
DOROTHY ALLISON ESSAYS

The first time I heard, "They're different than us, don't value human life the way we do," I was in high school in Central
Florida. The man speaking was an army.

We were growing up quickly, my sisters moving toward dropping out of school while I got good grades and
took every scholarship exam I could find. There was a certain truth in this, though like all cruel judgments
rendered from the outside, it ignored the conditions that made it true. I realized again that some are given no
quarter, no chance, that all their courage, humor, and love for each other is just a joke to the ones who make
the rules, and I hated the rule-makers. That was all he said. After three months, my mama took us down there
to visit, carrying a big basket of fried chicken, cold cornbread, and potato salad. They notice all those details. I
also experienced a new level of feat, a fear of losing what had never before been imaginable. We think in
terms of the broad categories of working class, middle class, upper class, but if you ask someone to define
herself it always gets more nuanced. I will never be able to forgive myself for it. The underlying causes arose
from leadership styles of Ang Siow and Ian Davidson and the lack of consideration of cultural differences.
You know about internships, right? I believed I was making the personal political revolution with my life
every moment, whether I was scrubbing the floor of the childcare center, setting up a new budget for the
women's lecture series at the university, editing the local feminist magazine, or starting a women's bookstore.
One of the strengths I derive from my class background is that I am accustomed to contempt. She would rather
persevere and stay with her mother than loosing her. All this made her develop strong feelings towards women
than men. This toxic mindset is what causes women, even women like Dorothy Allison, to believe that beauty
is one of the only things of value in the world and that she must compete against other women. You go to jail
then to deeper and deeper jails into long-term prisons. Dorothy Allison: Well the economic shapes behavior. I
have a big concept about meeting your obligations. We were ordinary, but even so we were mythical. I was
the first person in my family to graduate from high school, and the fact that I went on to college was nothing
short of astonishing. He does not shut his eyes to the world around him but actually completes the opposite
You know that you have to pay attention. They held the dogged conviction that the admirable and wise thing
to do was keep a sense of humor, never whine or cower, and trust that luck might someday turn as good as it
had been badâ€”and with just as much reason. Not just American culture. How does anyone explain sexual
need? My family's lives were not on television, not in books, not even comic books. This is not to discredit
simple sibling jealousy, but there are clear patriarchal undertones. It was a huge weekend, because it was him,
Hillary Clinton, Colin Powell, and that idiot who wrote the Chicken Soup books. Or you find that you have
learned that you will be glad that you do not have to read it again for a grade. Her name is Dorothy. I came out
of an enormous violent Southern working-class family. Quite frequently, Dorothy describes an incident in her
journal, and William writes a poem about the same incident, often around two years later. Society is a focal
point of cruely in the nation. Similarly, it was not my sexuality, my lesbianism, that my family saw as most
rebellious; for most of my life, no one but my mama took my sexual preference very seriously. The cost of
growing up working class is an unacknowledged dam on society. There was an idea of the good
poorâ€”hard-working, ragged but clean, and intrinsically honorable. I kept looking at the trailer behind us,
ridiculously small to contain everything we owned. When I was growing up the portraits I found of
working-class people were always very animalistic. Ruby met the new "love" of her life, a woman, later was
much despised by Dottie. How painful, how costly, and how little progress we make before the river sweeps
us over again. She considers herself as trash and compares herself to something that is meant to be used. Even
though she leaves her child for him.


