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There is a rebel in me—the Shadow-Beast. It is a part of me
that refuses to take orders from outside authorities. It refus.es to
take orders from my conscious will, it threatens the sovereignty
of my rulership. It is that part of me that hates constraints of any

kind, even those self-imposed. At the least hint of [imitations on

my time or space by others, it kicks out with both feet. Bolts.

% Cultural Tyranny

Culture forms our beliefs. We perceive the version of reality
that it communicates. Dominant paradigms, predefined concepts
that exist as unquestionable, unchallengeable, are transmitted to

‘us through the culture. Culture is made by those in power—men.
Males make the rules and laws; women transmit them. How
many times have I heard mothers and mothers-in-law tell their
sons to beat their wives for not obeying them, for being hocico-
nas (big mouths), for being callajeras (going to visit and gossip
with neighbors), for expecting their husbands to help with the

rearing of children and the housework, for wanting to be some--

thing other than housewives?

The culture expects women to show greater acceptance of,
and commitment to, the value system than men. The culture and
the Church insist that women are subservient to males. If a
woman rebels she is a mujer mala. If a woman doesn’t renounce
herself in favor of the male, she is selfish. If a woman remains a
virgen until she marries, she is a good woman. For a woman of
my culture there used to be only three directions she could turn:,
to the Church as a nun, to the streets as a prostitute, or to th
home as a mother. Today some of us have a fourth choice:
entering the world by way of education and career and becoming
self-autonomous persons. A very few of us. As a working class
people our chief activity is to put food in our mouths, a roof over
our heads and clothes on our backs. Educating our children is out
of reach for most of us. Educated or not, the onus is still on
woman to be a wife/ mother—only the nun can escape mother-
hood. Women are made to feel total failures if they don’t ﬁarry
and have children. “/Y cuindo te casas, Gloria? Se te vaa pasarel
tren.” Y yo les digo, “Pos si me caso, no va ser con un hombre.” Se
quedan calladitas. S3, 50y hija de la Chingada. I've always been her
daughter. No ‘tés chingando.

Humans fear the supernatural, both the undivine (the
animal impulses such as sexuality, the unconscious, the
unknown, the alien) and the divine (the superhuman, the god in
us). Culture and religion seek to protect us from these two forces.
The female, by virtue of creating entities of flesh and blood in her
stomach (she bleeds every month but does not die), by virtue of
being in tune with nature’s cycles, is feared. Because, according to
Christianity and most other major religions, woman is carnal,
animal, and closer to the undivine, she must be protected. Pro- #¥
tected from herself. Woman is the stranger, the other. She is
man’s recognized nightmarish pieces, his Shadow-Beast. The
sight of her sends him into a frenzy of anger and fear.

La gorra, el rebozo, la mantilla are symbols of my culture’s
“protection” of women. Culture (read males) professes to protect
women. Actually it keeps women in rigidly defined roles. It keeps
the girlchild from other men—don’t poach on my preserves, only
I can touch my child’s body. Our mothers taught us well, “Lo
hombres nomds quieren una cosa’; men aren’t to be trusted,
are selfish and are like children. Mothers made sure we




walk into a room of brothers or fathers or uncles in nightgow
or shorts. We were never alone with men, not even those of ¢
own family. g

Through our mothers, the culture gave us mlxel messagt

No voy a dejar que ningiin pelado desgraciado maltrate a n,

hijos. And in the next breath it wo'uld say, _Ld mujer riene g,

hacer lo que le diga el hombre. Whlch was It to be—gtrong, 4
submissive, rebellious or conformmg? - : )

¥ Tribal rights over those of the individual 1n§ured the sury

" val of the tribe and were necessary then, and, as in thfz case of (

all indigenous peoples in the world who are still fighting 0

intentional, premeditated murder (genocide), they are sti

necessary. e

Much of what the culture condemns focuses on kinshi
relationships. The welfare of the family, the community, and th
tribe is more important than the welfare of the individual. Th

., individual exists first as kin—as sister, as father, as padrino—an
X last as self.

In my culture, selfishness is condemned, especially it
women; humility and selflessness, the absence of selfishness, is
considered a virtue. In the past, acting humble with members
outside the family ensured that you would make no one envidiose

(envious); therefore he or she would not use witchcraft against
you. If you get above yourself, you're an envidiosa. If you don't
behave like everyone else, /z gente will say that you think you're

id hierarchies will be kept in order: respect is reserved for 4

el patrén, those with power in the communitf

€n are at the bottom of the ladder one rung above thé
s. The Chicano, mexicano,and so
ance for deviance. Devias :

Fear of Going Home: Homophobia

For the lesbian of color, the ultimate rebellion she can make

against her native culture is through her sexual behavior. She
goes against two moral prohibitions: sexuality and homosexual-
ity. Being lesbian and raised Catholic, indoctrinated as straight, I
made the choice to be queer (for some it is genetically inherent).
It's an interesting path, one that continually slips in and out of

the white, the Catholic, the Mexican, the indigenous, Fhe
instincts, In and out of my head. It makes for logueria, the'crames.
It is a path of knowledge—one of knowing (and of learning) the
history of oppression of our raza. It is a way of balancing, of
mitigating duality.

In a New England college where I taught, the presenc(e1 ofa
few lesbians threw the more conservative heterosexual students

~and faculty into a panic. The two lesbian students and we twg
lesbian instructors met with them to discuss their fears, Qp, a
' the students said, "I thought homophobia meant fear of going
home after a residency.” s o
~ And T thought, how apt. Fear of going home. And of not
being taken in. We're afraid of being abandoned by the mother,
the culture, /a Raza, for being unacceptable, faulty, damageq
Most of us unconsciously believe that if we reveal this unaccepta.
ble aspect of the self our mother/culture/race will totally rejeq
us. To avoid rejection, some of us conform to the values of the
culture, push the unacceptable parts into the shadows. Which
leaves only one fear—that we will be found out and that the
Shadow-Beast will break out of its cage. Some of us take another
route. We try to make ourselves conscious of the Shadow-Beast,
stare at the sexual lust and lust for power and destruction we see
on its face, discern among its features the undershadow that the
reigning order of heterosexual males project on our Beast. Yet
still others of us take it another step: we try to waken the
Shadow-Beast inside us. Not many jump at the chance to con-
front the Shadow-Beast in the mirror without flinching at her

o, ¢




lidless serpent eyes, her cold clammy moist hand dragging us
underground, fangs barred and hissing. How does one put feath-
ers on this particular serpent? But a few of us have been lucky—
on the face of the Shadow-Beast we have seen not lust but
tenderness; on its face we have uncovered the lie.



