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“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

“A deftly scripted novella by an author with
a genuine flair for a riveting narrative style of storytelling that
will engage the dedicated attention for women and men from first
page to last … ” Micah Andrew, Midwest Book Review
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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
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“Thought-provoking stuff, as usual from Peg
Tittle.” James M. Fisher, Goodreads
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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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​ Introduction

I came of age in the 70s when second-wave
feminism was strong. By the early 80s, people were endorsing
non-sexist language, revamping the white, male canon, and
identifying, and cracking, the glass ceiling. Atwood’s The
Handmaid’s Tale became a bestseller. Abortion became an issue.
Women’s shelters came into existence.

I happened to
move to a backwoods area in the late 80s, and through the 90s, I
attributed the sexism that I saw to regionalism — where I was, I
thought, was just a bit behind the times (colleagues actually
denied that the Montreal Massacre was misogynistic femicide). Also,
because I was poor, and this was pre-internet, I lost touch with
the rest of the world (I’d cancelled my subscriptions to feminist
magazines, I’d stopped watching the news because it was so
genuinely uninformative, partly because I could get only two local
stations, etc.).

So I was
surprised — bewildered and appalled, actually — when I saw in the
00s that all the ground we had gained, and then some, had been
lost. 2014 feels very much like what I imagine 1950 to have felt
like. (Worse, actually. I don’t think crayons came in gendered
boxes in the 1950s — though colours were gendered, of course, so
maybe this latest development should be praised for ‘outing’ that
sad state of affairs. Even so, ‘tomboys’ in the 1950s weren’t
pressured to think of themselves as transsexuals and undergo
surgical ‘transition’.)

What the
hell happened? I’m still trying to understand it: is it just the
cyclical generational phenomenon (each generation reacting against
the former one), or is it that the easy access to pornography,
courtesy of the internet, has conditioned men to be even more
misogynistic (apparently they’re watching it as early as eleven
years of age, and contemporary pornography humiliates and degrades
women far more than
the centrefolds of Playboy ever did
in its heyday), or is it that the 70s was just a fad and the
boomers now in power never really were feminist, never really were
against sexism …

I think a lot
of people believe we’re now in a post-feminist (non-sexist) world,
perhaps because of all the public changes (International Women’s
Day, Title IX, sexual harassment programs in the workplace, and so
on), but we are so not there yet. Sexism has just gone underground,
and because it’s not as overt, it’s harder to see. But sexist shit
happens every day.

Sexist Shit that Pisses Me Off is an idiosyncratic collection: it includes only
the stuff I’ve happened to think about, and what I happen to think
about is typically dependent on what I happen to do or what happens
to have been done to me. And I lead a rather ordinary, uneventful
life. And yet — there are over a hundred angry pieces
here.

If the
collection were comprehensive, thoroughly representative of the
most damaging and most prevalent and most important instances of
sexism, there would be more in it about pornography (what is
implied by the fact that so many men enjoy watching women being humiliated and
degraded?) (for that
matter, what is implied by the fact that so many of them enjoy
watching other men get hurt and killed?), the sex ‘trade’ (what is implied by the fact that
men buy and sell girls for their sexual use?), sexism in the
workplace (I hate that
men, on average, work less hard in school and obtain lower grades,
and yet receive better job offers and higher pay), sexism in the
schools (I hate the way men, on average, take up more
conversational space, speaking slowly, repeating themselves, and
making irrelevant comments that derail the discussion; I hate the
way they automatically assume they know more than me — even when
they’re students in a class I’m teaching), sexism in the home, sexism in the rest of
the world, the damage of sexism to men, and so on.

Fortunately, others are writing about all of that stuff,
and finding it is just an internet search away. There are many
excellent feminist, anti-sexism, anti-gender bloggers out there
with reading lists. Find them. Read the recommended books. Then
maybe you’ll start seeing all the sexist shit in
your
life — prerequisite to doing
something about it.

• • •

I considered calling this book Every Man
Should Read This. A presumptuous title to be sure, but I didn’t
think men would pick up, or click on, a book titled simply
Everyday Sexism. (And at that point, I was hoping to
interest one of the bigger publishers and thought they’d shy away
from the title Sexist Shit that Pisses Me Off.)

But men should
know that sexist shit happens. Every day. Every day women are ‘put
in their place’ by it. Men are put in their place by it as well,
but that place is almost always ‘over’ women.

And why
do you, men, need to know? Because, assuming you agree that women
should not be
subordinated, that women are as
intelligent, as capable, as worthy as men, it’s almost impossible
to get rid of sexism without you.

Partly,
because a lot of the time you’re the ones doing the sexist shit.
And only you can change your own behaviour. And to those of you who
are saying “Yeah, but not all men, not me” — okay,
maybe (but I doubt it) (I still
do sexist shit, and I’ve spent much of my life consciously thinking
about this stuff — we’re brainwashed from birth to pink and blue,
so it’s extremely difficult not to
do it), but odds are you know someone who is sexist, who does consider and treat women not as peers: call him on it.

And
partly, because you’re the ones in power. You’re filling parliaments, you’re sitting in boardrooms, you’re occupying management positions.

That
said, every woman should read this too. We need to stop enabling.
We need to understand what we’re doing (for example, dressing to be
sexually attractive as a matter of routine, rather than just when we really want to be), and
what we’re saying (for example, “Oh well, boys will be boys”), and
what we’re expecting (for example, that men know everything) — and
we need to stop it. Perhaps most importantly, we need to reject the
‘boys will be boys’ mentality; boys, as well as girls, should grow
up. We need to stop raising our sons to be sexist. And if their
sexist behaviour is due to nature and not nurture, then we should
raise them to compensate for
their nature; consider it affirmative action.

So
although it may seem like I’m criticizing men, I’m really
criticizing what our social conditioning has turned them into. So
yes, actually, I am criticizing men; I wish male
human beings would just be people.
I’m criticizing women too. I’m
criticizing anyone who
accepts the gender conditioning, who accepts the sexism, who agrees
to become men and women (that is, human beings identified primarily by their
sex) instead of people
(human beings identified by their genuine interests, desires,
values … ).

Why?
What’s wrong with gender? It’s a social construct that emphasizes
and exaggerates, often to the point of grotesque distortion,
differences between the sexes. For no good reason. Real or imagined differences, minor
differences, differences that may or may not be innate (in many
cases we have no way of knowing, no way of separating natural
tendencies from socially imposed tendencies, because the conditioning begins at birth and
continues, relentlessly, throughout our lives; only a few manage to
resist, partly because to do so comes at a high cost, from ‘mere’
ostracization to physical assault resulting in death) — in a
gendered society, males must be masculine and females must be
feminine. Gender thus limits our choices, our way of being, our way
of living.

It also, by
making sex so very prominent, enables a hierarchy based on sex; it
enables the patriarchy we live in.

And, of
course, again, by making sex so very prominent, it enables, it
almost encourages, sexism.

If we get rid
of gender — the rigidly oppositional bundles of attributes,
behaviours, mannerisms, preferences, interests, desires, and values
that we’ve labelled ‘masculine’ and ‘feminine’ — we’ll go a long
way toward getting rid of sexism, which is, essentially,
unjustified differentiation on the basis of sex.

Unjustified
because, simply put, one’s sex is almost always irrelevant.


​ Mr. and Ms.

I’m in this world, okay, and the people
identify each other by sex. All the time. It’s like ‘Female Person
Smith’ and ‘Male Person Brown’ or ‘Person-with-Uterus Smith’ and
‘Person-with-Penis Brown’ — I don’t know the exact translation. But
sex-identity is a mandatory prefix. They distinguish males from
females. Before they do everything else. Before they do anything
else.

It bothers me.
It irritates me. It pisses me off. What’s so damned special about
my sex that it has to be part of my name? Surely my values, my
interests, my abilities, my character — these aspects define my
self more than my sex does.

And
anyway, shouldn’t I be the one to
decide what parts of my self are important enough to be part of my
name? Maybe I want to be identified by my ovaries, but maybe I want
to be identified by my occupation. Hell, maybe I want to identified
by my blood type.

The
thing is, they consider it polite. Polite! To draw such relentless
attention to details of my anatomy! In fact, they think that to
call someone by just their name, without the penis/uterus prefix,
is rude. So it’s really hard to say anything. And it’s even harder
to do
anything. I tried just saying
“Dave” one time and everybody turned and stared at me. No kidding.
I tried to hold my ground, but I heard myself say “Sorry, I mean,
‘Mr. Brown’.” And everybody smiled with relief.

I even tried
variations once. I thought if I loosened up the custom a bit, it’d
be easier to get rid of it altogether. Sort of like food that’s
dried onto dishes you haven’t washed in a week.

So next time,
I put on my best smile and said “Dickhead Brown”. Everybody turned
and stared. Worse than last time. Again, I found myself saying
“Sorry, I meant ‘Penis Person, Male Person, Mr. Brown’.”

Surely
this can’t be good, this obsessive marking of sex, this insistent
separating of human beings into male and female. Talk about paving
the superhighway to sex discrimination. I wanted to shout “Look,
it’s not like it has to be this way!” Why not just call people by their names, ‘Dave’ or ‘Mary’?
Too familiar for the formality-prone. Then how about using their
surname, ‘Brown’ or ‘Smith’? Too rude for the etiquette-addicted.
How about an all-purpose sex-neutral prefix like ‘Doctor’ but
without the professional implications; how about just ‘Person’ —
‘Person Brown’ and ‘Person Smith’? As for the pronoun problem, they
already have a sex-neutral pronoun: ‘it’. But, stupidly, it’s
reserved for animals. Go figure. In this world, animals are accorded the respect of a sex-free
identity, but people aren’t.


​ Dolly

When Ian Wilmut’s team was the first to
successfully clone a mammal from a single adult cell back in 1996,
they named the cloned sheep “Dolly” — because the cell had come
from a mammary gland (and Dolly Parton is a famous woman who has
relatively large breasts/mammary glands). I’m tempted, on that
basis alone, to cast my vote against human cloning. Seriously,
if that kind of short-sightedness or immaturity is going to be
running things, they’re bound to go horribly wrong.

Did they
really not foresee that “Dolly” would become headline news? Or did
they not even recognize how juvenile they were being? Mammaries =
women = mammaries. We are not seen as people, let alone colleagues,
certainly not ever bosses; we are nothing more than, we are only,
our sexual parts. Really, need I explain the problem with that?
It’s all so old. And yet, grown men, brilliant men, on the cutting
edge of science, who become headline news, are apparently still
forcing farts at the dinner table and snickering about it.

So, cloning? I
don’t think so. Not until the other half of the species grows
up.

(Then again,
since cloning means we finally don’t need them at all, not even to
maintain the species, let’s go for it.) (Could it be they never
thought of that either — that cloning makes males totally
redundant?)


​ Women’s Fiction

I finished a novel by J. D. Robb the other
day and also happened to read the back inside cover blurb: “Nora
Roberts is the #1 New York Times bestselling author of more
than one hundred novels. She is also the author of the bestselling
futuristic suspense series written under the pen name J. D. Robb.
With more than 145 million copies of her books in print and more
than sixty-nine New York Times bestsellers to date, Nora
Roberts is indisputably the most celebrated and beloved women’s
fiction writer today.” Why the qualification — women’s
fiction? My guess is that with those numbers, she’s a well
celebrated and beloved fiction writer, period.

Besides
which, what exactly is ‘women’s
fiction’? Fiction by women?
Unlikely. Harper Lee’s To Kill a Mockingbird would be women’s fiction then. As would be Ayn
Rand’s Atlas
Shrugged.

Fiction for women? And
what’s that, fiction that women are interested in? As if all, or
even most, women are interested in the same things. We are as
different from each other as we are from each man. It’s painfully
clear to me that not all women are interested even in
feminism/sexism. Just as not all blacks are interested in racism.
(Is Mockingbird ever
called black fiction?) And J. D. Robb’s “Death” series, of which
the book I read is part, is about a cop, murder, good and evil,
justice — men aren’t interested in these things? Since when? And
her “Key” series, written under her romance genre pen name, Nora
Roberts, is described thus: “Three women. Three keys. Each has 28
days to find her way through a dangerous quest. If one fails, they
all lose. If they all succeed, money, power, and a new destiny
await each of them. It will take more than intellect, more than
determination. They will have to open their hearts, their minds,
and believe that everything and anything is possible.” Success,
money, power, destiny — of interest only to women?
Hardly.

Even if
Roberts does write about
romance and love — well, I can see that men aren’t interested in
romance, because it’s a fantasy that features more benefits for
women than men; men prefer the other fantasy, porn, which features
more benefits for men than women. But we’re in big trouble if men
aren’t interested in love. (Women, take note.)

Or is
‘women’s fiction’ fiction about women? Well, yes, Robb’s and Roberts’ fiction typically, if
not always, features a female main character. So, what, when the
main player is female, men aren’t interested? Wow. Let me say that
again: when
the main player is female, men aren’t interested. That explains a lot. It also predicts a
lot.

So
fiction about men is men’s fiction? I’ve never even heard the
phrase ‘men’s fiction’ — let alone heard it applied to fiction with
male main characters. That would make To Kill a Mockingbird
and Atlas Shrugged men’s fiction. I’ve certainly read a lot
of men’s fiction, then.

And why
is it that women are interested in both women’s fiction and men’s
fiction, but men are interested only in men’s fiction? That is, why
is it that men are interested only in reading about members of
their own sex? I suspect it’s because it’s not really, or not just,
the case that they aren’t interested in reading about women — it’s
that they don’t consider women important/valuable. (Recall the Jane
and John study done, what, thirty years ago? Two essays were
presented to the participants, one written by ‘Jane Smith’ and one
written by ‘John Smith’; the one by John Smith was given higher
grades by both male and female readers, despite being identical to
the one by Jane Smith. Such studies have been replicated, with
similar results, many times since — see Cordelia Fine’s
Delusions of
Gender.)

According to an article by Katha Pollitt (“Invisible
Women”), op-ed editors wonder where the women are. (“In nine weeks,
only 20 percent of pieces [in The Los Angeles Times op-ed pages] were written by women”; all five
of USA
Today’s political
columnists are male, all Time’s eleven columnists are male, one of six in print and two of
thirteen online for Newsweek … .)
Pollitt lists fourteen women op-ed writers ‘off the top of her
head’; I’ve heard of most of them — why haven’t the mentioned op-ed
editors? It seems to support what I’m saying: when a woman is the
main player, men just aren’t interested — it doesn’t even register
on their radar.

And
consider Washington Monthly blogger Kevin Drum who apparently mused upon the absence of
women bloggers and, says Pollitt, got a major earful from women
bloggers, “who are understandably sick of hearing that they don’t
exist. ‘I’m staring you right in the face, Kevin,’ wrote Avedon
Carol (sideshow.me.uk), ‘and even though you’ve said you read me
every day, you don’t have me on your blogroll.’” Why are women so
underrepresented? Because male gatekeepers don’t see them, aren’t
interested in them, don’t consider them important or valuable.
Because they’re writing women’s stuff? Like women’s fiction? About
cops and murder — and good and evil and justice?


​ “Daddy, daddy, the house is on fire!”

“Not now, sweetie, the game’s on.”

So about that guy in Taiwan who dropped his
child in order to catch a foul ball at a baseball game … I don’t
know whether to be more appalled at the man’s action or at the
media’s framing of it.

Am I
appalled that we condition our males to value sports over
parenting? That they’d rather catch a ball than take care of a
child? No. I myself would rather catch a ball than take care of a
child. Which
is why I didn’t make or adopt any. The appalling thing is that a father would rather catch a ball than take care of his
child.

(Yes, of
course, it would be as appalling if it were a mother. But I can’t
resist suggesting that if it had been a woman who had dropped her
child in order to catch a ball, they’d be hauling her ass into
court, taking her kid away, and sterilizing her.) (Not — well, read
on.)

Why do sports
have such a hold over men? Is it the competition and the
possibility of winning? And is that so bloody attractive because
that’s the way we raise our boys? Or is it simply because they’re
hardwired to compete? Either way, if their upbringing or their
testosterone (or whatever) makes them choose catching a ball over
holding on to a child, something’s seriously wrong.

Or is our
obsession with sports an indication that we are so very desperate
to be heroic? Have our daily lives become so bereft of
significance? (And why is that?) And has the mere catching of a
ball become a heroic act? (What does that say about us?)

Or is it just
that men will reach out to catch a ball, even if it means putting a
child at risk, because like many animals, their attention is
captured by anything that moves. Which is a good thing if you’re a
Neanderthal hunting for your next meal, but — we’re not.
Neanderthals hunting for our next meal. So does this mean that
contemporary men are unable to suppress their primitive brain? If
so, we shouldn’t let them — run the world, for starters.

Men, if this
(dropping a child in order to catch a ball) isn’t a wake up call to
question and reject your conditioning and/or to recognize and
resist your biochemistry, what is??

And then there
is the commentators’ response. Laughter, first of all. A child is
dropped — and they laugh.

And they laugh
in a ‘boys will be boys’ way. Men, don’t you find it insulting? To
have your irresponsible, immature behavior accepted as
inevitable?

Or they laugh
because, hey, it just goes to show that men aren’t cut out to look
after kids, best leave it to the women. Oh please. (Like they can
never do a good job of cleaning the toilet either. And yet the car
gleams.)

Then
there are the giggling comments about his wife’s ‘death stare’ and
how he’s gonna get it now. What is he, twelve? Apparently. And
what’s his wife, his mom? Apparently he needs one. Still. (If I
were a man, I’d be pretty pissed at the implication that I am to
be scolded.)

And
then, there are the endless snickers about how ‘he’s going to be in
the dog house’ or ‘sleeping on the couch’. A child is dropped, and
the big concern is that he won’t have sex for a while.
What is wrong with
you people?? (And that
whole marital dynamic — if he’s good, he gets sex; if he’s bad, he
doesn’t — that’s okay with all of you?) Where are the men who are
wincing at all of this? Where are the men who would confront this
guy and tell him to grow the fuck up??

Truthfully,
and unflatteringly, I’m not surprised. (Men, are you not ashamed
that we’re not surprised? Not surprised you would put a child at
risk in order to catch a ball, not surprised at the depth of your
irresponsibility, at your ‘me-first’ behaviour, at your priorities
… ) I expect shit like this in the States and Canada. But it
happened in Taiwan. And the Taiwanese commentators giggled and
snickered just like the American commentators. (In fact, the
similarity was chilling.) Could it be that the gender role
conditioning that is so prevalent here is damn near universal? A
scary thought. Or is that universality evidence that it’s not a
matter of nurture, but of nature (testosterone, the Y chromosome,
the primitive brain, whatever).

Either way,
the conclusion has to be that men are, universally, children. Or
idiots. (Or both.)


​ War Rape

It’s not just an enthusiastic spillover of
violence and aggression. The act of sexual intercourse is too
specific, too far removed from the other acts of wartime violence
and aggression. Shooting a person twenty-five times instead of once
or twice would be such a spillover; forcing your penis or something
else into a woman’s vagina is not. Furthermore, war rape is often
not a spontaneous, occasional occurrence; apparently it’s quite
premeditated and systematic.

And it’s
not, or not just, a matter
of ethnic cleansing. If men truly wanted to eradicate the other
culture, (and if they believed ethnicity was genetic), they’d just
kill the women along with the men. (Women are killed, but as I understand it, they’re usually
raped first.) (Or, sometimes, after.) (And men are castrated, but
not nearly as often as women are raped.)

And if
they truly wanted to increase their own numbers, they’d hang around
and see that the kid reached maturity. (Raped women
are
sometimes kept prisoner until
the child is born — but unless the kid is subjected to specific and
exclusive cultural conditioning, how is their purpose achieved?
They’d have to look after the kids themselves for ten years.)
(Which is unlikely.)

And it’s
not, or not just, a property
crime against the enemy. If men sought merely to destroy their
enemy’s property, they’d, again, simply kill their women and
children, along with their livestock. Before or after they burned
their houses. (Unless, of course, they wanted to confiscate their
property — in which case, they’d enslave the women rather than rape
them.)

So what is it?
What can explain this peculiar practice of male soldiers forcing
sexual intercourse with enemy civilian women? Some insight can be
gained if we consider that for men, sexual intercourse is an act of
conquest. But then we must ask, since one army of (mostly) men
conquers another, why don’t the soldiers rape each other as an act
of conquest?

Perhaps
men are so afraid of being considered homosexual, they rape the
enemy women instead of the enemy men. (So only homophobia prevents
men from raping enemy men? Note the vested interest women have,
then, in discouraging homophobia: maybe then men
would
rape each other instead of
us.)

Or
perhaps the conquest involved is not that of one person over
another, but that of one person over another’s property — and women
are men’s property. And as long as conquest, rather than
destruction, is the point, the property will be occupied, not
destroyed. And in sexual intercourse, men literally occupy women’s bodies — they thus occupy the
enemy’s property.

But all of
this is nothing new. One might persist, however, and ask how men
can continue to regard women as property when legal and economic
conditions no longer support that interpretation. The answer lies
in attending not to the ownership part of property, but to the
inanimate part of property: to be property is to be a thing.

Clearly, men
do not consider us as equals — otherwise, we would be the enemy,
not the enemy’s property. And they’d kill us as they do the men (or
they’d rape the men as they do us) (well, except for the homophobia
bit).

They don’t
even consider us as inferior human beings, say, as children.
Children are either spared or ignored. (Or, increasingly,
drafted.)

We aren’t even
considered (non-human) animals. They too are either spared or
ignored. (Or just killed.)

We
belong to a special category — that of cunt: we are a vagina, and
sometimes a uterus; we are a sexual body part, a sort of subhuman
thing. Rape is not so much impersonal as apersonal. It’s
no coincidence that one protests, or tries to escape, rape by
claiming the characteristics of personhood: you’re hurting me!
(sentience); I have a name! (identity); I have a life! (interests).
(One might wonder how the husbands and fathers can renounce their
raped wives and daughters — don’t they recognize it was against
their will? Of course not: subhumans don’t have will, don’t have
volition.)

Greer
once said something like women have no idea how much men hate them.
To be hated would be a step up. I say women have no idea how much
men fail to see them as anything but their sex. On the basketball
court, playing with a bunch of high school boys, a pick by me is
not just a pick: it’s a pick by a girl, and so it elicits extra humiliation and anger, it elicits
shame and rage. And the next time I set a pick, the boy
aggressively plows me out of the play. In the university classroom,
teaching to male students, a critique of an argument is not just a
critique: it’s a critique by a woman, a challenge to one’s masculinity, and so it elicits
strong defensive action. Complaints are made to the Dean. And a
suggestion to a colleague, a male colleague, is not just a
suggestion: it’s a woman telling you what to do, and so at best,
it’s not taken seriously. (At worst, it too is taken as a
challenge.) It’s certainly not accepted. Thus our agency in, our
interaction with, half the world is denied. Men’s insistent
perception of us as female limits
us, because to be female precludes being a person.

Such a
perception may indeed be irrational — and the consequent behaviour,
such as rape, may indeed be primitive and/or pathological. But
it is
their perception, and women
would be wise to understand that. (Even more wise would be the men
who understand it: for enlightenment and/or imprisonment is surely
not going to be brought about by anything we subhumans
do.)


​ Casual Day at the Office

Every second Friday is ‘Casual Day’ at the
office — the principal lets us wear jeans to school. I need two
degrees to do my job, but apparently I just can’t seem to dress
myself.

In addition to
infantilizing the subordinates, Causal Day underscores the
tradition of hypocrisy, the tradition of pretending: financial
advisors who work on your portfolio at home probably do most of
their work in jeans and a sweatshirt; they just change, they just
put on the façade, the uniform of authority and competence, when
they’re in their office. Do they think we’re idiots? Do they think
we judge a book by its cover, do they think we’re fooled that
easily?

Well, yes,
they do. And they’re right. Behold the power of a suit coat and
tie: it says ‘I’m to be respected’. Anyone up on charges who
borrows a suit for his day in court knows that. Oh, but the judge
would be a fool to be suckered in by that. Yes — and so are we.

We also fall
for the laser-printed resume over the merely photocopied one, the
custom-made business card over a name and number written on a piece
of paper, the bass voice speaking with grave pauses over the
soprano who inflects upward at the end of each sentence. We even
have a word for prioritizing pretence over substance:
professionalism.

Another
disturbing thing exposed by Casual Day is that the more formal the
attire, the more gendered it is. Formal dress is rigidly male or
female: a three-piece suit and tie or a dress and high heels. Less
formal attire is less gendered: slacks and a blouse or jeans and a
shirt. The most casual is completely ungendered: the old ‘sweats’.
The thing is this: a suit coat and tie outranks a dress and high
heels. (Women wear pseudo-suits; men never wear pseudo-dresses.) So
as long as formal attire is required, men will outrank women. (In
perception.) (Which apparently is all that matters.) A male teacher
once said he was so very grateful for his suit coat and tie during
his first year of teaching because it gave him the authority he
needed to control his class. It didn’t occur to him that female
teachers can’t depend on attire for the authority they need; nor
did it occur to him that perhaps he thereby contributes to their
‘inability’ to control their classes.

As one who has
often been reprimanded, and even suspended, for ‘inappropriate
attire’, let me just say that I think the whole thing is rather
pathetic: what does it mean when the word ‘subversive’ can actually
apply to fabric choices?


​ Bang Bang

Ya gotta love Christmas. Peace on earth,
goodwill toward men, and record sales of toy guns.

But, my friend
says, her son, and all of his friends, will make a gun out of any
old thing. The problem isn’t the toys.

Okay, so it’s
the boys. Seems they’re hardwired with a propensity toward killing.
Why is this not a problem? A stand-up-and-scream problem. Not a
sweep-it-under-the-carpet boys-will-be-boys problem.

Why does
it not bother parents that their son considers pretending to kill
to be fun (that is,
that he derives psychological pleasure from pretending to kill)?

Why does
it not bother them that their son considers killing a
game
(that is, an appropriate
activity for make-believe)?

‘No,
it’s just the noise and the chasing that’s fun, he doesn’t
associate the action with killing’ — is that supposed to make
it better? That he
pulls a trigger on a gun and doesn’t associate the action with
killing? Maybe you
should take him to an ER and let him see what a bullet does to a
body. He might think twi — he might think then before so casually making that pulling-a-trigger
motion.

I wonder
whether parents would be as blasé if their son as repeatedly put
his arm around someone’s throat and swiped a piece of stiff
cardboard across it? Is it just that people have become
desensitized to the shooting-a-gun action?

Further,
I am puzzled by the ‘doesn’t bother me’ response not only because
of the psychological and philosophical implications, but also
because of the practical ones: first, once he’s fourteen or
sixteen, the action (the mere action) becomes illegal. (Then again,
it might be illegal at all ages and maybe it’s just that when
a kid
points a fake gun, no one
presses charges.) (Because boys will be boys?) (So the men who do
so are also boys?)

And, second,
such an action may well get him killed. ’Cuz I have to tell ya,
since real kids have access to real guns these days, if I were
walking down a city street and a kid jumped out at me pointing a
gun, I’d shoot first and ask questions later. If I had a gun.

Which I don’t.
So instead I’d just break out in a cold sweat and frantically try
to figure out what to do. In order to end up alive. And then when
the kid laughed and lowered his arm, telling me it’s just a toy,
I’d haul him off to his parents and give all three of you a huge
piece of mind. What right do you have to let your kid terrorize me
like that? What the hell is wrong with you??


​ Surrogacy — Why Not?

Sure, women should be allowed to be
surrogates. We all do work with our bodies, some of us also include
our minds in the deal (some of us are allowed to include our
minds in the deal), so why not? As long as they get paid for
service rendered.

Being a
surrogate is sort of like being an athlete. You have to be and stay
physically healthy, for the duration: you have to eat and drink the
right stuff, and not eat or drink the wrong stuff; you have to get
the right amount of physical activity. And so on. It’s
important. Use during
pregnancy of illegal drugs (such as crack cocaine and heroin) as
well as legal drugs (such as alcohol and nicotine) can cause, in
the newborn, excruciating pain, vomiting, inability to sleep,
reluctance to feed, diarrhoea leading to shock and death, severe
anaemia, growth retardation, mental retardation, central nervous
system abnormalities, and malformations of the kidneys, intestines,
head and spinal cord (Madam Justice Proudfoot, “Judgement
Respecting Female Infant ‘D.J.”; Michelle Oberman, “Sex, Drugs,
Pregnancy, and the Law: Rethinking the Problems of Pregnant Women
who Use Drugs”). Refusal of fetal therapy techniques (such as
surgery, blood infusions, and vitamin regimens) can result in
respiratory distress, and various genetic disorders and defects
such as spina bifida and hydrocephalus (Deborah Mathieu,
Preventing Prenatal
Harm: Should the State Intervene?) To be
an elite surrogate, you have to have a good genotype — no genetic
diseases, etc. And elite athletes — professional football, hockey,
basketball, and baseball players — are paid around $3 million
dollars per season.

I think many
people justify that level of income because of the risk of physical
injury that such athletes incur. Okay, fair enough (let’s say)
(because coal-miners don’t get paid $3 million). Being pregnant
incurs the risk of nausea, heartburn and indigestion, constipation,
incontinence, backaches, headaches, skin rashes, changes in sense
of smell and taste, chemical imbalances, weight gain, dizziness and
light-headedness, diabetes, anemia, embolism, stroke, circulatory
collapse, and cardiopulmonary arrest.

Athletes
are, further, paid what they’re paid because their career is over
by around thirty or thirty-five. (I don’t agree with that
reasoning, but it’s the same reasoning used by construction workers
and other seasonal workers who charge higher-than-average hourly
rates. I used to teach piano, a September to June thing; in the
off-season, I just had to
find other work.) Similarly, women are pretty much toast as
surrogates by thirty-five, forty tops.

In
addition, unlike being a
professional athlete, being a surrogate involves, typically, some
sort of emotional expense. (The extremes and the attachment are
typically ‘artificially’ triggered by estrogen, progesterone,
oxytocin and other drugs produced by the body — so there’s that to
deal with as well; by ‘that’, I mean the uncontrollability during
and the ‘withdrawal’ after … )

And, then
there’s the labour. Perhaps if professional athletes had to undergo
knee surgery without anaesthesia at the end of the season —

Lastly,
there’s the value of the service provided. Football, hockey,
basketball, and baseball players play a game whose outcome is of no
consequence whatsoever. Surrogates create a human being. I’m going
to make a modest proposal here and suggest that, given this
difference alone, surrogates should be paid ten times what
professional athletes are paid. $30 million.

And that’s the
problem with women being surrogates: we wouldn’t be paid what our
work is worth.


​ School Crossing Signs

You’ve seen the signs I mean: silhouette
figures of two children about to cross the road — one boy, one
girl. How do we tell? One’s wearing a skirt. (That’d be the girl.)
(Really, do most girls still wear skirts to school?)

So, yes,
let’s emphasize sex. Boy and
Girl. Ms. and Mr. Nothing else matters.

And nothing
else is possible.

Note that the
boy is taller. ‘Oh, but they are.’ Not at that age! Taller suggests
older which suggests more mature, wiser. And just in case you miss
this not-so-subtle suggestion of male authority, look, he has his
hand on the little girl’s shoulder — guiding, protecting,
patronizing. It will be there for the rest of her life.

Just to make
sure of that, we have this social understanding that in a couple,
the man should be two or three years older than the woman. Such an
arrangement gives the illusion, and the excuse, of the man being in
a position of authority over the woman — after all, he’s older.
(But since, as they say, women mature two years ahead of men, such
an arrangement merely ensures the two are ‘equal’. If they were the
same chronological age, they’d see in a minute that the woman
should take the lead, being more mature intellectually,
emotionally, and socially.)

And to
really really make sure
the message of male authority gets through, mothers encourage their
boys to be the man of the house. So a fourteen-year-old boy comes
to consider himself more knowing, more capable, than a woman twice
his age (his mother). Is it any wonder that at eighteen, he assumes
he’s more knowing, more capable, than all women?

Now I confess
that if the crossing sign had things the other way around, a
taller, older girl guiding a younger boy, I’d protest the nurturant
mommy-in-training role model. Which just goes to show we can’t win.
As long as we insist on pointing at everything and saying ‘male!’
or ‘female!’ As long as we live in an apartheid of sex.

The
ironic thing is that the signs point the way to (or from)
school, the
institution at which we supposedly become educated, enlightened.
Looks like we just learn how to colour — in pink and blue. (In
black and white.)
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