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the high crim
e rate w

e have instead of ordering w
om

en be-
hind locked doors as daylight ends, 
',i: The m

ost urgent reason for everyone to read this book 
is stated by A

udre Larde on page 73: "W
e ow

e ourselves this 
inform

ation 
before w

e m
ay have a reason to use it." T

he 
author m

akes us aw
are of som

e im
portant facts and figures 

covered up by the establishm
ent, e.g., page 71, "Less than 

15%
 of its (A

m
erican C

ancer Society) budget, how
ever, w

as 
spent on assisting cancer patients." There is so m

uch m
ore 

w
hich she has not w

ritten about that clam
ors for a hearing. 

She is the first to recognize this: 

M
ay these w

ords serve as encouragem
ent for other w

om
en to 

speak and to act out of our experiences w
ith cancer and w

ith 
other threats of death, for silence has never brought us anything 
of w

orth. M
ost o

f all, m
ay these w

ords underline the possibilities 
of self-healing and the richness of living for all wom

en (p, I 0). 
A

udre L
arde has w

eighed and considered her experience 
as each of us m

ust do for our ow
n lives to continue in a m

ean-
ingful w

ay, after m
astectom

y. N
o, w

e w
ould not give up an 

arm
 or a leg or an eye in place of a breast. Y

es, the breast is 
the m

ost expendable organ w
e ow

n (next to the appendix, 
and/or perhaps a finger or tw

o), I state these w
ords flatly 

and perhaps shockingly to m
ake a point, as the book closes 

w
ith these w

ords [page 77] : 

N
o, I w

ould not give up love, [and,] I would never have chosen 
this path, but I am

 very grateful to be who I am
, here. 

182 

Kate Riley 

THIS BRID
G

E CA
LLED

 M
Y BACK: 

W
RITINGS BY RA

D
ICA

L W
OM

EN O
F COLOR 

Ed. by C
herrie M

oraga and G
loria A

nzaldua, W
atertow

n, 
M

ass., Persephone Press, 1981, 261 pp., $8.95. 

A
s a w

hite, m
iddle-class, heterosexual w

om
an w

riter, 
I'd like to thank C

herrie M
oraga and G

loria A
nzaldua, and 

the others involved, for bending their m
utual back once 

m
ore, for opening their m

ouths publicly, for applying the 
sm

arts they've learned from
 no-m

att.er-w
here to "use" the 

institutions of this system
-education, w

riting, print-to 
reach each other and "us." 

A
s second generation rem

oved A
labam

a w
hite trash, 

the rhythm
s of, say, Beverly and B

arbara Sm
ith, are not so 

foreign to m
e. I appreciate their recognition that neither 

race nor class, gender nor sexual persuasion can entirely de-
fine the param

eters of oppression's story. Y
et I also under-

stand that our differences can no longer be sm
udged for 

the sake of an artificial spirit of com
m

onality from
 w

hich 
the fem

inist m
ovem

ent grow
s insipid. 

O
n the other (third) hand, reading this book did not 

(as I'd half-anticipated) engulf m
e in a deluge of guilt. N

ot 
that I love hearing that black w

im
m

in basically hate m
y 

sm
ell and stringy hair (davenport), N

or can I help tw
inging 

w
ith self-recognition w

hen w
hite w

om
en are accused of not 

trying, not reaching out, assum
ing w

e understand intellec• 
tually w

hat w
e never confronted for ourselves in the real 

life arena. I have not know
n violence, nor its off-spring--

political consciousness-at an early age (Sm
ith). I did le_am 

early, how
ever, about confronting the other; that it ,'.s a 

sensitive subject w
hich shirks blatancy. A

t 5 I asked 
m

y 
m

aid" (yes, that's w
hat I called her), Lottie, w

hy her skin 
w

as so m
uch brow

ner than m
ine. A

nd I rem
em

ber her em
· 

barrassm
ent her face as she looked aw

ay' saying G
od m

ade 
us that w

ay'. A
nd I've put it together w

ith w
hat m

y m
other 
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told m
e later (hours or years? I'm

 not sure): L
ottie w

as 
probably 

w
orried 

about 
w

hat 
m

y 
m

other 
w

ould 
have 

w
anted her to say. Since then have been the years of guilt 

and confusion, and I w
onder now

: W
as L

ottie really think-
ing that at all? 

From
 This Bridge C

alled M
y Bach, I begin to under-

stand that the problem
s of w

hite-w
ash, of invisibility (Y

a-
m

ada, C
am

eron, Q
uin tan.ales), com

e from
 the silence along 

all lines. D
ivisions are everyw

here, and the bridging m
ust 

begin w
ith, heading out to span chasm

s that are, in an age 
of such close cultural clutter, splintering society. B

etw
een 

all colors and cultures, betw
een rich and poor, hetero and 

gay, som
e w

ires are fraught m
ore directly and heavily w

ith 
histories of oppression, but the point of contact m

ust be 
the air betw

een ear and m
outh, this w

illingness to talk and 
listen. I respect the integrity w

ith w
hich this w

ork w
as col-

lected as a forum
 for and by w

om
en of color. Y

et, if you 
don't m

ind, the w
hite ghosts are listening w

ith a w
ill to 

identify w
ith w

hat w
e can, and to learn from

 w
hat w

e can't 
experientially com

m
iserate w

ith. A
fter all w

hat inspires 
this book, over and above the necessarily pervasive anger 
and 

fear, 
is 

the tangible, m
ysterious diversity of lives. 

T
hrough w

ritings such as these, the differences betw
een 

us and the dialectic tha~stem
s from

 them
 (L

orde) can com
e 

into the open. T
he energy to act w

ill evolve from
 this dia-

logue, tripilogue, m
ultilogue. 
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-
Anita M

. C
arter 

TH
E SA

LT EA
TER

S by Toni C
ade B

am
bara 

R
andom

 H
ouse 

M
s. B

am
bara's first novel talces place som

ew
here in the 

rural south in a fictional tow
n know

n as C
layborne. A

t first 
glance, this place does not appear to be any different from

 
any other southern tow

n
. E

xcept for one thing-faith healing 
is practiced in the C

om
m

unity Infirm
ary. 

E
veryone is gathered on this particular day to w

itness 
"the fabled healer of the district,,. M

innie R
ansom

, at w
ork. 

T
he visiting interns-curious and unbelieving, the staff stand-

ing around betting on the tim
e span of the session, neighbors 

and fam
ily m

em
bers w

aiting for M
innie R

ansom
 to lay her 

hands on V
elm

a H
enry. 

V
elm

a H
enry num

bly sits on the stool, w
ondering w

hy, 
after slashing her w

rists and exposing herself to oven fum
es, 

she w
as still alive. V

elm
a w

ondered w
hy she w

as sitting lis-
tening to M

innie's hum
m

ing. V
elm

a w
as resistant. She did 

not w
ant to join the living, and M

innie R
ansom

 w
as having a 

difficult tim
e. 

M
innie sought guidance from

 her guardian spirit, "O
ld 

W
ife." T

he spunky spirit "O
ld W

ife" m
erely points out to 

M
innie that perhaps there is som

e resem
blance betw

een the 
tw

o. 
'~ 

T
he story slow

ly unravels through a series of flashbacks 
into V

elm
a's past. W

e learn of V
elm

a's overriding concern 
and involvem

ent in com
m

unity w
ork at the expense of al-

ienating others. H
er husband O

bie begins to sleep w
ith other 

w
om

en, her child, Jam
es Jr., m

atures at an early age. V
elm

a 
eventually loses control over her life. She begins seeing things 
that are not there-or are they? 
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