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2022 is not what I ever expected it to be.  If you would have asked this Gen X girl growing up under mostly the Ronald Reagan administration and in a family based in Nebraska’s 3rd Congressional District what life in the 21st century was going to be like, I honestly don’t think my childhood self would have believed any of it.  Not my shift in politics from the die-hard Republicanism of my family to an independent position that feels alien in any political party. Not in the divisiveness of our political and social landscape. Not in the direction technology has taken.

But most of all I could not anticipate back in the 1980s the odd ways that patriarchy expresses itself today. It is so odd to me today that most certainly the girl I was would have found it incomprehensible.  As if patriarchy has ever made sense to me.

As a little girl I hit patriarchal walls very early. I grew up near Lincoln Nebraska’s Hyde Observatory, one of the few astronomical observatories that invites the public to come out on Saturday nights to look through telescopes and hear educational programming. All of it free (with donations accepted).  A free night of entertainment for the family was back then as appealing as it is today for parents struggling to make ends meet. It worked in my favour to be exposed to so much science so early in my life. But giving me the science bug at three also put me onto a collision course with patriarchal taboos towards women and girls pursuing science – either as a hobby or a career.

Two years later, I ran into another patriarchal wall.  This time about what I wanted to be when I grew up. Being raised in the mid-western/Great Lakes Baptist church (General Association of Regular Baptist Churches conference), I caught the religion bug early just as fiercely as my love of astronomy. When someone asked me what I wanted to be when I grew up, I naturally said “I want to be a pastor.”  And why not?  I was top of my class in Sunday school and clearly better understood our Bible lessons better than anyone else under 12 at my church.  So why not? “Because you’re a girl,” came the reply from the adults, followed by the older children and teens.

It was my first and highly infuriating lesson into what patriarchy was and that by virtue of being born a girl I was limited in what I could grow up to be and what hobbies I was allowed to pursue.  It didn’t matter, it would seem, how hard I worked or how talented I was at something. Just being born female meant that I was forbidden to study, to work, to pursue what I wanted in life.  When I asked what careers I was allowed to pursue, the options were generally domestic:  mother, stay-at-home wife, a pastor’s wife, maybe a missionary? I was supposed to be an expert at-home chef and housekeeper, a seamstress, mistress of the fibre arts, and crafter-in-chief. In a pinch I was allowed to teach elementary school or maybe work as a nurse in a hospital. 

I didn’t want any of these jobs of course.  Perhaps more importantly, I have no talent for them. It didn’t matter how many years in 4H I spent, or how many hours my mother or paternal grandmother tried to show me needle arts. It didn’t matter how much I sewed or baked or cooked or crafted.  I have zero and I mean a strong zero talent for these things.  For me, practice does not make perfect in any area included in the “home economics” umbrella.  The only part of home economics I have any skill for actually is the money part: I’m good at managing savings accounts so as to maximize interest earned on my money.

This talent for managing my savings has kept me financially solvent during some of the leanest times of my life. Without it I would have gone bankrupt and living rough on the street many years ago. Some might say that the economics part of home economics might be the most important part of it, especially living in a time and place where frozen meals delivered to your door, home décor shops, and even home cleaning services are an option – if you have the money for them.

With no ability for or much interest in stuff approved for girls, I took an independent path and decided to pursue what I wanted.  In the fifth grade I convinced the Lincoln Journal-Star publishing company to hire me as a paper carrier (aka “paper boy”). This too slammed up against the rules about what boys and girls were allowed to do. I was picked on at school for taking on the job. Many of my customers were unhappy that a girl was doing a job they felt only boys were suited for. 

Yet I excelled at the very difficult and physically demanding job. I won many service awards and stayed at it until my junior year of high school, working 365 days per year and only very rarely hiring a substitute so I could take a day off or a short holiday off – like visiting my family for Thanksgiving or Christmas back in Greater Nebraska.

Through my paper route I had my own earned income that allowed me to continue to keep my birds, buy more science and science fiction books (especially Star Trek), and even buy my very own VCR, something no other young person I knew possessed in her or his own right much less paid for with her or his own money. 

It also gave me my first paid publication: $5.00 for my article in “The Carrier Chronical” newsletter. By 16 I was not only watching movies on my own VCR, I was a paid and published writer!

But doing my own thing and pursuing my own interest had a horrible social cost: I was mocked for my “masculine” intellectual interests, bullied for refusing to “mind my place” as a girl and young woman, and shunned by the boys romantically. 

Feeling the obvious angst from being so ostracized, I naturally went to the library and read social science research and discussion into patriarchy. 

To this day the logic behind patriarchy eludes me.  It truly does not make any sense why I should be limited in my career or intellectual interests over what is and is not between legs and the biological implications thereof. Having periods, being capable of incubating a child, and so forth have no causational relationship with enjoying and being good at science, understanding the theologies of dispirit religions, or otherwise being a moral person. I do not see how I am allegedly flawed over the sex I’m born as and live as. I do not feel masculine nor do I associate my interests as masculine or feminine. Sex is not a look or feeling to me.  It simply is. It’s not the way I dress or how I wear my hair or how I decorate my body for special occasions.  I’m simply me. It bewilders me that anyone should put limits on my life over something like my sex. Why should I be treated differently than men in my work life, my intellectual life, or my general social life? 

Patriarchy is a mystery to me – and yet it affects me every day in sometimes quiet, sometimes bold and obnoxious ways.

What follows is my attempt to work through this chaos and share my experiences. In part two, I put on my social science hat and analyse as objectively as possible these experiences, seeking the wisdom from other women and the greater social science community.  The aim of this book is both descriptive and prescriptive, looking for answers to questions that have lasted a lifetime. I hope this journey proves beneficial to all who take it with me.  For I truly do believe our world is what we choose to make it. We can live better and be better as societies – if we have the courage to pursue that better world.
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Part One: Essays
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Essay One: Patriarchy at the Work Place
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Professionalism.  It’s what all of us expect to find in our workplaces. We need professionalism from others and demand it of ourselves.  Behaving in a certain, civil fashion at work promotes productivity and team work. Without it projects cannot be completed effectively. Egos and often our personal lives are best checked at the office door – whether that’s a traditional office outside of the home or in a home office where collaborations with our colleagues often happen in through telecommunications, email, zoom, and other computer-based applications.

Professionalism is one of the “Three Ps of Audiobook Narrators” I discuss on my blogpost aimed at helping other independent authors find the perfect narrator for each book. Professionalism is essential to both audiobook productions and book translations, yet is a criteria that far too many independent authors ignore when deciding upon people to translate their books into other languages and record their books for audio. In my experience, most authors make the amateur mistake of treating themselves as subordinate to their narrators and translators instead of recognizing that the AUTHOR is in charge of these productions. The AUTHOR is the boss, the project manager. Translators and narrators are working for the author, no matter what the exact perimeters of the contracts are. Performance, structure, and other details must match what the author wants in the finished product.

Male authors rarely struggle with the role of project manager, once he understands that this is what he actually is.  But female authors are put into conflict: project management means wielding power and directing the team, giving orders and informing team members of any corrections that must be made. This is in complete contradiction to the way patriarchy socializes women.  Patriarchy puts women in the inferior position when interacting with men. 

In patriarchy, a female project manager is a contradiction in terms. She’s not allowed to be in charge and when she is in charge, she is put under enormous pressure to acquiesce to male interests, often at the expense of the final product the team was formed to create.  I know from experience how hard it can be as a woman to assert yourself over a man when he gets something wrong on a project and a section of work needs to be re-done.  Take a listen to the audio edition of “Catherine de Valois: French Princess, Tudor Matriarch.”  This was my second audiobook and by this time I had become a fan of the charismatic and very talented actor Richard Mann. Early in the book Catherine sings “Veni, Veni,” an early Christmas carol that appears in several of my biographies. Richard is a brilliant singer – but he doesn’t read music (at least he didn’t at the time of this publication). I firstly didn’t ask him in advance – as I should have – but more importantly, when I heard his rendering of the song to a tune he made up himself and accompanied on electric instead of acoustic guitar I didn’t correct him and told myself that Richard knew better than me how the song should go.  I criticized myself as wrong and insisted that if there was a difference between what I wanted and what Richard recorded that I must be at fault.  He is right and I am wrong. Same with any deviations from verbatim recording.  If Richard said the line wrong, then the problem had to be with my writing and not with his recording.
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