
        
            [image: cover]
        


Jess

by

Peg Tittle

[image: tmp_0018707-1f76b149-62ff-4a3b-8e31-6c032e52e554_rSUU5w_html_6eef93ee.jpg]


Also by Peg
Tittle

fiction

Fighting Words (forthcoming)

Gender Fraud: a fiction

Impact

It Wasn’t Enough

Exile

What Happened to Tom

screenplays

Exile

What Happened to Tom

Foreseeable

Aiding the Enemy

Bang Bang

stageplays

Impact

What Happened to Tom

Foreseeable

Aiding the Enemy

Bang Bang

audioplays

Impact

nonfiction

Just Think About It

Sexist Shit that Pisses Me Off

No End to the Shit that Pisses Me Off

Still More Shit that Pisses Me Off

More Shit that Pisses Me Off

Shit that Pisses Me Off



Critical Thinking: An Appeal to Reason

What If? Collected Thought Experiments in Philosophy

Should Parents be Licensed? (editor)

Ethical Issues in Business: Inquiries, Cases, and Readings

Philosophy: Questions and Theories (contributing author)


Gender
Fraud: a fiction

“A gripping
read …” Katya, Goodreads

Impact

“Edgy,
insightful, terrific writing, propelled by rage against rape.
Tittle writes in a fast-paced, dialogue-driven style that hurtles
the reader from one confrontation to the next. Chock full of
painful social observations ….” Hank Pellissier, Director of
Humanist Global Charity

“ … The idea
of pinning down the inflictors of this terror is quite appealing
….” Alison Lashinsky

It Wasn’t
Enough

“Unlike far
too many novels, this one will make you think, make you
uncomfortable, and then make you reread it ….” C. Osborne,
moonspeaker.ca

“… a powerful
and introspective dystopia …. It is a book I truly recommend for a
book club as the discussions could be endless ….” Mesca Elin,
Psychochromatic Redemption

“Tittle’s book
hits you hard ….” D. Sohi, Goodreads

“It Wasn’t Enough punches well above its weight and straight in the gut …”
Shefali Sequeira, 4w
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“Thought-provoking stuff, as usual from Peg Tittle.” James M.
Fisher, Goodreads

What Happened
to Tom

“This
powerful book plays with the gender gap to throw into high relief
the infuriating havoc unwanted pregnancy can wreak on a woman’s
life. Once you’ve read What Happened to Tom, you’ll never forget it.” Elizabeth
Greene, Understories and Moving

“I read this
in one sitting, less than two hours, couldn’t put it down.
Fantastic allegorical examination of the gendered aspects of
unwanted pregnancy. A must-read for everyone, IMO.” Jessica,
Goodreads

“Peg
Tittle’s What
Happened to Tom takes a
four-decades-old thought experiment and develops it into a
philosophical novella of extraordinary depth and imagination ….
Part allegory, part suspense (perhaps horror) novel, part defense
of bodily autonomy rights (especially women’s), Tittle’s book will
give philosophers and the philosophically minded much to discuss.”
Ron Cooper, Hume’s Fork

Sexist Shit
that Pisses Me Off

“Woh. This
book is freaking awesome and I demand a sequel.” Anonymous,
barnesandnoble.com

“I recommend
this book to both women and men. It will open your eyes to a lot of
sexist—and archaic—behaviors.” Seregon, Goodreads

“Honestly,
selling this in today’s climate is a daunting challenge—older women
have grown weary, younger women don’t seem to care, or at least
don’t really identify as feminists, men—forget that. All in all a
sad state of affairs—sorry.” rejection letter from agent

Shit that
Pisses Me Off

“I find Peg
Tittle to be a passionate, stylistically-engaging writer with a
sharp eye for the hypocritical aspects of our society.” George,
Amazon

“Peg raises
provocative questions: should people need some kind of license to
have children? Should the court system use professional jurors?
Many of her essays address the imbalance of power between men and
women; some tackle business, sports, war, and the weather. She even
explains why you’re not likely to see Peg Tittle at Canada’s
version of an Occupy Wall Street demonstration. It’s all
thought-provoking, and whether or not you’ll end up agreeing with
her conclusions, her essays make for fascinating reading.” Erin
O’Riordan

“This was
funny and almost painfully accurate, pointing out so many things
that most of us try NOT to notice, or wish we didn’t. Well written
and amusing, I enjoyed this book immensely.” Melody Hewson

“ … a
pissed off kindred spirit who writes radioactive prose with a hint
of sardonic wit …. Peg sets her sights on a subject with laser
sharp accuracy then hurls words like missiles in her collection of
25 cogent essays on the foibles and hypocrisies of life …. Whether
you agree or disagree with Peg’s position on the issues,
Shit that Pisses Me
Off will stick to your
brain long after you’ve ingested every word—no thought evacuations
here. Her writing is adept and titillating … her razor sharp words
will slice and dice the cerebral jugular. If you enjoy reading
smart, witty essays that challenge the intellect, download a copy
….” Laura Salkin, thinkspin.com

“Not very
long, but a really good read. The author is intelligent, and points
out some great inconsistencies in common thinking and action …. may
have been channeling some George Carlin in a few areas.” Briana
Blair, Goodreads

“ …
thought-provoking, and at times, hilarious. I particularly loved
‘Bambi’s cousin is going to tear you apart.’ Definitely worth a
read!” Nichole, Goodreads

“What she
said!!! Pisses me off also! Funny, enjoyable and so right on!!!!
Highly recommended.” Vic, indigo.ca

Critical
Thinking: An Appeal to Reason

“This book is
worth its weight in gold.” Daniel Millsap

“One of the
books everyone should read. A lot of practical examples, clear and
detailed sections, and tons of all kinds of logical fallacies
analyzed under microscope that will give you a completely different
way of looking to the everyday manipulations and will help you to
avoid falling into the common traps. Highly recommended!” Alexander
Antukh

“One of the
best CT books I’ve read.” G. Baruch, Goodreads

“This is
an excellent critical thinking text written by a clever and
creative critical thinker. Her anthology What If is excellent too: the short readings are perfect
for engaging philosophical issues in and out of the classroom.”
Ernst Borgnorg

“Peg
Tittle’s Critical Thinking is a welcome addition to a crowded field. Her presentations
of the material are engaging, often presented in a conversational
discussion with the reader or student. The text’s coverage of the
material is wide-ranging. Newspaper items, snippets from
The Far
Side, personal
anecdotes, emerging social and political debates, as well as LSAT
sample questions are among the many tools Tittle employs to educate
students on the elemental aspects of logic and critical thinking.”
Alexander E. Hooke, Professor of Philosophy, Stevenson
University

What If?…
Collected Thought Experiments in Philosophy

“Of all the
collections of philosophical thought experiments I’ve read, this is
by far the best. It is accessible, uses text from primary sources,
and is very well edited. The final entry in the book— which I won’t
spoil for you—was an instant favorite of mine.” Dominick
Cancilla

“This is a
really neat little book. It would be great to use in
discussion-based philosophy courses, since the readings would be
nice and short and to the point. This would probably work much
better than the standard anthology of readings that are, for most
students, incomprehensible.” Nathan Nobis, Morehouse College

Should Parents
be Licensed? Debating the Issues

“This book has
some provocative articles and asks some very uncomfortable
questions ….” Jasmine Guha, Amazon

“This book was
a great collection of essays from several viewpoints on the topic
and gave me a lot of profound over-the-(TV-)dinner-(tray-)table
conversations with my husband.” Lauren Cocilova, Goodreads

“You
need a licence to drive a car, own a gun, or fish for trout. You
don’t need a licence to raise a child. But maybe you should … [This
book] contains about two dozen essays by various experts, including
psychologists, lawyers and sociologists ….” Ian Gillespie,
London Free
Press

“… But the
reformers are right. Completely. Ethically. I agree with Joseph
Fletcher, who notes, “It is depressing … to realize that most
people are accidents,” and with George Schedler, who states,
“Society has a duty to ensure that infants are born free of
avoidable defects. … Traditionalists regard pregnancy and parenting
as a natural right that should never be curtailed. But what’s the
result of this laissez-faire attitude? Catastrophic suffering.
Millions of children born disadvantaged, crippled in childhood,
destroyed in adolescence. Procreation cannot be classified as a
self-indulgent privilege—it needs to be viewed as a life-and-death
responsibility ….” Abhimanyu Singh Rajput, Social Tikka

Ethical Issues
in Business: Inquiries, Cases, and Readings

“Ethical Issues in Business is clear and user-friendly yet still rigorous
throughout. It offers excellent coverage of basic ethical theory,
critical thinking, and many contemporary issues such as
whistleblowing, corporate social responsibility, and climate
change. Tittle’s approach is not to tell students what to think but
rather to get them to think—and to give them the tools to do so.
This is the text I would pick for a business ethics course.” Kent
Peacock, University of Lethbridge

“This text
breathes fresh air into the study of business ethics; Tittle’s
breezy, use-friendly style puts the lie to the impression that a
business ethics text has to be boring.” Paul Viminitz, University
of Lethbridge

“A
superb introduction to ethics in business.” Steve Deery,
The Philosophers’
Magazine

“Peg
Tittle wants to make business students think about ethics. So she
has published an extraordinarily useful book that teaches people to
question and analyze key concepts …. Take profit, for example ….
She also analyzes whistleblowing, advertising, product safety,
employee rights, discrimination, management and union matters,
business and the environment, the medical business, and ethical
investing ….” Ellen Roseman, The Toronto Star
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“Here
Comes the Bride”, “Let Me Entertain You”, and “I am Eve” are pieces
by Chris Wind (see chriswind.com, The Art of Juxtaposition), which is one of my pseudonyms.

A more
complete analysis of 13 Reasons Why (titled “13 Reasons Why: The Elephant in the Room”) appears
on my blog (pegtittle.com) and in Sexist Shit that Pisses Me Off (2e).


There’s
a scene in Tootsie (1982)
 that is surely one of the most unacclaimed scenes of all time: Dustin Hoffman’s character, Michael, as ‘Dorothy’, makes a suggestion on the set, and the director dismisses it out of hand. As I remember it, Hoffman’s face—conveying surprise, confusion, indignation—shows perfectly Michael’s reaction to the absence of (and, just maybe, awareness of) the advantage/s he’s been receiving just because he’s male. The entire movie should’ve been about that. Just that.

It wasn’t.

And so I
wrote Jess.
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​ 1

He cried. He
screamed. No one came running to attend to his needs, let alone his
wants.

This isn’t
right, he thought. Improbable as that was for a newborn.

They
just smiled at him and told him to Shhh.

They smiled at
him a lot. More often. In fact, the mobile above his crib had happy
faces. It used to have Lego bricks.

They also made
eye contact more often. Spoke to him more often. Sang to him more
often. In softer voices. It was nice.

Eventually, he
smiled back.

But oh, was he
handled! Being held, and cuddled, it made him feel … secure, it
enabled him to relax in the world. But the gratuitous touching—
Sometimes he just wanted to be left alone. Didn’t matter. It was as
if his body was considered communal property. Common property.

And he was
fussed over to no end.

“Such soft
skin!”

“What lovely
hair!”

No one told
him how big he was.

No one told
him how strong he was.

His mother put
ribbons in his near-non-existent hair, which he pulled out angrily.
She put him in frilly dresses, with too much … everything. She got
so upset when he spilled something on them. But what did she
expect? And at the beach, he had to wear a top that kept riding up
his chest or slipping down over his shoulders, pinning his arms to
his side—what was that all about?

They all
praised his first steps, but then wouldn’t let him go very far.
“Honeybun, no, you’ll hurt yourself!” It was infuriating. Why did
they call him a toddler if they didn’t let him toddle about?

Suffice
to say, it wasn’t like before.

• • •

When he was
two, his baby brother was born. He’d watched his father, and then
his mother, turn the spare room into the baby’s room, but he didn’t
understand why they’d done that.

“Baby here!”
The crib would fit in the room he and Sarah shared.

“Oh,
honeybun, Kyle’s a boy! He needs to have his own room!”

At two,
he could tell boys from girls. He just didn’t assign any importance
to the distinction. Though certainly, on some level, he understood
there was something
important about that distinction. After all, Kyle’s room was blue
and green; the room he shared with Sarah was pink and yellow.
Kyle’s room had spaceships on the wall; their room had
princesses.

One evening
when Jess said goodnight to his new baby brother, he tucked one of
his dolls into the crib beside him, taking out the stuffed
alligator to make room.

His mom
objected, reaching into the crib. “Jessica, honeybun, Kyle doesn’t
like dolls!”

How did she
know?

Then his mom
took the stuffed alligator out of his dangling hand. Until then,
he’d never had any toys taken away from him. Until then, the only
toys in the house were girl toys.

His face
scrunched up. He was going to cry. No, he wasn’t. He wasn’t! He
did. It was okay to cry now. It felt good.

Every night,
his mom read a story to him and Sarah. Now they had to wait until
she’d read a story to Kyle first.

He didn’t know
the stories were different.

As Kyle grew
older, there were other differences. Other changes.

Whenever Jess
had trouble with something, his mom was quick to help him. Kyle was
left, was allowed, to struggle.

At snack time,
Kyle was often given a second cookie. “Me too,” Jess said, reaching
out for the cookie jar. “Oh honeybun, no, you have to watch your
weight!”

On
Saturdays, his mom took them to the park to play. Kyle wasn’t
reprimanded when he got dirty, but Jess was. But how could you play
outside and not get dirty?
Maybe that’s why Sarah just stood there. Is that what girls
did?

One day, Kyle
grabbed the dump truck Jess was playing with. To his horror, he let
go. Before, he’d hang onto it. Or grab it back. Maybe even hit Kyle
over the head with it. What was wrong with him?

Despite Kyle’s
aggressive behaviour, Jess wanted to play with him. At least, he
wanted to play with Kyle as often as he wanted to play with Sarah.
Kyle liked to play monster. Sarah liked to play dress-up.

He and Sarah
got to do more stuff with his mom. He especially liked when they
made brownies. The two of them took turns licking the big spoon
after the batter was mixed.

Kyle, on
the other hand, got to do more stuff with his dad. His father
hadn’t paid much attention to Jess even before Kyle was born. Now, it was like he was
invisible.

And whatever
they did, wherever they went, he kept being lumped together with
Sarah—they were ‘the girls’—even though he had more in common with
Kyle. Actually, no, he didn’t have more in common with Kyle. At
least, not now. A lifetime ago, maybe.


​ 2

Things got worse
once he started school. He kept remembering stuff that seemed a bit
… off. Not that he could put it in those words. Or in any words,
actually. He just knew he was doing it all wrong.

He chose the
wrong toys at play time. When they went to the library, he signed
out the wrong books. He joined the wrong games at recess. When they
lined up to go back into the school, he kept standing in the wrong
line.

He didn’t
understand why it all mattered so much.

And he didn’t
understand Mikey. Mikey was a big boy with a crewcut. He was loud.
And pushy. And he kept poking him. He poked him when they happened
to be in the same play group or the same quiet time group. He poked
him on his way to the blackboard. And again on his way back. He
poked him when they were standing in line to get their jackets for
recess.

“Stop it!”
Jess would say. Again and again.

Mikey just
laughed.

“I mean it!
Stop
it!”

Sometimes it
was a really hard poke, almost a punch, but sometimes he simply
touched him. Not a poke, just a touch. Here and there—

One day, Jess
hit him. To make him stop.

“Young lady,
you’re coming with me right now!” The teacher’s aide grabbed Jess
and hauled him out of the class. Straight to the Principal’s
office. He’d never been to the Principal’s office before. He was a
good girl.

Mr. Woodrow
listened to Ms. Ellison’s account, nodding. Then he sent her back
to the classroom, but told Jess to sit in one of the chairs outside
his office. “You wait right there, Jessica,” he said sternly. “I’m
going to have to call your parents.”

His mother
would be busy. She was always busy. She had to work during the day,
and then at night she always had stuff to do. And his father, he
wouldn’t come. To school?

But, much to
his surprise, both of his parents showed up. Within the hour.

“I’m sorry,
Mr. and Mrs. Everett, but we have a zero tolerance rule about
hitting.”

“But
Jessica doesn’t— Jessie, honeybun, did you hit Michael?”

He nodded.

“Why?”

“He kept
poking me. I told him to stop. But he wouldn’t.”

“Oh
sweetheart, just ignore him. He’ll eventually stop.”

No, he
wouldn’t. He knew he
wouldn’t. Boys don’t stop. They don’t have to.

“Did
he hurt you?”

“No, but he
kept touching me. I don’t want him to do that.” Isn’t that enough?
Why isn’t that enough?

He was
punished. Told he couldn’t come to school for two whole days. And
his mother was very angry about that, because she had to give her
shifts to someone else. She grabbed his hand roughly as they walked
out to the car.

“You know,
honey,” his father
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