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care who won and was willing to give over marbles on demand. Dad decided 
that this play had to end, that both my brother and I needed to learn a lesson 
about appropriate gender roles.

One evening my brother was given permission by Dad to bring out the tin of 
marbles. I announced my desire to play and was told by my brother that “girls 
did not play with marbles,” that it was a boy’s game. This made no sense to 
my four- or five-year-old mind, and I insisted on my right to play by picking 
up marbles and shooting them. Dad intervened to tell me to stop. I did not 
listen. His voice grew louder and louder. Then suddenly he snatched me up, 
broke a board from our screen door, and began to beat me with it, telling me, 
“You’re just a little girl. When I tell you to do something, I mean for you to do 
it.” He beat me and he beat me, wanting me to acknowledge that I understood 
what I had done. His rage, his violence captured everyone’s attention. Our 
family sat spellbound, rapt before the pornography of patriarchal violence. 
After this beating I was banished—forced to stay alone in the dark. Mama 
came into the bedroom to soothe the pain, telling me in her soft southern 
voice, “I tried to warn you. You need to accept that you are just a little girl 
and girls can’t do what boys do.” In service to patriarchy her task was to 
reinforce that Dad had done the right thing by, putting me in my place, by 
restoring the natural social order.

I remember this traumatic event so well because it was a story told again 
and again within our family. No one cared that the constant retelling might 
trigger post-traumatic stress; the retelling was necessary to reinforce both the 
message and the remembered state of absolute powerlessness. The recollection 
of this brutal whipping of a little-girl daughter by a big strong man, served 
as more than just a reminder to me of my gendered place, it was a reminder 
to everyone watching/remembering, to all my siblings, male and female, and 
to our grownwoman mother that our patriarchal father was the ruler in our 
household. We were to remember that if we did not obey his rules, we would 
be punished, punished even unto death. This is the way we were experientially 
schooled in the art of patriarchy.

There is nothing unique or even exceptional about this experience. Listen to 
the voices of wounded grown children raised in patriarchal homes and you will 
hear different versions with the same underlying theme, the use of violence 
to reinforce our indoctrination and acceptance of patriarchy. In How Can I 
Get Through to You? family therapist Terrence Real tells how his sons were 
initiated into patriarchal thinking even as their parents worked to create a 
loving home in which antipatriarchal values prevailed. He tells of how his 
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