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I spent so much time studying 
and reading books as a teenager in 
Bakersfield, California that, my 
mother sent me to the Presbyterian 
Churc.h, hoping I would make some 
friends and become normally so
cialized. When my socialization at 
church resulted in an earnest con
version to Jesus Christ, my mother 
took it in stride: "You'll grow out 
of it, dear." 

The ironic thing was that my 
trust in Jesus as Lord and Savior 
made me vulnerable to a socializa
tion more profound than my 
mother could ever have antici
pated. I learned, for example, that 
in Christian marriages the husband 
rules the wife. I accepted it, though 
I knew that in our home such a 
thing would have been impossible. 
My father watched television, read 
newspapers, went to work, and 
drank beer; he was not interested 
in ruling either Mother or the 
household. 

My mother cooked, cleaned, 
sewed, baked, and supervised us 
kids when she wasn't teaching 
nursing at Bakersfield Junior Col
lege. As the oldest child of four, 
I filled the gaps in her manage
ment. If anyone ruled the house
hold, I probably did. I had had 
enough ironing, dish-washing, and 
child-care to convince me at an 
early age that I did not want to be 
a housewife. Sometime along in 
my late high school and early col
lege years I began proclaiming I 
would never get married. I would 
be smarter than my mother. Mar
riage meant dullness, drudgery, 
and, for a Christian, submission to 
one's husband. That was not the 
life for me. 
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But in my junior year of college 
I met John Arthur. At the same 
time, I encountered "women's lib." 
Throughout my senior year, I gave 
lip service to women's liberation 
all the while becoming more and 
more attached to John. It was ap
parent that the dichotomies of my 
life were building toward a crisis. 
On the one hand, I was planning 
to go to graduate school and pur
sue a career. On the other hand, 
marriage was starting to become an 
actual possibility. I knew I had to 
choose between these two options: 
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a career, or marriage with a side
dish of career. One part of me 
longed for the emotional and phys
ical intimacy; another part of me 
recoiled in horror at becoming a 
wife. I was convinced that if I 
married, I would go through a 
complete metamorphosis into a 
non-person. 

When John proposed to me, a 
year after graduation I provision
ally accepted, planning to avoid all 
the oppressive roles forced on wives 
and husbands and asked John if he 
would agree to some conditions. I 
wanted to stay in graduate school 
in California (at this time he 
was in Boston), keep my own 
name, have an egalitarian marriage, 
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and perhaps draw up a contract. 
He agreed to all of it. 

We made up a 15-point contract 
which included some of the follow
ing: sharing housework and cook
ing 50-50, sharing decisions affect
ing both partners, sharing child
care equally if we had children, 
taking turns on where to live, tak
ing vacations from each other, re
taining our given names, and main
taining separate chec�ing accounts. 

In spite of our efforts, I spent 
the next 15 months trying to adjust 
to the idea of giving away my 
independence. Freedom looked 
sweeter the further away it got. I 
looked through every book I could 
find on Christian marriage to dis
cover whether they all held to sub
mission of wives. They did. 

John and I were married in 1972. 
I spent the next year holding my 
breath to see if I had turned into 
that monstrous creature, a "wife." 
But, instead, John and I were stili 
the same. I could hardly believe 
we were married. We kept irregu
lar hours and even more irregular 
mealtimes. John cooked every 
other meal and took his turn with 
all the household chores. He also 
looked for a job, while I studied 
for my classes and worked part 
time. At church we went to dif
ferent adult education classes. 

The most effective means of pre
serving my identity has been keep
ing my own name. There were no 
legal problems, and everyone we 
knew accepted it except our imme
diate families. My mother was 
strongly opposed to my "crazy 
feminist ideas" and embarrassed in 
front of John's parents that I would 
not take their name. My father 
was even more opposed. As he put 
it, "Why don't you just get di
vorced? You aren't married as long 
as you don't take John's name." 

But once again, the strongest at
tempts at socialization came from 
Christians - an aunt and uncle 
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