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Amanda HawkinsBe A Woman, Save A Life: Ethics don’t get any solider than that!
“It’s very simple, really. I may resemble the original captain of 

the Enterprise, but that was just to pique your interest so we 

could get talking. I’m actually an immortal being from another 

galaxy. I’ve been kicking around the Milky Way for a hundred 

million years or so, but I’ve not encountered a planet quite like 

yours before. In particular, I find your odd notions about what 

you call ‘gender’ to be quite fascinating. I’ve seen races with a 

variety of sexes, but none of them add multiple layers of social 

and psychological variation the way you people do.” The man 

who resembled Kirk in his prime smiled. “So I decided to pick 

a male person and make him female, just to see what happens. 

It’s a classic experimental technique: perturb the system and 

observe the way in which it returns to an equilibrium state. I’m 

sure you understand. You are studying Physics, correct?”

“Uhm—yeah. I’m in grad school at Ryerson.” The girl glanced 

down at her new body. “You did all this just to check out the 

difference between a guy and a girl? Why not just study a real 

woman? Why pick on me? I never even cross-dressed before!”

“I wanted an average male specimen, not one who was already 

prone to cross-gender theatrics.” The man withdrew his hand 

and took a seat on the couch. “You were also useful in another 

way. As an orphan who aged out of foster care a few years ago, 

there’s no one to come looking if you happen to disappear for 

an extended period of time. Ditto for having no real friends.”

“I was focused on my work! I had to stay at the top of the class 

to keep my scholarship.” She stumbled to a seat as far away 

from faux-Kirk as she could. “I never even dated much. How 

am I supposed to be a woman? What am I supposed to do?”

“I expect you to use your knowledge of this culture to function 

as though you were born to the gender. How well you manage 

to do so is part of the experiment. I’ll be watching, of course.”
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She hugged her knees, which squished her breasts, then tried to curl 

herself into a ball. “Mister, I don’t even know who I am anymore.”

“Oh, that’s easy. Your name is Tabitha Giselle Eckhart. You’ll find 

all the necessary identification in your purse on the sideboard. You 

live here with your boyfriend—your old self, of course, who won’t 

be around while you are—but you’re neither employed nor attending 

school. You’re also an orphan with no friends—though feel free to 

go out and make some—and if someone ever decides to look into 

your background they’ll find a perfectly legal trail of records leading 

all the way back to day you were born: your mother gave you up and 

vanished, father unknown. There’s not much there, but it’s all legit.”

Tabitha groaned. “Lucky me.”

“That’s the spirit.” The man lounged back, hands behind his head. 

“To kick things off, I thought I’d give you three tasks: things I’ve 

noticed that women often do, but which are utterly inexplicable to 

me. If you can pull these off within, say, a week? Then I’ll return 

you to the masculine state. If you can’t manage it, then I’ll have to 

add more tasks as we go. It wouldn’t do to have you sitting around 

doing nothing. Surprisingly, we immortal beings tend to get bored 

rather quickly. One would think we have all the time in the world, 

but I can assure you it doesn’t feel like that. Maybe that’s just me.”

“Oh god… you wouldn’t be a Monty Python fan, would you? If I 

answer you these ‘questions three’…?”

“Whether I’m a fan is neither here nor there. These are tasks, not 

questions. Your tasks are as follows: obsessing about whether or not 

you’re pretty enough; exchanging catty gossip with your girlfriends; 

and bumping off a cheating boyfriend. Think you can handle that?”

Tabitha stared at him, wide-eyed. “What the hell—? You want me to 

actually kill somebody?”

“Not just anybody. A boyfriend who cheated on you.”

“I don’t have a boyfriend, doofus. Who am I supposed to kill?”

“You’ll have to go out and find one. You’ve got a whole week.”

She sat up. “A week? You expect me to go out and find a boyfriend, 

having only just been turned into a girl myself, somehow induce him 

to cheat on me after one or two dates, and then murder the dude—all 

in the space of seven days?”

He frowned. “I hope you’re not saying that you need more time.”

“Are you out of your mind? Of course I need more time!” She pulled 

at her hair. “I don’t know the first goddamn thing about being a girl. 

I’ll be lucky just to get a date in the first week. Heck, I’ll be lucky if 

I can find even a single solitary girlfriend to gossip with in that time. 

As for an actual boyfriend—I dunno, a month? Maybe two months 

to neglect him enough that he’d start cheating.” She moaned.

The man grimaced. “Months? That’s totally not gonna fly.”

She blew out her breath. “Best I can do, dude.”

“Perhaps you require more of an incentive.” He stood up. “You’ve 

got one week, Ms. Eckhart. No more, no less. If you fail to complete 

the tasks within that time, I’ll be moving on. And if I do, then you 

can kiss your old masculine self goodbye.”

Her jaw dropped. “You mean, if I don’t find a boyfriend and kill him 

inside of a week, I’ll be a woman for the rest of my life?”

“And the other things I mentioned, but yes—that’s the gist of it. Try 

not to let me down. This discussion has left me more confused than 

ever about human gender.” In the blink of an eye, he vanished.

Tabitha stared at the floor for a time, then stood up and went to the 

window. Mutely, she stared out at the darkening skyline, examining 

her own face in the reflection. She tried to imagine finding a man 

somewhere out there that she could go from loving to hating in just 

a few days. A sigh escaped her lips. It was impossible.

She turned back to her apartment, seeing it for the first time through 

female eyes. Some things would have to change: more pastels, less 

geeky gamer stuff. “Look at it this way, Tabs,” she said out loud, 

forcing a smile. “At least you’re starting on ethically solid ground. 

Be a woman, save a life. I can live with that.”  


