwriting. Having gotten something of value, most of them didn't really feel fleeced.

For Bonny, the beginning of the end came when she decided to use what she had to trap Robert Blake into marriage. She had what she'd always had: her body. Wearing cleavage-baring sweaters, willing to bare her skin on a moment's notice, she'd managed a casual sexual relationship with him for nearly a year -- if furtive sex in the back of a car a half-dozen times can be called a "relationship." When she wanted to take it to the next level, Bonny reverted to the oldest female trick in the book. (The book, incidentally, was real: Bonny's Bible was the hideously antifeminist The Rules, which openly advocates that women play the coquette and manipulate men into marriage.) She told Blake she was taking oral contraceptives, but what she really was taking were fertility pills. She giggles and cries on the taped phone conversations with Blake, now in evidence, when she tells him she just can't have an abortion. She uses the one absolute legal power granted to women and not men: she alone has the right to decide the outcome of the pregnancy. The baby is born, the DNA matches to Blake, and lawyers draw up a prenup.

For this I marched for a woman's right to choose? So that Bonny could parlay a human baby into a loveless, doomed marriage? And temporarily, she caught him. She worked her body as a vehicle for seduction, pregnancy, and breastfeeding. Blake was never interested in Bonny's selfhood: only her sexuality, the same female reproductive organs she used against him. She got him to marry her, but she became an empty vessel in the process.

Less than six months later, her destruction was complete. Again, the end of the story is the famous part: Bonny, gunshot victim, slumped in Blake's car, still breathing as Blake sat on the curb, watching the life leave her body, not touching her, vomiting.

In the Blake-Bakley gender war, Bonny's bloody body was the first casualty. What's left of Clara Harris will be warehoused in a Texas prison for the next 20 years. That sharp, mature twenty-first century women will willingly abrogate their hearts and minds to become merely breasts, hips, and uteruses for men who aren't interested anyway is a painful reminder that we must teach our girls about much more than our work. Take Our Daughters to Dignity Day?

As a feminist who watches too many criminal cases that end badly for women, I'd say that once a woman is willing to sacrifice everything that defines her for the sake of a man, we've already lost her. The murder that follows is merely a denouement.
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 HYPERLINK "http://www.courttv.com/trials/" Trial Coverage 
9am-5pm ET/PT

  Today: Calif. v. Robert Blake Robert Blake Murder Hearing

  Tomorrow: Blake continues
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 HYPERLINK "http://www.courttv.com/onair/shows/crierlive/" Catherine Crier LIVE 
5:00pm: Diane Dimond on the trial of Robert Blake

The System
8:00pm: Missing Can a man be found guilty without physical evidence? 

Forensic Files


 HYPERLINK "http://www.courttv.com/onair/shows/forensicfiles/episodes/metal_business.html" 9:00pm: Doctors ask questions when a man's health mysteriously degenerates 

Body of Evidence
9:30pm: Profiler Dayle Hinman investigates a mystery in the Florida Keys 

The System
10:00pm: Sex, Sports and the Mob The notorious sex scandal at Atlanta's Gold Club 

*All times ET/PT
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