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"This at last is bone of my bones from cavities of bones
and flesh of my flesh; spun
she shall be called Woman, from caverns of air
because she was taken out of i, woman-bred of man
Man." taken from the womb of sleep;
Genesis I: 23 i, woman that comes

before the first,

to think second
to believe first

a mistaken conundrum

erased by the motion of years.
i, woman, i ‘
can no longer claim

a mother of flesh

a father of marrow i
I, Woman must be

the child of myself,

Pat Parker
from Child of Myself
(see inside p. 4)
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arers Go Furst

"Sure, I would like to come
and to start moving politically,
how do I know that lesbianism is
a fad?” "How can I be sure that
these women that are here now will
be around to support me in five or
ten years?" I'"There is so0 much that
you have to put on the line or give
up--family relations, old friend-
ships, maybe financial security. I
just have to think about it a lot
more." "I'll wait a while to see
how things go."

These are familiar statements
from women who know they are faced
with making changes in their lives.
Those specific decisions are going
to be different for all of us., If
you are straight, it may mean coming
out. It you are lesbian, it may
mean taking a more aggressive and
purposeful approach toward lesbian
politics--wondering "Should I or
shouldn't I, and if so, how much?"
We are faced with choices all our
lives and as lesbians trying to build
a political movement we need to think
about the risks they involve, the
commitment that comes cut of thenm,
and what things keep us from taking
those risks.

J Lest we start throwing "risk
and commitment'" around like every-
one agrees about what that means,
let me define what I mean. If some-
thing looks risky, you must be a-
fraid of something. Something is
about to be put on the line. You
ask yourself whether it's worth it,
It may place something else in dan-
ger--your control (the certain
learned methods by which you handle
things and know to some extent what
to expect), your friendships, your
self-image, your money, etc. You
risk losing something that is im-
portant to you, for the sake of
something which may or may not be
better. Since you are putting some
of your security in jeopardy, what-
ever happens in the end, you are
making an investment. Naturally,
you hope that it pays off, and you
dedicate yourself to seeing that it
does. That's commitment. The only
sure thing is that the first deci-
sion is going to teach you something
and that subsequent decisions will
be affected by it. You know that
before you take the risk. And from
that knowledge proceedeth fear.

One of my friends expresses her
feelings on the subject of risk vis-
a-vis her experience with art. You
get an idea in your head about some-
thing that you would like to express

out
but
not

artistically. On the heels of the
inspiration comes the fear that
what's in your head is not going to
turn out right on paper or whatever.
Maybe you will not be able to meet
your own standards and will not be
satisfied with the result. Or may-
be other people will reject or ridi-
cule your results. To go to work
in spite of that fear is to take a
risk and find out what you can do.
Not to take the risk is to back-
slide. You preserve your image of
what you would like to have done
and protect yourself from the pos-
sible trauma of not succeeding--
which allows that fear to keep on
working. Since you didn’t push
through fear the first time, it be-
are dissatisfied, and the whole
thing begins to block out inspira-
tion.

We go through a similar process
in making political decisions about
our lives. Two times when I had to
take that kind of pelitical risk
are especially clear to me. The
first was when I came out. I was
at a fancy eastern women's college.
When Women's Liberation hit the cam-
pus, I began to do a lot of elemen-
tary women's liberation reading and
a lot of hard thinking. In not too
many days, I had reached the con-
clusion--partly academic and partly
emotional--that I probably should
be a lesbian. The decision was a
fairly easy one for me to make. It
was mostly personal--only indirectly
political. It was made much easier
by the fact that soon after 1 made
the choice, I began a love affair
with a woman who turned out to have
been gay for several years.

Putting lesbianism into a poli-
tical framework and coming out
publicly was a much harder decision.
After a while several women in our
consciousness raising group at
school had become lesbians. Largely
because of being pushed by politi-
cal lesbians from New York, we
realized that becoming gay was not
the end of the story.

Women's Liberation, at the time,
was a crazy enough thing to be doing
on that campus, The idea of coming
out, of saying you were gay and
thought other women should be gay
scared me shitless. I was afraid
of what other people would think--
the other women in Women's Libera-
tion, the campus intellectuals, the
debutantes, my family and old
friends. 1 also just didn't know

ourselves. Jealousy, monogamy, noi

‘things that none of us were part

what it would mean to my life. It

seemed like there could be no going
back and there was a long road lying
before me that I knew nothing about.

We started pushing the issue
of lesbianism, and we quickly fousd
out what it meant to "lose your =
terosexual privilege." At Women'é ’
Liberation meetings, no one would
listen to us anymore. We were i .
levant because we were a bunch of
lesbians and they were not. Some
old friends became standoffish;
many acquaintances became openly
hostile. There was a dyke scare
People stopped coming to meetings

and Women's Liberation fell apart
We also had a lot of problemsamo%

cularly experienced in handling.ojmmd
There was a lot of confusion and =
pression. I think we each found

a lot of things about gurselves a
grew fast and hard politically.

But it wasn't no rose garden.

After I left college, I live
alone for a while--occasionally
spouting my politics at work, g g
to the bar and sometimes to meetipglg
It took me some time to,realiée 3¢
I was sliding back into my olde
patterns of resistance--rﬁddle-w
defensive, liberalsville. Since I
had taken the /'big step" early, I
guess I felt let off the hook for
a while. I didn't want to put my-
self into any more scarey situations
I was beginning to feel secure and
did not want to risk losing that
security. I was also very much in
love with a woman who did not push
me politically.

I met the women I work with
now, One of them, in particular,
began to question me very hard about
what I was doing (not doing). I
realized that I wasn't growing poli-
tically. Before long I saw that I
was going. to have to pull the rug
out from under my own feet again.

It was going to mean breaking up
what I thought was the romance of a
lifetime, and going to work with a
group of people that I hardly knew.
Putting politics over emotions has
never been easy for me. But I had
learned by that time, that once you
know you have to move, you're dig-
ging yourself a rut to sit in if you
don't do it. =

Some women resist commitment
to political lesbianism because it
may be a passing thing--some kind of
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