" myselfto do. Iwill always love her for

being so courageous. Our friendship
grew again, little by little, and I began
to reemerge from isolation. Riot Grrrl
was still going strong, and Ann and
Andee were organizing a grrrl con-
vention in Omaha. I got involved in
the planning and preparation, and in
the days before the event we made
copious amounts of food and silk-
screened enormous piles of thriftstore
t-shirts with the words “go girl”
Almost 100 grrrls descended on
Omaha that July, from the midwest,
the south, both coasts, and Canada.
This was not the first Riot Grrrl
convention. Olympia, D.C.,and even
Ohio had sponsored similar gather-
ings in the previous three years. We
organized a concert featuring bands
from around the country and ar-
ranged workshops on racism, class
privilege, self-defense, and women’s
health. We picketed and escorted
patientsatan abortion clinic,and my
belly, just beginning to swell obvi-
ously at four months, became the
sign upon which I wrote “Mother for
Choice” inblack, delighting the other
grrrls and disturbing the counter-
demonstrators. Downtown Omaha

s
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never saw so many different hair col-
ours. We camped on the Platte River
and swam and barbecued tofu and
veggies. We sang and talked and
traded zines. I made friends and fan-
tasized about keeping them forever,
but truly I felt very separate, because
of my pregnancy and because of the
greater context of my life in which
this was happening. Still, knowing
what I had to go home to, [ wanted it
to last forever.

My son Gabriel was born on the
morning of December 20, 1994. I
left his father for the last time two
weeks later and got a protection or-
der. (I wish this were all as simple as
it sounds.) In 1996, Gabriel was the
only riot boy at the Midwest Girl
Fest in Chicago, and the inspiration
for my zine Mamagirl. By age four,
Gabriel had developed a media con-
sciousness able to analyze how toys
were being marketed differently to
girls and boys in commercials. Now
at the more philosophical stage of age
six, I overheard him the other day
telling a friend, “God is a woman
t00.” I love being his mom, and the
unit the two of us make is comfort-

able and perfect. Andee now has a

.., beautiful three-year-old daughter
~ Emma. Feminist parenting, as old as

feminism itself, continues to shape
our children.

Becoming a mother and surviving
a violent relationship made the limi-
tations of the scope of riot grrrl pain-
fully evident in my life. Its focus on
young women left domestic abuse
largely out of the forum, although
such brutality is not by any means
restricted to middle-aged married
couples. I knew the percentages of
rapists who were convicted and how
to poke a stranger’s eyes out with my
thumbs; [ didn’t know the classic
behaviors of men prone to abuse, or
how to jump from a moving car at
eight months pregnant to escape a
death threat (I figured thatouton the
spot.) We certainly would have ben-

_ efited from knowing the signs that a
. woman is in an unhealthy relation-

ship and what to do about it. I won-
der how many other riot grrrls were

suffering in this way, or how many
former riot grrils are suffering now.

Although the riot grrrl movement
has largely dissolved, men are still
raping, beating, molesting, harass-
ing, and generally mistreatingwomen
and girls around the world. Feminist
activism is asimportant now asit ever
was, and I doubt that any of my old
grrrl-friends have become apolitical.
Forall of us who havesilences thatare
yet to be broken, the powerful voice
of riot grrrl is still resonant. Its assi-
milation into mainstream culture was,
inevitable in spite of the efforts to
prevent it, but perhaps the five-year-
olds in their “girl power” t-shirts will
be the ones to pick up where we left
offand include alittle of what we left
out. In the meantime, I'm still striv-
ing for revolution—mom style.

Monica wishes to acknowledge the
Women’s Studies program at UNO for
bringing CWS/cf to her attention, and
Dr. Julia Garrett for her encourage-
ment and guidance.
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