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Letter from the Editor

Spring 1994

To the recipients of Feminist Scholarship Review:

The ship has gone to Red Alert. There's a dangerous anomaly showing up on the view
screen (a quantum filament? a cosmic string?). The call goes out on the Captain’s
communicator, “Science Officer to the Bridge?" Who shows up?

If you're watching Star Trek (no matter whether it's Old Generation or Next Generation), a
totally emotionless male is the one who appears, either a Vulcan, whose entire way of life
eschews emotion, or a man-like machine who is, as he often tells us, “incapable of feeling
emotion.” If you're watching the Star Trek spin-off, Deep Space Nine, the one who
appears on the Bridge is a woman--in this lifetime, at least, though she’'s had several
lifetimes and is affectionately called “old man" by the Captain because of his association
with her in a former lifetime--who possesses a genderless soul and who has reached a
level of Zen-like enlightenment in which emotion appears in her as little more than
occasional, mild bemusement. These are the images we have of the theoreticians who
inhabit the highest levels of scientific understanding.

There are always the scientific practitioners, of course. These are the Chief Engineers on
these space vessels--Scotty, Geordi and O'Brien, respectively--who are sometimes
irascible, always men “in the ranks”. They'd be lying on their backs underneath the
kitchen sink shouting for the pipewrench if they existed in the twentieth century. The
practitioners also take the form of doctors--Bones, Crusher and Bashir (do these names
sound particularly violent or is it just me?)--who are a highly emotional lot, all dedicated to
saving the single human life, no matter what the cost to the ship as a whole. “Highly
illogical,” as Spock, the Vulcan Science Officer, would say. And they are, often ludicrously
SO.

So, assuming that these polished, popular sci-fi images tell us something important about
what present day society thinks of science and the people who practice it, where does all
this leave women in the sciences? As practitioners, not theoreticians, I'd say. As
nurturing doctors and not engineers. And, certainly, if woman's image as the “emotional”
half of the human equation is as strong and persistent as we all know it is, it leaves
women out of a profession that is seen as requiring logic so intense and highly honed that
it is even beyond all human capability (witness: the Vulcan, the Machine, the genderless,
Zen-like alien).

Do these space age images reflect the true nature of women's role in the sciences? And,
perhaps, equally as important, what are we doing right here on Earth to change images
that might limit women's role in this crucial area of human endeavor? This issue of ESR
details some of the resources which explore these questions. Read on--this issue may
even take you “where no man has gone before.”
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--Deborah Rose O'Neal






