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I.

INTRODUCTION
“You can’t touch me, I’m in another world.”
Imagine you are sitting in a room with many people. Perhaps you’re in a class, a meeting,

or traveling on the subway. Your glance begins to wander from person to person, and then it
stops, and hovers upon the face of someone with an expression that you recognize. This person
is no longer in a class, a meeting, or the subway; they have broken the engagement with their
immediate physical surroundings and are gazing silently into the distance. At some point, you
attempt to talk to the person who is in this state, and are initially met with silence. Eventually,
responding to a light touch or a lingering stare, this person is pulled from their trance, and
apologetically exclaims “oh, I’m sorry, I was in another world.” You willingly accept this
explanation without question, as you have undoubtedly experienced this brief hiatus from the
real world yourself. Whether it is provoked by the need to escape a terrible day or the desire to
create or further a wonderful experience, it is a complete immersion into an “otherwise,” and for
the brief moments you indulge in this experience, the restraints of the real world dissolve and
you are absolutely untouchable. In this momentary lapse, you are transported from the real
world, not into “another” world, which would suggest an addition to an already existing
environment, but a completely “other” world, one which has never before been inhabited, and
one which you yourself have created and exert dominion over. You are always, however, pulled
back into reality, perhaps only a few seconds later. But in this fleeting slippage into other
worlds, what happens? What incites this state of mind and how long can one linger in it? Is it
possible for someone to remain in this alternative forever?
This essay will explore the human tendency of fleeing the real world and constructing a
more desirable other. While the notion of creating an alternate world—worldbuilding as it will
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be referred—may seem extremely individualistic, and therefore insular, personal worlds always
have political implications and can therefore serve to critique larger cultural structures and
societies. This paper will particularly analyze worldbuilding as an intentional process of
constructing a new space without socially prescribed constraints that is in some way better than
an author or character’s current reality. While worldbuilding is at times a survival tactic, can it
simultaneously promote isolation from others? Additionally, if worldbuilding is a strategy to
achieve other-worldly transcendence, what are the consequences of losing earthly ties? These
questions will be addressed through an exploration of the alternative worlds within the work of
The Blazing World by Margaret Cavendish in this analytical essay as well as several others in
the poetry packet that follows, presenting the universal and timeless need to create an
otherwise.
II.

DESCRIPTIONS OF WORLDBUILDING
At its most basic definition, worldbuilding denotes “the art of creating a new fictional

world” (Merriam-Webster). Since the world that is being constructed is an original creation, the
term is often associated with the literature genres of science fiction and fantasy, in which authors
develop histories, maps, geographical locations and ecologies, as well as backstories, and
psychological determinants for their characters. Worldbuilding as a term, however, is not a
modern invention used only to describe authors’ actions in creating the worlds of their work but
has been employed in the English language for over 200 years (Merriam-Webster). In the 1800s,
it was mostly used by scientists attempting to express geologic formations, for example in 1805
it was used in The Literary Magazine and in 1820 in The Imperial Magazine as well as the
Edinburgh Review (Merriam-Webster). In 1920, worldbuilding was again employed
scientifically in Arthur Stanley Eddington’s Space Time and Gravitation: An Outline of the
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General Relativity Theory to hypothesize the nature of various worlds with different physical
laws (148). For most of the 19th century however, worldbuilding broadened from an expression
used to describe scientific phenomena into one that illustrates the creative and imaginative realm
of poets, artists, and novelists (Merriam-Webster).
Within the context of the 21st century, while worldbuilding is flourishing as a concept
related to literature, its implications are also being extended into political realms. In his book
Disappointment: Toward a Critical Hermeneutics of Worldbuilding, Jarrod Zigon explores the
integral role worldbuilding plays in creating an alternate political landscape. He defines politics
as “agonistic and creative experimentation with an otherwise” that commences “not merely with
the disappointment of our inability to know, understand, or grasp the world, but with the
overwhelming disappointment that a world has become unbearable” (Zigon 7). Zigon further
contextualizes the circumstances in which worldbuilding is incited:
When one can no longer dwell in the world in which one is, then two choices remain:
either wait and hope against hope that something, somehow, might get a little better; or
act. To act in an unbearable world is to act agonistically, since it is likely the case that
some thing… must be acted against and changed in order to allow one to dwell again. To
act in this manner is also creative and experimental, since prior to such political action
there is no way of knowing or conceiving how one can act and what kind of action will
be successful. (7)
If the decision to act leads to success, then ultimately the result is “not having been folded into,
or included in, or accepted as belonging to the already existing world-- the world that was
unbearable-- but rather the creation of an entirely new world” (Zigon 7). Instead of submitting to
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an intolerably prescribed world, through worldbuilding one can ultimately compose a preferable
environment or identity in which the confines of reality dissipate.
III.

THE LIFE OF MARGARET CAVENDISH
“Constancy is as rarely seen as a blazing star… there are more cowards than valiant
men.” (Whitaker 216)
In order to understand Cavendish’s motivation to create other worlds, an analysis of her

personal history is imperative. Cavendish was born in Colchester, Essex in 1623 and although
she did not receive a formal education, was avidly involved in the pursual of self-knowledge
through reading (Douglas 23). She was raised by her mother and through a peaceful childhood
was able to freely engage in what she referred to as contemplations, the daydreams which were
the impetus for her feverish writings (Douglas 41). Reflecting on these writings, Cavendish
likens them to “a frippery or broker’s shop, wherein is nothing but remnants, bits and ends of
several things… as confused as the chaos” (Douglas 42-43). While scholars have simplistically
categorized Cavendish’s published work in this way, her “contemplations” can instead be viewed
as the basis for her philosophical and scientific thoughts. Her comment also speaks to the
challenge of writing with dyslexia while reflecting upon her works as elliptical reasoning instead
of following a conventional linear pattern (Whitaker 165). In addition to writing, Cavendish, “not
taking that pleasure in such fashions as was invented by others” would design and dress in exotic
clothing, which would later become one of her most notorious qualities and a basis for people to
both celebrate and insult her (Douglas 43). While Cavendish found pleasure in the spectacle and
extravagance of her attire, it was also a force to combat the bashfulness that plagued her
throughout childhood. Douglas addresses this in his statement:
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… in her daydreams she addressed an admiring and subject world with authoritative
eloquence, but when she was required on rare occasions to mix with strangers, she could
hardly speak or move naturally for fear… At such moments she felt her self-confidence
ebb away, and in an attempt to brave the imagined hostility of a world suddenly grown
critical, her behaviour became exaggerated to the point of absurdity. Then she doubted
and pitied herself, and to hide her weakness grew foolishly self-assertive. (43)
This description is from the same biographer who later celebrates Cavendish as a “champion of
her sex,” yet he inaccurately deems her perceived hostilities of the 17th and 18th centuries as
fictitious and her boldness as nonsensical (Douglas 212). In reality, the hostility from both men
and women in response to Cavendish’s work was extremely real while her self-assertiveness was
an imperative. Douglas’ critical reading of Cavendish continues as he states, “her upbringing was
entirely responsible for her being so out of touch with society, which might have disciplined and
given substance to her imaginings, but at least it brought her into close association with one
aspect of reality; one which unfortunately lacked the power to correct her tendencies. She always
delighted in nature…” (44). Cavendish, however, did not need to be rectified by nature, and in
fact, the reason she so enjoyed it was because nature displayed infinite possibilities and
variations, in direct contrast to the limited comprehension and artificial boundaries of people:
“Nature is too various to be known, and her curiosities too subtle to be understood”... (Whitaker
141). While Douglas’ biography undoubtedly provides a reductionist view of Cavendish’s life
and characterizes her as motivated by fear, anxiety, and a pathological desire for attention, it
echoes the dominant and socially prescribed narratives of women throughout the centuries
(Winch). Ultimately, Cavendish’s contemplations deemed unintelligible and attire considered
excessive were strategic building blocks for her new world.
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In 1643, Cavendish became a maid of honor at the court of Queen Henrietta Maria, and
when she was exiled to France a year later, Cavendish followed (Cunning). It was during her
time in exile that she met her husband, William Cavendish, the First Duke of Newcastle Upon
Tyne and an extremely well educated aristocrat, playwright, poet, and politician (Cunning).
While Cavendish’s confident abilities allowed her to publish some of her own work with no
outside assistance, on other occasions her husband’s well-connectedness aided in the extremely
rebellious endeavor of printing the scientific and philosophical work of a woman during the midseventeenth-century (Whitaker 154). William’s prominent status also influenced Cavendish’s
work by exposing her to philosophers such as Thomas Hobbes, Rene Descartes, Marin
Mersenne, Pierre Gassendi, and Kenelm Digby through his organized meetings, referred to as the
“Cavendish Circle” (Whitaker 92-94). Despite Cavendish’s proximity to these figures, they
refused to engage in written correspondence with her. David Cunning states, “when they would
not critically correspond with her in print, she engaged their views critically in the form of a
correspondence between herself and a fictional third person” (np). Cavendish’s interaction with
this fictitious character directly connects with Zigon’s concept of politics as an “agonistic and
creative experimentation with an otherwise” (7). Her writings, by extension, become the
“otherwise” of an intentionally created character that commenced “not merely with the
disappointment of [her] inability to know, understand, or grasp the world, but with the
overwhelming disappointment that [the] world has become unbearable” (Zigon 7). Cavendish’s
perceived invisibility, evidenced by the need for her to create a fictional persona in which to
engage in intellectual discourse, propelled her writings and costumes, both of which made her
world more bearable.
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Before analyzing the ways in which The Blazing World enacts worldbuilding, an
evaluation of the unbearability of Cavendish’s life is integral. She lived in the hostilities inherent
in 17th century society against women, and as she become an established writer who sought to
publish her work-- and not strictly contain it to the private sphere among family and friends
deemed feminine-- she faced immense criticism from both women and men. While her desire
and success in publication was viewed by many as transgressive and “masculine,” so were the
themes of her poems, prose, and fiction. The supposedly masculine endeavor of producing
writing that philosophically theorized and detailed bloody scenes of war, included political satire,
“reeked of atheism,” and included “moral debates and denunciations of humanity’s pride” was
truly revolutionary (Whitaker 156). Some women, therefore, attributed the shocking content of
her work to her travels abroad, while Virginia Woolf and many others reduced her to an
untrained “lonely aristocrat” capable of being protected from criticism by her elevated social
status (Whitaker 156, 356-358). Douglas’ assertion of Cavendish’s behavior as “exaggerated to
the point of absurdity” was surely echoed by other critics whose comments would ultimately
construct an identity of madness for Cavendish-- “Mad Madge of Newcastle” -- as many referred
(Whitaker xi). Samuel Pepsy, for example, after following Cavendish around London for weeks
in an attempt to “understand her” and responding to her visit to the early Royal Society in 1667,
states “her dress so antic and her deportment so unordinary, that I do not like her at all… a mad,
conceited, ridiculous woman…” (Whitaker xiv). John Evelyn’s diary describes her as consisting
of “so much extravagancy and vanity” that she ought to be “confined within four walls,” while
Sir Walter Scott states, “that old madwoman the Duchess of Newcastle… writer of nothing but
trash… a sort of Bedlam-hospital, her whole ideas being like so many patients crazed upon the
subjects of love and literature” (Whitaker 355). Ironically, however, while these men were
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fiercely scribbling insults in their diaries, Cavendish was publishing works, traveling around
England with crowds following her, projecting her “revolutionary identity as a female
intellectual,” and piercing through the socially constructed male sphere (Whitaker xiv). Although
Cavendish’s actions seem to rebel against these criticisms, they undoubtedly took a
psychological toll on her, and in an attempt to defend herself from the cutting attacks of her
readers, Cavendish “was being pushed into an ever more extreme position” (Whitaker 185).
Cavendish attempted to retreat from criticism, and despite her social status, became
increasingly isolated and extremely lonely. She would often find herself “sitting in company
dreaming, so wrapped up in her own ideas that she heard nothing of what was going on around
her,” while at night she would lie awake afflicted by swirling and disconnected thoughts
(Whitaker 169, 138). These dissociative tendencies were a direct result of her increasingly
hostile environment and extreme position. In dire need of a diversion from a world that was
proving intolerable, Cavendish used her creativity and imagination to write philosophical poetry
about “the possibility of new worlds, as yet unseen and unvisited” (Whitaker 191). Validated and
heightened by the dismissiveness of male scholars and harsh comments of critics, Cavendish
often held a pessimistic view of human nature as riddled with envy, vanity, selfishness, and the
excessive emotion ungoverned by reason in which “Constancy is as rarely seen as a blazing
star… there are more cowards than valiant men” (Whitaker 216). Finding herself no longer able
to “dwell in the world” that disgusted her, Cavendish contemplated the two choices outlined by
Zigon: “either wait and hope against hope that something, somehow, might get a little better; or
act” (7). Cavendish chose to act, and ultimately built The Blazing World where she is the “valiant
man” and her creation, as rare and striking as a fleeting comet.
IV.

THE DESCRIPTION OF A NEW WORLD, CALLED THE BLAZING WORLD
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“... for I am not covetous, but as ambitious as ever any of my sex was, is, or can be;
which makes, that though I cannot be Henry the Fifth, or Charles the Second, yet I
endeavor to be Margaret the First; and although I have neither time nor occasion to
conquer the world as Alexander and Caesar did; yet rather than not to be mistress of
one, since Fortune and Fates would give me none, I have made a world of my own: for
which no body, I hope, will blame me, since it is in every one’s power to do the like.”
(Cavendish 124).
While Cavendish’s worldbuilding manifests itself through her body of work as a whole,
one of the most salient examples is The Blazing World, which gives readers an early-modern
glimpse into gender relations and the dynamics of power and control. This novel is Cavendish’s
longest piece of fiction and details her construction of an alternate space in which she is the allpowerful ruler of a feminist utopia. Although Cavendish was born into aristocratic privilege,
which seemingly equals power, being a woman meant that she was not granted full access to that
power. In The Blazing World, however, she intrudes into the male-dominated realms of
philosophical, scientific, and political discussions. She not only has full access to the
conversations that were obscure to her in reality, but is also able to pragmatically act in response
to these conversations: dissolving academic abstractions while creating laws that improve
society. In her constructed world, there are no critics deeming her insane, philosophers refusing
to converse with her, and socially prescribed gender roles confining her. This alternate world
allows women access to the public spheres of male discourse, religion, and politics while
refuting the notion that masculine forces are the only ones needed for existence. In The Blazing
World, Cavendish adheres to the reputation that “condemned [her] as a dissembler” as she
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powerfully deconstructs masculine hegemonic forces while simultaneously building a world
ruled by feminine rationality and autonomy.
The masculine hegemony that Cavendish defies is clearly defined by Sharon Bird in her
research article “Welcome to the Men’s Club: Homosociality and the Maintenance of
Hegemonic Masculinity.” Bird outlines three distinct qualities that characterize hegemonic
masculinity: emotional detachment, competitiveness, and sexual objectification of women, all of
which are scrutinized by Cavendish (121). Through emotional detachment, men are seemingly
able to maintain control by avoiding the “weakness” of intimacy and vulnerability (Bird 121).
The Empress of The Blazing World clearly critiques this attitude which makes it easier for men
to “encroach upon their neighbours,” take glory “from plunder and slaughter,” and “value dirt
more than men’s lives” (Cavendish 121). While these actions are incited by an emotional
detachment from others, they are then heightened and maintained through fierce competition
perceived as necessity. Competitiveness ultimately denies an identity that incorporates
cooperation and therefore symmetrical relations, in favor of one that is dependent upon
separation and distinction, facilitating a hierarchical relationship structure (Bird 122-123). When
the Empress, for example, seeks a spiritual scribe for her Cabbala, she soon discovers that
although famous male academics were “ingenious writers” they were either too “wedded to their
own opinions” or “so self-conceited, that they would scorn to be scribes to a woman” (Cavendish
154). It is the same sense of competitive pride that Cavendish experienced from philosophers in
the real world, whose sense of superiority made it impossible for them to discourse with her. The
sexual objectification of women furthers this conceptualization that men are not only separate
but also superior to women while “provid[ing] a base on which male superiority is maintained”
(Bird 123). Whereas “identification with women and what it means to be female helps remove
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the symbolic distance that enables men to depersonalize the oppression of women,” reducing
them to sexual objects of desire makes identification impossible and therefore “justifies”
abhorrent actions (Bird 123). Sexual objectification is introduced in the first few pages of The
Blazing World, as a merchant, motivated purely by selfish sexual desires, steals a young woman
from the shore and forces her aboard his ship. Cavendish complicates the “conceptualization of
masculine identity and the maintenance of gender norms” by creating The Blazing World based
on the antithesis of these destructive male ideals (Bird 122). Her world is predicated on
emotional inclusion, cooperation and mutual compromise, and beauty as a tool for power. These
qualities de-emphasize the ego, which obscures rationality, and thus positions women to be more
fully capable of being effective leaders.
The first way in which Cavendish defies toxic masculinity is by making the inhabitants of
The Blazing World animal-man hybrids. Upon entrance into this new world, the Empress is
greeted by bear and fox creatures who are capable of inflicting harm but do not exercise cruelty
upon her. The animal men “shewed her all civility and kindness imaginable; for she being not
able to go upon the Ice, by reason of its slipperiness, took her up in their rough arms, and carried
her into their City” (Cavendish 57). Having the citizens of The Blazing World be strong yet
gentle, both man and animal, contradicts the hierarchical narrative of beings. Cavendish
frequently included her adoration of nature in her publications, specifically her opinion that
“‘that animal named man’ was not some superior overlord of nature, ‘the supreme creature of all
creatures’ as he arrogantly claimed, but merely one of the parts of ‘infinite matter’” (Whitaker
252). The hybrid creatures directly support this notion, as they symbolize a symmetrical
relationship between animal and man and reject the separation and distinction of beings needed
for the competitiveness of masculine hegemony. Additionally, when engaged in discourse with
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spirits, the Empress asks, “whether man was a little world?,” to which they answer “that if a fly
or worm was a little world, then man was too” (Cavendish 170). This statement dissolves the
hierarchical structure of man as separate and above nature, and proposes that humans are only
one piece of an immeasurable universe.
Another strategy for rectifying gender power imbalances is the way in which the Empress
governs the religious and political systems of her world. Hearing that the women of The Blazing
World must “stay at home, and say their prayers by themselves in their closets,” the Empress
unites all citizens under her own religion and resolves “to build churches, and make also up a
congregation of women, whereof she intended to be the head herself, and to instruct them in
several points of her religion… the women, which generally had quick wits, subtle conceptions,
clear understandings, and solid judgements, became very devout and zelous sisters” (Cavendish
135, 162). The Empress goes beyond inserting herself into a patriarchal system, she instead
creates an entirely new religion where she relays the voice of God. Her actions deconstruct the
hierarchical male order of religion in the real world while constructing one in its place that is
predicated on feminine inclusion and mutuality. This construction is furthered as the Empress
discusses Heaven with a citizen of The Blazing World. He states: “... if you do but strive to get
into Heaven, it is enough, though you do not know where or what it is, for it is beyond your
knowledge and understanding” (Cavendish 175). This statement, although said by one of the
hybrid men, directly reflects Cavendish’s denunciation for the ceaseless pursuits of men in
unattainable conquests of knowledge. Instead, it supports the notion that just like nature is unable
to be mastered, the exact location and implication of Heaven will never be grasped. People
should divert their attention away from incomprehensibilities and instead put their energy into
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treating other people well, an act that whether it will get someone into Heaven or not, is
fundamental for a successful society.
Furthermore, upon realizing that The Blazing World is struggling with political divisions
and needs a change in ruling strategy, the Empress initially expresses qualms about altering her
original decrees, as it would be “an eternal disgrace” (Cavendish 202). She is soon convinced by
the Duchess, however, that it is tremendously wise “to perceive her own errors… and not to
persist in them, which few did” (Cavendish 202). This political advice is not only proposed by a
woman, but directly opposes forms of governance that are fueled by pride instead of reason, a
quality associated with the competitive characteristic of hegemonic masculinity. The Empress
understands the importance of uniting her citizens, however, she emphasizes the importance of
doing this without enforcement or bloodshed: “belief was a thing not to be forced or pressed
upon people… for fear, though it makes people obey, yet does it not last so long, nor is it so sure
a means to keep them to their duties, as love” (Cavendish 164). The Duchess expresses a similar
vision for her own world, after first rejecting the basis of its creation on the ideas of male
philosophers. Since no preexisting patterns would serve to frame her world, “she resolves to
make a world of her own invention, and this world was composed of sensitive and rational
moving matter; indeed, it was composed only of the rational, which is the subtlest and purest
degree of matter” (Cavendish 188). Since the women of The Blazing World prove to be devout,
intelligent religious learners as well as sound political strategists, their previous exclusion from
both the religious and political spheres of public space does not stem from any rational
significance but is merely a way for men to maintain their superiority. The Empress’ decision to
create an entirely new religious system and the Duchess’ assertion that her world rejects male
philosophical frameworks in favor of rational matter show that they have not “been folded into,
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or included in, or accepted as belonging to the already existing world” (Zigon 7). Rather, they
are creating entirely new spaces where they are not confined by masculine power structures.
Reason proves to be the basis for not only adjusting the religious and political systems of the
Empress’ world, but also for judging the worth of academic discourses.
The Empress is capable of simultaneously opposing unilateral governance and making
pragmatic decisions for the good of the masses. After the Empress marries the Emperor of The
Blazing World, her first action is to converse with the hybrids, allowing Cavendish to question,
engage, and rebel in discussions of philosophy, science, and politics. After engaging in serious
discourses, she then turns her attention to the more trivial matters of the spider, lice, magpie,
parrot and jackdaw men, all of which are aptly named to match their corresponding positions
(Cavendish 159). The Empress expresses that the figures the spider men, her mathematicians,
speak of are abstruse and that she is unable to understand their “imaginary points, lines and
figures, because they are non-beings” (Cavendish 159). The lice-men, who are her geometrics,
similarly displease her by their lack of agreement in measurements and suffer the fate of
complete dissolution of their society as the Empress is unable to find “truth nor justice” in their
profession (Cavendish 160). The magpie, parrot, and jackdaw men, her orators and logicians,
additionally incite an incomprehensibility, as the parrot men who attempt eloquent speeches are
left tongue tied and shamed as their “arguments and divisions being so many, that they caused a
great confusion… and [were] forced to retire backward” (Cavendish 160). After listening to the
men’s “chopped logic” the Empress has finally had enough, and in reference to their endless
syllogisms she states: “it disorders my reason, and puts my brain on the rack; your formal
argumentations are able to spoil all natural wit…obscuring truth instead of clearing it”
(Cavendish 161-162). This statement highlights Cavendish’s opinions of the uselessness of
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abstract nonsense disguised as academic intellect. Since the Empress is only interested in
occupations which will improve the social well-being of her world, she has no patience for the
endless squabbling of competitive men whose motivation stems from a desire to prove their
academic superiority and therefore exert dominance and power over others. The Empress’
decision to confine and dissolve the societies of men who contribute nothing to citizens’
everyday lives once again position her as leader who rules with rationality rather than a selfserving ego. Furthermore, it no longer matters if Hobbes and Descartes refused to discourse with
Cavendish, because in The Blazing World, the Empress speaks with every species about every
topic of interest, and is then able to judge the practicality of their truths and decide whether to
keep or dissolve their societies. Her conversations with these “experts” and subsequent judgment
on how to proceed with her knowledge situate her as a rational being capable of making
decisions for the good of society, an absolute impossibility in the real world that insisted on
Cavendish’s madness. Ultimately, the Empress rejects a world that endlessly talks in favor of one
that actually does something and continues to rule The Blazing World through pragmatism.
Another rational decision made by the Empress is choosing the Duchess of Newcastle as
her scribe. Although she is not “one of the most learned, eloquent, witty and ingenious, yet she is
a plain and rational writer; for the principle of her writings is sense and reason, and she will
without question, be ready to do you all the service she can” (Cavendish 189). The Empress’
relationship with the Duchess expresses the validity of emotional attachment and intimacy, as
they quickly engage in “a conversation of souls” and develop “such an intimate friendship, that
they became platonic lovers, although they were both females” (Cavendish 193). It is through
this openly communicative and emotionally vulnerable relationship that the Empress receives
guidance on her political governance and war strategy while the Duchess is able to create a world
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of her own. The Duchess trustingly relays to the Empress that her most ambitious desire is to be
“Empress of a world” and that she “shall never be quiet until [she] become[s] one” (Cavendish
184). In response to this admission, the Empress states: “I love you so well… and I shall not fail
to give you my best advice on how to accomplish it” (Cavendish 184). If viewed through the lens
of hegemonic masculinity pervasive in the real world, this type of emotionally charged
conversation would be perceived as an admission of weakness. However, since the Empress is
not concerned with competition, she is not in any way threatened by the Duchess’ desire to rule
her own world, and earnestly assists in a pursuit that would ensure her friend's happiness. In The
Blazing World, emotional detachment is replaced by mutually beneficial relationships that are
loving, trusting, and empowering.
In addition to the relationship that the Empress has with the Duchess, her relationship
with the Emperor is also egalitarian and affirming, thus complicating her position as an object of
desire. In the terrestrial world, the young woman’s sexual objectification is the catalyst for her
being stolen, but in The Blazing World, while the Empress is still celebrated for her beauty (and
therefore still an object of desire), here it is the impetus for harnessing her inherent power.
Although it is Empress’ beauty that makes the hybrid creatures liken her to a goddess and the
Emperor marry her, immediately after their marriage the Emperor gives her “an absolute power
to rule and govern all that world as she pleased,” thus propelling her into academic, religious,
and political discussions. (132). This action reflects upon Cavendish’s idea of an ideal marriage,
in which a man is not threatened by a woman’s power, instead, he encourages her to do as she
pleases because he recognizes her as an intellectual and moral equal capable of making rational
judgements. This is further exemplified in the Duchess’ description of her husband William, as
“so much a gentleman, that I am confident he would never slight, scorn or disrespect any of the
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female sex in all his lifetime; but was such a servant and champion for them, that he ventured life
and estate in their service” (Cavendish 197). Additionally, when the Empress asks the Emperor
about what actions to take after discovering her native country is in war, he advises her to call
upon the Duchess’ soul in order to converse with her and receive advice. Both of these examples
show that neither William nor the Emperor (Cavendish’ real and imagined husbands) are fueled
by a competitive need to exert control over their wives, rather, they have confidence in women’s
abilities and promote their autonomy. The Blazing World is then understood as a world not
opposed to men, but one that is completely resistant to the destructiveness of hegemonic
masculinity. While the merchant’s sexual objectification of the Empress in the real world
maintained his superiority and justified his actions, The Blazing World presents women’s beauty
as an empowering tool in which they can access male discursive space and power.
Cavendish’s reliance on beauty is further exemplified as she details the Empress’ return
to her native country who is in the midst of war. While at first the Empress is dismissed by her
countrymen, she appears to them again, and this time seems to “walk upon the face of the water”
(Cavendish 214). It is after the Empress creates a spectacle that she is then taken seriously and
allowed to initiate war strategy, ultimately making her native country “the most powerful nation
of this world” (Cavendish 214). The citizens of the terrestrial world then believe the Empress to
be “some celestial creature… and they all had a desire to worship her; for surely, no mortal
creature can have such a splendid and transcendent beauty, nor can any have so great a power as
she has, to walk upon the waters, and to destroy whatever she pleases, not only whole nations,
but a whole world… and there she appeared as glorious as the sun” (Cavendish 215). In this
section, the Empress accepts her role as an object of desire, a transcendent beauty, but also
asserts herself as a hero, a god, and a war strategist. She is at once hyperbolizing feminine
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physicality while embracing masculine identities; therefore, since men recognize her as a woman
while identifying with her masculine actions, she removes the “symbolic distance” between
genders that allows men to sexually objectify. In the real world, Cavendish embraces her
physicality through her eccentric and exaggerated sense of fashion, which makes her stand out as
a distinctive force that was not confined to the real world’s social prescriptions. It is the
boundless freedom that comes with her appearance which makes her “as glorious as the sun”
(Cavendish 214).
Female autonomy is most clearly exemplified in the metaphor of women as moon and
men as sun referenced throughout Cavendish’s work. The bird men relate the sun to be “of a vast
bigness...and of an extraordinary splendor” while the moon “although she looked dim in the
presence of the Sun, yet had she her own light, and was a shining body of herself” (Cavendish
134). The only difference among them is that “the Sun did strike his beams in a direct line; but
the Moon never respected the Centre of their World in a right line, but her Centre was always
excentrical” (Cavendish 134). Although the sun’s large, bright, and direct beams so often
outshine the moon, she is not reliant on him for light, for she has her own luminescence.
Cavendish’s elliptical rather than linear writing style as well as the way in which she coded her
novel so that not “any reader whatsoever may understand it, unless he be taught to know my
characters” reflect upon the moon’s excentrical beams. Just as the moon will not respect the
center of the sun’s world, Cavendish refuses to adjust her writing style for a male readership or
dull her extravagant attire for a judgmental society. Life without the sun, and therefore
hegemonic masculine forces, is an absolute impossibility in the real world that requires both. The
magnificence of The Blazing World, however, is that it does not require a competitive scorching
sun, as it is full of blazing-stars which make “as much light in the sun’s absence, as in its
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presence, which makes that time we call night, more pleasant there than the day” (Cavendish
222).
When the Empress asks the location of Paradise, the spirits answer: “Paradise was not in
the world she came from, but in that world she lived in at present; and that it was the very same
place where she kept her court, and where her palace stood, in the midst of the imperial city”
(Cavendish 170). The Blazing World is paradise because there, the Empress is in the center of
philosophical discussions, she commands policy and religion based on reason, and denies
dependence on destructive forms of masculinity. At the conclusion of the novel, Cavendish states
that her “ambition is not only to be Empress, but Authoress of a whole world” (225). With this
statement, Cavendish extends her worldbuilding beyond the pages of The Blazing World where
she is a fictional ruler and into the real world where she is a legitimate creator. In usurping the
power of creation, she aligns herself with the limitless potential of the divine, a potential that
transcends the societal bounds of gender. Cavendish steps out into the real world, in a handmade
dress with a train as long as a comet’s tail, as a blazing emblem of the paradise she created.
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he tells me

24
Introduction to Hysteria

Are your palms sweating?

Is your breath
quickening?

Perhaps you are
twisting the edges of your shirt
over and over and over and over and over and over and over and ov−
I think you are
speaking with a shakiness a faltering a hesitation.
You are
sitting with a slump against my sofa
and your arms are limp around your sides and the skin
is an adulteration of blue and purple under your eyes
and the space from your knee to your knee is too wide
you are an animal within an animal
you
wandering womb
who ploughs around heavy footed
causing trouble for others
wreaking havoc
for others
embodiment of shame
for others
a flash of oedipal recognition and unable to cope with the loss
you spew your words emphatically which cannot be
and you are insatiable in your consumption
quest of men and meat.
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Prelapsarian
spinning and swirling
and spinning
and swirling
water is wet
and pavement is warm
creators watching from the window
to make sure
you are with me
Livy
we throw our hands up to the sky
and we shriek
we pretend the shadows do not turn away from each other behind the shade
and we laugh
we laugh loud enough to crack the glass
of this paradise
before it shatters
we clasp hands
and entwine little fingers
we look each other in the eyes
we breathe in
and then we scream
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“Tell me about your home.”
Oberdorf Street, Sunbury
Alfredo with broccoli, always in arms are Adam and Eve
Born are babies Olivia and Sophie
Catharsis is not coming so cry silently
Market Street, Berwick
Dessert dinner, disneyland? divorce, decaying peace garden, dad went on a low carb diet,
Denyse
East Street, Bloomsburg
Eating Easter themed cosmic brownies in bunk beds, entenmann’s Golden Fudge, everything is blurry
Doe Circle, New Columbia
Fighting words with gently slammed doors, fairies are real and I’m friends with them,
Frolicking around the Friends School finishes, flicking fluoride pills across fourth-grade floors
Enterline Road, Watsontown
Galamad, gravy, garlic and oil gently stirred
Heat from the fireplace, homemade, home, hold my hand tighter when we cross the street
Shellhammer Road, Bloomsburg
I cannot sleep, insomnia when the maternal is away from me, ice-cream times three
Jack Johnson in the night and Johnny Cash while riding in the backseat of the CRV
Lightsteet Road, Bloomsburg
Kayla
Laughing as we lace up chucks, lemon sorbet, love for the light of my life
Lost now but I will continue looking
Met him in marching band, marine man muddling monogamy
Nanny picks me up when I forget my keys
Open your eyes, ogres in my oasis, obey them
East 10th Street, Bloomsburg
Patience in the park predicting when he will play basketball
Quietly question him with only your eyes, quiver at the quick nicks
Rest assured
Semper Fi was a scam, scream inwardly
North 15th Street, Philadelphia
Taking pictures from the twelfth floor of trash bags that fly
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Adams Avenue, Lewisburg
Unable, universal exit
Via Candia, Rome
Vacanze, vagheggiamento, vacillante, vacuo, va Bene
Cecil B Moore Avenue, Philadelphia
Woozy, without question, wear something tight
Xanthippe, xanthoma, xenodocheionology
Yearning for earth, yesterday passed I will try again
Montgomery Avenue, Philadelphia
Zoloft only fifty milligrams, zine books at eight am

“Which one?”
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Thanatos Hands
The first thing I look at is how big they are
With what ease could he take this pillow and smother
But you would be surprised
even the dainty ones are simmering
The doctor who tells me
subclinical dosage should not yield side effects for my sensitive physiology
with those cloroxed mitts he scribbles
my fortune into existence
The scholarship giver whose hands hover
Behind me with parents on both sides
Those greasy fists then bestow
My first semester of college as free
The business major whose sweaty little palms
Cling to powerpoint clickers
So he can tell the class
About my theory of contractionary monetary policies
With eyes that wander until they pick
With mouths that overenunciate and decide
Telling the hands what they need to do
And with a flick of the wrist those instinctual ligaments
Leave a once exuberant entity
Scorched and scarred
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The Pleasantry of Creeping
She is all the time trying to climb through.
A hereditary estate
A haunted house
John laughs at me, of course, but one expects that in marriage
He has no patience with faith, an intense horror of superstition, and he scoffs openly at any talk of things
not to be felt and seen and put down in figures
A Physician perhaps that is one reason I do not get well faster
A Physician of high standing, and one’s own husband
What is one to do?
Congenial work, with excitement and change, would do me good
Quite alone, standing well back from the road, quite three miles from the village
The most beautiful place
I take pains to control myself, that makes me very tired
But what is one to do?
The windows are barred for little children
Rings and things in the walls
And the paper…
constantly irate
provoke
plunge off
interminable string of toadstools
puzzling
endless convulsions
as if a boy’s school had used it
patches all around
interminable grotesque
wallowing seaweed
confuse the eye

smouldering
better me than the baby

sprawling flamboyant patterns
slaps you in the face

lame uncertain curves
tramples upon you
commit suicide
destroy themselves in unheard of contradictions
skulking about
defiance of law
unreliable
repellant
almost revolting
horrid
vicious influence
the children hated it
lolls like a broken neck

atrocious

impertinence

eyes stare at you upside down

vicious thing

strangely faded

a bad dream

torturing

like a woman stooping down
everlastingness

unblinking terror
formless sort of figure
optic horror
shrieks with derision
unclean
outrageous angles
dull yet lurid
debased Romanesque
waddling up and down
sickly sulphur
old foul bad things
rubbed over and over
stained everything it touched
peculiar odor
repeated by the breadths
woman in the subpattern
committing every artistic sin
round and round and round I really have discovered something at last
Yellow.
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He hates to have me write a word
And it becomes bars.
She crawls around fast
And her crawling
Shakes it all over.
She takes hold of the bars
And shakes them hard.
I wonder if they all come out of that wall-paper as I did
You can’t put me back.
I want to astonish him
I had to
Creep over him every time. 1

1
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“Tell me about your trip to the museum.”
For the sake of information
We go to museums
Because we like things tidy, connections cleverly concluded
As a cling to my clipboard
Fiercely scribbling
So that I do not forget
A fossil is any evidence of ancient life
Molds: organisms buried in muds may be entirely dissolved by water, thus leaving a cavity of the
exact shape of the original organism
Casts: when a mold is filled with mud or mineral matter a replica of the organism results
Example: Brachiopod shell cast
I want to remember this information
When I’m dreaming of me and my mother in metaphorical terms
I imagine I too would enjoy conchology with Louisa
On our extended honeymoon
I too keep tokens
Desperately clinging to emblems of joy or potential future clarity
I understand the tendency to tuck the treasures of the sea into a pocket
How could you not resist
The blushing Phasionella Australis
The inside of the Haliotis, I could stare into forever
The Cantharides, small and purple
The Turbo Marmoratus, with a wave stuck in the center
Perhaps shells too, crave an insignia of better times, to remember
Amidst all of this information I begin to wonder
How terrible it would be to be a pinned bug
Grounded and classified
How the shorebirds must be longing
With a decisive elbow I could strike and shatter the glass
Sprinkle the shells
And carry the baby deer back to her home in Oregon
But that would require swift action
It cannot happen
As the long warm radiators I’ve chosen to lean against invite me to stay still
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From this position I see a fly on the window
As the sun hits the shade
I whisper a warning to her
Stay outside, it is better that way
Enjoy all the time you can, before you are solidified and crystallized
And put into organized columns like the immobilized butterflies
Before you submit to your inevitable trance
And sit before humans armed with the information of your origin, your scientific name, your
encasing, the promise that you will not fly away
It’s time to go
But for the sake of information
On my way out I write
Taxidermy comes from the Greek meaning “to arrange skin”
“You would have loved it there, Dr. Kraeplin.”
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there is no catharsis for the soft
spoken only sharp inhales
inward
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he tells me I’ve always been split in three sigmund said it was so
he tells me about the stocks he bought when tesla was an infant
he tells me that he cannot wait
to teach me and my family about time and how to manage our money
he tells me I’m not fat just husky
he tells me the chicken is dry
he tells me I am actually fucking crazy
he tells me that real women don’t hesitate
he tells me that with some added perks he would love to be my mentor
he tells me he will go to the university of pennsylvania and I will go somewhere like temple
he tells me my hair is like a stuffed animal
he tells me with a sly smirk to speak louder
he tells me of weir mitchell and that rest is the best cure
he tells me it is feeding a cycle that is not useful for the economy
he tells me the clusters of disorders that are a suspicious bunch
he tells me I can be Bertha because my hair is knotty
he tells me it is all in my head
he tells me I am descending

I smile
but plot the day
when I feel worthy enough
to watch his delusions of grandeur come crashing down into dust and to stand on the pile
to spit innocuously into the wind
watch my poison streaked saliva seep into his skin
peer at him kneeling down at my feet
and relish the words sophie you are king
Until then
I will wait in an other world
I breathe in
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300.6 (F48.1)
Entered now
I close my eyes
I clench my fists and
Separate

Separate

SEPERATE
Split

With ease now
I float
Skim my fingers on the ceiling
And watch the figure with her eyes clenched shut below
It’s nice up here because the windowsills are low enough to lounge on
No carpets or clutter
I make my down and look in the mirror
The figure stares at me
Should I tell her she’s not real?
I don’t have the heart
Instead I give her a glass of water and a pat on the head
Put on the pink wig and now she’s Lucy
She’s my favorite
5’7 and bossy
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Remedy for Rochester 2

1. Before dawn put your gloves on
and pluck 6 leaves from the White Oleander—make it 7, for good measure.
Grind them to a pulp and slip into his bull’s blood rum.
2. Still in stupor lead him to the forest, on the outskirts of Granbois.
Lay under the limes and make sure that he sees the flamboyant tree from a distance.
Let your brushed hair fall around your sides, and your nightgown slip from one shoulder.
3. Ask him a question about something he thinks he knows, perhaps his book on obeah
and endure the self-satisfied sanity until it is time for you to talk.
Make sure to smile, and speak calmly and coolly
about how England seems like a cold dark dream, about how long you’ve been sleeping
in moonlight, about justice, about Sandi, about how fast you ran when you were a girl,
about how unhappy children sometimes eat flies.
4. His face will be sweating now, but you will not wipe it with your handkerchief.
There will be a few minutes remaining for him to stare into the sun, and see if it all looks
different.
5. Place two fingers on either side of his chin, and make him repeat: “Your name is
Antoinette, your mother’s name is Annette. Your name is Antoinette, your mother’s
name is Annette. Your name is Antionette, your mother’s name is Annette…” etc.
6. Put on your red dress now, the one you like, the one that’s blazing.
Take the worshipped idol from his pockets, and leave him thirsty, gasping, repeating
your name.
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in the day I collect glass jars and stained trinkets
to touch and to hold and to keep me on earth
but in the night Lucy smashes them
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“Did you take your pill?”
A small capsule
20 milligrams of extended
Release that slips down the throat
With a swig of espresso
To aid its function
When it hits the belly

My lips grow dry
My heart pumps harder
My feet quicken their pace
My ears ring from music
blasting

Boom
With one knee ferociously pumping
I hear my professor speak of his cousin who has a theory
The universe does not want her secrets revealed
And so we do not find them out
She does not want her secrets revealed
Leave her alone
She does not want her secrets revealed
What would we be without figuring?
What if our whole lives are placebo effects?
My being a placebo?
My stomach aches but my mind tells me I’m not hungry
Instead I will think in circles
And pace back and fourth
Until the clock tells me to sleep
Its more important that I remember
The 12 variations of theses for finding the feminine in moby dick
It is a pinpoint
That keeps moving
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Exhaustion is behind my eyes
But it is not strong enough
To close them
So I pick a spot on the wall and stare
until I hear the dawn chorus’ crescendo
I pop another
And begin the day
That bleeds into yesterday and tomorrow
He told me this would ground my feet on the earth but I am still here
hovering
I cannot be the only one
lost in permanent suspension
“I took it.”
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Other Worlds
“Go down farther, Susana, and you will find what I told you.” And she dropped down farther and started
rocking, her feet swaying back and forth, crying out, “I can’t find any place to put my feet.”
Pedro Páramo, 1955
“Let not my prediction grieve you: rather, with submission bending, calmly wait distress impending, and
expect eternal bliss in a better world than this.”
The Monk, 1796

“The feeling that she had never really lived in this world caught her by surprise. It was a
fact…She didn’t understand why, but faced with those decaying buildings and straggling grasses,
she was nothing but a child who had never lived.”
The Vegetarian, 2008

“…there was apparently not one other person left in the world…her entire situation might
certainly often seem like an illusion…so that soon enough she would be quite mad, naturally.
She would insist upon going to look for other people in all sorts of places whether she was quite
mad or not.”
Wittgenstein's Mistress, 1988
“Then I open the door and walk into their world. It is, as I always knew, made of cardboard. I have seen
it before somewhere, this cardboard world where everything is coloured brown or dark red or yellow that
has no light in it. As I walk along the long passages I wish I could see what is behind the cardboard. They
tell me I am in England but I don’t believe them.”
Wide Sargasso Sea, 1966
“Itmani was river rapids. People in ships would go through it like we going through dimension
veils…They were leaving Marryshow’s paradise, shifting to a new world, her and her daddy.”
Midnight Robber, 2000
“... for I am not covetous, but as ambitious as ever any of my sex was, is, or can be; which makes, that
though I cannot be Henry the Fifth, or Charles the Second, yet I endeavor to be Margaret the First; and
although I have neither time nor occasion to conquer the world as Alexander and Caesar did; yet rather
than not to be mistress of one, since Fortune and Fates would give me none, I have made a world of my
own: for which no body, I hope, will blame me, since it is in every one’s power to do the like.”
The Description of the New World Called The Blazing World,
“As for the girl, she lives in an impersonal limbo, without reaching the worst or the best…she slept with
her mouth open because of her stuffed nose, she slept exhausted, she slept dead to the world.”
The Hour of the Star, 1977
“Helga, however, was unconcerned, undisturbed by the commotion about her. It was all part of the
general unreality. Nothing reached her. Nothing penetrated the kind darkness into which her bruised spirit
had retreated… she hovered for a long time somewhere in that delightful borderland…an enchanted and
blissful place where peace and incredible quiet encompassed her. After weeks she grew better, returned to
earth, set her reluctant feet to the hard path of life again.”
Quicksand, 1928
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Dear Helga,
I’m writing to congratulate you on your return to earth. I saw you briefly during your time in the
mire, and admire the strength it took to crawl out. I cannot imagine the state you must be in now,
without the bliss of hovering in the quiet borders of unconsciousness. I’m on my way to
Alabama, and if you’ll allow me, I think I can help to remove the dread from your throat. We can
talk about your past lives once and for all. I too found the shape of Axel Olsen’s head
disconcerting—how presumptuous it is. You do not even have to mention the portrait. A new
one can be made immediately to replace the artistic bosh of that puzzled baby, unwilling,
incapable of grasping your meaning. The indefinite discomfort, the shadows, the intangibility,
the shoved deep down, and the formless, will all be brought to the surface and you will rest. That
is where the superior wisdom lies, not in the words of Reverend Mr. Pleasant Green—how
obnoxious that he claims both powers. I understand that practicality is of utmost importance, but
god and man are not entities to store your assurance, as your importance is not relative. I know
that religion is no longer your illusion of choice, but together we could find you a new one.
Something that allows you to stay on earth and love your children but also provides an escape
from the tumult, the heat, and the smell. Let’s clean the sand from under your fingernails, for you
will never be buried again. 3
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Red Walls
In the library bathroom
On the third floor
This red mocking me
I glimpse at the figure in the mirror
Now I am thirteen and at the podiatrist
My ankles hurt
He tells me that one leg is slightly longer than the other…
But unable to decipher a cause
He turns to my father
He asks do you think this pain she speaks of is real?
In the library bathroom
On the third floor
I stretch my arm out and flick this figure’s finger
It pinches me back and asks
Did that hurt?
I answer as my father did
With a shrug and an “I think so”
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Call my alters Ishmael
The lord has paid heed to your suffering…he will make him fruitful, and will multiply him
exceedingly; twelve princes shall he beget, and I will make him a great nation 4
Born from tainted blood
And the knowledge of unbelonging
Fulfilling a divine promise
Planned by the patriarch
They thought it would be easier to take down a woman divided into multiples
They forgot a nation would be made from the bondwoman’s son
As Ishmael is far
Away wandering in the wilderness
Unity is near
It seems I the host am all there is left
But my eyes pry open
And my feet bring me to the well
That saves my son and the whole lot
I cannot forget that he was created for a purpose
There are many more to come
Rebels and decisive chiefs and peaceful nomads and unknowns still forming
Until then
He will protect me with his bows and masterful archery
I will be safe for centuries
For Ishmael lives until he is one hundred and thirty

4

Genesis 17:20
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Tomato / Tomatoe

Cognitive misattribution

Mind control

Dissociative fugue

Time Travel

2-3x more likely

He decided

Natural progression

Ironclad path

You look familiar

I know you from somewhere that’s not here

300.11

Mind and body as one

your language caresses me in silk and then leaves
me with my eyes forced downward in a corner
I will use my own
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Dear In-Hye,
What were you thinking when you found your sister in the forest that night? Before it melted in
the rain, before it all melted. Before—when you still thought time was a conquerable entity. Did
you think back to when she was a little girl? Docilly deflecting your father’s temper and
absorbing the suffering inside her, deep into the marrow of her bones. I think you might be
wondering if you could have prevented everything from sinking so deep inside. But I want to tell
you, it’s not your fault. The food forced, needles stabbed, medicine injected, and body
penetrated—it was all just too much. The kind of violence that makes consumption impossible.
What are you supposed to do when all your sister wants is to become a tree? With hip bones
protruding and insides atrophied. Trust me, she knows you are with her. She can feel the melon
you rub against her lips and the sunlight you share. I can imagine how hard it must be, the failed
attempts at making her see sense, a burden you cannot bear but you do. I’m writing because my
sister had to save me once too. Time passes. Let her shuck off the animal by soaking the sunlight
in through her skin and let her stand upside down and spread her legs to the sky. Together
you can let your roots expand into the dirt and entangle, watching the flaming poplars kindled by
the evening light. 5
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when
he calls you crazy
you will be in good company
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“Tell me about your visit to the planetarium.”

Where did we come from? How did we get here? Are we alone?
Asks the dome of the cosmos
As he scans for signs of life
Somewhere else in the universe
He tells of how asteroids could be stepping
Stones to other worlds
Way stations enabling
Humans to cross the entire solar system
We could learn
To successfully inhabit other worlds
We could explore
What it would take for astronauts to reach an asteroid
and tame her for our own use
What would it take
To master that cold
Icy enigmatic moon
With her aquatic secrets revealed
She can now be put to good use
as a gas station
So let’s fuel up and keep going
Further and further
Until all shadows have been defined
Water droplets slurped
Ground trodden
Worlds intruded
What an extraordinary adventure could benefit humankind 6
“I do not wish to go to the moon.”
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Lucy

Did you see how much he was writing today?
He’s been collecting information on us
Today I saw your name

It’s not safe anymore

What should we do?

You know what we have to do

lucy and I infiltrate the filing cabinet
we collect
the case files classifying
they are useless now
for we will gather our own information

we breathe in
and take a long exhale
outward
until it is all gone

we set fire to his archive
and dance in the ashes
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Introducing
ANTOINETTE COSWAY formerly known as marionette my dear bertha
MARGARET CAVENDISH AUTHORESS OF THE BLAZING WORLD formerly known as
mad madge of newcastle
SARAH formerly known as horse girl
OPHELIA formerly known as breeder of sinners
INGRID MAGNUSSEN formerly known as bloody bitch
ASTRID MAGNUSSEN formerly known as Brigitte what’s-her-name
LUCY WENESTRA formerly known as little miss my dear
BEATRICE RAPPACCINI formerly known as rappaccini’s daughter
CASSANDRA formerly known as apollo’s revenge
REBECCA BUNCH formerly known as little slut who wants the world to burn
MACABÉA formerly known as she should have stayed in the backlands of Alagoas in a cotton
dress and without any typewriter
HELGA CRANE formerly known as the contradiction who sells herself to the highest bidder
ALICE GREENWOOD JACKSON formerly known as one half of the boy’s dream woman
AGNES DE MEDINA formerly known as the sacred habit’s abandoner
ELIZABETH GARRET ANDERSON formerly known as defier of physiological function
ANKA SILVERBERG formerly known as mythical creature who leaves pawprints in snow
EVE formerly known as helper for him bone of his bone flesh of his flesh
LIGEIA formerly known as a faint, indefinite shadow of angelic aspect
MARJANE SATRAPI formerly known as I wanted to be justice love and the wrath of god all in
one
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LADY ROWENA OF TREMAINE formerly known as I loathed her with a hatred belonging more to

demon than to man
ÁGATA JIMÉNEZ / NAROIBE formerly known as I told you I would kill you mutt
IN-HYE formerly known as carers have to look after their own health too you know
ELIZABETH formerly known as birther of the baptist who warns the world
YEONG-HYE formerly known as wife who brandished the knife
DONNA ELVIRA DALFA formerly known as forgotten by friends for unknown realms and
barbarous climates
ALLISON BECHDEL formerly known as he was there to catch me when I leapt
ANTIGONE formerly known as it is dangerous business to be always meddling
RAQUEL MURILLO formerly known as the weakest link we got orders from above
GOMER formerly known as wife of hosea bought back for 15 shekels and some barley
SHIRLEY ARDELL MASON formerly known as she didn’t laugh much but when she did it was
like a shriek
DAYLIGHT CREEPER formerly known as silly little goose he shall send me to weir mitchell in
the fall
KATE formerly known as rolling hundreds and hundreds of tennis balls one after the other down
the Spanish steps
STARGIRL CARAWAY formerly known as some nutcase who stirs things up
TAN-TAN formerly known as exactly the kind of place where a wicked woman should live
MAY BOATWRIGHT formerly known as put another piece of paper in the fence
SUSANA SAN JUAN formerly known as a woman who was not of this world
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