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To all the satellites out of orbit—

may the ones who will be

know the ones who have been.

And to benjie—

whose last three years were my happiest to date

and the ones spent writing this book.

* * * * *

It is possible, but rare, for a satellite to
break out of its orbit around another (often larger) planetary
body; such ‘escape’ requires a disturbance of the gravitational
forces, and results, in essence, in a new environment for the
satellite.

It is also possible, but also rare, for that
satellite to then attract other planetary bodies: a close encounter
between the satellite and another may result in a change of speed
and/or direction for both.

Elizabeth Gould Davis, The First
Sex
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 Note to Reader

The idea for and title of this book comes
from Elizabeth Gould Davis, who, in The First Sex, refers to
a “non-male-oriented female” as “a satellite out of orbit”
(p.310).

This is fiction catalyzed by fact. It is not
fiction supported by fact. What I mean by that is that the fiction
is totally mine—I didn’t conjecture a reasonable fiction based on
the facts: these pieces are not so much what the characters really
would’ve said but what I think they should’ve said.
And at first I thought I was simply imbuing the past with a
contemporary perspective, but then of course I had to qualify that
it was a contemporary feminist perspective, and now I recognize
that it is my own individual feminist perspective. So in light of
historical evidence, I may have misrepresented some of the
characters. To those who are offended by perceived
misrepresentation, my apologies. But since history is, in these
cases, scanty, suspect of masculist bias, and sometimes outrightly
contradictory (see especially the notes for “The Dialogue”), it is
hard to know the extent of any misrepresentation. These women
might’ve said what I want them to have said!

I’m especially concerned that readers
realize that the letters (in “Letters”) are fictional; unlike in
the other sections, the characters ‘writing’ the letters are real
people. So let me state clearly that in no case did I uncover
information implying that such a letter was written. In fact, I
chose as characters people who, for whatever reasons, probably
didn’t write such a letter, or any letter, or anything at all
for that matter. Or if they did, it has not survived (at least, not
in the easily accessible pre-internet mainstream). In this way
then, I did not presume to speak for anyone who could and did speak
for herself. Let me also say that in some cases, the person being
written to wasn’t even known by the person writing (this is the
case in “The Patent”—Catherine Greene and Catherine II existed at
the same time but that’s it as far as I know); and in some cases,
the person being written to doesn’t even exist (I completely made
up Benetta, Properzia’s confidante in “The Stone” and Gawaina,
Godiva’s confidante and sister in “The Ride”). However, even though
the letters and sometimes the epistolary relationship are
fiction, in all cases the event giving rise to the
letter and most of the events mentioned therein are
real.

In most cases, I haven’t mentioned the
character’s skin colour. I don’t subscribe to the ‘white unless
otherwise stated’ rule, so I hope you don’t just assume that Little
Red Riding Hood or Gaia or whoever is white. (I hope you didn’t
assume I was white.) (And why did you assume I was female?)
The reason I seldom mention skin colour is because I want to help
create a world where it is as irrelevant as hair colour (which I
have also seldom mentioned).

At the end of the book, there is a brief
synopsis of each character’s ‘real’ story, followed by a list of
references used. This serves to provide background information
which sometimes enhances appreciation and might, therefore, be
better read before the piece; it also enables readers to realize
just what’s fact and what’s fiction.

One last thing: the pieces of this book were
written over the course of three years (1985-1988). I realized by
the end that I really didn’t want to focus exclusively on women;
for a long time, I had lamented the injuries to both genders
of sex stereotyping. My first thought was that I must rewrite the
book. But then I thought what if my perspective changes again and I
feel I have to rewrite the rewrite? I decided that my time and
energy would be better spent starting another book. (Though it
would make an interesting study—to have, to read, the ‘same’ piece
rewritten by a single person throughout their lifetime. I actually
considered doing that—rewriting a story every five years, and when
I was sixty or seventy, publishing all the versions in one
book—but, well, I never got around to it….) I did, however, go back
and write a few poems about male mythological characters, which is
why that section, and that section alone, includes some men. And I
did wonder if records of real men who broke out of their
preordained orbit are scarce because such men are few and far
between or because records of their existence have been similarly
ignored, distorted, or destroyed…

chris wind

* * * * *

 I. EPISTLES

* * * * *

 I am Eve

the bad girl, the evil woman.

I stand accused, and sentenced. Without a
trial. For life.

 Because of my single action, millions of
individuals have been born with ‘original sin’, have been guilty
even before they acted, doomed before they started. I alone have
been held responsible[1] for this sad and pathetic fallen race.
Therefore, let me begin by correcting this: if I were free not to
fall in the first place, they were free not to fall after me; and
if I were not free, then I can’t be held responsible—for my fall or
theirs.

Now, let us further examine the charges, let
us correctly define that action.

I have been condemned for choosing knowledge
over ignorance: the fruit I ate came from the tree of the knowledge
of good and evil. In a society that praises pursuit of knowledge
and honours men of wisdom, why have I been viewed with disfavour?
Had Adam reached out first, would he have been so rebuked? Or is
the state of ignorance requisite for women only? (Histories pass
on Socrates, they pass over Aspasia.)

In the same vein, I chose experience over
innocence. In a context of attitudes that value experience, the
disapproval of my action can only imply the desire that women, like
children, live in a state of innocence.

I have also been condemned for disobedience.
If that were the issue, then why wasn’t the tree so named—‘the tree
of obedience and disobedience’ or ‘the tree of temptation’. By
naming it what it was not, God either deliberately tempted me or
deliberately deceived me. And he should be judged, not
I.

Perhaps though, the tree really was a tree
of knowledge. In that case, one should wonder what insecurities led
God to prefer obedience over knowledge. Indeed, one should wonder
why he went so far as to forbid knowledge. The reason is evident in
Genesis (3:22-23): he didn’t want us to equal him. He sent us out
of Eden to prevent our eating from the tree of life, because
already we were as wise for having eaten from the tree of
knowledge, and if we had made it to the tree of life before he
found us, we would’ve been immortal as well—we would’ve been as
godly.

And that takes me onward, for counted among
my sins is that of pride. Considering that later, through his son,
God commands us to ‘follow in his footsteps’, I find the label of
pride odd for the action that would do just that—make me like God.
Furthermore, I find it odd to be condemned for being like God when,
after all, he created us in his image (Gen 1:26-27). And God
certainly is proud: to create us in his image can be called
narcissistic, and to prefer us to spend our time admiring him
rather than learning about him is equally evidence of pride. (As an
aside, I would think that my knowledge would increase my
admiration; that wasn’t why I ate the fruit, but if it was, would
it have mattered? Did God ever ask my intent?)

 I have also been charged with a lack of faith.
Yet I took it on faith in the first place that God told us not to
eat from the tree: remember, he gave the command to Adam before I
even existed (Gen 2:16-17).[2] Further, I had faith in the serpent, I trusted
the serpent to be telling the truth. Is it dishonourable to
trust?

And is it reprehensible to act on that
trust, as I did then in offering the fruit to another, to Adam? God
commanded innocence, then held me responsible for an act of
innocent intent. For how could I know my faith was misplaced? How
could I know the serpent was evil until I had knowledge of good and
evil? By telling us not to eat of the tree, he insisted on
ignorance—but then held us responsible, for an act of
ignorance.

Lastly, I have been condemned for using my
reason, for it is through the exercise of reason that I decided to
eat the fruit. The serpent’s explanation of God’s motives, that the
knowledge of good and evil would make us godly and he didn’t want
us to equal him (Gen 3:5), seemed very reasonable to me. God’s
command on the other hand, not even to touch the fruit of the tree
of knowledge of good and evil because then I’d die, seemed so very
unreasonable. Where is the fault in using that faculty given to me
by God? The fault is not mine, but God’s: he made reason guide our
will and left our reason prey to deceit.

 Or did he? History has it that the serpent’s
words were false, that I was deceived. But God’s words after the
fact (Gen 3:22 “Behold, the man is become as one of us”) verify the
serpent’s prediction (Gen 3:5 “Ye shall be as gods”): the serpent
was telling the truth.[3] And so I stand condemned, for listening to
truth. And for offering that truth to others.

 [1] Even though Adam was beside me through it all
(Gen 3:6) and made not one objection. And, of course, also ate the
fruit.

[2] I don’t rule out the possibility that the
command therefore was meant only for Adam—God knew that knowledge
in the hands of men is a dangerous thing.


[3] And in
fact God lied: he said we would die (Gen 3:3) if we touched the
fruit of that tree, and we didn’t—at least not for several hundred
years.

 Appendix entry for “I am
Eve”

•


I am Lilith

and the records show that because I stole
Adam’s sperm and made demons with it, I was exiled from the
garden.

 Why? I mean, what aspect of my behaviour
was the criminal one? Was it the taking and doing without the
other’s consent? Surely not: every seventeen minutes some man rapes
a woman. And that’s certainly doing without the other’s consent, as
well as taking,[1] and none of them is exiled.

Or was it because I took his sperm, because
I was a woman who took reproductive control away from a man? Well,
let me mention the unavailability of abortion, as well as the
unavailability of safe and effective contraception, as well as
rape: all of these have taken reproductive control away from women.
And let me mention test tube babies, in vitro reproduction, and
surrogate motherhood: all of these depend on medical knowledge,
money, and authorization, all of which are for the most part
controlled by men.

Or was it the fact that I made demons from
the sperm? Well, this is interesting: all of a sudden men are
interested in what happens to their sperm? They never used to be:
most men don’t worry about contraception; most men don’t assist
with abortion, financially or emotionally; many don’t assist with
parenting, financially (child support payments are seldom made
after the first two years) or in any other way (what’s the average
number of hours per week a father spends with his child?); and I
don’t see much (male) governmental interest in daycare centres,
programs to assist single parents, and so on.

But whatever the reason, go ahead, sentence
me to exile. I will gladly live wherever you are not.

 [1] No, not virginity—I had in mind something far
more important: women who have been raped have that
taken-for-granted freedom from fear, that basic trust in others
that we need to carry on with our lives, taken from them.

Appendix entry for “I am Lilith”

 •

 I am Abel

and I was the tiller of the soil. Cain was
the one into slaughtering animals, not me.

 Keeping livestock, to catch and kill from
time to time, is a predictable refinement of the hunting activity
of his Neanderthal ancestors. Just as farming is a refinement of
the seed-gathering and root-digging of my ancestors.[1] And he said he
liked the challenge, denying that it was murder on the basis that
the animals were an inferior life form. Nevertheless, I said it was
still killing, and accused him of being power-hungry, insensitive,
and sadistic (he doesn’t always knock them out before he slits
their throats). And that’s partly how it started.

 To digress, I can see the hunting of old as a
little more justified: I mean, it got the men out of the way so the
women could carry on with the more important things (bearing and
teaching children, building houses, healing, inventing tools, as
well as, of course, providing food[2]), and it was
harmless enough (only the most egotistic and immature ever got
injured[3])
(and then, well, in a way, it was just as well; if they got killed,
however, we were sad nevertheless), and the chase was a good outlet
for their aggression and violent energy. But as I explained to
Cain, I couldn’t see any reason for human beings of our kind to
carry on such a practice.

 And his version of it—capturing and
imprisoning the animals, and then raising them in total captivity,
killing them when the odds are so impossibly against their defence
(if they’d never been wild, they’d never learned how to fight back)
and their escape (he’d not only catch one when it was trapped
inside his fences, but he’d kill it when it was tied up and
completely powerless)—well, his version was downright sick. I mean
it couldn’t be justified by dietary necessity, and even if I did
accept ‘challenge’ as a valid reason, I couldn’t in any way call
what he did challenging.[4]

But to go back, I said that my criticism of
Cain’s activity was partly how it started. I shall explain the
‘partly’ first: I wasn’t the only one displeased with Cain’s idea
of worthwhile occupation—why do you think God favoured my
sacrifices and not his? (Remember things got a little backwards in
the passing on: contrary to popular opinion, God did not favour the
animal sacrifices, he favoured Abel’s sacrifices, and I, you
remember, was the farmer.) God was trying to tell him he didn’t
appreciate seeing the animals he created, slaughtered—in his name,
no less. He thought the practice a perverse and confused sense of
tribute. To say the least.

 The ‘it’, of course, is the conflict between
Cain and me, between male and female. It’s in the interests of
patriarchy to erase evidence of such conflict: since they couldn’t
erase my death (at Cain’s hand), the next best solution was to
change my sex, ‘reducing’ the episode to ‘mere’ murder of one man
by another—and effectively erasing the beginning, the archetype, of
the conflict between the sexes.[5] We are taught,
therefore, that women have (always) agreed with men—never differed,
never argued, never criticized; that we have, in the past,
accepted—even acquiesced to—the male nature. This lesson
effectively eliminates any feeling of strength female descendants
would derive from knowing they were not the first, not the only
ones to be displeased, disappointed, dissatisfied with the male
kind. Furthermore, having to start anew each time, establishing
reasonable grounds (evidence, arguments) for that dissatisfaction,
wastes energy and time, deferring and deterring any action toward
amending (male) faults and inferiorities.

 However, as you can understand now, the Cain
and Abel episode was not merely the first murder; it was the first
episode of centuries of violence by men against women.[6] Men continued to
kill women: they burned, drowned, boiled, butchered, hung, and
stoned them; they raped them; they beat them; they discouraged
them; they denied them; they degraded them. In a thousand different
ways, men have carried on what Cain started: they have created a
tradition of violence against women.

And that is the mark of Cain: the curse of
testosterone, the curse of that deformed X, their Y, chromosome.
That is the curse, the mark, of being male.

 [1] A footnote for those of you who are surprised:
the men, always eager to be off, were never in one place long
enough to realize the connections between seeds, earth, water, sun,
growth; the women, on the other hand, eager not to be off (on the
move with babies inside and out was not at all easy), would
naturally be the ones then to ‘discover’ and develop agriculture.
So, in the tradition of my sex, I, Abel, was the first farmer.

[2] We did not depend on meat for survival (in
fact, most of us refused to eat it): they’d follow an animal for
days, sometimes weeks, and often come back empty-handed; and even
if they did catch something, the meat went bad so quickly (often by
the time they brought it back, it was spoiling)—so it really wasn’t
a reliable enough source to even bother adapting to.

[3] And as I implied above, few animals actually
got caught and killed (and most often, it was the ill or the
old—they were almost giving euthanasia then, not hunting).

[4] I understand the practice of hunting (catching
and killing animals in the way of our ancestors) has experienced a
resurrection in our descendants—the males, that is. I find this
odd: perhaps it is a sign of regression, for surely there is no
need (unless the art of agriculture has been forgotten—and I
suppose that since many of the skills originated and developed by
women have been forgotten, this is a possibility), and surely men
are not still (again) so inferior that the women welcome and
justify the temporary release of their burdensome presence, so
perhaps the challenge has increased and become irresistible—though
I expect that the continued development of weapons would not make
this likely.

[5] By the way, something else that got a bit
mixed up—or changed: it was then that we (they) were expelled from
the garden; it’s obvious that Cain’s action, not Eve’s, was
responsible for the fall of humanity.

 [6] And his sneering
question, ‘Am I my sister’s keeper?’ was the archetypal, the first,
renunciation of responsibility of male towards female. And yet we
have never—though provoked by spite, anger, envy, revenge,
desperation—we have never forsaken our responsibility toward them:
we suckle our male infants as we do our females, we care for them,
we teach them, we bond with them—we love them.

Appendix entry for “I am Abel”

•


I am Cain’s Wife

My existence is not acknowledged. It would
be too disturbing.

My screams are never heard, my bruises never
seen. And whether I limp, or cower, or run, or fight, or cry, or
accuse, or ignore, or hide, or pretend, or forget, or remember—it’s
all the same: I am condemned. For being weak, for being strong, for
provoking, for exaggerating, for lying, for telling the truth, for
being masochistic, for being inferior, for leaving, for staying. I
am the first battered wife.

I am silenced. I am invisible.

 I am not.

Appendix entry for “I
am Cain’s Wife”

•


I am Noah’s Wife

That’s it. Jus’ Noah’s wife. Mrs. Noah. A
no-name person. My sons have names. Shem, Ham, Japheth. And my
grandsons have names. Gomer, Magog, Madai, Javan, Tubal, Meshech,
Tiras, Cush, Mizraim, Phut, Canaan, Elam, Asshur, Arphaxad, Lud,
Aram. But me I don’ have a name. I’m jus’—Noah’s wife.

That’s why I’m here. To set the record
straight. See everybody’s got me pegged as mean an’ a hen-pecker
somethin’ fierce. Especially hilarious is the time where I refused
to get on the ark. Well lemmme tell you, that weren’t a bit funny.
There’s a few things you don’ know about all that. Why d’ya think
Noah wanted me so bad on the ark? Love? Pah. Now that’s funny. That
man never loved me.

No siree, he wanted me on the ark because I
was the one gonna look after all them animals. I was the one gonna
clean their shit, feed their mouths, tend their litters, nurse
their sick. What did ya think, Noah was goin’ to? No, he was gonna
be too busy navigatin’, I can tell you that. Noah was gonna stand
there like he always has, givin’ orders and tellin’ us they came
from God. So that means I was suppose to look after him too. (My
sons? Well, they each had a wife. Yup, there was Shem’s wife, Ham’s
wife, and Japheth’s wife.)

An’ I was suppose to look after the ark—jus’
you think about keepin’ that thing clean and healthy: 300 cubits by
50 cubits by 30 cubits—that’s long as a football field and three
stories high! (An’ only one window—lord, what a stench!) See he
figured me to be game warden, housekeeper, and cook (an’ we ain’t
jus’ talkin’ a week, we’re talkin’ close on two months)—an’ all the
while me in a state of constant pregnancy. No thanks.

An’ that’s just what I woulda got—no thanks,
no pay, no credit. If the flood destroyed the world an’ all its
people, where d’ya think alla you came from? Me! An’ I ain’t even
given a name. To read The Bible you’d think he begat alla you
hisself. An’ you’d think he begat only sons. Well it ain’t so.

 An’ if that ain’t enough, when
it was all over, God made his covenant with the men. Oh I knew he
would. ’Course he includes me, I suppose, if us women come in under
“the fowl, the cattle, and every beast of the earth with you”.
Flatterin’, hunh.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/94499
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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