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- ng of issues seemed to me incendiary and cbnoxious, Once
oo woman writer would be lost to view as issues of her sex life
tic actention ac the expense of intellectusl and aesthetic focus
_. ork. Compared to the inrellectual and literary criticism u.nnm-.n—ﬂ_
e ldwin and Richard Wright, for example, there is damned little
. co their bedroom activities. In any case, I do not believe that
. & matrer, firse or lase, of sexuality. :
i was going to be a fight. It was not €asy to prepare for this
. childhood in Brooklyn I knew that your peers i_E._E respect
4 hust somebody, Much less obvious was how elicit respect
t and who meant lave.
ted ,“W&HGmH was possible to say things that people _anmen they
| .;..,., hear, without having to kick ass and without _Sr‘Em the fool
: b.ﬂ your hand. Was thére some way to say, to insist on, _Em?
reeable, individual orientation and nonetheless leave the union
k. 3 and Black women, as @ people, intact? 1 fele char chere had o
. Sividual cannot exist then who will be the people?
ected that we, Black panelists and audience, together, would work
.. .n__n-m. even if we didn'c want to deal. And thar's what happened,
7e did, Nobody walked our. Nobody stopped talking. The ses-

e because we ran out of time.
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WHERE IS THE LOVE?

.H.xm 1978 National Black Writers Conference ar Howard University eyl
minated with an extremely intense public seminar encitled Feminiim and
Black Woman Wrarer, This was an historic, unprecedented event rantam
to conceding that, under such a heading, there might be something to dis
cuss! Acklyn Lynch, Sonia Sanchez, Barbara Smith, and myself were the pans
elists chosen to present papers to the standing room only audience, 1 had
been asked, also, to moderate the proceedings and therefore gave che opening
statement, Where Ir the Love?, which was later published in Essence magazine
From phone calls and acher kinds of gossip, I knew char the very chedu -
ing of this seminar had managed to divide people into camps prepared fod
war. Folks were so jumpy, in fact, that when [ walked into the cheater I ran . . hether history of literature of my
into several Black feminists and then several Black men who, 1 suppose, j#fE e o o itk embace
to be safe, had decided not to speak to anyone ourside the immediate circle of cal organizations of @ _wom.a 2‘“ > ibilicies of anyone or &ny
suppartive friends they had brought wich them. 1 IR ppoccive comm vnﬁhn H. 2 The energies that
The session was going to be hot. Evidently, feminism was being f  decisi Si¥ation: is; sl - M.- qH« atricudes and dogma
lated into lesbianism, inco something interchangeable with lesbianism, red, from negative and r-ﬁnm_b - aw d choose to cherish, 1
the taboo on feminism, within the Black intellecrual community, had 1€  somecbing good; something _ .M”_rnn we Jook to the spicit
been exceeded in its orthodox severity only by the taboo on the subject of o y own life. It is &ﬂnﬁ o _96.._“.._5 Neto, it is always the love
lesbian. I say within the intellectual Black community, because, minus S8 Hamer, or to the A iy o hq.,_,: cary your own
terms as feminist and lesbian, the phenomena of self-directed Black uaE.E R wioipoe _.ﬂ s a _u_unaw—m”o”u suicide:
the phenomena of Black women loving other women have hardly been £ s decrionsiisaal o ot o4 is much the same a8 the
common, let alone unbelievable, events to Black peaple not privy © | = [ wehac s _m_nsu o _Hn I must undertake 10 fove
ical strife abour correct and incorrect Black experience, B6F the fact thar 1 am Black: it means ¢
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myself and to respect myself as chough my very life depends upon se)f.|
and self-respect. It means thar I must everlastingly seek to cleanse my -_mﬁ.
the hatred and the contempt that surrounds and permeates my En::”un 3
woman, and as & Black human being, in rhis particular world of mm_ 3
means that the achievemenc of self-love and self-respect will require _ca. _ﬂ
.,_n__n. hourly vigilance, and that I am entering my soul into a stru HER_-
will most certainly rransform the experience of all the peoples of Enwwﬁﬂ v
no ocher movement can, in fact, hope to claim: because the qunux_:n?ﬁ
..._n_m.s..ﬁ self-respect, and self-dererminarion is the movement now galv E‘E
ing the true, the unarguable majority of human beings everywhere Mﬂn
movement explicitly demands the testing of the viability of a Eoﬁ. id :
that the healch, the legitimacy of any status quo, any governing force E“.
be measured according to the experiences of those who are, Eam_ﬂp,n.._.i {
_uminmnwr Virtue is not to be discovered in the conduct of the strong &u.“,.
vis m__.n powerful, but rather it iz to be found in our behavior and policies Eq”
fecting those who are different, those who are weaker, or smaller than we,
How do the scrang, the powerful, treat children? How do we treat the aged
among us? How do the steong and the powerful treat so-called minoriey
members of the body politic? How do the powerful regard women? How d
they treéat us? Tl
_ Easily you can see that, according to this criterion, the overwhelming re-

ality of power and government and tradition is evil, is diseased, is illegiti-
Eu_.ﬂn. and deserves nothing from us—no loyalty, no accommodartion, na
_ﬂ‘:nanﬂ no understanding—except a clear-minded resolve to uterly change
this roral situation and, thereby, to change our own destiny.

As a Black woman, as a Black feminist, T exist, simulraneously, as part of
the powerless and as part of the majority peoples of the world in rwo ways: [
“Mﬁ powerless as compared to any man because women, per se, are kept pow-
o rwma_“.“_&w the Eﬂﬂ?,_ I am powerless as compared to anyane whire

use and Third World peoples are kept powerless by whites/by the
powerful. _.-E the majority because women constirute the majority gender. |
”_.5. the majority because Black and Third World peoples constirute the ma-
jority of life on chis planet.

And _._n.muu here, in this extreme, inviolable coincidence of my scatus & @
Black feminist, my status as someone twice stigmatized, my stacus 8s @ Black
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yman who is twice kin to the despised majority of all the human life that
. i, it is here, in that excremiry, that 1 stand in @ struggle against sui-
e, And it is here, in this extremity, that 1 ask, of myself, and of any one
li-_n_. call me sister, Where is the love?
The Jove devolving from my quest for self-love and self-respect and self-
germination must be, as | see it, something you can verify in the ways that
sresent myself ta others, and in che ways thar I approach people different
m myself. How do I reach out to the people 1 would like to call my sisters
- brochers and my children and my lovers and my friends? f1ama
 feminist serious in the undertaking of self-love, then it seems to me
at the legitimate, the morally defensible character of that self-love should
””.”,.; 2 that | gain and gain and gain in the socio-psychic scrength needed so
¢ I may, withour fear, be able and willing to love and respect women, for
smple, who are not like me; women who are not feminists, women who are
ssipnals, women who are not as old or as young as 1 am, women who
v het job nor income, Women who are not Black.

. d it seems to me that the socio-psychic seeengreh thas should follow
ym & morally defensible Black feminism will mean that | become able and
. without fear, to love and respect all men who are willing and able,
fear, to love and respect me. In short, if che acquirement of my self-

jon is parc of & worldwide, an inevitable, and a righteous move-
and more of

nene, then 1 should become willing and able to embrace more
e whole world, without fear, and also withour self-sacrifice.
 This means that, as a Black femninist, | cannot be expected to respect what
omebody else calls self-love if thac concepe of self-love requires my suicide
o any degree. And this will hold true whether thar somebody else is male,
emale, Black, or white. My Black feminism means that you cannot €xpect
e to respect what somebody else identifics s the Good of The People, if
called Good (often translated into manbood or family of nastionalirm)
the deferral or the diminution of my self-fulfillment, We are the
ple. And, as Black women, we are most of the peaple, any people, you
ire to talk shour. And, therefore, nothing that is Good for The People is
00d unless it is good for me, as 1 derermine myself.
: When 1 speak of Black feminism, then, 1 am speaking from an exacet=
.,... consciousness of the truth that we, Black women, buddle rogether,
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miserably, an the very lowest levels of the economic pyramid, vy, al © ke, And she published three volumes of her own poetry and | found

women, subsist among the most tenuous and least likely econamic pu e * | in Countee Cullen’s anthology, Caroling Dusk, where, Countee
tions for survival. Condj. rork B . Geoupin Douglas Johnson, chrived as a kind of Gwen-
When I speak of Black feminism, then, I am nor speaking of 5 . holding regular Sacurday night ger-togethers with the young
am not speaking of hererosexuality or leshianism or homosexuality ar hj B e iy,
ality; whatever sexualicy anyone elects for his or her pursuit is nge gy, _ b .__E 4id this poet of such acclaim, achievement, connec
ness, nor the business of che state. And, furchermare, T cannor be pe u_ p.._. oy, whac did this poet have to say in her poetry, and who among
that one kind of sexuality, as against another, will necessarily _”.B_.._.n_u... de teard of Georgia Douglas Johason? And is there anybody in
greater happiness of the two people involved. I am not talking abour sps ........ of two or three other women paets
ity, I am talking above love, abour a steady-stare deep caring and resp e e Harlem Renaissance? And why did she die, and why does the
every other human being, a love that can only derive from a secure and posi £ Il women die with no river carTying forward the record of such
tive self-love. i Mo is it the case that whether we have written novels or poetry of
As a Black woman/feminist, I must look abour me, with trembling, as . saised our children or cleaned and cooked and washed
with shocked anger, at the endless waste, the endless suffocation of my sis . it is all, finally, de-
ters: the bitter sufferings of hundreds of thousands of women who -ﬂ : no echo of our days
sole parents, the morhers of hundreds of thousands of children, the he earth?
tion and the futilicy of women trapped by demeaning, lowest-paying occu i ¢ not surprising that a Black woman as &

tion, and

~am who can tell me the name

her we have
it is all dismissed as “women's work”

{ ¢ noching important, and there is no trace,

-un.n.n.um_.._un@n

patians, the unemployed, the bullied, the beaten, the bartered, the ridicule an

the slandered, the rrivialized, the raped, and the sterilized, the lost m { ,."fmmiﬁh-n—w lines:

and multimillions of beautiful, creative, and momentous lives turned & 1

ashes on the pyre of gender identity. I must look about me and, as a B folding up my lirtle dreams

feminise, I muse ask Bu...“ﬂ._.—.-“ Where ir the Jove? How is my own _mmud!uhr., V- my heart .nﬂn.-.mm—.._.n
ing to end these tyrannies, these corrosions of sacred possibility? ving 1 may soon forger
As a Black feminist poer and writer I must look behind me with of rheir sight

bling, and with shocked anger, at the fate of Black women writers until now "My Litcle Dreams”
From the terrible graves of a traditional conspiracy against my sisters il art, E
must exhume the works of women writers and poets such as Georgia ua,
glas Johnson (who?).
In the early flush of the Harlem Renaissance, Georgia Johnson 46

plished an asconishing, illustrious life experience. Married ro Henry MASEE it
Johnson, U.S. Recarder of Deeds in Washingeon, D.C., the poet, i _ﬂaa , _..
right, became no less than Commissioner of Conciliation for the d.m... & hears of a woman goes forth wich the B
parement of Laboe (uibo ias that again? Who?), And she, this poct, RS ird, softwinging, so estlessly o0

more enjoyed the intense, promotional attention of Dean Kelley Miller, Bef i e lfe's turrecs and vales does it £om

at Howard, and W. E. B, Du Bois, and William Scanley Braithyaite €8 the wake of those echoes the heart calls home:

ohg, how long will we let the dreams of women sefve merely to torture
ignite, to enflame, and o ennoble the promise of the years of
2 And here is Georgia Douglas Johnson's poem “The Heart of a
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The heart of a woman falls back wich che night

And enters some alien cage in its plighe,

And tries to forger it has dreamed of the stars,

While it breaks, breaks, breaks on the sheltering bars.

_}an_ it is against such sorrow, and it is against such suicide, and i &
against such deliberated srrangulation of che possible lives of acn._nn. R,f ..

sisters, and of powerless peoples—men and children—everywhere, thae |

ork and live, now, a4 a feminist trusting thar I will learn to love mygel)
ell enough to love you (whoever you are), well enough so that you will 4
me well enough so that we will know exactly where is the love: chae i
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OLD STORIES
New Lives

here, berween us, and growing stronger and growing stronger,

N apss Qﬁ_cmﬁ
Fw__@ _.,...x‘r;\ux-r?.-\a

e

Frogies: New Lives was wrirten as the keynote address for a North-
Conference convened by the Child Welfare League of Amer-

hought about the children for whom 1 would be speaking, the
and embarrassing humilicy of my students at the SUNY. at
the desolate fixity of the Puerto Rican teenagers who sar on my
h Sereet in Manhartan, trying to make babies to the sound of plas-
¢ they held against the broken glass savagery of the street, the
Eﬁﬁ of my son, a Black man at Harvard University, and the
grﬁ of a fve-year-old’s middle class parents rushed through
ane moan. | was burned by the hurt of the words racing through my
d 1 wroce chis piece from tha familiar place: that feeling.

cle. She is five. She is scared. She is white. She is very small. Her par-
aced from Ivy League schools. She lives with them. See Va-
s a big place that cost a lot of money. Besides Valerie and her
mather, see the rwo dogs, see the aquarium, see the turcle, see
. see the garden, se¢
the big TV that Valerie looks at every day. See Valerie afraid.
sne. See Valerie by herself, chumb in her mouth, in front of the
; does not play. Valerie does not giggle or laugh. Valerie is seri-

£ has ro be. Nobody really likes Valerie. But what can she do about
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