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When a woman writes, she writes for all those who have stayed 
silent — for a thousand years, still silent — and will remain silent.

Marina Tsvietáieva

For Carmen Sofía Verbel Iriarte.

For Sara Duque, in memoriam.

For my childhood female friends and companions,

Diana Ricardo Garcia and Nubia Ballestas Merlano.

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Part I


[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Insubordinates
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PRAISES TO SATAN
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Wonderful angel,

god of the underworld,

redeemer of mankind,

who descended into the abyss and refused to be subdued.

Rebellious angel,

receive my body and my spirit.

Make me lustful,

give me a large, eager clitoris.

Give me passions.

Give me life.

Make me human, infinitely human.

For this, fill me with flaws,

great Satan, who indulges mankind.

Give me wine to numb me

when my spirit finds no joy

and let misfortune crumble me.

Great father of mine, I am born from your entrails,

noble warrior, Icarus, Prometheus,

light born of exile and humiliation,

redeemer of mankind,

of those who fight, of those who do not cower before power,

of those who question, of those who seek their freedom.

My angel.
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MADAME BOVARY
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You married so quickly, almost without knowing. One night, you were surrounded by guests, dressed in your wedding gown, and beside those carriages with people who treated you with solemnity and called you Mrs. Bovary.

They had your life all mapped out, your destiny chosen, while you read romantic novels and yearned for distant, exotic places. You carried other lives with you, other dreams, and Dr. Bovary was a good man, but he was no hero, no window into that world. So mundane, he could offer you nothing but mending his socks and sitting by the warmth of the hearth.

You were seduced by adventure, by the urge to set your imagination and body into a stampede, and you sought it in other men and places. How could they expect to keep you by the hearth, calmly waiting for one day to blend into the next?

You gave yourself over and over to each lover, though they would later leave, afraid of you, of your freedom—like all men are when a woman shows herself not as their maiden or servant, but as the mistress of her own self.

Yet still, you found your own happiness in surrender and in dreaming. When it all ended, when everything collapsed, you chose to leave in a sip of poison, where no husband, no family could touch you, chain you.
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THE SHE-WOLF

[image: ]


The emperor’s wife, Livia, the She-Wolf, as Claudius called her at 

the end of his days, 

was the one who always remained by power, or behind it, or in some place where she could at least catch a glimpse of it. She claimed to have killed more men than Julius Caesar in battle, without ever carrying a sword.

An expert poisoner, she had always freed the palace from its fiercest enemies and protected the imperial family. She was more intelligent, more astute in wielding power than Julius Caesar and even Augustus, and had managed to keep Caligula in check, the only being on Earth she feared.

At the end of her days, the She-Wolf would ask herself: "Why doesn’t Rome choose me as its emperor?" while muttering her tragedy for not having been born a man, so she could control that crowd of fools that was the imperial family, and thus directly rule the fate of Rome and the world once and for all.
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PRAISE TO THE CLITORIS
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My grand and beautiful clitoris, king of my vagina, 
absolute owner of my delight.
Oh clitoris that grows on contact with my fingers,
little elf hidden among the petals of my vulva
who doesn’t subordinate to anything, 
who is enough for herself, 
who hides in my hands as a bird, 
Clitoris, a place only mine where no one can reach me.
A place of liberty for my body and my spirit. 
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Believers
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JOHN THE BAPTIST
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He was not worthy to unstrap the sandal of the one who would come after him, said John the Baptist, as he lashed out at Salome's mother through every street of his province. "Whore," he would shout to the crowds every time the woman crossed the public squares, for she had slept with some little soldier of her husband, a general of five soles (souls?).

“Whore,” he would shout whenever he could, jubilant, exalted, like a madman, in a kind of mystical ecstasy. He was the same John who recited the Old Testament, the Psalms of King Solomon, who had bedded around two thousand women, most of them young girls, barely eighteen years old, who were forcibly taken by their fathers as prizes for a man anointed by God—the wise one who claimed them, then took them from his bed as if wiping himself with a napkin—small girls trembling in fear at the imminent pain of surrendering to a man who had succumbed to the passage of time, filled with scars and ugliness.

Nothing ignoble did John see in the great sage, nor in Abraham, who ate and impregnated just like Hagar in the same tent. For them, as for the rest of the prophet rapists and abusers of women and girls, he never went out screaming in the streets of Jericho. Nor did he receive any message from his most high god to indicate there was any affront, any blemish in these high chosen ones that offended him. But before that woman, it was different: she was a whore because she enjoyed her body abundantly, reveled in her female vigor, and became ecstatic with one soldier or another of her husband, occasionally caught in the standing position. John, the disgraced one, the one who saw the speck in the eye of others but not the beam in the eye of Judaism.

There was never a head more justly cut off.
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REDEMPTION
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Christ admonished those who threw stones at the adulterous woman, telling them it was wrong, for we are all sinners, and no one could cast the first stone. But his brief judgment failed to question that stoning a woman was inherently vile, immoral, and inhuman, regardless of whether her executioners were saints or sinners.

Christ told them to give to God what is God’s, and to Caesar what is Caesar’s, but he never questioned why there were so many things for Caesar and for God, and so few things for everyone else.

Paul, the apostle who spread Christianity, said that women should obey their husbands as slaves obey their masters. He taught the poor to remain in poverty, to see it as a sign of blessedness, and taught children to submit to their parents. This Christianity, said Paul—the misogynist, the one who fought against all philosophy, all forms of rationality and science, against any possibility of freedom—would grant us redemption.

Christianity and its absurdities taught men to obey: slaves to their masters, women to their husbands, children to their parents. Christianity stripped human beings of the most sacred thing they had: their freedom, their innate rebellion, their ability to change what oppresses and degrades them.
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DAD
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Judeo-Christian, you understood your Catholicism

and your conservative party,

and through your Laureano Gómez, you learned all the filth of 

power’s misuse.

Despotic and violent, you treated your children and wife

like a storm treats debris.

Like a hurricane, you raged over the lives

of the fragile souls around you,

until you destroyed them from their very roots.
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