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Editor’s Introduction

A hf.etnmf—: ago | thought doing an issue on our mothers would be a
Iughtodlver.slon. It was not to be. There were rumors that dykes with good
r-elatlonshlps: with their mothers existed and were going to contribute ar-
ticles, but with one or two exceptions, they seem to have been too com-
placent. Summer vacations perhaps. And so once again, | present you
with a volume of scorching intensity as only lesbians can do it. And |
have to say, | don‘t think any number of articles about loving moms can
save the institution of motherhood after this one.

The class column returns to LE in this issue, under the guidance of
Bridget Collins.

LE is now going to be available on cassette. If you would like to help
record LE on tape, let me know.

This is the third intense issue in a row, and | do not want dykes to
begin fleeing at the sight of an LE cover. We are going to have a change
of pace. You may remember | said this issue would come out in 92 or
my name wasn’t Fox. Well it didn’t but I'm still Fox. I've decided |
neither can nor want to do more than one issue a year, and so | am
going to return to my earlier plan of alternating issues with guest editors.
This way perhaps LE can come out twice a year!! LE 5:2 is going to be
edited by Jackie Anderson, and here’s what she’s up to:

Community Building * Public Policy * Movement Building

As lesbians, we are often in conversation concerning community—do we have
one, what should it be like, what do we owe it, what does it owe us, who has a
right to be considered a member, and what should be its relations with other
communities. We often struggle concerning how we should respond to les-
bians who define as sexually liberated, who practice s/m, who steal, who

abuse drugs, who batter, who are/are not feminist or lesbian enough, etc.

The December 93 issue of Lesbian Ethics will be a forum for us to share some
of our ideas concerning our community. Deadline is October 1, 93.

Send inquiries and manuscripts to: Jackie Anderson, Humanities Dept., Olive-
Harvey College, 10001 South Woodlawn, Chicago, IL 60628.

LE 5:3, which | will be editing, will be the Radical Healing issue. And
after these last 3 issues we need it. The focus is new ideas and practical
methods for healing across the widest possible range. Deadline is April
1, 94. Both short and long pieces are welcome.

| welcome proposals from potential guest editors, in keeping with LF’
Authors’ Guidelines.

Fox




Lesbian Luggage: Incest, Lesbians,
Psychosexuality, and the Next Generation

Sid

Part 1: A Pattern of Incest Complicity in My Matriline. ( How | found out
I was passing along an incest pattern to my daughter.)

Part 2: I’'m a Lesbian but Don’t Want to Be in a Roomful of Them.
(Thrashing Around in Unsafe Space.)

Part 3: What's This Sitting in My Lap? Lesbians and the Next Generation.
(Connecting with Girl Children.)

Part 4: Psychosexuality.

Part 1: A Pattern of Complicity in My Matriline

“I'm strong like my mother,” is one of my earliest articulated thoughts.
Her skirt hem rippled as she pursued her whirlwind pace of housekeep-
ing. | was in awe. Energy and determination were basic to her personal-
ity. She washed with a hand-wringer, hung clothes outdoors, sprinkled
them damp and ironed them to perfection. She swept, used a carpet-
sweeper, later a vacuum, mopped, waxed, made beds, cleaned walls,
ledges, baseboards, sinks, toilets; she darned, sewed clothes for three
children, and cooked. Always cooking! She never complained, never
varied, never expected appreciation, just did it, whatever was next. She
was Vesuvius, a force of nature,

It was clear she expected me to mature into the same thing. As soon
as | was old enough to lift an iron | was set kneeling on a chair to press
handkerchiefs and pillow cases. Before starting school | could mind m
two younger siblings, polish silverware, wash and dry dishes, set the
table, scour sinks. At a young age I learned the pace and self-sacrifice of
drudgery—no questions, no complaints. This was my “strength in the
female line” that I called on, later, to get me through my hungry years.

Other things about her | to this day don't like. She’s uncomfortable
with discussion, especially if it's personal, keeps her opinions to herself.
She repeats two maxims about talking: “If you can't say something nice
don’t say anything at all,” and “Don’t speak unless you are spoken to.”
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There were other severe rules inherited from her mother, a snuff-
chewing virago with a mean backhand: “Never say ‘no’ to your parents,
and “Always answer adults with “Yes, sir’ and ‘Yes, ma'am’.” This grand-
mother scared the daylights out of me, the way she never smiled and
was always beating my cousin Susie out behind the outhouse. She yelled
at me, threw basins of water at me, and locked me in a bedroom; though
I lived in terror of it, she never beat me. Perhaps my mother intervened
on my behalf, | will probably never know. Luckily 1 only spent two
weeks, once a year, at her farm.

Looking back I’m surprised at how often | was punished for things |
said. In addition to failing to show verbal respect, or speaking at wrong
times, 1 was punished for saying bad words. “Lie” was a bad word;

“fib” was OK. “Yeah” was bad—too slangy. For slips | had my mouth
washed out with soap. For respect infractions | was slapped, spanked or
switched. The face-slapping left me with mildly impaired short-term
memory, especially for people’s faces; the switching has left me deeply
antagonistic toward willow trees.

My personal cross to bear was being ‘too smart for my own good.’
Punishment, of course, was ‘for my own good.” According to my mother,
<he’d had a wonderful childhood and if anyone got punished it was ‘for
their own good.’ | knew better. | had heard about the time Grandpa
horsewhipped my mother so badly she missed school for a week. After
hearing this story, I'd been grateful that she’d used willow wands and not
horsewhips on me. | swore | would never hit my children if | had any.

I had one, in 1969, shortly after leaving home for college and three
years before Roe v. Wade. | dealt with life as best | could on my own:
married the child’s father briefly, discovered via the Women'’s Liberation
Movement (WLM) that | sexually preferred wimmin, divorced, moved,
settled down with a lover, raised Jill. At 38 | was politically radical, had
left teaching for a reliable blue-collar job, and was well into my secon
long-term relationship; the first had ended amicably. Jill was in high
school, doing well, and financially | could make ends meet. Yet disquiet,
like a mushroom, apparently nurtured by the relative tranquility of my
life, was growing inside me. During quiet moments | felt a bellyful of
gnawing anxiety.

I had a few hints of what it might be. I'd read Alice Miller’s work on
how violence and sexual abuse repeats itself from generation to genera-
tion.! 1 understood her point that a person’s obsessions reveal the nature
of unremembered childhood traumas. | had an obsession: prehistory.

| was fascinated with the era before writing. Miller’s work suggested
that something significant happened to me in my personal history before

"
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words, that is, before the age of three and a half. Also, in the past year
I'd been glancing through books like The Best Kept Secret and Kiss
Daddy Good Night,? for no particular reason.

My lover Annie, a New Age enthusiast, suggested we experience rebir-
thing. Why not? Like a fool, I sped headlong into my personal snake pit.

I do not recommend rebirthing. Rebirthers are not trained to recog-
nize, much less deal with, true psychological crisis. The breathing exer-
cises took me not to my birth experience but to a horrifying vision in
which | was tortured by someone whose face was obscure. This un-
leashed a torrent of disorienting fear, pain, and rage, which neither | nor
the rebirther had a clue about how to handle.

Annie caught the brunt of my rude awakening. For several days | alter-
nately raged at her or wept on my bed. | couldn’t be touched. And yet |
truly had no idea of what was wrong.

Worn down, Annie told me to get help. I found a decent Jungian in-
cest specialist, a lesbian, under whose guidance imagery began to flow
from within. | dreamed about my grandfather and naked toddlers. |
recalled a repetitive dream Id had at ages four and five in which an
elephant tickled me with his trunk until | screamed in pain. I felt tremen-
dous relief when | could articulate that | hated for men to touch me.
Guided, | became strong enough to see a roaring whiteness inside
myself. | determined to see behind it.

| faced a white door. Inside was a crib in which a toddler-aged child
curled up in fetal position, screaming. Intense pain streamed from her in
the form of colored ribbons. I stood transfixed, helpless. Though | knew
she was a part of me, | dared not touch the little girl lest | hurt her more.

It took two days to regain present-time orientation. Thereafter, for a
couple of weeks, I felt emotionally numb. I'd felt the same once before—
just after Jill’s birth, when | decided to keep her instead of giving her up
for adoption. For several weeks afterward I'd looked at my new baby not
knowing what to feel. Just so, now | was looking at a baby me and ex-
periencing the same disorientation. | realized my grandfather, long dead
and scarcely remembered, had done something awful to her but didn’t
know what to feel or do.

| craved a clear memory of what had happened but therapy reached a
point of diminishing return. | stopped going. | went to Incest Survivors
Anonymous but it didn’t calm me. | read The Obsidian Mirror3 and real-
ized my dreams were telling me my mother had been molested by
Grandpa too. But without clear concise memories, | couldn’t reach a
clear concise hatred for my grandfather.

| did hate having been a victim. | began to despise my father, for all
the times, remembered well, he'd pulled down my pants and spanked
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me. | made an uneasy, unstable accommodation to myself as a former
sexually-assaulted child. Then a Pap smear came back with bad news.

“] want you to get a colposcopy and a punch biopsy,” explained my
womin naturopath. “For the biopsy, they’ll insert a long needle into the
cervix to take a tissue sample.”

| went into a catatonic freeze. A needle in my vagina? My mind re-
coiled from the image, then shut down. As the doctor became aware
that something was wrong, she shook my knee, called my name. | wasn’t
sure where | was, who she was. | felt far away, didn’t want to leave,
burst into sobs. Annie came and got me.

Once again | raged and withdrew, but this time it was worse. At home
| sat on the stairs, staring into space, angry past explanation; or lay in
bed weeping. Now, beyond touching, | didn’t want Annie to even speak
to me; words lost meaning, seemed to hurt. Although a part of me knew
better, | felt | was dying.

Five days into this something clicked. | realized this was the mind of
my crib-child.

“\What do you want?” | cried.
“No one puts needles in me!” came the shrieking answer. “Die first!”

| summoned up the room with the door, peeked in. The child was sit-
ting up, unhappy tears streaming down her cheeks. She looked at me

mistrustfully.
“All right.” What could | do but agree? “Have it your way. I'll refuse

treatment. If we die, we die.”

Satisfied, the child dismissed me. Luckily, my naturopath knew an
herbal-nutritional regime that (slowly) cleared up my infection. | con-
sidered the virus could be a physical manifestation of incest. During my
cure, | was under doctor’s orders to practice safe sex. Annie cracked.

She had an out-of-town affair. More than a little proud of herself, she
opined that | should understand. We broke like a dropped vase. With a
present-time crisis available, I went into a raging/weeping emotional
marathon in which my toddler-girl participated wholeheartedly.

_One day | found her willing to let me pick her up and hold her. Then,
via a dream, she told me her name: Pumpkin. More and more clearly |
could see her: a year and a half old, bowl-cut hair, skimpy sundress.

I got out my photo album and with racing pulse leafed backward
toward pictures of myself at that age. There was Pumpkin! | had a
whole set of photos taken summer of 1950 on Grandma’s farm. It was
Pumpkin: toddling among chickens, getting into a washtub, sitting on
porch steps—with eyes full of fear. My heart went out to her.
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“I love you, dear,” | whispered. “What would you like to do? Some-
thing fun.”

“Color,” she answered shyly. | bought crayons, tablets of blank paper.
We scribbled madly. | told her she was wonderful. This started my
recovery.

One day, months after the break-up with Annie, while weeping over
lost love, with my inner eye | saw Pumpkin solemnly turn and extend
her arms as if to comfort me. Something about the gesture shocked me; |
realized with a jolt this image was not only a visualization of Pumpkin,
but a real memory of Jill when she was that age! : :

Before | divorced Jill’s father, | agreed to a trial separation, sharing cus-
tody with him by six month intervals, his turn first. | left the state. Just
before | was to take my turn, he took the child and dlsappeqred. A few
days later | caught up with them in an airport a thousand miles away. He
was carrying Jill in his arms and | was coming at them from behind. As |
approached, 1 wondered whether the child would remember me after six
months; but on glimpsing me, she twisted toward me in her father’s
arms, not smiling, but reaching out her arms for me to take her. It was
the exact gesture I'd envisioned in Pumpkin!

I rapidly compared dates and ages. What | suspected was true. Id left
Jill at the exact age I was when Grandpa assaulted me. Id left Jill alone
with her father for six months! Anything could have happened!

Immediately | thought about my friend Kate, lesbian mother of two
daughters, who had recently confided how fearful she’d become as she
watched her younger girl approach the age of eight. “Eight was when my
step-father started doing things to me,” she’d explained nervously.
“When my older girl got to be eight, our relationship got terrible. I got
real cold toward her, just wanted to get away from her. She’s sixteen
now and | don't think she’ll ever forgive me. Now I'm starting to get the
same feelings all over again with my younger child.”

Everything Alice Miller wrote about traumas being re-enacted in each
generation suddenly hit home. My mind raced. The critical age was one
to one and a half—was that when Grandpa molested my mother? There
seemed to be no way to find out without asking her—something | was
not prepared to do.

All unintending, one of my mother’s older brothers provided the
answer. He sent me a copy of his memoirs. Early in the text was the story
of how Grandpa had his appendix removed and had to stay home for
several months regaining his strength before he could go back to field
work. At the same time Grandma, from untreated tooth decay, got so
weak she couldn’t get out of bed. All her teeth were pulled. For a month
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she was bedridden; it fell to Grandpa to care for the children, two school-
age boys and a little girl. My mother had been one and a half.

“Bingo!” | cried, seeing what some sociologists called the classic func-
tional incest situation: an incapacitated wife, an unsupervised husband,
available children, and a belief that the man has an absolute right to sex
(Southern Baptist). Clearly, strength wasn't the only thing being passed
down in my female line.

| suspect Grandpa molested most of the toddlers—including some
boys—in his immediate family; and that Grandma's inability to stop him
was the source of her severity toward children. In her defense | remem-
ber the story told about the time she tried to leave him. He marched her
back at the end of a shotgun. My uncle wrote that she helped dress for
burial wimmin who had been beaten to death by their husbands. Finally,
she'd spoken often of a recurring dream in which her children were
buried beneath the earth, crying for her, while she frantically—unsuc-
cessfully—dug for them with her bare hands.

| was amazed to see the pattern of mother-absence, from my grand-
mother’s illness to my six-month disappearing act, placing a year-and-a-
half old daughter at risk. This insight was followed by crushing guilt.
Carefully, | combed back through memory, searching for signs of early
sexual assault in my Jill’s behavior.4 Thankfully, | could find only the
aftereffects of my having left her. Nonetheless, it seemed imperative that
| discuss my discovery with her—Jill would be, after all, the next link.

Jill was twenty. She listened attentively as | explained. :

“What's most important and why I'm telling you this is that it’s a pat-
tern being passed down from mother to daughter in an unconscious way.
I didn’t know why | left you when I did, in fact | thought | had good
reasons. Even though you weren't raped, you were still abandoned, and
that means damage was done to you that you might repeat. When your
daughter is one and a half, you'll be at risk for finding some excuse to
disappear. Who knows? You might catch pneumonia or break a leg or
win a trip to the moon. But now that we both know what's going on, we
can fight it, break the pattern.”

She Enderstood immediately. “End it here,” she agreed. “In me.”

“Right!”

Inspired by Jill’s understanding, | took up Reevaluation Co-counseling
(RC). | wanted to help Pumpkin release her emotions.

At first the memories were all kinesthetic. We—Pumpkin and l—ex-
perienced being pushed down, held down, mouth covered and legs
forced apart. We'd fought; we’d known what was happening to us
wasn'’t right. Later, we remembered that it had happened in dirt; later
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than that we saw rose brambles overhead, full of long thorns. Then the
memory of what had happened afterward surfaced.

I'd been cleaned up by Grandma. Holding me roughly by one arm,
wiping my torso and legs clean with a rag, she admonished, “Stop.
crying! Stop crying!” | wept for my mommy. Grandma shook me, “Be
quiet, be quiet!” | ended up standing beside her rocker (it hurt to sit
down), whimpering, while she jabbed at some kind of sewing or crochet-
ing, something that involved a long needle. /Pumpkin stared at the
needle piercing the fabric and felt far away. Where was mommy?

From this memory spewed a ripe fury. I felt much angrier with my
mother and grandmother for not protecting me than I felt toward
Grandpa. In new sessions | got violent. | screamed, pounded the floor.

After a while I felt rinsed clean. Now when 1 checked on Pumpkin,
she just smiled and waved at me. Noticeably, she was getting older.
Everything seemed to be much better.

Then the unthinkable happened. | answered the phone and it was the
Emergency Room. Jill had been hit by a van while riding her bike. She
had head injuries. The doctor said, “It's serious. We need you here now.
She may be in brain surgery when you arrive.”

To make a long story short, she’s QK today.

Readers may understandably doubt a linear connection concerning
the timing of the accident, but it happened when Jill reached the age |
had been when she was born. To the month. | wonder if, as a little baby,
she felt my numbness and unconsciously patterned that when she
reached that age she’d be numb also. This possibility does not seem far-
fetched to me. This re-enactment stuff is powerful.

| share my story because | suspect my awareness of my own part in
passing on an incest pattern is uncommon. First, | know a lot about m
matriline. Second, my contact with my rapist was limited and the
damage done was likewise limited (though nonetheless exgerienced as
life threatening). Recovery for me was comparatively easy.> Third, I've
clearly seen my complicitous absence-pattern, which endangered Jill.
Finally, | was spared the staggering guilt of her having actually been
molested. If her father had assaulted her, how could I be writing about it?

Looking back, I intuitively grasp that my mother’s “strength” was/is a
learned way to repress—it was/is a thick layer of scar tissue over an old
wound. Likewise | see that being forbidden to speak the truth of what
Grandpa had done to me, or even cry about it (“Be quiet! Be quiet!”)
was the root of my family’s many restrictions on children’s speech. | now
suspect that wherever children are seen but not heard, sexual assault is
going on.
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Part 2: I’'m a Lesbian but Don’t Want to Be in a
Roomful of Them

The lesbian subculture (LSC) of my experience—I've been a central or

tangential member for twentysome years in two geographically sepa-
rated cities—has for me been a source of some joy, some aggravation,
and some downright horror. Today | feel toward LSC as | used to feel
about my natal family: extremely ambivalent. Lesbian mothers are mar-
ginal to LSC in most places; our responsibility to children puts us closer
10 the mainstream, which encompasses lesbians who don't identify with
LSC, het people, and gay men.

Many lesbian non-mothers say they dislike the evidence of our having
had past sex relations with men, i.e., our children. Non-mothers (in later
stages of WLM) used to call this “carrying the male presence” as if they
could not look at a child without being assaulted by primal scenes of her
conception. For many years the blatant irrationality of this criticism—
meant to wound, insult and alienate—escaped me. All of us spring from
a heterosexual act. Why this special stigma attached to children?

Less opaque are the epithets of hatred so casually tossed off against
our children: brats, rug-rats, little beasts. My experience as a lesbian
mother has led me to conclude that LSC’s dislike/disdain for children is
less about politics than about post traumatic stress. Children’s exuberant
energy and strong, direct emotions are hard for most of us to take. They
rouse the feelings of our introjected® childhood psyches; we lack distanc-
ing mechanisms; we want to get away. | believe this avoidance is a mild
but mass incest after-effect in, but not peculiar to, LSC.

To entertain the idea of mass after-effects, one must be convinced that
the incidence of incest in the general femel population is massive. At
one point in my recovery | mulled over statistical studies” and examined
psychological data on how to interpret those figures. Seeking as reliable
a figure as possible, eventually | settled on 70%.8 “Sexual assault” in the
studies covered inappropriate fondling through violent rape.9

This figure is probably low. Soon after deciding on it, | heard a verbal
report at a conference on a British study which concluded that 89% of
girls in that country have been sexually assaulted. Can the U.S. be far be-
hind? 1 strongly advocate that we accept that most lesbians are child-
hood sexual assault survivors, and that there is no clear demarcation
between survivors and non-survivors, only a bell curvel0 of severity of
assault/severity of after-effects. Child sexual assault almost always results
in post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD).T So it would be strange if any
large group of wimmin did not show mass psychological disturbances.
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Blume!2 believes the practice of ”femininic?/" per se, by wimmin as a
group is a post-incest disorder. | agree, and would add that lesbians as a
group also show post-incest symptoms specific to our subculture.

These include, but are not Kmited to: Dislike and avoidance of chil-
dren (blocking out our own childhoods); compulsive sexuality and
romance addiction; mass emotional intensity and obsession with safe
space, i.e., love for wimmin irretrievably entwined with fear, mistrust,
and pain (replay of mother-relationship); drug and alcohol addiction;
and sado-masochism practiced as an institution (sexual acting out).

Post-incest syndrome contributes heavily to each of these behaviors.
The behaviors are difficult to change, because the part of a womin’s
psyche that carries the trauma and anger is too young, simply lacks the
cognitive faculty of higher thought. Post-incest hostility is intense, un-
discriminating, and unrelenting, carried within (introjected) as an ever-
present scream. It is common to rationalize our introjected feelings with
quasi-logical trappings, but post-incest disorders always interfere with
higher-level cognition. Laid down in us before we reached the age of
logic, they cannot be matured by mere conscious decision, can barely
be apprehended by close scrutiny!

Further they are all the more invisible in LSC because we lesbians are
not forced to examine our unconscious behaviors in the context of how
we interact with children. All our unresolved traumas are intensified be-
cause our subculture admits very few children. The time-honored mecha-
nism for discharging one’s own impacted childhood traumas is to pass
them on vertically to the next generation. People not prone to self-reflec-
tion pass on the worst they experienced in knee-jerk fashion; people
given to consciousness try to improve on what happened to them.

There is a gigantic social dialog, an intergenerational chain of events,
in which most lesbians never participate. This (convolving, confabulat-
ing) world-wide social discourse and steady hurricane of activity is
called RAISING THE NEXT GENERATION. It is our specie’s greatest on-
going opportunity for personal and social improvement (and we are im-
proving),'3 and it works on both the conscious and unconscious of each
participant. Without some broad avenue of improvement open to us, we
lesbian incest survivors are trapped with each other and our wild and
wooly introjected children, in whom resides a little shining wisdom and
a lot of burning irrationality.

When Jill was two she discovered hitting. She tried it out on some of
her daycare buddies. Without thinking, | would smack her while ad-

monishing, “Don’t hit!” This was pure reenactment of what my parents
had done to me. How stupid my behavior was became clear to me only
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when I got (rightfully) challenged: “Geez, Sid, how is that kid going to
learn not to hit from you hitting her?” Because of the criticism, | began
rigorously suppressing my own internalized little-kid impulse to hit. This
was ethical behavior, and progress for me and for Jill. She, now grown,
has very little hitting experience to pass on.

We who have been active in lesbian groups, from social circles to
political cadres, know how quickly and predictably high levels of ten-
sion arise among us and impede all forward movement. | have witnessed
screamfests, sabotages, and fistfights among lesbian “sisters” (anyone out
there who hasn’t?). These self-defeating behaviors caused us, early on, to
change the inspirational WLM slogan, “Sisterhood is Powerful” into the
derisive but reality-based, “Sisterhood is Bullshit.”

We haven't been ignorant of all this, or passive. We've known we
have a problem but we've completely misread what it was all about,
figured it for an adult-to-adult misperception of our good conscious in-
tentions to share power. We invented “feminist process” to deal with this
misapprehension, and crucified our raging introjected children on dread-
ful, stultifying (stagnating, stupefying, braincell-killing, boring beyond
belief) rules for speaking and listening based (significantly) on therapy
situations.14 The worst meetings I've ever walked out of in my life were
these. | think | prefer a fistfight. Well, almost.

To our dismay, we still couldn’t get along. We seemed to lack some-
thing essential—genuine bonding—even though we shared self-interest.

And there’s something else going on under the surface.

| believe lesbians, much more than het wimmin, have anger at other
wimmin arising from our mothers’ failure to defend us. Remember, |
went through a stage in recovery of being angrier with my mother than |
was with my grandfather. Why? At first blush it also seems illogical. Dis-
empowered people cannot be held politically responsible for oppressors’
actions: the slave mother is not responsible for the sale of her daughter.
Still—I insist, stilll—my mother was no slave! Where was she when |
needed her? To this day | have no idea; and | have not yet asked.1>

There are two components in the psychology of safety: danger and
protection. Safety doesn’t mean a naive belief that there are no dangers
in the world—quite the opposite, for a womin with that belief would be
most unsafe of all. Safety means knowing that dangers exist but having
adequate protections in place, such as distance or barricades. The es-
sence of a good childhood is to grow up in protected space, and to
enjoy powerful parental allies who simultaneously teach about and
protect from danger.
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This is our issue with the non-perpetrating parent, usually mother:
she failed to be our safety fence. Incest survivors naturally generate
great rage against the parent who failed to protect. This rage in turn
often merges with/leads to the anger we feel, as former girl children, at
inadequate mothering in general. Born femel, a girl-child is “. . . never
loved enough. In truth; in point of fact; objectively; she is never loved
enough.” (Andrea Dworkin).16

Few of us, however—even those working hard on incest recovery—
have allowed ourselves to face the implications of this particular rage
against our mothers. It is the root of our adult love-hate, tru‘st-mistrust, of
wimmin in general. Operating below awareness, these feelings push us
into repetitive and irrational behaviors. We want love and trust from
other wimmin, but as soon as we feel it, our introjected child begins
searching for the breaking point she has learned must be there. After all,
her own mother failed her. Can anyone else really adequately love and
protect us when our own mothers couldn’t? Of course not, and we are
internally driven to prove it, time after time.17

During the last decade our practice of safe space has not made us
more politically effective. We had hoped that in safe space our best
qualities would bloom. Our experience has been the opposite. We have
reached a point of diminishing returns. It is time to pull conclusions from
this wealth of pain.

| believe this means consciousness-raising on mother-betrayal feelings
and eventually finding ways to act as adult protectors of the generation
coming up behind us. As lesbians we have been specializing in digging

deep into our own pain. We have become remarkably and perhaps nec-
essarily self-absorbed. But let’s not be stuck.

Part 3: Lesbians and the Next Generation

What's this sitting in my lap? Why it's the next generation!
—Rap artist Neneh Cherry

CHILD SEXUAL ASSAULT AND CHILD ABUSE ARE THE LINCHPINS
OF PATRIARCHY. THIS IS THE WAR WIMMIN HAVE FOUGHT FOR
THOUSANDS OF YEARS; THE WAR WE MUST WIN AT ANY COST.

The war has two fronts: salvaging our own violated psyches as in-
dividual survivors and stopping perpetrators from creating the next wave
of victims. The two dovetail together. A womin has to win the fight for
her own sanity to be an effective warrior. She needs emotional strength
and all her cognitive faculties. In turn, when a child benefits from her
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attention and example, a womin gets the benefit of contradicting her
own patriarchal script that she can't stop child rape.

As wimmin you and | have very likely been sexually assaulted as girls
and as adults . . . and must as part of our maturation process and our
existential condition find a place to stand that we call Sane. A big part of
sanity is the ability to snap into present time at will so we can deal with
real, present-time dangers to ourselves and others as well as with real,
present-time opportunities. The point of therapy must be to get to know
one's introjected kids and establish working relationship with them,
such that the adult part of the psyche controls present-time orientation.
This position must be gained as quickly and efficiently as possible. |
hope mass consciousness will shorten therapy.

Meanwhile, the perpetrators aren't asleep. If we are completely preoc-
cupied with therapy, ignoring attacks on all the girls coming up behind
us, how are we any different from all the wimmin through the millennia,
trained to tremble and avert our eyes from what men do? Incest recovery
may never be complete, but so what? If we can arrive at functional
sanity and start connecting with, caring about, the girls coming up be-
hind, | for one say Good Enough.

It's not just a one-way street. We need children’s complex presence
in our lives; apart from them we are blocked from a part of ourselves,
the evocation of our own inner children, both wounded and, more
importantly, unwounded. From them we rediscover play, fantasy, and
strong sensory delight that predates sexuality.

Without children in our lives we cannot develop lon
the kind that extends from generation to generation. “As for lesbians
lesbian mothers,” wrote a correspondent, a lesbian with teenagers, “|
find single lesbians without children to be selfish and lacking a sense of
what is truly important.” She meant that long view.

| am NOT advocating lesbians become birth mothers, adopt or arti-
ficially inseminate. Especially not the last!18 There are many avenues
to lending one’s support to the upcoming generation short of raising
children oneself.

Clearly we must not be connecting with children in order to dump our
traumas on them. We must be consciously benevolent and self-disci-
plined a"o‘_md them (as all good parents try for). | suggest two ways for
us, as lesbians, to connect with girls: vertically within our natal kin
groups as bad/baed aunts and horizontally within LSC as co-mothers, or
co—{nadres (1 like the musicality of the latter term). In both roles our inter-
est in the child would be ongoing, aunt-like and consciously protective.

g-distance vision,
and
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My lesbian friend N. coined the term “bad aunt.” She says about her
young nieces: “My sister is bringing them up so regimented! | hale it |
get silly with them, loosen them up, and then here comes my sister 3
saying, ‘Don’t listen to your Aunt N. She’s silly.’ So I'm t!\e Bad Aunt.

Her comment brought to mind Judy Grahn's observation t!:lat the word
bad is possibly derived from Anglo-saxons baedel, meaning he;rmaphro—
dite,” i-e., “gay.”19 Thus a bad/baed aunt is a gay aunt, loose, dufferent,.
strange, uncommon, and off the beaten path (pun intended). Every fami-
ly should have one. ‘

Laughter is essential when relating to children and grows more impor-
tant as they get older. Teenagers especially need to laugh. Having fun is
a code language that builds empathy and trust. | recommend it over seri-
ousness. It is also the best approach when there are obstacles such as
disapproving or dangerous relatives.

My brother, who lives at a distance, strenuously disapproves of my
life. We don’t communicate. I ignore him, but send my two nieces candy
for Christmas and money plus Wonder Woman comic books for their
birthdays. On the surface it’s inoffensive stuff—they get the gifts. I'm sure
they also get the message. Simply providing a contrast presents them
with an alternative within the family, which is the most important place

for a contrast to be. When they get old enough to make their own de-
cisions, possibly we’ll get closer.

Even the uncomplicated relationship, if positive, can take a dramatic

an aunt with her story; receiving suppo
| have my own little story. One of Jill
me when she needed an abortion: alth
unsympathetic parents and
ally to this young womin.

In present-time reality incest is a CRIME. If we have strong suspicions
or know of active perpetrat

ors in our families, we must intervene on be-
half of minors to either protective services or the criminal system, which-
ever is locally appropriate.20
To co-madre with lesbian mothers is essentially the same thing as
baed-aunting, but can involve greater empathy. When Jill was a pre-
schooler, | helped set up a day care co-op that had many lesbian volun-
teers. For two years it was a wonderful, fun, swinging place, fueled by

lesbian-built playground equipment and carob-honey brownies. I stil|
miss it fiercely.

t, each went on to press charges.
's high school girlfriends came to
ough we were not close, she had
regarded me as “cool.” It felt great to be an-
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Part 4: Psychosexuality

Having accepted and worked with Pumpkin for some time now, the
conscious and rational part of my mind can recognize when this intro-
ject takes over and can either allow or veto her behavior. Veto power is
important; it's no good to have a child driving or making medical de-
cisions. If the situation calls for it, | can even override her basic view of
the world: that Men are dangerous and Wimmin fail to protect. This
creed and its corollaries, Avoid men and Don’t trust wimmin, have been
implanted in most U.S. women through childhood trauma.

Long before | developed rational veto power, however, yet another

rt of my brain had a lot of experience overriding Pumpkin’s world
philosophy: the sex part.2!

In high school and college | felt intense peer pressure to fuck. This
was to prove | had matured, practically to prove | was sapient. Pro-
ducing a boyfriend, baby, or both is de rigueur for most U.S. young
wimmin. Of course, producing a girlfriend is considered a faux pas.

To “achieve” fucking, the incest survivor must, among other tasks,
suppress her early education about sex. Specifically het wimmin must
override that Men are dangerous and lez wimmin must override that
Wimmin can't be trusted.22

Het wimmin are flooded with familial cultural support and approval
when they take on (approved) boyfriends. Sometimes this is the first
support and approval these wimmin have known. It redoubles (in many
circles) if the womin pursues conventional marriage. Het wimmin’s
psychological override of Avoid men expresses itself in the search for an
exceptional man. In the push toward fucking, het wimmin need never
question that Wimmin can't be trusted.

For lesbians the opposite pertains. We enjoy no cultural support or
approval for taking on girlfriends and indeed this is the time most of us
receive our strongest messages of rejection, being expelled from our
natal families as we take our first sexual partners. Without such a strong
cultural equation of sex with adulthood, | suspect many lesbians would
perfect innate skills and talents, remaining . . . What? Nonsexual, un-

sexual, self-sexual? We need words for these choices . . . in any case,
delaying sexual activity until their mid-twenties.23

But the usual experience is that in searching for or finding a girlfriend,
we lose our natal family and enter lesbian subculture. It is important to
recognize that LSC’s primary purpose is to facilitate wimmin fucking
wimmin. There is no need in LSC to question Men are dangerous be-
cause men are not desired for fucking; but the underlying message in
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LSC is the same as in mainstream culture—through sex we validate our
resence on earth. :

In LSC the pressure to be sexual is possibly more intense than in main-
stream culture, because usually we're a small group, everyone knows
everyone’s business, and there’s little room to hide. Entry and conlmugd
membership in our subculture hinge on seeking sexual partners, groping
through the motions, or at least having a history of once having done so.
A womin who claims to be lez but is not sexually active is suspect. In
the logic of psychosexuality, only by fucking can a lez demonstrate she
trusts wimmin and is herself trustworthy. The idea of safe space directly
supports lesbian sexuality.

For us the finding of a lover is momentous. A womin one can trust!
She becomes by projection a savior, a rescuer, a miracle, and an anti-
dote to our deepest fears of eternal abandonment. She often replaces a
rejecting family and becomes, quite literally and physically, the ultimate
safe space. When these unconscious sentiments are leavened into the
joys of sex, the mixture is compelling. In ecstatic sexual relations many
of us do feel safe and cradled, though the experience is temporary.

To get to sex, a lesbian has had to override her childhood under-
standing, that Wimmin can’t be trusted, with LSC myths. She has be-
come engaged, by passionate sex and/or “in love” feelings, with a lover
to whom she believes the usual rules do not apply. Often she has rushed
into sex (if more of us took our time and considered each relationship,
there’d be a lot less fucking). Yet during this time the childhood anxie
has not been cured; it is only being held in abeyance while the sexual
program runs its course. Maintaining strength in the sexual program
depends on maintaining novelty. This is part of brain structure: we pay
attention to the new, the unfamiliar, the vivid, the unique.

Through familiarity and repetition we eventually use up the novelty
potential in any sexual relationship; we then have the possibility, if our
resurgent anxiety levels are not too high, to realistically assess each
other, like what we see, and recommit the relationship on a different
level. We can mature into love which depends on genuine shared inter-
ests, fondness and respect. This second-stage love, if successful, will be
more like an alliance than a fusion. Its great benefit is that the energy
that went into sexuality during the zing stage is freed up. Like a peace
dividend, that energy can be turned outward to the benefit of commun-
ity, perhaps even the next generation. Many of us are at the age and
stage of life where we would find satisfaction in this result.

Unfortunately, losing the zing usually triggers no such growth. Instead,
the old and persistent Wimmin can't be trusted anxiety resurges in one
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or both partners. Shortcomings that seemed invisible or endearing turn

into proofs of irresponsibility and disloyalty. We start to evaluate each

other as ordinary wimmin: weak, unreliable, and full of the same flaws

we so hated in our mothers. Whichever womin is most uncomfortable

will break away to try to fall in love anew, for she has learned that by

falling in love she can drown out, at least temporarily, her painful disap-
intment with wimmin in general.

All this is basically an unconscious process. LSC assists with the myth
that if one lover didn't make the falling-in-love fix last forever, there is
probably, somewhere, another womin who is perfect. Alternatively, in
LSC lovers may turn to thrill practices such as S/M to prolong novelty.24
This is why lesbian community IS particularly vibrant as a sexual market-
place, and also particularly circular.

The pain of ending a love affair is intolerable. Having experienced
bliss for even a brief time—being existentially validated, overriding
childhood mistrust, and feeling safely cradled—only to have it snatched
away! It’s horrible! But the pain is sharpened even more by introjected
memories of past betrayals going inevitably back to mother. If the womin
is not given to Consciousness, if nothing has been learned, her immedi-
ate impulse will be a panicked search for a replacement sexual affair.

Unfortunately for us, the emotional goal of sexual affairs, remothering
disguised as sexual love, cannot possibly be achieved. No one in present
time can replace one’s past inadequate mother. The search is pointless.
Adult-adult relationships are based ultimately on companionship and
affection, not on such impossible fulfillments.

A great healing leap is needed. We must consciousness-raise out of
this tiresome childhood drama. Unacknowledged, our incested and
abused childhoods rule our psychology and disrupt our maturation.
Unintegrated, our childhood introjections alienate us from the next
generation. Untranscended, our very sexuality keeps us infantile.

Endnotes

1Alice Miller, For Your Own Good (New York: Farrar, Strauss & Giroux, 1982).
Classic work by Swiss psychiatrist on perpetuating violence. Non-technical,
feminist. Contains probing examination of the childhood of Adolf Hitler and
the generation of Germans who supported him. Thou Shalt Not Be Aware
(1984, same publisher) contains a lucid rebuttal of Freud's drive theory.

7 ;
t?:ase Armstr:)ng,thFsls D.a!dd)lf2 Gcaod_g}ight (New York: Pocket, 1987), a first
son account; and Florence Rush, e Best Kept Secret: Sexual Abt’lse of
Ch:ldren (New York: McGraw Hill, 1980), a historical overview of child sexual
abuse in Western society.
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