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I learned about paddings aceidently rrtany

years ago. It was in a time before my >.•-
consciousness was raised.

I was 18, incurably romantic, and had
taken a bunch of red roses with me to the
Grand Plaza de Toros in Madrid—-in antici-
pation of playing out a scerie from an Urnest
Hemingway novel—the Young American
Woman and the Matador.

That hot and sunny Sunday afternoon*—
there Was a hovelierd (an apprentice
matador) thrusting himself gracefully and
erotically in frbnt of black sweating death, :

brilliantly executing a perfect "moment of
truth"—kitting the buJI with a single thrust to:

..the-arteryin the neck; The great beast went
• down geprtly, his legs the first to move under
him as Ms massive body melted into the
sand.

A supr;erjie triurfiph for this novice—his
ritual reward was a slice of flesh, the ear of
the bull cut off with the precision of a
surgeon's knife. He would have to be far
more accomplished to receive the ultimate
prize, two ears and a tail. Around and
around the corrida this novejlero walked,
waving and throwing small kisses to the
screaming crowds—I grandly threw my
roses towards hirii over the heads of the

-spectators in frbntof me. He caught them in
one hand, and standing quite still, bowed
low arid-swept thesand with Jifs cape. Then,
in a moment of ultimate romantic fantasy,
he threw me the eat*of the bull as a knight
Would a favor to his lady.
"1 didn't notice the blood that poured onto
my hand as I managed to catch it. I felt only

exhultation. Clutching that small, pathetic
piece of skin and hair, I was a Star. He had
chosen me from all the women in the
corrida and given me a piece of slaughtered
animal as a measure of his affections.

And I was amazed, amazed at his gift, this
symbol of romance, power, sexuality and
death. It all seemed to fit. After all, the bull
was also a willing participant in this ancient
ritual of male power and death. Here he
could die amidst pagentry and honor—a
preferable fate to the bloody anonymity of
the slaughterhouse. It was all part of that
same Hemingway script.

But then there were the horses. In my
amazement, I had forgotten about the
horses.

Coming ih at the second act, they carried
the piccadors on their backs, small heavy
men with lances that speared into the necks
of the bulls as they charged against the
sides of the hprses. ';':;•:, t ,,

The horses would be pinned against the
walls of the corrida, headsiheld high as they
stood their ground to accept the assault.

I was, fold that they weren't hurt by the
sharp fibrns that thrust into their sides as
the bulls became more and more enraged;
they Weren't hurt because they were pro-
tected by their padding, the heavy quilted
padding under the leather saddles.
. It wasibrily much later that I found out the
truth. The padding was not fortheir own
protection against the battering horns of the

I tormented bulls (there was in fact no possi-
ble protection against this) but acted as a
screen against offending the delicate sen-
sibilities Of the crowds that demanded igno-
rance frorn the reality af the open, bleeding,
gushing founds. The padding was for us,
and not for them.

Now, remembering this, I began to think
about women's lives. To think about how
oftenthey were like the sides of those
horses: opeh> vulnerable, and many times
wounded and bleeding under the padding
that covered them. Andl^thbught about that
padding: a patchwork quilt, of belief systems
and conditioned responses Created by a
society that sold us its institutions as being
therefor our own protection, as existing to
comfort, protect and provide security and
engulfing safeness.l thought about how
Often that padding Was not protection at all,
but pure artifice.

fn a world created not by you but for you,
women have been slowly, historically,
culturally insidiously and consistently condi-
tioned to live their lives under and through
paddings!

Experjentially, one could be considered
"adjusted'' as a woman in this society
determined by the degree of comfort, inte-
gration and acceptance of this padding by
women as individuals and by women collec-
tively as a class. Much of the dissatisfaction
that occurs within women personally and
politically happens when there is an
awareness of the difference between one's
personal reality and the culturally condi-
tioned way of perceiving things. This pro-
cess has historically been described in
feminist literature as a "click of con-
sciousness". Once this occurs there are two
roads to travel. One can either move into the

personal reality as one experiences it or,
denying this, move once again, with even
more fervor, into the padding. On a grander
scale, the general denial of the term "femi-
nist" as an acceptable label by many Amer-
ican women existing simultaneously with
their belief in the goals of the movement is
a prime example of the power of these
paddings.

I have continually heard women refuse to
describe themselves as feminists because
"these women are masculine and angry"
etc., and in the next breath go on to say,
"but of course I believe in equal pay for
equal work" and that "women are just as
good as men". In this case, the reality and
the padding exist side by side in con-
sciousness, yet the padding (the drive to be
a good girl, feminine and acceptable to the
male establishment) prevents many women
from fully accepting it.

But then the reality comes in, sometimes
quietly, other times screaming.

It happens so very often that I should be
used to it by now, made numb by habit, not
affected—it should all go into that white
noise category of neutral stimuli that gets
fused into the nothingness of trace memory.
But it only seems to get worse. Every time I
read a newspaper or turn on the TV, it hits
me, it hits me hard.

Another murder. Another woman or child
abused, battered or killed, most often by a
husband, father or lover. Paddings, pad-
dings. . . .

Given the reality of many women's lives, it
becomes increasingly important to uncover
those sides and hold up the wounds to the
glaring light of truth.

Upon reflection, there appears to be an
enormous amount of male rage in this
society. One could perhaps theorize a politi-
cal basis for this rage, that it is fostered by a
lack of community, lack of ethical purpose,
separation from one's essential humanity,
feeling powerless in the personal, impotent
in the professional; etc. But the bottom line
is that this rage is, more often than not,
directed at women—at women for perhaps
having reneged on the historical, my-
thological expectation of her as original,
continual nurturer and total support system.
Rage at women collectively: against their
expressions of sexuality; against their ability
to give birth and their ability to decide not
to; against the expressed political power of
that choosing; yes, rage against the continu-
ing and escalating feminist demands for
power and participation in the society.

Rage ultimately at the struggles for a new
world order that would present a radical
political alternative vision.

Rage . . . it is not only the direct physical
violence (the arm that shatters or the gun
that wounds) but the written and spoken
word, the images, the collective perceptions
as expressed through the written and elec-
tronic media that show, without question or
compromise, the high level of male frustra-
tion and rage. Far from being purely seren-
dipitous and arbitrary, the violent expression
of this rage takes many forms and serves
many purposes.

(continued on page 24)

ON THE ISSUES Vol. IX 1988


