
Dear Men, 

I have loved so many of you. And, as I often say, men are my best friends. 

To be sure, I am a woman. Only a woman.  

As such, I don’t have control over vast armies which I’ve seen sweep in under the 

control of generals bedecked with ribbons and pins. I am a chief executive officer of no 

fossil fuel company diving for oil and sucking it out of devastated ground and into 

pipes heading out to sea. The radioactivity percolating from the land around Hanford, 

Fukushima and Chernobyl, the Marshall Islands and elsewhere? I did not have a part in 

orchestrating that consequence to the discovery that E=MC2. Those vast monocultures 

in the middle west of the U.S., in India and elsewhere – these seeds manufactured for 

single use only- I wasn’t even a secretary in the offices of those corporations 

responsible. Weapons manufacturers, bomb makers, designs for nuclear weapons and 

nuclear energy?  No role there for me. And prison systems, the legal systems of 

“advanced” countries so vividly on display these days – not even as a lawyer do I play 

a part. As for the currently burgeoning opioid crisis, tagging along with the tobacco 

industry and liquor manufacturing as softeners of the blows of outrageous fortune, I 

quit participating long ago. The closest I come to participating in the distractionary 

entertainment industry is singing in the shower. 

Because, as I have already confessed, I am only a woman. When I was young, only two 

major professions were open for those of my gender – teaching and nursing. 

Even in monolithic structures, though, crevices may open, and through these some 

women have slipped through.  They are exceptions that prove the rule. Mostly it has 

been “only as women” that we have supported you, voted for you, served you, cleaned 

up after you. Fed you. 

And so we feel sorry for you, now that the castles you made of blocks and lego are 

falling apart, are falling like dominos. You have been in control for so long, how could 

this happen?  You have the right to the spoils of your success, surely. 

But no.  You didn’t figure on the feedback loop. You thought, for example that the only 

consequences of shifting energy sources – from whale oil to fossil fuels- was saving the 

whales, greater efficiencies in procurement, production and distribution, a 

strengthening of the economic system and mega-bucks in your own pockets. Now the 

crafty effusion of CO2, a waste product of the process for heaven’s sake, is creating 

exponentially aggregate effects. Global warming=melting ice caps-less reflection of 



solar heat= rising temperatures= increased melting of ice caps= release of a buried once-

frozen gas, methane, which is more pernicious for rising temperatures even than CO2. 

Dear fellows- how can we help you? Because now you are considering nuclear energy 

as the next energy source. Wasn’t the consequence of rising temperatures from burning 

fossil fuels clear enough? Let me remind you, dear boys – radioactive waste takes 

hundreds of years to lose radioactivity.  You are having problems even now finding 

storage for what we’ve already accumulated! 

So, like I said, I have loved you.  When we were 2 minutes to midnight on the nuclear 

clock – (what a way to measure time!) I was a young woman. I decided in that 

circumstance not to have children. But then I fell in love with one of you. Now I have 

three brilliant and conscious children, and they have children, too. And NOW ---we are 

at 100 seconds to midnight. 

“We will meet all of us women of every land. We will meet at the centre, make a circle. 

We will weave a world web to entangle the powers that bury our children.” 

Fair warning. 

Jo Hayward-Haines, O.A.W. 

February 4, 2021 


