If the cap fits

It's a man's world. And there is the problem. It's a problem not only for men, but for everyone else too. Men being in charge of everything from the beginning of time as an automatic right has made the system flabby. Power corrupts, goes the cliche. From father to son and then to the son again, the pattern carries on.

The absolute power, the divine right of being a man that men have enjoyed is only now being challenged, not universally, but in isolated pockets across the world. But only here and there, hardly enough to make a real difference, certainly not enough to frighten those in power. And so, for a long time to come, anyone not belonging to the club will continue to find that getting a foot in the door is not

easy, whilst getting to the top is an obstacle course that only the most dedicated attempt.

Only half the world is male. Yet men take up most of the space in governments, in armies, in universities and in the arts. Some indeed do earn their place. Some men would get to the top even if the dice was not loaded. Yet one can only speculate what the world would have been like if there had been as many women architects, painters, poets, writers, composers, and so on In Egypt, Rome,
India, China, Africa… These unlit lamps will forever remain unlit and we are the poorer.

The problem is that when you automatically inherit this superior position, you never have to question why you are there. Men are given their identities at birth. It goes with the fact that it is a man's world. Outsiders, and that is the other half, have to work out who they are, discover their own identity.

Those on the outer edges, those who seem not to fit into any known category, have the hardest fight. Those on the very outer limits, the most marginalised, are, paradoxically the most fortunate, for they from birth are faced with questions and decisions about where they fit in and who they are, questions which have to be answered in order to find peace with oneself.

Avoiding these difficult questions means never discovering one's uniqueness. A tragedy. A life only half lived. A life lived by proxy.  Looking at the problem of men in a man's world, one can see that it cannot be easy, life as a stereotype. Living in hand-me-down clothes is in itself a problem. And it's little surprise that, when the clothes don't fit, the result is tantrums and violence.

Is it coincidence that most of the violence in the world is committed by men? That there are more male prisoners, more murderers, bank-robbers?
We are a new country, searching for an identity. Implicit in the constitution with its protection of individuals, minorities and others is the unwritten call for each of us to celebrate our differences. And we can only do that if we know who we are. And that in turn comes back to identity.
