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This is what happens




“An incisive reflection on how social forces constrain women’s lives. … Great for fans of Sylvia Plath, Doris Lessing’s The Golden Notebook.” Booklife




“I find the writing style very appealing … An interesting mix of a memoir and a philosophical work, together with some amazing poetry. … This is what happens ranks in my top five of books ever read.” Mesca Elin, Psychochromatic Redemption




Thus Saith Eve




“Short, but definitely entertaining ... and serious between the lines.” Lee Harmon, A Dubious Disciple Book Review




“ … a truly wonderful source of feminist fiction. In addition to being an extremely enjoyable and thought-provoking read, the monologues can also be used for audition and performance pieces.” Katie M. Deaver, feminismandreligion.com




Snow White Gets Her Say




“Why isn’t anyone doing this on stage? … What a great night of theater that would be!” szferris, Librarything




“I loved the sassy voices in these stories, and the humor, even when making hard points.” PJ O’Brien, Smashwords




Deare Sister




“You are clearly a writer of considerable talent, and your special ability to give expression to so many different characters, each in a uniquely appropriate style, makes your work fascinating and attractive. … The pieces are often funny, sometimes sensitive, always creative. But they contain an enormous load of anger, and that is where I have problems. … I know at least one feminist who would read your manuscript with delight (unfortunately she is not a publisher), who would roar with laughter in her sharing of your anger. …” rejection letter from Black Moss Press




Particivision and other stories




“… your writing is very accomplished. … Particivision and other stories is authentic, well-written, and certainly publishable …” rejection letter from Turnstone Press




“… engaging and clever …” rejection letter from Lester & Orpen Dennys, Publishers




“As the title indicates, this collection of stories is about getting into the thick of things, taking sides, taking action, and speaking out loud and clear, however unpopular your opinion may be. … refreshingly out of the ordinary.” Joan McGrath, Canadian Book Review Annual 




dreaming of kaleidoscopes




“… a top pick of poetry and is very much worth considering. …” Midwest Book Review




Soliloquies: the lady doth indeed protest




“… not only dynamic, imaginative verse writing, but extremely intelligent and intuitive insight. … I know many actresses who would love to get their hands on this material!” Joanne Zipay, Judith Shakespeare Company, NYC




“‘Ophelia’ is something of an oddity … I found it curiously attractive.” Dinosaur




UnMythed




“… A welcome relief from the usual male emphasis in this area. There is anger and truth here, not to mention courage.” Eric Folsom, Next Exit 




“… With considerable skill and much care, chris wind has extrapolated truths from mythical scenarios and reordered them in modern terms. … Wind handles these myths with and intellect. Her voice suggests that the relationship between the consciousness of the myth-makers and modern consciousness is closer than we would think.” Linda Manning, Quarry




“Personally, I would not publish this stuff. This is not to say it isn’t publishable—it’s almost flawless stylistically, perfect form and content, etc., etc. It’s perverse: satirical, biting, caustic, funny. Also cruel, beyond bitter, single-minded with a terminally limited point of view, and this individual may have read Edith Hamilton’s Mythology but she/he certainly doesn’t perceive the essential meanings of these myths. Or maybe does and deliberately twists the meaning to suit the poem. Likewise, in the etymological sense. Editorial revisions suggested? None, it’s perfect. Market potential/readership targets: Everyone—this is actually marketable—you could sell fill Harbourfront reading this probably. General comments: You could actually make money on this stuff.” anonymous reader report for a press that rejected the ms




Satellites Out of Orbit




“Satellites Out of Orbit is an excellent and much recommended pick for unique fiction collections.” Michael Dunford, Midwest Book Review




“… I also love the idea of telling the story from the woman’s perspective, especially when the woman is only mentioned in passing in the official story, or not mentioned at all. …” Shana, Tales of Minor Interest




“Our editorial board loved it. Our readers said it was the most feminist thing they’ve read in a long time.” rejection letter from publisher




As I the Shards Examine / Not Such Stuff 




“Not Such Stuff challenges us to rethink some of our responses to Shakespeare’s plays and opens up new ways of experiencing them. ... ” Jeff, secondat.blogspot.com




“This world premiere collection of monologs derive from eight female Shakespearian characters speaking from their hearts, describing aspects of their lives with a modern feminist sensibility. Deconstructing the traditional interpretations of some of the most fiercely fascinating female characters of all time, the playwright is able to “have at it” and the characters finally have their say. And oh, what tales they have to weave. …” Debbie Jackson, dctheatrescene.com 




Let Me Entertain You 




“I found ‘Let Me Entertain You’ very powerful and visually theatrical.” Ines Buchli




“I will never forget ‘Let Me Entertain You.’ It was brilliant.” Kate Hurman




ProVocative




“Timely, thought-provoking, dark, and funny!” Kevin Holm-Hudson, WEFT 




“… a great job making a point while being entertaining and interesting. ... Overall this is a fine work, and worth listening to.” Kevin Slick, gajoob




The Art of Juxtaposition




“A cross between poetry, performance art, and gripping, theatrical sound collages. … One of the most powerful pieces on the tape is ‘Let Me Entertain You.’ I sat stunned while listening to this composition.” Myke Dyer, Nerve




“We found [this to be] unique, brilliant, and definitely not ‘Canadian’. … We were more than impressed with the material. The Art of Juxtaposition is filling one of the emptier spaces in the music world with creative and intelligent music-art.” rejection letter from a record company




“Controversial feminist content. You will not be unmoved.” Bret Hart, Option




“I’ve just had a disturbing experience: I listened to The Art of Juxtaposition. Now wait a minute; Canadian musicians are not supposed to be politically aware or delve into questions regarding sexual relationships, religion, and/or sex, racism, rape. They are supposed to write nice songs that people can tap their feet to and mindlessly inebriate themselves to. You expect me to play this on my show?” Travis B., CITR




“Wind mixes biting commentary, poignant insight and dark humor while unflinchingly tackling themes such as rape, marriage (as slavery), christianity, censorship, homosexuality, the state of native Americans, and other themes, leaving no doubt about her own strong convictions upon each of these subjects. Her technique is often one in which two or more sides to each theme are juxtaposed against one another (hence, the tape’s title). This is much like her Christmas Album with a voice just as direct and pointed. Highly recommended.” Bryan Baker gajoob




“Thanks for The Art of Juxtaposition … it really is quite a gem! Last Xmas season, after we aired ‘Ave Maria’ a listener stopped driving his car and phoned us from a pay phone to inquire and express delight.” John Aho, CJAM




“Liked The Art of Juxtaposition a lot, especially the feminist critiques of the bible. I had calls from listeners both times I played ‘Ave Maria.’” Bill Hsu, WEFT




“Every time I play The Art of Juxtaposition (several times by this point), someone calls to ask about it/you.” Mars Bell, WCSB




“The work is stimulating, well-constructed, and politically apt with regard to sexual politics. (I was particularly impressed by ‘I am Eve.’)” Andreas Brecht Ua’Siaghail, CKCU




“We have found The Art of Juxtaposition to be quite imaginative and effective. When I first played it, I did not have time to listen to it before I had to be on air. When I aired it, I was transfixed by the power of it. When I had to go on mike afterward, I found I could hardly speak! To say the least, I found your work quite a refreshing change from all the fluff of commercial musicians who whine about lost love etc. Your work is intuitive, sensitive, and significant!” Erika Schengili, CFRC




“Interesting stuff here! Actually this has very little music, but it has sound bits and spoken work. Self-declared ‘collage pieces of social commentary’. …very thought-provoking and inspiring.” No Sanctuary




more at 


chriswind.net


and 


chriswind.com
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Preface to Second Edition


Initially, I was tempted to dismiss Excerpts as juvenilia and, therefore, leave it as a first edition print-only collection, of relevance only to those interested in roots. But “Adam’s Apple” (along with a few other pieces) changed my mind (and so I prepared this slightly revised edition for ebook and print-on-demand distribution, enabling greater presence and availability). I recall standing outside on the sidewalk after viewing Judy Chicago’s The Dinner Party and just … crying; my soon-to-be ex-boyfriend said he didn’t see what I was so upset about. I wrote “Adam’s Apple” soon after. In hope, perhaps. (Though, thirty-five years later, I’d add to the short list in the poem more references to the oppression, and suppression, of women. Hundreds, thousands, more.)
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Faith






She woke in sudden, sharp perplexity.




Glancing beside, three o’clock, she—she was hot and sweaty. Shamed, guilty, she lifted herself from the bed, careful not to disturb her husband’s sleep, and knelt on the cold rug. Forgive-me-Father-for-I-have-not-sinned—she looked up in abrupt remembrance—it was not that kind of dream. There was a word. She knelt back on her heels. But why so clammy and tensed, what was the word? Exasperated at the typical elusiveness of a thing intentionally sought, she rose and went to the bathroom to rinse her face. She climbed back into bed. Maybe in the morn—test. That’s it. The word was test. That’s stupid. I’m not going to write any tests. At three-o-five it didn’t matter. She fell asleep.




 




The alarm rudely buzzed. She reached out to—test of fate. The phrase appeared serenely. Was that it? Test of fate? Yes, I think so. Well isn’t that curious. Test of fate.




“Hey Kath—the alarm.” He looked at her drugged expression. “The alarm. Turn it off. Turn off the alarm.” His words finally made their way through, and she turned off the alarm.




“Good morning to you, too.” She leaned over and kissed his bemused mouth.




Just then the sound of tiny, pyjama-clad feet down the hall announced the little boy’s cheerful face at their doorway.




“Good morning to you, too,” he imitated, and giggled. Then the sight of his mother seemed to trigger—he looked down and mumbled, “Mummy-I-wet-my-bed-I’m-sorry.”




“That’s okay, snookums.” Resisting the smile that snuck to her lips, she added in a stern voice, “If you help me clean it up.” Then she smiled anyway, “Let’s go.” She and the boy left the room hand in hand.




 




“… which we are about to receive from Thy bounty, through Christ our Lord, Amen.” The bowed heads had just enough time to chorus the “Amen” before the littlest one bobbed up and declared, “Mummy ‘n I are going shopping for my new school clothes and I’m getting new school shoes and she says I can pick them out if I can put them on by myself and we’re going to buy a pencil case I want a red one—”




“Hold it there, shooter,” laughed his father. “So you’re getting ready for school. Think you’ll like it?”




“Yeah, Mummy says there’ll be other kids there, too.”




“Joey, you’ll have eggs instead of words coming out of that mouth of yours in a minute if you don’t watch it.” She smiled at the boy, then looked over to her husband. “Don’t forget I have the Scripture Group tonight.”




“Right. Got your notes prepared?”




“Oh sure. But it’s a good class. They carry it quite well without my notes. I need only ask the right questions at the right time.”




“Hm—sometimes difficult.” He kept on chewing.




“True. But I know what I’m doing.” She was irritated. He was still unconvinced that a woman could do as well as a man in the matter of adult religious instruction. Chauvinist! Conditioning or no conditioning, there’s no excuse. Oh well. He’ll see eventually. That’s all. I’m strong, capable, intelligent. He’ll have to see. She cleared the breakfast table and started the dishes as he said his goodbyes to Joey and left for the office.




Test…test of… fate…test…….kill Ty….test…kill… Kathy snapped up in the darkness, and as soon as she did, the words stopped. She was very hot again. Or is it the room that’s hot? She tried to recall the superstition about having the same dream twice in a row. Same dream—who are you trying to kid. That was no dream. You know you heard words. Well, some dreams can be that real, can’t they? But somebody was speaking. She cautiously got up to see if the windows were open. Feeling foolish, she returned to bed.




 




She stopped her car at another red light. Noting her watch, she realized she was a few minutes late tonight. I shouldn’t have let Joey model his new clothes again, she chuckled. That little guy. Such a ham already. That’s one very eager student coming—kindergarten class, make way! Suddenly the car became quite warm. Automatically she looked at the indicators. All was normal. Test…test…kill Ty…test……kill Tyson…Tyson… A honk jarred her from the daze and cut off the words. Eventually she noticed the green light and put her foot to the gas. Kill Tyson? Who’s Tyson? Was that what was said? Then it occurred to her. Two nights, okay, dreams—but in the evening on the way to church? Test of fate. Kill Tyson. What the heck does that mean? It made no sense to her. Okay. If it happens again tonight, I’ll just lie ‘here, hear it out instead of getting up, startled. Maybe that’ll do it.




 




Kathy lay in bed anxiously, expectantly. This is absurd. But she was sure. I am not imagining. Even so, she reconsidered. Here I am, lying in bed waiting for something to speak—anything else go bump in the night? She rolled over. Test…test of…Stay put don’t move a muscle. Test…test… The room became hot. Of faith… as test of faith—faith, not fate, the word was—test of faith…kill. She was trembling now, trying desperately to hang on to her calm. Faith…kill… The words were very clear now, she noticed…of faith…kill…thy son—Oh my God. In a spasm of shock she bumped the alarm to the floor and kicked her husband. The words were gone. She was shivering. Oh God. She felt the soaked bed with shaking hands and started towards the bathroom. Suddenly she turned and half ran to Joey’s room. He was asleep in bed and breathing normally. The voice was distinct and I was awake all the time. She sat down in the chair beside his bed and dropped exhausted into a deep sleep.




 




Her husband looked at her from across the breakfast table. Then he looked out to Joey in the backyard. He turned back to her, having heard everything she had just told him, and simply said, “Well, I don’t think there’s a need to be upset, dear. I mean, it was just a dream.” He paused, searching for a way to reason or reassure. “All the tensions—the Scripture Group and—you know. They all get into your sleep,” he ended lamely. Then continued with a little impatience. “You studied Freud. Doesn’t he call dreaming a release outlet or something?”




She turned away. He didn’t believe her. He just didn’t believe her. Her husband, joined with her in the sacrament of matrimony in the sight of God, dismissed these words of His as a Freudian twist. She told him she was terrified and ashamed of the fear, and he thought it was nothing to get upset about. She got up and stood by the window. Scripture Group, my foot. She turned to see him pick up the paper again. I feel no tension from them.




 




“Yes, Kathy, come right in. How are you, and how is the Scripture Group coming? I’ve been wanting to speak with you.”




She stepped through the doorway into the rectory. “Hello, Father. I’m fine, thank you, and you?”




“Oh, I’m fine, too. The Council has okayed the new addition and the youth choir is on its way. Now tell me, how is that group?” The priest led her into his study and motioned to a chair.




“Oh, it’s doing very well.” She sat down. “I was just telling Peter, they do most of the talking. It’s turned out to be quite a lively bunch. As a matter of fact, in a way, that’s why I’m here—”




“Oh, too lively for you?” The priest smiled.




‘Too lively for me?” She was on the defensive. “Father, you recall—” before she saw the twinkle in his eye. She laughed and returned the rib. “I was baptised by you. How can anything be too tough for me?” Without allowing a retaliation, she leaned forward and went on. “But tell me, what does the doctor of divinity”—the priest smiled at this nickname—“say about contradictory principles in the Bible?”




“Oh, you’ve opened up a mean can of worms with that one, Kathy. Give me a ‘for instance’.”




“Well, the commandment ‘Thou shalt not kill’ and the so-called ‘Holy Wars’. The commandments were given by God, were they not? And as such, the absolute word of God. Yet he more or less blessed those murders, didn’t he?”




At first the priest was angry. “You’re asking me to justify the ways of God to man?”




“I suppose I am,” she replied. But she saw nothing wrong with that. “Are they unjustifiable? Do we not deserve an explanation?”




“We don’t deserve anything from God!”




“Surely—”




The priest held up his hand, then paused before he replied. “God does have mysteries—fantastic mysteries—that we cannot begin to understand. We must be strong and have faith. We must believe that whatever, whatever”—he stressed the magnitude of the word—“God’s will be done. You know,” he chuckled now, “the Lord works in wondrous ways.”




Kathy looked at him. Suppressing her disappointment, she exchanged a few more pleasantries with the priest then left the rectory.




She went directly to the church. After passing through the expansive mahogany doors and blessing herself with the holy water in the marble font, she entered the nave, genuflected, and slumped into the second last pew. She stared for a moment at the crucifix, high on the wall behind the altar, then began.




Okay, let’s take Freud a bit further. Could it be more than tension? Could it be a murmur, a message of sorts, from my subconscious?




She answered the question as quickly as it had formed. Nonsense. I don’t have any hidden desire to kill my—to kill Joey. To even think it horrifies me. He’s my son, my flesh and blood. I carried him, gave birth to him, almost lost— no God let me, let him, gave him my milk, he’s— She started sobbing, cries in a silence.




She made another attempt to order the chaos. As a test of faith, kill thy son. I’m sure I heard those words. Distinctly. Clearly.




Sure, you may believe you heard them.




No, I know.




What’s the difference? Something tottered precariously. I mean, are you the seat of objective knowledge? Don’t presume. Kath—




But—




You hear what you want to hear. Face it. You interpret how you want to understand. Shall we then perhaps contemplate the sin of pride instead of murder?




Oh come on—




Surely you don’t really think yourself pure enough to be selected, chosen by God for this special test?




She felt a brick fall from the wall inside. It was a long way.




Okay, if I’m not chosen, then I’m wrong even to assume the words were spoken by God!




My point exactly. That was your imposed interpretation.




But if the devil or some evil entity issued them, why say as a ‘test of faith’?




Well, my dear, do you really think he’s going to expose himself? That would defeat his purpose. Do you think he’s stupid?




But if he can deceive me into believing he’s the voice of God, what chance do I stand? How do I know?




The very mortar seemed to be melting … lead us not into temptation …




Okay if it happened at all—




You’re saying if. Would you kill your son on an ‘if’?




Of course not. I’m his mother. I—




But isn’t that what faith is—an ‘if’?




Yes. No. I know God exists. I know that He—




Do you?




Oh God! How can I be sure? Give me a sign—




Oh come on, Kathy. What more of a sign do you need? Three consecutive nights and once on King Street before nightfall. That’s no coincidence.




But it’s no proof, either. Was she on the other side of the wall now? How—




But the heat. Every time He was present—




You were hot. The flushes come and go. You can’t deny that. It’s a normal occurrence in your life now—




But—




If the heat meant anything, it meant temporary delirium.




The wall began to sway.




As a test of faith, kill thy son. Why am I trying to escape this? If I were strong in my faith, I—




But it’s such a clumsy way to communicate—especially a command of such weight. Unbecoming in a supreme being, a god. God! If he wanted me to do it, he’d tell me in no uncertain terms. He’d erase any doubt.




But then it wouldn’t be a test of faith. Would it?




Now the floor was buckling, giving.




God commands. I obey. Thy will be done or—




Or what? What have you got to lose? If it is God and you don’t do it, eternal damnation. If it isn’t God and you do do it— Well, if it isn’t God and you intend to do it under the belief that it is His command, then surely he’ll intercede and prevent you from doing it. Right?




Right.




The floor settled a moment.




But it isn’t that straightforward. It’s a test of faith, and I’m turning it into a test of fear. If I do it, I must be strong and sure. The minute I allow a flicker of doubt, of hate, of panic, or of hope for reprieve, then I will have failed, I will have been guilty of a terrible lack of faith. I must be willing, with my whole heart, to kill—




She cried out and the sound echoed up to the painted arched ceiling. It returned just as uttered.




… Thy will be done, Father said. Thy will—




But which will? ‘Thou shalt not kill,’ remember. His will is contradictory. It’s irrational.




Ah—faith begins where thought leaves off. Remember Kierkegaard. It’s precisely because it’s unreasonable that you must believe. Do not cling to reason.




All right. Contradiction aside, it’s still murder!




Yes, but again call on Kierkegaard—it is murder ethically. Ethics is social, relative, a duty to man. The issue here is duty to God. It is universal, absolute. You must suspend the ethical for that.




That’s all very nice and maybe if it were my decision alone I could make that leap, but this concerns Peter and Joey. I can’t prove my faith at their expense. That’s selfish. It’s unchristian.




Nonsense. It can’t be unchristian to do God’s will.




She was confused. Which supports were strong? And which wall did they support? How many walls were …




Thy will be done—




Thy will is—




Kathy groaned, sweat and tears running down her face. Then she slowly looked up again at the altar, to the crucifix hanging there.
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