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Campus Voice: Black Women Must Practice Sisterhood
E ditor 's  note: Campus Voice 
features writers from  campuses 
around the nation. This week's issue 
was written by Stacy Walker, a 
junior at Duke University.

Before reading this article, I would 
just like to thank the many beautiful, 
intelligent,proud, independent and 
strong black women I came in 
contact with this summer fo r  
enriching my experience and  
befriending me. I  also thank those 
who treated me with contempt and 
disrespect and jealousy fo r  giving 
me the material for this piece...

When first approached about 
writing an editorial for the Black 
Ink, 1 was fairly reluctant I felt that 
my short introduction to UNC was 
not sufficient enough to comprise 
an entire article. (For those of you

who don’t know, I attended both 
summer sessions at Carolina.) 
Deeper scrutiny, however, revealed 
one prevalent them e, one 
ur^ortunate prevalent theme, that 
ex ists-that is the lack of true 
sisterhood.

I am hardly suggesting that this 
trend originated on your campus, 
nor am I saying that it is confined to 
UNC. On the contrary, my black 
sisters show this incohesiveness 
here at Duke, on other campuses, in 
the workplace, and in the world at 
large. What I am suggesting is that 
it has gone on for far too long and its 
presence must be erased.

The extent to which we, as black 
women, are antagonists to ourselves 
is amazing to me. 1 was forewarned 
on the eve of my first day of classes 
that because of my long hair, I would 
make few female friends but have

many male admirers. Then, my 
advisor continued, I would lose the 
friends 1 had already made because 
of these male admirers. Her tone 
was playful but experienced. I am 
saddened to report that there was 
some validity to her remarks.

Thi s had happened to me before, 
and again, it embittered me. I 
wondered why something as trivial 
as hair made me the enemy to my 
own sisters. After all, 1 couldn’t 
control the growth of it. My mother 
has long hair and her mother before 
her. Besides, I thought angrily, how 
many black women have told me 
that they used to have long hair 
before they cut it? Whose fault is 
that? Furthermore, why should I 
lose the “friends” I had already 
made because of men? Any man 
who is simple-minded and tired 
enough to want a woman solely
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Unity Begins With Speaking.
Well, if there’s one thing I can 

say I’ve learned in the past few 
weeks, it is that Black people can 
come together on this campus in the 
name of unity. Okay, what I want to 
know is, where is all this unity on a 
day to day basis? Where is it when 
people are walking across this yard 
day in and day out? Tell me. ‘cause 
I fail to see it.

I realize that the BCC is 
im portant enough to bring us 
together, but as soon as the rallies 
and marches are over, so is all that 
togetherness. Maybe some of you 
don't know this, but a speakout 
isn’t the only time you would want 
to say... speak to somebody.

What is the big deal about 
acknowledging another brother or 
sister when you pass by? I’m sorry, 
but you can’t tell me that you are 
just too academically pressed to say 
“Hello,” or ‘‘Hi ya doin’,” or even 
give that little nod that those of us 
who are too smooth to move our 
mouths use to say “Wha’s up.”

Some people would rather look 
at the grouixl, a squirrel, the time— 
oops! You ain’t wearin’ a watch!— 
or look straight through a brother or 
sister rather than look them in the 
sye and say something. If this isn’t
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a negative attitude toward your own 
culture, tell me what is.

Now don’t get me wrong. I 
don’t mean for you to seek out every 
black person on this Yard, get all up 
in their face and be all “As-salaam 
alaikum my fellow Nubian, afro- 
centric soul...” Nah. I mean, if 
that’s your thang, go wit’ it—but 
don’t fake i t

1 realize that some of us have 
legitimate beefs with people that 
w ould make any attem pt at 
con versation-a severe case of faldn ’ 
the funk. However, most of it is just

petty. Get over i t  If you can’t, get 
help. Trust me, if I worried about 

everybody who thinks I ’m a 
b*@#%. I’d never leave my room.

Now I know what y’all are 
sayin’, “Karen, I see you every day 
on the Yard. You don’t be all 
speakin’ to everybody.” Call me 
o u t My policy is that if I make eye 
contact with someone I should at 
least acknowledge the fact that 
they’re there. And if I feel like 
someone would really hate to have 
to say “hello” to me I make sure I 
speak to them. In general, I feel 
particularly compelled to speak to 
any fellow black student struggling 
to make a place for him or herself 
in this white supremacist power 
structure they call a liberal 
university. But that’s just me.

Basically, some people need to 
put those egos in check. Some of us 
walk around so scared that 
somebody’s gonna think they’re 
sweatin’. Why? Unless, of course, 
you are. In that case, play that mess 
off! And for anybody who thinks 
they are too much of that to be civil. 
I ’m laughin’ atcha ‘cause guess 
what—you’re not

because of the length of her hair 
doesn’t deserve me...or any black 
sister with half a brain in her head.

But I am digressing from my 
original point Sisters, we are a self- 
opposing group. But this op^sition  
is not always based on jealousy or 
other such negative attributes. 
Sometimes we self-defeat via our 
luiselfishness. Take, fw example, 
our relationship with our men. We 
have for so long catered to, cared 
for, and carried on our backs, our 
brothers to the point where they 
now spit in our faces and treat us 
with disrespect We give and give 
and get nothing in return. And in the 
process, we, BLACK WOMEN, 
have been blamed for the black 
man’s lack of success in today’s 
society. The (1965) Moynihan 
report on the statusof Black America 
declared, “Ours is a society which

presumes male leadership in private 
and public affairs...a subcultur 
such as that of the Negro America^ i, 
in which this is not the pattern, is 
placed at a distinct disadvantage.

By no means am I trying to tunt 
this piece into a male-bashing 
chapter. I only want the sisters to 
realize (and then to accept) that wc 
must start loving ourselves, first 
and foremost, before we can ever 
truly hope to be loved by anyone 
else. Consequently, our love for 
others will follow and be enriched. 
Sisters, we descend from a line ol 
women too strong and too proud to 
let trivial matters such as hair and 
skin color and other such silliness 
bring us down. We must unite, m 
sisters. Our success as a peopl. 
depends on i t
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