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I could have told you it was 
coming. I caught glimpses of it 
hovering in the wings, even as the 
bubble-faced exuberance of youth 
pinked these maidenly cheeks and 
dribbled on down the front of my 
pinafore. Yes, indeed; it was really 
quite inevitable after only twenty 
plus-plus-plus years of inveterate 
wheel-spinning. But the world can 
step aside any moment now. I 
may be on my way to becoming 
a feminist. 

Oh. I have just uttered what a 
year ago would have been a nasty 
four-letter word somewhere into 
the darkest reaches of my 
vocabulary. It meant burn your bra, 
demand equal everything, then 
leave hubby at home to bake the 
bread while you're out raising 
the dough. After all, the feminists 
insisted, anything he can do is up 
for grabs-and you can probably 
do it better. One big hitch, of 
course, was the scripture pointing 
out that feminism never was 
happiness. Either way, I got awfully 
tired of slapping my face. 

Then Elouise Bell did a cracking 
good job of Mormonizing the word 
at a Brigham Young University 
forum assembly, when she defined 
a feminist as simply "a person, 
whether a man or a woman, who 
believes that historically there 
have been inequities in the 
education and treatment of women 
in several or many spheres of 

society and who is interested in 
correcting those inequities as he 
or she sees them." Now, that 
seemed to me a viable definition- 
certainly one that could be lived 
with* even at the expense a 

Or from the 
resident Fascinating Women. But 
everyone knows that You can't 
have your bra and burn too. 

I being &awn 
inward a peripheral 
vation toward the fulminating 
middle of that pink-and-blue 

Actually, it wasn't my idea. 
Cloistered in the English 

sten0 pool while Stan- 
ing my way through a final year 
of classes, my initial reaction to 
the movement was that I 
hardly have time or energy for 
after-school playtime in the picket 
line. Moreover, the mild-mannered 
rep0rter in me never having been 
drawn to forensics, I could claim 
O " ~ Y  something considerably less 
than expertise with which to hold 
a firing line. But circumstances 
nevertheless converged to unfluff 
the holding pattern of my 
existence, and I soon found myself 
rubbing consciousnesses on a 
regular basis with some of those 
whose business it was to ferret 
out the inequities and find better 
solutions than shoe-pounding or 
withdrawal into the woodwork. 
I became an apt, rapt pupil, dis- 
covering early that this new-found 
sensitivity could and would indeed 
result in a curious mixture of 
pleasure and pain. No one could 
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ever again say to me, "Behind 
every great man is a great woman" 
without raising the hackles of my 
consciousness to a feverish 
protest of, "No, not behind. 
Beside, beside, beside!" 

And that, of course, is only the 
proverbial tip of the proverbial 
iceberg. There is the whole world 
out there to be reckoned with- 
that sphere which has for so long 
been a "man's world" but which 
must now begin revolving to a 
slightly different tune. I might 
wager (as could my recently-raised 
consciousness) that, culturally 
speaking, women as a group would 
likely be hard-pressed to find a 
chip monumental enough to char- 
acterize the incredible burdens 
heaped upon their individual and 
collective shoulders through gener- 
ations of second-class citizenship. 
I, for one, have spent much of the 
past year playing discovery games 
with my own newly-awakened 
sensitivity to the primary concerns 
of women. 

And, try as I might to retreat to 
the relative complacency of doing 
my own thing (which has, on oc- 
casion, amounted to a vacuum- 
packed version of As the Stomach 
Turns), I can never again fully 
escape the realities to which I 
have so lately been introduced. 
Those "realities" constitute a 
variety of sexist attitudes in the 
classroom, in textbooks, in the 
movies, in the adviser who counsels 
me away from any profession but 
secretaryship or housewifery, in a 
vast array of mark-time-until-the- 
white-knight-comes roommates 
(commonly known as "fluff-brains" 
among the enlightened). Hardly 
half an eyebrow would have been 
raised at any one of these last 

year; but today I strongly suspect 
that I will never again rest easy 
in the company of men (or women) 
who demand less of my intellect 
and ability than I am prepared 
to extend. 

Now, I will likely never be 
Provo's feminist-in-residence. So 
many women here are so knowl- 
edgeable and so committed and so 
good at what they're doing that a 
reformed fluff-brain can only 
stand by in awed silence, slowly 
beginning to catch a certain kind 
of vision, even forgetting some- 
times and allowing her tongue to 
slip quietly down from its pre- 
feminist stronghold inside her 
cheek, closer to front-line position 
for a little more of the action. 
Elouise and others have done their 
work well, and perhaps one day 
soon 1'11 get the fluff out altogether. 
Meanwhile, I relish being within 
chuckling distance as an occasional 
pinafore goes up in smoke. 

come a long way, baby. 




