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Kate Riley

THIS BRIDGE CALLED MY BACK:
WRITINGS BY RADICAL WOMEN OF COLOR

Ed. by Cherrie Moraga and Gloria Anzaldia, Watertown,
Mass., Persephone Press, 1981, 261 pp., $8.95.

As a white, middle-class, heterosexual woman writer,
1’d like to thank Cherrie Moraga and Gloria Anzaldia, and
the others involved, for bending their mutual back once
more, for opening their mouths publicly, for applying the
smarts they’ve learned from no-matter-where to “use” the
institutions of this system—education, writing, print—to
reach each other and ‘“us.”

As second generation removed Alabama white trash,
the rhythms of, say, Beverly and Barbara Smith, are not so
foreign to me. I appreciate their recognition that neither
race nor class, gender nor sexual persuasion can entirely de-
fine the parameters of oppression’s story. Yet I also under-
stand that our differences can no longer be smudged for
the sake of an artificial spirit of commonality from which
the feminist movement grows insipid.

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

(as I'd half-anticipated) engulf me in a deluge of guilt. Not
that I love hearing that black wimmin basically hate my
smell and stringy hair (davenport). Nor can I help twinging
with self-recognition when white women are accused of not
trying, not reaching out, assuming we ::aonmow% intellec-
tually what we never confronted for ourselves in .%m. real
life arena. I have not known violence, nor its om,m.v:bml
political consciousness—at an early age (Smith). Hn&. _o.w:—
early, however, about confronting the other; that ;:ﬁ a
sensitive subject which shirks blatancy. ?. 5 T asked MQ
maid” (yes, that’s what 1 called her), Lottie, why ”.wn ! :.”
was so much browner than mine. And I EBm.:&m. amn Mm,m
barrassment, her face as she looked away, mwﬂsnm oBM,EQ
us that way. And I've put it together with what my
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told me later (hours or years? I'm not sure): Lottie was
probably worried about what my mother would have
wanted her to say. Since then have been the years of guilt
and confusion, and I wonder now: Was Lottie really think-
ing that at all?

From This Bridge Called My Back, I begin to under-
stand that the problems of white-wash, of invisibility (Ya-
mada, Cameron, Quintanales), come from the silence alon,
all lines. Divisions are everywhere, and the bridging :Emm
begin with, heading out to span chasms that are, in an age
of such close cultural clutter, splintering society. Between
all colors and cultures, between rich and poor, hetero and
gay, some wires are fraught more directly and heavily with
histories of oppression, but the point of contact must be
“W&n between ear and mouth, this willingness to talk and

n.

I respect the integrity with which this work was col-
lected as a forum for and by women of color., Yet, if you
don’t mind, the white ghosts are listening with w.SE to
identify with what we can, and to learn from what we can’t
mN.@ﬁE:QP:% commiserate with. After all what inspires
this book, over and above the necessarily pervasive anger
and fear, is the tangible, mysterious diversity of lives
Through writings such as these, the differences Umaimm:.
us and the dialectic that stems from them (Lorde) can come
into the open. The energy to act will evolve from this dia-
logue, tripilogue, multilogue.
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Anita M. Carter

THE SALT EATERS by Toni Cade Bambara
Random House

Ms. Bambara’s first novel takes place somewhere in the
rural south in a fictional town known as Clayborne. At first
glance, this place does not appear to be any different from
any other southern town. Except for one thing—faith healing
is practiced in the Community Infirmary.

Everyone is gathered on this particular day to witness
“the fabled healer of the district,” Minnie Ransom, at work.
The visiting interns—curious and unbelieving, the staff stand-
ing around betting on the time span of the session, neighbors
and family members waiting for Minnie Ransom to lay her
hands on Velma Henry.

Velma Henry numbly sits on the stool, wondering why,
after slashing her wrists and exposing herself to oven fumes,
she was still alive. Velma wondered why she was sitting lis-
tening to Minnie’s humming. Velma was resistant. She did

not want to join the living, and Minnie Ransom was having a
difficult time.

Minnie sought guidance from her guardian spirit, “Old
Wife.” The spunky spirit “Old Wife” merely points out to
Minnie that perhaps there is some resemblance between the
two. ®
The story slowly unravels through a series of flashbacks
into Velma’s past. We learn of Velma’s overriding concern
and involvement in community work at the expense of al-
ienating others. Her husband Obie begins to sleep with other
women, her child, James Jr., matures at an early age. <m.r.=w
eventually loses control over her life. She begins seeing things
that are not there—or are they?
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