SITREALTP 500 - HOMAN BIBH

R R l
o
¥
s

il

SRRV &%‘r‘ér?? ]

SAN SUU KYI T
mgsmw -..1_-“."_: h

ﬁﬂ QM X AMMAR

AFW DALY
*m M i{:HE
D . 3




Partraits by PHIL BOR
for AMNESTY INTERN:

‘F
FYragad
e -l'ﬁ-_ LI

JRATING THE 50TH AMKIVE

tkale al fire g ar by calling 1-800-52-B0K

informotion aboul the EXHIBITION call 1-B82-294-28B0  Faor infarmation aboul AMRESTY IMTERMIATIONAL call 1-S00AMMNESTY




OGAESSINE WOMAMN'S DUARTERLY 1T

i

JONTHEISUES 9%

Human Rights Human Wrongs, a World Report - 14
Fitty years since the Universal Declaration of Human Rights
Emma Thompson - Marilvn Stasio - 16
The worlds her stase
America: The World's Cop Is A Cop-Dut - Jennifer Tierney — 20
An imterview with Charlatte Bunch
Layli Bashir - boavita Menon - 2%
Unexpected Crosader
Aung San Suu Ky - Alan Clements — 34
Burma's Gandhi
The Ultimate Growth Industr:r lan Goodwin — 28
TrafMcking in women snd girls
Amerlca’s Political Prisoners - Mary Lou Greenberg — 32
A Flace at the Tabile
Wormen at the UN - Jennifer Tiemey — 33
T|:1.|.'|.l. Harvard, tomormrw the world - Swanee Hunt -

4

Enduring Women - Anngel Delaney - 36
Athletes achieving the impossible

Rosary V. Ovary - Ann Pettifer — 38
Papal pofiticz and woreen

Brave New Girls - Debbie Stoller — 42
These TV heroines know what girl power really means

E-:;whi.E the Warkd - Michelle Brockway — 46
Matherhood as advecacy

Turr.lnnut ar i'umtrff in 1998 - Tanya Melich — 50

Women's vote 1= key

F‘i};:‘tl'y Redux - Merle Holfman — 8
A Meditation on the Sea - Phyllia Chesler — 8

DEPARTMENTS
Feedback - 4
Talking Feminist
Soerthern Deacomfors 1 New Orfegns - Nimi Yahn — 10
Fevel Danger - Margaret Morganroth Gullette — 11
The Black Mazriarchy - Marcia L. MeNair - 12
Books
The Resurgence of the Heal by Charlens "'\-|'|I|1I'|'||-.—H1. wwed by Mahin Hazsibi - 52
Eai,ln.'l,l'. o eia® . el ='|'|'|_r the _1|,l'|' ||||;|'r|; jl'- ke b iy iy F: LTy 1x; 'II.'- = FU. L sl by L]'El\.'l.".'lh "l[lll-cl""d 1
A Mewo Kingd .,|||"_|'-':.-.-'.'_| Animal by Michelle Mitchell — Reviewed by Jennifer Nix - 54
Filkrmi
Fountain of ¥outh for Men Onrly - Molly Haskell - 56
Theater
Memaories of Secluchion « Marilyn Staswe — Gl
Cover: Emma Thompson; Phnto Brian 'f']|||rr||_|;.r:-||-".f'1\-_-. prmia, This page: Skulls, right,
P orhis- Betmann; Kagise Township resident. left, ReutersCorbin-Betmann




Thoughts on Ethestic Tyranmy
First [ wanit to eongratulate you an the articles

you published deseribi
the physically intersexed [“Shoald Physicions
Be Designing Sex™ and “The af the
Esthetie,” Sumpaer 15981, of which foo litthe
has bwen said, The pain and socially induced
salf-lpathing Uhey deseribe should be erough Lo
make even the most wnthinking of surgeons
reflect on the morality of “treating” them,
theugh | doabs that it will.

Orly by speakang ot on this subject can
we even begin o end the pain the inbersexed
suffer and would still suffer even if left physi-
cally unaltered, (That much the medieal ooom-
murity has right, though [ doubd youd ever
gt them fo pdmit that the problem = ool sath
the genitala, but with our eulture. )

However, what 1 see larking below the
surface of both articks 1= yel anolher resur-
genoe af that most hideous of nothona: blobegi-
cal determinizm, Cender, being A socipl con-
stract, is not dieterrmined |:|}' an indnviduals
genebic structure, Such thinking, with or with-
oiat the ecientific jargon, has been nsad o jus-
tify the differential Iin.i:-.-jlal:-lg,- weirse | Lreal-
menl of women and radal minorties gine the
beginning of time, It is the langusge of preju-
dice, the raticnalization of discrimination, the
dehumanizateen of the sppressed o that the
oppresss doesn't feel guilty:

1 commend ywour cowmge in venturmg
inte this oh-ac-gray area, but biological
determinism is mot the answer, Only when
the cross-gendered are incladed in the daokog
can feminism develop a troe pleture of the
bin'pevch'socio-Jogical development of gen-
der in the human perscmality. A pictune that
is necessary o pul an end L our respective
appreasions (if not gender iteslf) and create a
snciety which prodects the ri.ghl of all andi-
viduals io chome for themselves how they
willl live,

Lasslin: Winlber =Vin e-mixil

the: mistreatment of

A Numbsr of Things...

True to Information Overload, 've just gotben
arcurd fo resding moest of OTTs Summer
igaue, which has inspired these reponses:

As an early CORE activist and anti-mcst
“white” person, [ve managed mastly to Live m
integrated reighborboods, but [ understand
Toi Derricotte’s desire [*Passing”] to confrong
racism in her smug whiiki mmrmurly |where [
personally wouldn® want to livel, and [ hope
glwe shakes them up

Eegarding Jan Geodwin’s searng piece
on Afghan women [*Bunied Alive"], an impor-
tant piece of mformation s lecking: sur goy-
ertiserells meilitary backirg snabled the riae of
the Taliban,

Finally, at. the risk of getting on a pariah
list, | disagree with Merle Hoffman's sssump-
ticeis aboul Bill Clinten's guili and Hillary's
“wifely cover-up” ["What's A Feminist to Do?]
1 have plenty of eriticisms of Clinton's polices
and judgments, bat both he and Monica
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Lewinsky vowed they had po sexunl relation-
ship, ard a0 far there's mo substantial eviderce
atherwise, [ don't douht Clinkon was flatiesed
by this needy, insccure young intern and priok-
ably indulged, as i his fashion. in warm hugs
Fopefally misconstrued by Lewinsky Despite
thig, hirwever, the andy basis o Starr's inguisi-
Linn and media prosecution is Lewinzky's self-
apgrandiang boasts and probable wishful Ban-
tagies, encouraged and entrapped by Tripps
tapes, I'm =till waiting lor—no pun intended —
hard evidence.
Ann Digvidson — Philadelphaa, PA

Chinton Condemnation Took Guls
Thanks to Merle Hoffman for hoving the guis
to mondemn Clinton for his edious belavier
“What's a Ferrist to do?, Summer 1998).
['m sure it eoaldn™ have been easy for you to
write that picee, amd, as a subseriber, I'm so
glad you did.
Elizabeth Vandepaer —New York, NY

HKate Millstt—Praise amd Dismay
“Dievatuing the learned” and “peonizing leam-
ing” by the two-tier system in American enl-
leges and araversibes [Kate hallett's “Out of
the Loop apd Crat of Print,” Sommer 1988] is
out ous Adjumet (temporary, part-time}
Fn'rrfr:fem (largely female!] are the migrnt
workera of higher education. It's an unjust,
nbuzive form of labor, And, it és & shame that a
brillimnd, ereative p.uH:hrﬂkm’. Kate Millett, 1=
offered £1,200 o teach & cne-gemester course,
Frankly, this piecework system in highser edu-
cation must be oppeeed. | appland the "'g'il:h:'
Eate Millet bas given to so many, | first read
ker as g teen in the eardy 1970: She desorves
besth kudicss amd miresy,
Suzan Monm — Camieys Palnt, MJ

I don't mesans to minimaze HKate Milkstt's despair
in aey way But | was stunned that OTT would
print her description of zuicides a2 people who
hixd the “courage of direct action,” as though
the sppropeiate thing for women to do when
others don't a inte us = to take ourselves
quuietly out of ther way Her statement is mot
cnly a dangerous nvitation o mallions of suici-
dal women; not only a farther blow to the self-
esbeem of the millioms who already regamd the
cantiviation of Uesr oun lives as the result of
cowardics; but alze a alap in the fauee to thuse of
us who have had the courage to live and to
refase to takee arders from our pain

Susan Hass — Zanesalle, OH

Correction
Eate Miflett’s article in B Summer 15998 Ok
The Lasuest, "0t o the Loop and Ot of Pring,”
stated that Jill Jetenston 05 0wk of prird, Theo of
knston's books, Admission Acocmplighed:
The Lashinn Nation Years—1970-75 / Serpere s
Tl and Marmalkade Me, with Dedorah oJoein
Westeyan Elniversity Presa) fove been re-

dsswed in poperbock thes yweoe On The Issues
rEgvels e error

Fighting far Abortion Access

In thie article, “The Fire This T [Sumrmser
1998 Muory Lou Greenberg does an excel-
lend job of documenting the kngths to which
anti-chice setivists will go in their attempis
to deprive women of reproductive choice. The
author wlse deseribes factors other than vio-
lenee whach affect women's aceess to shor-
teon dervices, including lack of providers,
mandatory waiting perinds, parental consent
baws and limited publie funding,

Readers might like to know that there
are over B0 abortion fonds in the Mational
Metwark of Abortsom Funds, all working ot
locnl and nistional kevels 1o increase amess to
aborfuom, meluding knereased pablic fanding.
Furda alsa raise momey to provide direrct
financial pid to women without resources or
health insurance to oever abortion costs.

I epvurage people who live in areas
witheut aborteon funds, to explore the pos-
sitiility of starting them. We can make ahor.
tion podsible for bow-inooime woneen a8 we
work fo rersove the barriers to abortion
acoess which affect all women. Information
iz availnble from the National Ketwurk of
Abartion  Funds, oo CLPP  Program,
Hampshire College, Amherst, MA 01002,
The Metwork's email  npddress s
clppithamp.hampshire adu

Barbara M. Melrose — Amherst, BlA

Cross-Gender Castimg

Marilyn Stasie’s “To Be Male ar To Be
Femple—That [s the Gestion; (s=mder, Sax
and Polibics in Hh.akﬁpmrr [Sumnmsr 19%3]
dermanded my reaponse, because [ feel that
many of the arguments for cross-gender
casting are made not becouse of a positive
new direction for theater, bul because boo
many bed mabe sctors hawve played these
rales hefore. Many of the scurces quoted in
ihe article refer lo the experience of hearing
Shakespeare’s text in & tofally new way —
giving them new ingght inte the play In
truth, every single actor, male or female,
ahould bring fresh insght to an aodienee
every time hie or she speaks a line,

| was most wpset by the pazsage in the
arbicde relerming to viedence on stage as
appearing to be move real when performed
by women. Yes 1 prew up playing “sobdiers
and cowhows,” bat T have alen, in lster Lifs,
had the unfortanate experience of being in
fights where the consequenoes were possibly
desedly. Thiz ia the expenence [ bring to a
stage fight, and any actar who an't gt
bevond, “uboh, here comes the fight scene”
and tell & story with that fight shouldr be
cast in the rmle in the first place.

1 believe that women's voices in the the-
aer, whether aa actors, wrbers, or directors,
are what's poing te save theatler on this con-
tarwent Froem & slow, boring death, hut whether
or fik there iz r castang 1% irrele
vanl, if the stary of the play iz not Merinat-
ed for the sudience. | have zeen many playa



with women io bepditicoally mals rolas, il
vy deli wikh bunw tha seney of the play
woy illominsted But plosts dan'l look mt
raguraer coRLng B4 B Babvakion Gy per-
forming , siply beceoee oo
manf bach paale aclam beve bubchered
Shnkarpepre's Lines ever the wears.

lav ML Borden — Hanses City, MO

ey Heellptis: Miedic s Baiber Trewlimand
I pm divmansed by the dismissivs tane of
Hatherige Fhon ptein m her artids
"Hﬁiﬂl'ﬂhﬂ:'i;ﬂﬂur Uf:'[ﬁn"ﬂ'lﬂéﬂﬂﬂ&lﬁ
was net oply condsenplooud of e
sernative health, abe displayed & dingm-
ing laek al empythy for the sick woman {ee-
tursd in e aclds Zhe algn exhibited op
Enpwledpe of holistic medicine—and
ahenwedl o0 daxire to learn abowt it either,
exrepd Liv repart oegutively pn tha pareanal
charsatudatos of the fiw holletic praetito.
ers whotm gl met.

The spars emald have ean hattar uk-
bized with an arlide gn how allopathic med-
biina hilka wenrtes, of balliuee of dellar year-
L snd disrnypte their bodies with poisooous
drugs and daogeenan poed wWon peesEACy M-
gical inbervemizars, instead of utiliving the
body's natursl abdltes b kel

A= 2 bedymind poychertherppiet and
holwtic health cducatar, [ encoursge ymao
Ly kuve aorieane whe hes suetensfully
Lreabed cancer with holistic mathedes ta
write B meaningfal article, The mamyr
women wha are a==king aoawers 1o their
walfering deserve better than derision
and superficiality.

Minm Bilver Phlh-- Warthingten, b4

awbtinbel ik EDchil inliniel il i eigfelrliotl
Mx Silver may, indesd, koow o great deal
abrut holistic medicine, Bul her letler
winld maiggest that uwhe knowa Littls abeut
journaliers. Why abould O The Jaaees rom-
chedgine & pepartsd piees fromm maecnn ko
practices, and coderses, gnd profita Eom
alternabye healing ml:H:-ﬂdl? [ the warld
af joarndlicen ameh veporrdyg wnild entail 8
perivms sonflict of ivtersat.

A article weitten by someamee whe by
gurccaafully troabed cancer with halislic
methods would be mevitwhly & plog fr
albermptowe mnedicine.

A welbreparted piece shenkd strive to
rRite TANF Dusakimns, whils nnt necorar-
Iy providing an endorsament. A & joutval-
iet, T mede oo offiet o say | was objective
Rather, [ preseneed evself 88 8 chamacter
in the article—ac ameone with my cen
bipsew, Ellewing & waklan in the grip of &
difficult decizion-making proocss, & m ol
oy Job to Forem the readars opinions.

And finslly, 88 to Ma, Silvar's blanket
deacription of allopathic Toediciee a8 kdlk-
iryg defenssless woroen oF krillsaas, the trach
iy Bar more emmplex tbun this wall-wam
witd hysterice] desyiption. A repont arsar

gtory in New Tork mupazioe, as well pe arti-
cles in tha Mew Tork Titees, deseribes con-
vardiardl ehedicios’s embrace of Bastern
healing techniques, peayee, acd laying omof
hpnde This tevoluticoary symeefy mgg-
nires thet while Wastern meditine may
teeat the body, it doos Jiktds b treat. the
saul And 1t i being practiced, sl deading
medical centera in Mew York

Schvietd Raotings Targol Fomuins
Sirew: ] repaired Lha Spring laaws, we have
seen Lhe mordersiehostings io junior high
aihuoe] seitings i several partn olthe conn-
¥ Aa I'va ligoned to the pews, ., I am
coosciout of the facl that il = young
BOYEMEN whe are daoing the shooking
aedl it peeos that quite frequently, the
intantioanl woims are female, wsually |
girliand whe has eoded a deting eclation-
zhip. Thia wan very much the sz 1 the
meshbamn ehoding and yet the madia, evexn
disskien, programs oo MPK, paid op
&ttentlon to che mieagmmiste chavecter of
the cheeting.

Id be inlerested in asaing OT] do ao
Jusue uA misngry in ils “wubtle” ur neidi-
o fm in oewr cwltare sush that even
Tibeseent tovmape hiys feed thel no girl
has a rpht 1o le=ak up with themo wnd that
they will make hey “sorey™ Lhat ke did aa.
I'd also ke terasted in the: Langieps con-
nechion G s wevoe, Thet is, thie sexwally
vialent langusge (fuck, sevew you) a8 weall
&8 military Jepaage thet bes beorme part.
of por & v comaeraetion and thot, io
Y opinlen desspalienss yeuth and peng
#tulte (male aod female! to the et that it
iF primasity wamen who rre Ehe victimy of
the peaudl and mililwy agresaes o
which thees now commmonly usad teems ars
darved,

Thank you 0T ix the only maguzme
thal 1 subgeribe to and 1 read it cover
cever And then pass it o6 to olher »omem
pantered grmps

Eﬂtm!ﬂlw Sputh Bend, TN

Sooall WA
Just 8 i b thaok yoa b providing dpoes
of your wonoerful meagrrine e delazale 1o
our sute NOW corficsnce beld o San Joee
tise wieeltend of Azril 24th, Everywhara I g
I prais: your megezios; it = tha best
WHIHENF W EAERe o the merket!

Heep un hemmo'sen — s abe diing
pood work!

Meg Bowman — San Joes, CA
71 wekcomm Initerr oad eumﬁerl
#Hem for publieabivm in fhe Hapazing
and o ifs wel wibe wnlesr oflerR
mpeciffod. Lefters may be edibed far
elorlty and apace, Send ko OTY, 3T-FF
Queeis Blodk, Saite (128 Flushing
NY 1035, or peail oy ot aRiesges
BecAe nyerom.
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POETRY REDUX

BY MERLE HOFFMAN

had gone to bed in my habitual way—very late, with some
difficulty, the muted sounds of C-Span droning in the
background. Houra after, dazed with sleep, | heard it.
Bomething about the prass being "the handkerchief of the
Lord.” The metaphor was so srresting that [ was unsure
whether it was the product of my own imaginative longings
or the result of a dream.
The wondering woke me enough to realize that [ was
hearing the part of Walt Whitman's “Song of Mysell™ in
which he answers g child who asks, “What is the grass™

it is the handkerchief of the Lord,
& scented gift and remembrancer designedly dropped,
Bearing the cwner's name some way in the corners, that
we may see and remark and say, Whose?

The image of the creator as a designer who drops his
handiwork for name recognition was extracrdinary in itself,
Even more remarkable was that this reading was being
broadeast firom the East Room of the White House.

Fully awske now, [ realized [ wae watching & replay of
a “Millennium Evening” celebrating Apml as National
FPoetry Month, Three poets laureale—FRoberi Pinsky, Rita
Dvowve, and Bob Hass—were reading from the best of
Americen poetry, Soon the words of Langston Hughes,
Emily Dhckinson, and William Carlos Williams filled my
bedroom, Then came the powerfully moving Sylvia Plath,
whose loee poem to her child begins:

Your clear eye is the one absclulely beauliful thing
[ waanl ta Fill i wath color and ducks,
The zoo of the new. .

Populating the zeitgeist with explosions of expression,
poetry and poets seem to be everywhere, There are poetry
bouts, where the poets alternate reading poems up to five
minutes long for a panel of judges who score them with
points for each “round,” sz in o boxing match; poetry slame,
where teams or individuals who may or may not be accom-
plished pocts compete Tor trophies; and peelry circuses,
which include both the above, plus roundtables, tag-team
poetry, and “conventional” readings.

The Netior magozine s now publishing more than
Calvin Trillin's political fouwr-liners, and the ingide front
cover of Tikkun magazine showeases a modern religions
paerm, The Village Voice reports that & national queer slam
has grown out of the nesd 1o create a salle space for gay and
leabian poets to slam. And poet laureate Joseph Brodsky's
American Poetey and Literacy Project distributes thousands
of copies of W00 Gamd Poems in track stops, supermarkets,
hotelz amd train stations acrmss the country every Apnl,

In a particularly leady mixture of creafivity and

capitalism, Marks & Spencer, the British department
store chain, has hired an in-house poet, making the com-
pany the first in the UK. (possibly the world) to do so.
Earning $1.600 a month, the experimental bard—Peter
Sansom, a father of four whose favorite poets inchude Allen
Ginsberg—represents an attempt by management to
“demystify the arts.[and] boost employee morale” He
holds hour-long peetry workshopa for emplovees four
times a month, Similarly, Poets in Residence assigned by
Britain's Poetry Society have been hired by Kew Gardens
and the BBC, and there are rumors that the London Zoo is
considering having one {no doubt to read Blake's *Tiger!
Tiger! Burning beight™)

Why =0 much poetry, and why now?

Johin Keats describes the post as capable of “being in
uncertainties, mysteries, doubts, without any irritable
reaching after fact and reason.” In a society that venerates
what iz observable and measurable; in a “culture" that
congtricts imagination and reduces much of creativity to
shallow, formlaic images, ia it poesible that we are wit-
nessing a renaissance of the peetic sensibility? A tropism
toward the internal and transcendant rather than the
material? & cri de coewr for meaning?

To Ralph Waldo Emersen, the great poet and essayist
who believed that all men live by truth, the poet 1z a ves-
sel, a receiver of the ultimate truth with the ahility to
impart it. When the truth and beauty of the world “ren-
ders most people mute,” poetry 15 a counterpoint of quiet-
ness, using langusge to evoke and provoke, [k speaks most
deeply Lo and of the silences, and resonates with the musie
of thought, Poets visit and rest in the spaces betweon
immediate experence and experence mediated by the ool
lective realitv—and poetry chronicles the landscapes of
those spaces, All poems are maps of interior jmarneys, and
poets are cartographers of the soul. The more intensely
evocative the map, the greater the poet.

The gift of poetry is in the challenge of the naming—
and bow much unnamed experience it can evoke, For the
Crerman existentialist philosopher Martin Heidegger:

The poat names he gods,
anad names all the hmgs
in that which they are. |
Poetry s the estabishing of Deing by means of the ward
Only and for the first time in this between is it decided,
who man & and where ha is seliling his existence

The truth of experience that poetry evokes awaits our
readiness to hear it. We memorize poetry as children with-
oul understanding, =0 that when our lives fill in the spaces
with experience, we will be able to graft some fragment of
poetry onto them. And in this way, we give our world and
the world meaning. The more people in any culture recog-
muze, practice, and create poetry, the more the map of
future experience is enlightened.

A dying culture kills amagination first, ﬂe]:ulm:ln,g it

M'Prl'- Hﬁﬁ"man?pubh-sher.fﬁi:mrrrr-c'-'ue_l'"-:.lr i:ln The Isauea, ig ﬁuud&r.pn:e.igqtgj" Gn'rp.:pﬂ- Hp.lraert.-r .'I-fﬂﬁm.f Cg.q;g.r jm: o
and Chotoes Mental Health Center in New York Ciky,
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with gleotypic images, banality, and miniminalist toos-
ings, When (he naming of an experience i9 superfical,
inaipdd; whea lowe Desoros aece; when death becames trte,
the reqult in the diminighing af individual snd epllective
EX rICTIo:,

O can aegue thal the political ie the andthesis of
the poetic, yet it s withio the postic panaibility—the deep
imagmnative leaps, the courspe to chart the unknown—
that & truly progressive pelitic sbuould reside. Muoch of the
joy, worsder, and awe of existencs finde cxpresaicn through
poedley, Many of our grest philosophics], theoretical, and
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ethical values are imparted through poetsy Perhaps our
national conversation zhoold focus on pretic Falues.

It my profeesional, political, and personal journeys, [
have visited many spaces. They are all part of who L am.
My own poulry is tied to my io-hetween statas—af beauty,
truth, pazo, loss, queshoning Now, when the axtarnal
waorld @8 to much with me; when I am burdened by the
functione and the ferms of living; when I feel as if my ron-
sciousness and imaroation are impriscoed by dady life,
poatry can help free me S0 hete [ offer soone of the mape
of my forneer parteya:

S0 here wa are wth bat rege and Gme,
“he dandefion anse A lion's toh row 9ansed intaa
remakes the adges of My wodd ina fuid ambigaity
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A MEDITATION ON THE SEA
by Phyllis Chesler

W'hEm im
doubt  or
trouble, but alsa
in times of joy, [
alwiys return to the sea: to put things in perspective. In
America, only the elements seem eternal, and as such,
afford splendid relief. Elements have the power to trans-
port me out of my salf Perhaps the sea is my Confessional.
Always, | come down emelling of the city and secalar anx-
iety, primed over with it. The sea washes all that away, [
am reborn in her salty beginning.

I meant to go to France, but when the trip fell
through, I found mysell driving out to the Hamptons, on
Mew York’s Long Izland, & place that, for me, is far more
than merely “trendy” I've written books here; the place is
my own splendid, shining, Amencan Riviera. [ need only
sepuint, slightly, and I can see Monet's Mediterranean: lush
green  foliage, dazzling
white light, sails on the
water, umbrellas on the
beach, the human enter-
prise—sandy, wet,  impos-
gibly hopeful.

Before [ szee her, [ can
hear her, smell her, taste her
in the air; she 15 misty-salty
o my tongue, pleasantly
rank in my nostrils, a rhyth-
i pounding in my ears, Tt
never fails. I am always
alightly overwhalmed each
and every time I first catch
gight of the sea, it is =0
heart-ztoppingly enormouws
and vet utterly familiar; it
brings one back to childhood summers—no, to a world far
older than that: to the very ongin of our species. When we
laft, we took the sopan with us; it 15 in our every cell, we
are, as baolegist Carl Safing writes in his recent book Sorg
o the Blee Sen, “zoft vessels of sen water, .70 percent of our
bodies is water, the same percent that covers the Earth’s
surface. We are wrapped around an ocesn within,"

In Amwerica, the elements remind me that life is short,
and therefore precious. Only the elements fruly comfort
me, Sky, sea, stars, all were here long before human beings
fir=t built camplires; with any luck, they may still be here
at the end of time. The elements test your mettle against
natural forces. The sea reminds us that we have to take
what comes as it comes, that some dizasters cannot be
avoided; that luck or fate is everything, but skill and
courage count too. Especially, expect the unexpected and
prepare: to ride it out, pray, die, live—and live hard,
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The town of Easthampton i1z 330 vears old, older than
the American Revelution, far older than thatl, since
Indisns onee lived here, On Aprl 29, 1648, white settlers
imainly Englishmen from Maidstone, in Kent, but some
from Holland and Wales, too) purchased Easthampton
from the Indians for 20 costs, 24 hatchets, 24 hoes, 24
knives, 24 locking glazses, and 100 muxes {tools for mak-
ing wampum), In 1660, a group of Easthampton men
bought Montauk for 100 pounds sterling,

Once, | owned a pre-Revolutionary cottage on Three
Mile Harkor [ never did find out whether itz earliest
inhabitants had besn whalers or tanners, soldiers or
preachers. Tradeamen, perhaps. [ do know that the house
was cold in winter and hot in summer, had low ceilings,
incredibly wide plank floors, emall rooms—but 1 was
charmed, instantly, by it long history. It belonged to this
place. The large, modern houses have yet to prove their

Ill America. the elements

therefore precious. Only the sea trul

staying power.

Monday: A rainy day, sea-side, Midmorning, the sky is
dark and Scandinavian-wintry; by midday, thunder rum-
bles, indoor lights keep flickering off, the sea is gray-black,
the air raw, wet, damp. There is no lightning, but the sky
ia pale and ominous, sheets of darkening rainwater slant
before our eyes; the sky closes in, descends owver the
waters, the sea turns up the volume, her waves grow
wider, wilder, white. A few wet birds sing. A lone figure
tradges along the beach. Friday: Today, morning is all haze
and fog, and the beach-walkers appear, as if in a dream.
One eannot tell &ir from water, land from sky, After five
days of steady, often torrential rain, suddenly, in a flash of
unannounced heat and light—the sun appears. [ do not
trust it, but I have no choice.

It is disingenuous, cruel perhaps, for outsiders to
romanticize an element in which they themselves do not



risk their lives. On a bad day Td call it slumming, or
even exploitation, as when heros die, are maimed, and
the bard is praised and enriched for telling their tale.
But it is oh s0 human to honor others for doing some-
thing we dare not do.

I have no illusions about the sea, which has been
known to wipe out a human being—no, entire shiploads of
sailors and passengers—in hours. Suddenly. Without. pity.
Only a hundred yards from land, minutes from rescue.
Sometimes, ships have gone down off the treacherous,
sandy bars of southern Long leland in full view of dis-
traught rescuers, who could do nothing. In 1850, ferminizt
writer Margaret Fuller, on her way home from Italy,
drowned only & hundred yards from the Fire [sland shore.
The cemeteries in Amagansett and Easthampton are filled
with monuments to native sons who died at sea and to
strangers who washed up on these shores: frozen in “great

remind me that life is short, and

v comforts me.

blocka of ice”, still clinging to shattered masts. The sea is
s lovely—for a killer. Malke no mistake: Despite sophisti-
cated rescue technology and hercic air- and sea-rescue
teams, here “weather*—hurricanes, gale-force winds,
rogue wives—remains a Major Player in human destiny.
iRead Sebastian Junger's book, The Perfect Storm.)
Although I used to gail, in my twenties, and will never
forget the blessing of calm waters and steady wind, or the
nights on board under the stars, [ lack the sailor's and the
fisherman's profound patience and courage in the face of
natural catastrophe. T am no Viking, or pirate (although I
love all the myths about them, the true stories even more),
I love the sea as metaphor, and from shore, safely
Although there was that one time, five years ago, in
Amagansett, when | was alone at the ocean’s edge and a
preat storm hit. All the houses arcund me were dark.
Someone called to say that the police were evacuating

Long lsland beachfront communities. And then the phone
went dead. Bain lashed the windows, sounded like hail, [
made myself a stiff drink and decided: “What the hell, 20
one Jew gets washed out to sea,” and went to bed, woke up
b a shimng Hampton morning.

It was as if the storm had never happened—but it
had. "Time is but the stream | go fishing in,” wrote Henry
David Thoreaw. 1 also fish, in other, more metaphoric
waters, Like sailors and fshermen, [ have premonitions. [
act an them. Deapite the dangers, and the high risk of fail-
ure, the wearing, boom-and-bust cycles of the writing life,
1. ton, keep returning to sea. [ have traveled through deep
waters, usually alone, my entive life, 30 T'm wsed to jt; it's
too late to turn back, too late to learn another way of being
in the world.

Orver the vears, I've asked mountain climbers, deep-
s divers, sailors, wildemess survivalists, what living in
Mature requires. They say: You must be
prepared, remain alert, never lose your
“pool™ or give up hope; they say your
chances of survival are better in a group
than alone. Encrmous patience is every-
thing. Time atandzs still, or is irrelevant
when one lives in the moment and for
the task at hand. One gets to where one
wants to go not at any cost, but rather
as & function of adjusting, and re-adjust-
ing to the weather, Is the sea too stormy,
the surf toos high? Is “getting there” on
time worth dying for? Can we get
“there” il we die?

Saturday,Montauk Harbor, 5:15 poo
The fleet comes in all at once, like a
school of fish, in formation, silent, safely
home [ note the tanned and barefoot
bove of summer on board. Ye olde fishermen would proba-
bly be amazed that there is only one commercial fishing
boat among them. All the rest are sport-fishing boats. It's
a recreational Armada. Still they keep coming, A mighty
brigade of stragglers begins to round the bend. One is fly-
ing a gkull and crosshones and playing the Grateful Dead.
The day is so very lovely that even this does not offend.

Sunday: A bride and groom are in each other's arms
on the beach, clese to the surf; all decked vut n white
gown and tuxedn, shoe-less, The sea is to be their witness,
their place of memory. It seems absolutely nght.

I am unanchored now, heading off, once again, into
uncharted waters, My mother recently died. The sea is my
mother now; the surf, her heartbeat. For the moment, it is
all I nesd. B

Dir Phyllis Chesler's latest ook is Letters to a Young Feminist,
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By Mimi Yahn

l:'l'n. riel froen hiers,

When my hushand and 1 moved to
Lonsgiana & year and a hall ago, all my
friends in Chregon said, “Aren’t you afrasd
of the hurricanes™ And 1 replied, “not
nearly nz much az T afraid of those sub-
duction zone earthguakes.”

Then they said, “Aren't you afraid of
the pollution™ Well, 1 replied, Il drink
bottled wates and tey not to sat too macl
shellfizh,

Then they zaid, "Arven't you afraid of
the vialenee? And T had to tell them the
truth.

Yes, D was afrasd of the wolence, | was
afraid of living in a town where the police
citns send out orders aver the palkoe rads to
murder citizens who speak out sgainst
their bratality and lawlessnesa, (Police
officer Len Davis was sentenced to death
i Nowember, 1006 for ordering the 1984
glayving of Kim Groves, o 32.yearald moth-
er of three who had filed a poliee butality
charge against kimo) [ was afraid af lving
in & town where the multi-billion-dollar
drug trade—which has Apped apart the
fabric of African, Latin, and Asian-
American family and community life in
every inner gily in Americe—is proteced
and even conducted by the local police and
powers that be. And ves, T was afrasd of liv-
ing in & town s4ill poverned by unspoken
lews, laid down pererations age, that
ks abiva Americn's  shamefol version of
apartheid

I'm 1o foal: I read Cry, the Beloved
Courtry when [ was eight years ofd. 1
knoow what sort of vielence is begotten by
the resentment reaped from hundreds of
years of contempt, hatred, and maltreat-
ment. [ know, too, a2 & woman in this seci-
ety that the contempl, hatred, and mal-
treatment taught by the dominant cul-
ture are well leamed by the subjuguted
class, And [ know just how vicious that
anger and resentment become when
turned inward toward one’s own, how
pxplosive they become when, at 1ast, they
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Southern Discomfort in New Orleans
The City of Good Things as long as you're rich and white

are turned doward the
perpetrator

And, wes, [ was
afraid of living in o
town where women
are viewed s the Flowers of the South,
flowees whose purpess iz to be eultiviated,
admired, pruned, restrained, displayed,
crosshred, plucked, thrashed, desseeated,
digearded, and eventually plowed under
by Southern men in order te uphold the
pride, virility, and supremacy of Southern
Munhood,

But, deep down, I kept telling myself
that. mayhe | waz wrong to be afaid of 2
place ['d visited only onee, eight vears
belure; wrong—pechaps even armsgant—
about my sssumptions; wrong to jodge o
town without having lived in it smellsd
it, walked its streets, and fallen n love
with itz extrasrdinary eulture, history,
anad people,

After six months, [ wrote o my
frierds

*Life here gives ug access to spectaca-
larly lush and beautiful swamps, bayous,
subtropical seenery, and bovely Gulf Coast
besches with werm water (unlike the
frigid water of the Parific!l; extracrdinari-
Iy fine, old fand mestly dilapidated archi-
tectural  wonders—Victorian  houses,
Italiamate mansions, Georglian mances,
tiny shotgun houses with porches bigger
than their living rooms, Cajun shacks
raised ten feet off the ground, and the
uhiquitous French colonial houses with
wrought-iron baleonies and tall, green,
wonden hurricane shutters for their full-
length windows; a joyous diversity of
vibrant, dstinctive cultures, including
Cajun, Creole, African, Yat, Vietnamese,
[slenn, Wative-Amerscan, Latin-American
and, af course, N'Awling' own brand of
Southern 118, a chimate that produces
hwricanes, thunder and lightring storms,
Toods, heat waves, sweat behind vour eye-
balls, summer nights that feel like soft
back welvet mine monthe of the year,
warm rains, balmy breeses, and year-
reand gardening—it is 8 climate that 1=
sultry, exciting and wef, and it troly makes
my haart sing; food that is so good, oh it is
a0 good, T swear 1o you it like good sex:
and whether it jazz, blues, Cajun, Zydeco

or whatever, I'm telling you they gof some
of the best music in the workd here,

“But the cacizoy. The racism is some-
thing else. Mever have [ witnessed such a
virulent, nggreasive, congenital, and prowd
hatred of anything African, And mever
b T seem blacks g0 submissive. I iz abch.
ening and depressing. The privilepe,
power, aned deference enjoyed by whites i
extranedinary; it stinks of 5 centures-old
tradition which commands respect and
allegianee, and which &= in no danger of
being overturned”

After eighteen months, 1 have
learned things.

I lesrned that the childeen of New
Orleans go to schools which rival, and
even surpass in flth, decay and neglecdt
thoee of the most impoverished Third
World nations, 1 beamed, as does every
child, that Mew Orleans—from its citizen-
£y b ats power structure—gplaces no value
on the lives and the fotures of her chil-
dren. New Orleans instead squanders
hundreds of millions of dollars in carpet-
bagging schemes o apen casines and in
corporate-friendly tax breaks, while zend-
ing her chikdren b schools not fit for dogs.
Hevw, them, do our children rad grow up
became hopeless, angry and viclent?

I learmed that the police department
18 indesd middled with incompetenee,
tise. Here i Mew Orleans, it is the nich
who enjoy the prvileges and pratections
offered by the police, while the poor must
become adept at dedging bullets, How do
people wheee grvernment has ahandoned
them to fend for themselves among the
drug-dealing cops and gun-toting gang-
sters mot become: winlent?

I learned that, despite the receat sat-
Ty againzl vialence by s0 many upstand-
ing eatizens, violenos has always served o
purpode in Mew Orleans. From territorial
wars o slavery, this city could not have
been banlt withoot viclenos, New Orleans
i= not unique in this. What iz unigue is
that New Orleans, along with the rest of
the South, has elevated denial to an art
form, thereby enabling them to tum
embarrassing episodes intn symbale of
homar, and & violent past inwo an even
msore violent futurs,



PO COUNTESY L

Those wha f'm'gq:l. their past cannol
besirny fram it. I am peminded of this each
time 1 hear & white person use the *n”
wird. | am reminded of this when the bocal
telecasters air news about foothall stars
raping a woman at gunpoint during their
aporta segment—as if rape were just
another male spectator sport.

I am reminded continually that wio-
lence has existed here all along But the
violente that has always and daily defined
the lives and limitz of every woman and
BYETY African-American in this town has
only now become important, only new
berome warthy of official actxon—because
rivw 11 nffiects those who have lived so fong
in privilege amd serenity

Finally, I learned that the three pil-
lars wpon whxh Lowsiana has alwars
stood=—rehigion, money and patriardhy—
are beginning o eollapse fram their own
stractural weakness. It is inevitable that
an economy built an patronage, gresd and
disregard for the future will evenbually
fail to funetion: it iz inevitable that the vio-
lenee uzed to enforce male supremacy will
eventually engulf itaell and it 18 inevitahle
that o populace taught to passively accept
the dictates of a supreme being will not be

Reel Danger

Why Women are Boycotting Movies

By Margaret Morganroth Gullette

hiere is & guiet, subversive movement

under way that involves women boy-
cotting movies that deplet violence
against women. As | write this, I'm
boycotting Coppcat and Breaking the
Waves: a flim professor | know, NI
by Maouth; and fwo younger
women, Screarm. When | tell people |
started my boycott after the stalking
scene in Silemce of Ehe Lambs, women
flare up with their own boyoott histo-
Hes. One named the Coke-bottle scens
in The Long Gooobiye. Another said dis-
gustedly, <1 walked out of The Fiano
right after he cut off her finger and the
camera lingered on her lying in the
mud,” Everywhare | go—New England,
L.A., lowa; lunches, parties, weddings—
I find these spontaneors |tthe sects,

actrve  in bringing
about  change, To
Lw::r_',rlhjn_g'—:w]'u_p-
tion, violence, pover-
ty=—they shrug and
ga VIt Ceodl's wall”
Certainly this is an
easler respans: Than
eonfranting the reali-
ty that haseon will
tauses such misery; certainly this absolves
s of pur reaponsibility to act.

After sighteen months, | wrote to my
frigmds: “Down here the real authority iz
religon, so instesd of eommunibies crga-
nizing to confront and chase out the dirty,
little drug dealers or the corrupt, greedy
poliee who are profecting the drug dealers,
churches organize praver marches and
prayer vigls, which have, 5o far, been very
effective in convincing the people that
they muat put their faith and trust in
Gid because they are belpless, incapable
of changing anything through their ewn
valition "

Maybe my newcomer's view of the
death and decay of New Orleans is lacking
in brst understanding of this town's—and
the South’s—intricate, measurel progres-

refieved to have company in their
reslstence to misogyny, This is an
unreported national movement, and
making the boycott and itz ratio-
nales known is all it nesds to ba
effective.
We needn't agree on one anather's
choices. Rather, in these indignant
groups, women focus on the dangers of
adding to our already mountainous
archives of sadistic imagery. We are
full of ideas for improving the cultural
climate.

| was not becoming inwned to vie-
lence by seeing more. Instead, lke
someosne developing anaphylactic shock
after consecutive bee stings, | was get:
ting sheker Evary woman | know
increasingly refuses to subject hersolf
to the humiliation. semow, paranoia
and terror,

My theary i that identitying with
female victims can cause “vicarious vie-
timization,” This concept is all too famil
iar to domestic-videance counselors, who

Mimi Yahn and hushand

sion; after all, I've
only been here w
ahort time. But in
that time, ['ve oot
SEEN EOVENTITENT OF
leal  churehes dao
anything for people
liviny in terroe in the
pregects,  Tve  md
zeen political or reli-
givus will stop the bullsts ar the hyper
macho gang culture.

In that time, 1 have seen the wealth
and the power of the churches used for
mpanizing prayer vigils and ecounthess
fumerals, but not far organizing eommmuni-
tié yunder siege, ['ve seen the utker disre-
gard shown by whites for the epidernic of
crime, drugs and official malleasance
which has been slowly destroving the
blaeck commnunities for vears. And T've seen
all af Mew Orleans still incapable of rais
ing her children with Jove, dignity, respect
ard freedoen Fom violence. Il

Mimi Yohn iz a freelanee weiter living in
HI?‘JI’JI:I'H'. IJ'.&'JL"-!I'IE!T. Fm"l?:l.l'l'l!_'i. l\dl.l?" FP'.‘I:I'.I!EFI
in Cregon where she was the editar/pub.
{isher of Femninist Broadeast Quarterly.

listen repeatedly to stories of threats,
beatings, rape. Thay have leamed that
urlexs they too gel counseling, they
can become psychically weakened by
continual exposude 1o such horrendous
stories, To live even vicariowsly in a
wiodd structured by make violence
against women s dsky. Assailed by
images of women unable to fight back
oF escape, counselers imagine them-
selves vulnarable and helpless,

Al women are forced to fve to
some extent in such an imagined terror-
ist state. Battedng. rape. and murder
get raported ever mare fregquently by TV
and newspapers, with horifying details.
Movias can do even mare harm because
of the emotive power of the narrative,
Wrriter, director, cinematographer, editor,
compeser—all aim to keighten our
sense of impending, appalling harm, to
sharpen our dread. | fear this malice. |
ko the movle makers had thess goals
in mind—not my pleasune.

Wormen who boyeott Instinctively
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understand vicasious wictimization, Thay
may reascnably fear that they will be
waalkened in their domestlc relations
with men. Merely deciding tagether on
film fare may kead to arguments with
anie's pariner. Somatimes his make
pleasure in viewing ersticlzed viobence
treats her femabe “unplessure” a5 a nui-
SAMCE.

There are consequences for couples
who see vholence together. All intimate
relationships involve constant negolia-
thons, from sexval to psychological to
parental and financial. A woman might
find herself, after years of vicarious vic-
timization, weakened in all thess negoti-
ations. One woman naticed that an the
nlghts they ses male-on-female wiolence,
her partner regularly seems interested in
having sex, although she's repelled. |s
this still vicarous?

Waming men abowt becoming sicari-
ous perpetratorns i entical, especially in
light of studies like that by Daniel G,
Linz at the University of Calilornia at
Santa Barbara, that invelves college
men watching violent and degrading
images. The stisdy shawed that after
such viewings, tha men lost both thedr
sense of repugnance at assaulis and
their empathy for female victims in real-
Mfe sltuathons such as rape trials,
Marratives of male-on-female violence
higlp to noomalize cruelty: Some men
become less ashamed about escalating
their power,

| comnect desensitication both to
arguments with ona“s partner and o
actual battery and murder. 50 do other
cultural critics, But they pull back from
obviows conclusions. Todd Gitlin, Mew
York University professor and author of
numerous books an soclal critkcksm,
wrote, “That media violence contributes
to a climate in which violence is legiti-
mate—and there can be no doubl of
this—does not make it a significant con-
triburtion to vicdence on the streetl.” | dis-
agree. Using visual art to brutalize men
and victimize women payehalogically is
an evil. Boycotlers resensitine  us by
saying, “This evil is urgent enough o
cause wamen to protect themsehves
agalnst it and to ask for men’s coopera-
tion.”

The Hollywood rating system has
failed us, The PG-13, R, X designations
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arg esgentially a foom of age-gradad titilla-
tion that doesn't address women's con-
cems, framing the debate as i it wers
ahout baing “old anough” to endure vie-
lent images and “cool enough” to enjoy
them. Some film reviews in newspapers
and magagines now indicate negatives
parenthaticalty {“violence™), But one word
can't tell me what | would be lebtling
miyself in for. Reviewers need to get spe-
cific. They need a code with ample com-
mentary. M for Murder. R for Rapa, T for
other Terfures. YEW when the victim is a
Young Beawtiful Woman, as she typically
is. Mo fair talking up “esthetic values™
without exposing a film's sexist inventinns
designed to elevale male testosteromne
and elicit good reviews,

Women gel suckered into seeing
movies they wouldn't have seen if they'd
only known. | would have shunned Deaih
Becomes Her if a reviewer hiod written: “T
(Tortures). Female aging ls 50 grotesgue
it amounts to mutilation.” Despite its
comlc suriace, the movie gave me night-
mares. One comment on Devil fa 2 Blue
Drass should have been: “Red-hot poker
prepared foi.. you guessed t, YEW.” In the
absence of sensitive reviewing, people
warm one ancther. One woman said happi-
Iy, "My sons warm me.” If sons boyootted,
the future cowld really be different.

Ome cwrent effect of the boyoott is
that when men ses movies labeled as
desensitizing, they go alone. They leave at
home their girlfriends, sisters, wives, and
mathers. They sit by themselves.
Eventually, some will realize—to borrow a

The Black Matriarchy

It takes a lioness to raise young lions

By Marcia L. McNair

lack women do mot make good wives,”

gid the well-dressed, arfaculate back
man on The Kicks Loke Show_ In political.
I correct disheliel, the ssdience screamed
at his bold remark. Several Afriean.
American women rushed o the micro-
phone to challenge his view that they de
ok possess the requisite qualities of sub-
missiveness and domesticity essentinl to
being & “good wife.”

I asked ey girliviends what they

phrase of one critic—"theése ane he Stig
parties of the damned."”

Somie Kinds of film vislence may be
necessary. The scene of attempted rape in
Theima & Lowise demonstrates bluntly
how tar women will go fo protect each
other, But the newest ploy |s to justify
vinlence as “empowering.” In Female
Perversions, not one bul two aclresses
slice their awn skin, Maybe prople wil
stay away from that type of vicarous vie
timization in the same way that many
Alrican-Amaricans diecide they doa’t
meed 40 see another movie with a lynch-
ing. no matter how well made.

Boyeoiters nesdn’t be defensive.
Bedng reguired to prove that we're not
wimpy or Philistine is hostile. Let's turn
the tables. Let's ask, "Why are YOU
Eming?"

Meed | say that all this has nothing do
with censorship? Boycotting is a farm of
free speech. If i swept the country,
maovies might change. But if they do not,
the human relations of the women who
stay home—and the men whe atay with
them—would change profoundly,
Natiohwide recognition of boycotting
would help to detoxifty American cufture
and advanee women's freedoms. [l
Margeredt Morgeamth Gullette, o resiclent
schodar in Womens Studies of Brondels
Universily, 15 cuthor, most recently, of
Declining o Decline: Calbaral Combat and
The Palitics af the Medlife which wor the
1948 Emily Toth Prize for the best fominist
haok an Ardérican J’Julr.lullﬂ.l' n.u:l'.ru'nr.

thought of the comment. Most
found it laughable. But why,
underlying their wisecracks ([
don't want to be a wife T need a
wife,” zaid one vpwardly mohile
friend), did [ sense an unensiness? As an
African American woman, married ot the
time, the remark repwskened certain
latent inserurities in me abaut desirability
and feminirty Al Afvican-American
women have lived with those insecurities
ginee the 1Tth century. And as Paula
Giddens noted 10 her landmark historical
analyzis When and Where T Enter; The
Tenpeect of Bleck Women on Bace and Sex in
America, Victoman efhics dictated that
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true women did not work outside the
hoee, an unrealiatic chosee for the major-
ity of Mack women, past and present,
whase men have been denied equal access
tir emplisyenent.,

Yet much to my chagrin, even a8 an
Aftican-American woman who had spent
m great deal of her life in the study and
dizputation of sterectypes about us, |
found it hard to be angry with the suda-
cious brother becausze, for the most part, 1
apreed with him. I, for one, never saw the
traditional helpmate a= the role 1 should
gspire to in marrage.

My anti-wife conversations were the
hint of things to come: A vear later, my
husband filed for divoree. He seemed to
agree with the talk show guest. But after
a lifetame of struggling with labels desig-
nating whe [ am, either as a black person
or & woman, [ am finally able to aoept
one of the most contentious snes: bluck
matriarch,

I was ten years old in 1967, when
Daniel Patrick Moymihan's now infamos
report “The Megra Family: The Case for
Natwonal Action” describad the “reversed
ride of hushand and wife” as the cause of
urban social patholagies in nonwhite com-
munities, Every black person of impor-
tance, from polibical achivists to scciolo
gists, took up the crusade to discredit the
report, mainly by denyang the exastence of
the black matriarchy, and leaving the
patriarchal nudear family unchallenged
as the ideal construct. And like so many
racially and socially copscious African-
American women, my own mother was
viifarously oppesed o the idea of 8 Mladk
matriarchy, taking litthe time to consider
the fact that she had headed mer house-
hold alome for nearly six years.

If ever there waz a conflcted mle
model, T'd say my mother was it. She
fouml the idea of & dominant woman con-
temmptible, but she was only able fo sup-
port. our family by being just that, Her
journey from welfare mother to director of
the lecal community center embodied the
definitive matriarchal qualities of leader-
ship and assertiveness. Yel, despite her
professional and personal successes, she
always felt herself inadequate when it
cams o raiging my mischievous younger
brother. She insisted, in coneurrence with
gociaty, that his troubles were due to his
being u fatherless boy. Like mast people,

she never [ooused on the Fact that many of
the strong black msen we knew, ar knew of,
induding the patriareh in owr family, were
proclucts of the black matmnrehy

My love-hate relationship with the
black matriarchy continued through my
bwenties and nto my early thirties,
becomimg mest intense during my first
pregnancy. When my zon was bom, 1 was
happy that he was healthy, but useasy
with the idea tha 1
would be a single moth-
BT Taising & boy
Thaugh my son, Eahhl,
wis apparently well-
atjusted, evervthing 1
had Teard and read
seemed to predict the
contrary. My decisive
mament came when, at
the age of three, after
ohserving my daily mit-
wal s fromt of the mir
ror, Hahll asked for
soame lipstick. This was
enough to put the fear
of God and Bevlon into me. I had o find a
male role model fir my son before he was
“emazculated” by me, the “black matri-
arch.” | plunged into the dating scens
mare b And a father for my son than a
mate for mysalf,

Finding a Spouse was easy

It wa=n't difficult to find & husband.
Though the mage of the single Afncan-
Aunerican woman as “wakting toexhale” is
quite pogular, the majority of black single
wamen | know (with and without chil-
dren ) e not wnmarmed sodely becauss of
a lack of marriageable men. There are
many black men wheo are emotsonally and
fnancially secure. Yet the notion that
there 15 o shortage of good black men ia so
prevalent. that the Million Man March
was needed b disprove 1L A Lictle known
fact, and [ dare say the best-kept seerel
amsong Africon-American women, i that
we have plenty of opportunities Lo pel
married but aften opt nol bo, for reassns
that have litthe to do with the suitability
al hlack men.

I believe we are simply more comfort-

Amihor faregreend) as a chald, with
her mother, sharily atiar the aow
discredfied Moysihan reporl on

“The: Magro Family.”

phle heading our own households, bath
becaus=e most of us geew up n matoarchal
households, and becavse of the stromg
emphasis black families place oo the pur-
sult of education and employment s the
moad to racial equality. Race pulls rank on
Temaleness. A black gid’s personal respon-
sibility o elevate the race through acade-
mie and profeasional achbevement takes
priority over raizing children, The familial
“when-are-yeu-going-ta-
get-marmied™ s miost
likely to be asked only
after the  African-
Amenican  woman  has
miade it.

My shart-lived mar.
nage was & casualty of
my indepepdencs more
than anything else,

Now, several vears
after my divores, T've
finally come to terms
with my matriarchal
tendencies There's
something about step-
ping acroas the threshold of my own Little
base that brings out the loness in me,
and who better than & lioness to raize
yoang lsons? 1 teach my boys to imitate
my toal, it my toaletry, For the latter,
they have plenty of fathers (related and
adopied | who are role models for them,

Instead of blaming the black matr-
archy for the problems in the Afncan-
American eommunily, sociely needs o
attack the real culprit=—the oppression of
sen, elass, and race; for i by some miracls
every black howschold became a twoepir-
enb ane, tee black commumity woald still
be dispropertionately plagued by high
levels of erime, drug abuse, and umem-
ployment @ long as these els exast
Therefore, 1 am making peace with myself
s a black matriarch, ridding myseld of the
guilt and the shame, reclaiming the label
tp the point where | often paraphrase
James Brown's ode to black power: *Say it
lone, T bileke, mateiareh, and proud.” W
Murreig MWelNair teackes Erglish prd four
reliam af Massou Community College in
Neaw York and isab work on her first roved,

v The fasues acoepts personal opinisn éssays for Talking Feminist of ap to 1000 wards in
Jergth for which we pay $126, Plesase send o selladdressed stamped envelops with subimds-
gioms, Char edktors canmot comament unless manuseripls are soapled,
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