
[image: cover]


This book is dedicated to me,
because I wrote it.

And Lucy,
because she really needs to read it.
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A NOTE ON LANGUAGE

The Power of Rude is based on my experiences and those of the women I interviewed for the book, who were predominantly straight or bisexual; therefore when the book addresses romantic relationships it tends to assume that the couple consists of a man and a woman. This is not to suggest that heterosexual relationships are the ‘right’ or ‘normal’ type, just that they are the most common, and therefore what most women experience.

Similarly, in writing the book, in order to avoid the repetition of ‘women and non-binary people’ and ‘women in heterosexual relationships’ (which is clunky and would have thrown the word count), I worked on the basis that 97 per cent and 98 per cent of the population are cis and bisexual or straight, respectively; but while this is a large majority, it is important to point out that it is not an entirety.

Much of the experience of learning to be rude is tied up with being socialised as a woman from birth, and, in the chapters about dating and sex, being a straight woman. We know that gay women report higher relationship satisfaction and have more fulfilling sex lives, therefore the advice in the dating and sex chapters is mostly for straight women, who are much more in need of it. If you’re not having sex with men, skip the sex and dating chapters and allow yourself a moment of smugness.

Using standardised language throughout the book was in­tended for simplicity and ease of reading, not exclusion or erasure.


METHODOLOGY

In order to gather as much information about women’s attitude to being rude as possible, I put together a comprehensive anonymous survey which invited women from anywhere in the world to answer specific yes or no questions, as well as to contribute answers of unlimited length; 152 women took part.

The survey was shared widely outside my own networks, but I wanted to make sure that I wasn’t just representing people from my age group or location. I interviewed fifteen women who were aged over forty, as the majority of the respondents to the survey were under forty.

I also spent a lot of time sitting in cafés or travelling on buses, listening to women talk to each other. As a naturally nosy person I found it perfectly normal, but other people have expressed horror at this method. It was, however, enormously useful in terms of observing the dynamics between women, as well as testing my hypothesis that women from all backgrounds and of all ages were struggling not to seem rude on a daily basis.


A NOTE ABOUT THE STORIES IN THIS BOOK

There were times when writing The Power of Rude that I worried I was coming across as pathetic or spineless. And when I asked women to share their stories, most of the responses were the same: women emailed me to say, ‘I didn’t realise how often I did this until I wrote it all down. I’m disappointed in myself.’

The aim of collating their stories wasn’t to portray women as helpless, spineless or weak – though, reading them uncharitably and in sequence, you could perhaps reach that conclusion. It’s important to remember that every woman will have a handful of these accounts and that in this book they are magnified because they have all been placed next to each other.

It’s also important to acknowledge that sometimes, as is evident in these stories, women have made the wrong choice. They’ve placed the fear of seeming rude above whatever it was they actually wanted.

We have a collective phobia as women – especially as younger women – of being perceived as rude. Sometimes that means we pay for a mediocre meal or a lopsided haircut. At other times it means we’re passed over for promotion or suffer through sex that we don’t want. And if we’re going to change that, then we’re going to have to start being honest about it.

It is not unfeminist to acknowledge that women are fallible, and that sometimes we get things wrong. We are products of a society which pressurises us to behave in a certain way, and changing the status quo takes a lot of thought, effort and time. Some days you just don’t have it in you to be a warrior, and that’s OK.

I am enormously grateful to all of the women, both strangers and friends, who shared their stories of times when they’ve got things wrong, taking the path of least resistance and losing out through a fear of being rude. Their names have, for the most part, been changed, because these generally aren’t things that they feel proud of, and who they are is not relevant.

It is not my aim to portray women as weak or place them in an unfavourable light, but rather to reflect the reality of life when a fear of being rude has been drilled into you from childhood. I hope it will help us all to think about our language and behaviour in a different way.


HAVE YOU EVER?



Your problem areas won’t be exactly the same as mine. But have you ever:


	Paid in full for a terrible meal.

	Lain awake while your neighbours played their music full-blast.

	Taken the stairs at double speed because someone is behind you.

	Pretended to forget that a friend owes you money.

	Kept a gift you hated instead of asking for the receipt.

	Pretended to be in a relationship to avoid a flirty stranger.

	Laughed along with a joke which really hurt your feelings.

	Put away someone else’s equipment at the end of a gym class.

	Stayed silent when someone jumped a queue you’re waiting in.

	Kept your seat upright on a flight while the person in front of you is fully reclined.

	Let your friend bring a boyfriend to a girls’ night.

	Routinely cleaned up after your housemate.



If you’ve done, or regularly do, any of the above, then you’ve come to exactly the right place.

They might seem insignificant, and in isolation they are. But if you do a handful of these little things each week out of a desire to avoid being rude, by the end of any given week, the list of ways in which you have twisted yourself around other people’s wants and needs is a mile long. ‘The power of rude’ is the name I’ve given to the ability to step outside that pattern of behaviour.

The last 100 years have seen incredible progress for women, and, in terms of the rights we have enshrined in law, things look better than they ever have. Never has feminism been more popular, widespread or well represented. Emma Watson, Beyoncé, Taylor Swift – the vast majority of famous women identify as feminists. People like me make a living out of being feminist. And yet I, and women all over the world, still continue to experience sexism day in, day out.

The pay gap endures, maternity rights and childcare provisions can still lock women out of the workplace. We still experience sexual violence in obscene numbers, girls are still street-harassed before they leave childhood. Reproductive freedom is under attack and contraceptive medicine still makes women mentally and physically ill. Many of the world’s most powerful nations have still never had a female leader. So, despite being stamped on tote bags and pink pencils, necklaces and T-shirts, feminism’s work isn’t finished. The war for women is not won.

I suspected before I wrote this book that, as a woman, perhaps the best way to improve my world would be by making small changes to my own behaviour. By the time I finished it, I was sure. If we want to continue the feminist revolution that was started by the Suffragettes, then we need to tackle the expectations to which we conform without really meaning to – most importantly of all, the expectation that we women will smile sweetly, sit nicely, take up as little space as possible and put our own wants and needs last, for fear of seeming rude.

When I started writing The Power of Rude, I decided to keep a diary noting down every time I did something because I didn’t want to be rude. I thought I would need to keep it for several weeks in order to notice any patterns, but from the very first day my problems were clear.

Tuesday

8.30 a.m.

I wake up and realise that I didn’t set my alarm. I’m running late so I call an Uber to take me to work, which cuts the journey time in half.

9.00 a.m.

I get into the taxi. It’s way too hot, but he seems to like it this way, so I start stripping off layers. I consider opening the window but decide against it. He tunes the radio to a noisy sports game. I have a headache but assume this is an important match that he would be sad to miss, so again I say nothing. When I arrive at work, I feel embarrassed about having taken an Uber and hope no one sees.

9.30 a.m.

If I get a coffee from the coffee shop, I will be four minutes late into the office, but much more productive. I don’t have the balls to style it out, so skip the coffee. I am sleepy through my next two meetings as a result.

10.15 a.m.

One of the writers I edit files a piece which hasn’t really hit the mark, but I like her too much to say anything, so rewrite it myself.

1 p.m.

Lunch! Earlier in the week I batch-cooked a curry and a soup. My husband asked which one I wanted, I claimed I didn’t mind, even though I did, and have ended up with the soup. I curse myself as I plough through it.

2.30 p.m.

One of the team members whom I technically manage (though I have a strong tendency towards the Regina George’s mum school of people management) takes ninety minutes for lunch. When she comes back, I say, ‘Everything OK?’, which is designed to be code for ‘Why are you so late?’. ‘Everything’s fine!’ she smiles.

5.30 p.m.

I have finished all of the things that I need to do for the day and come to a natural conclusion. I could easily go home, but I’m worried someone will notice and think that I’m lazy, so instead I browse ASOS and think about getting a fringe. At 6 p.m., which is when our day is supposed to finish, I stand around making noises about being ‘kind of done’ until people start telling me I should leave.

7.30 p.m.

I take ballet class every week. A woman on the other side of the barre gets there later than me and then asserts herself so I have to move up, out of the spot I arrived early to claim. I am fuming about this. Then a woman on the barre behind me starts saying all of the steps loud enough for me to hear them. This would be bad enough, but she’s saying them wrong, so I’m thrown off. I give her a meaningful look, which she either misses or ignores.

Halfway through the class we put the barres away. I drag one of them with some other women, but when we try to put it against the wall my thumb gets trapped. I stifle a yelp because I don’t want anyone to feel bad.

Finally, when we’re dancing in the centre, a woman keeps standing directly in front of me so I can’t see my feet in the mirror. Every time I move, she moves too. Eventually I make a noise a bit like a sigh and she seems to notice. She moves slightly left and I can now see one of my feet. I feel painfully guilty.

9 p.m.

I’m home from ballet and I need to wash my hair, but my husband hasn’t made dinner (he’s not one of life’s cooks – and he does all the washing-up), so I end up roasting aubergines and planning to get up earlier and wash my hair tomorrow, which will inevitably mean I am late.

11 p.m.

I’m just falling asleep as my husband starts to snore like a buzz saw. I consider sleeping elsewhere, but then decide sleeping apart means I am a bad wife. Rather than waking him up I wait until I’m seething with anger and exhaustion, then I snap and pull the duvet off him. He wakes up looking hurt and sad. I feel hideously guilty and apologise. He goes back to sleep. I listen to him snore.

No one likes homework. But in order to get the most out of this book, I would encourage you to keep a diary for a week, and to be completely honest with yourself about each moment during the day when you avoid doing something because you don’t want to be rude.


RUDE: DEFINITION

Adjective. Offensively impolite or bad-mannered.
(Concise Oxford Dictionary)

December 2018

It’s just before 7 a.m. and I’m standing in a TV studio, about to go on breakfast television. This is normal – this is part of my job. As a journalist and feminist commentator, I’m regularly offered a seat at a desk or on a sofa in order to, put bluntly, have a row with Piers Morgan.

The format is almost always the same. I arrive at the studio, often still half asleep, get my hair and make-up done, which functions like a kind of armour, and neck a cup of coffee. After an extensive and nuanced research chat, I then go on set and have a much less nuanced and much angrier debate with someone who has been cast because they have the exact opposite opinion to mine. I’ll usually have Piers Morgan shouting from one side and a fellow panellist shouting from the other.

Today I’m nervous. The person who is attaching a microphone to my bra has cold hands. Incidentally, microphones – they go in your jacket pocket if you’re a man, but if you wear a dress on TV that means you’re getting a cold hand down your back while an embarrassed sound technician tries to make the mic pack clip onto your underwear.

I don’t usually get nervous, but today I’m tired and stressed. It’s early in the morning and I’ve gained a little weight in the run-up to Christmas, which means there’ll be even more horrible comments on social media as soon as we’re done. Plus, it’s a divisive topic: should there be limits on what jokes comedians can make?

The producers shepherd me down a corridor and introduce me to my fellow guest, a comedian who was told he couldn’t make sexist or racist jokes at a charity event and caused a small news story by objecting to it. ‘Hi,’ I smile, offering my hand. ‘It’s nice to meet you.’ He smiles back, perfectly friendly, just as they always are.

TV producers like to keep debate guests in different rooms before the show. They do this for two reasons: because they don’t want you to get into the debate off-camera, and because it’s much harder to have a fiery debate with someone if you’ve made friends in the green room.

Anyway, they point us in the right direction and tell the comedian to stand in front of me. ‘Shouldn’t it be ladies first?’ he smirks. ‘Oh wait, is that sexist?’

I smile, perhaps roll my eyes a little, but say nothing. He is trying to wind me up. It works, but I don’t acknowledge it. You see, I’m a nice girl. I don’t rise to it when people try to bait me with lazy jokes about sexism. I’m here for a debate but I still want everyone to like me. This – I realise a few moments later – has always been my mistake.

Soon we’re on air and I’m asked a question. The comedian has already had his say, and now he’s trying to talk over me. Without thinking about it, I put my finger to my lips and I shush him, like I would if he were a naughty child. I keep shushing him, and when he continues talking I say: ‘Either I can talk, or we can both talk, but I’m not going to stop talking.’ And he stops.

For the first time in as long as I can remember a man has stopped talking to let me have my say. And it feels incredible, like I’ve shattered my own personal glass ceiling. After years of fighting to be heard at dinner parties and work meetings, I have finally snapped and thrown my full force at the problem.

The interview finishes and we make friendly noises towards each other, shake hands and part amicably. Then everything explodes. Social media lights up with horror at my behaviour. I am dubbed ‘Rebecca Rude’. I am briefly a news story. I go home for Christmas and distant family members think it’s funny to put their finger to their mouth and shush me as a greeting (it is quite funny, actually). Overnight I have become known as A Rude Woman.

Initially, I’m mortified. I am not rude. At least, not in the most traditional sense. I’ve been complimented on my manners since I was a small child. I always say ‘please’ and ‘thank you’. I tip, I send birthday cards, I don’t complain about splitting the bill even if I only had a main course. I used to write a column about etiquette and I pen a stonking thank-you letter.

But the longer it goes on, the more people call me ‘Rebecca Rude’, the more I start to realise: the last decade of my life has been a journey to de-program myself. A mission to unlearn the messages I was taught as a child and teenager. With every year that passes, I get ruder. And it is no coincidence that the ruder I get, the happier and more successful I become.

Rudeness, I realise, is a talent. And, rather than shy away from it, I’m going to turn it into my own personal superpower; you can do the exact same thing.

What does it really mean to be rude?

If we’re going to talk about rudeness for the duration of an entire book, then we should understand each other; specifically, we should understand what we mean by rudeness.

There are two types of rudeness: the kind which is unacceptable, and the kind which is admirable. The best way to explain the difference is to imagine you’re in a restaurant. It’s the right kind of rude to let a member of staff know if your food is cold. It’s the wrong kind of rude to act as if it’s their fault. It’s the right kind of rude to ask politely if there’s another table you can move to if yours is in a draught or uncomfortably close to someone else’s. It’s the wrong kind of rude to be aggressive or offensive to a member of staff who isn’t able to help with your request.

The kind of rudeness that this book defends is what I’d term ‘positive rudeness’. It is, to be totally honest, the kind of behaviour which is called ‘rude’ when it comes from a woman but ‘assertive’ when it comes from a man. Positive rudeness means politely saying you’d prefer not to pay for any items of food which were inedible. Plain old-fashioned (unacceptable) rudeness means insulting the chef or taking out your rage on the waiting staff, who are probably tired, bored, on minimum wage and had nothing to do with the preparation of said food.

Some rude behaviour is not admirable, or even defensible. Snapping your fingers at a waitress or waiter is not OK. Shouting across the room to get service, making snide comments about the staff, looking down your nose at fellow diners or loudly insulting the food all fall within the category of unacceptably rude. It’s never going to be OK deliberately to upset someone, to call another person a name. If you’re looking for a book which defends that kind of rudeness then you are, to coin a phrase, shit out of luck here. This book is going to show you what life looks like when you stop worrying that you might seem rude.

It’s not (always) easy, being rude

I won’t lie: on my path towards rebalancing the levels of rudeness that I deploy day to day, I have sometimes got it wrong. Having spent my entire life trying to avoid being rude, it was a challenge to call upon the right amount of it at the right time. Take, for example, my rude epiphany on national breakfast television. Just after the ‘shushing’ I said, ‘You’ve had your chance to speak and now I am going to have mine.’ A sentence which every woman should become used to saying, because it’s an essential statement to be able to make in modern life. But no one was particularly interested in that part: what people cared about was the shush, which was possibly a little bit childish. It felt good though.

Attempting to create the perfect cocktail of rude has been a challenge. Sometimes I have sent an email to someone senior to me which was too rude. Honest, accurate and probably fair, but not the most efficient way to get the reaction I wanted. Similarly, I have approached debates at parties with a ferocity more appropriate for a boardroom takeover than for drinks with mates. Skewering a friend of a friend’s boyfriend because he gets the numbers wrong when he cites the 2017 election might win the argument, but it doesn’t win you any friends.

Plus, being rude goes against all of my natural urges. When a taxi driver shouted at me at the end of a journey (I still don’t understand why), I gave him the finger and reported him to the app I had hired him from. But then, rather than being pleased that I’d prevented him from shouting at other women, I spent several days feeling guilty for overreacting. Maybe he’d had a hard day? Maybe he didn’t realise that shouting at me was wrong? Having spent so much of my life assuming that my feelings were either wrong or secondary to those of others, rewriting the rules felt uncomfortable as hell.

I’ve encountered a whole lot of self-help books in my time which generally propose that they can fix your life with a few simple and easy steps. I cannot do that. All I can do is give you the tools with which to redress the balance.

Why does rudeness matter?

Of all the things in the world to worry about, why would anyone put the right for women to be rude at the top of the list?

It’s a fair question. Happily, there is a very simple answer: because I believe that an inability to be rude is one of the biggest issues which still inhibits the equality of women today. When I was twenty-two I worked as a receptionist for a PR firm in central London. Every day I got the Tube from my huge shared house to the office. One morning, while squashed into a packed carriage, I realised that someone had put their hand up my skirt. My initial reaction was mortification. I’d put my arse on some poor person’s hand. So I moved. And of course, the hand moved with me.

I stood for three stops, trying to work out whether the groping was deliberate. I was so scared that I would wrongly accuse one of the people rammed in behind me of touching me up that I said nothing.

Eventually it became very clear that this was a determined attempt at getting under my tights. I wriggled away without so much a backwards glance, and spent the whole day feeling wretched. I’ve heard dozens of women tell the same story. ‘I wasn’t sure if he was doing it on purpose,’ ‘I didn’t want to assume,’ ‘I thought it might have been an accident.’ The fear of being so ‘arrogant’ or ‘up yourself’ that you think a man would want to touch you and then being proven wrong is enough to create silence – to allow someone to try to get into your knickers on a public train. In 2018 there were 1,206 recorded incidents of women being sexually assaulted on the London Underground network. However, campaigners believe that the crime, which is often committed by people who deliberately take the Tube in order to harass or assault, is under-reported. And honestly, I’m not surprised.

There have been other times when I’ve been on busy public transport and I’ve been unsure whether or not the touching was deliberate. Does that man mean to have his hand on my hip, my chest or my buttock? Or is it just a busy train? Time and time again I have placed the fear of offending him, of making him feel embarrassed, above my own need to take the Tube without having hands in places which make me feel uncomfortable.

Women aren’t only putting up with being harassed or assaulted out of politeness. They’re also having ostensibly consensual sex for the same reason.

I had always assumed that I was the only woman who could possibly be so flaccid in her resolution that she would have sex to avoid giving offence. But, in the course of writing my article, I realised that this wasn’t at all true. Maya, a twenty-eight-year-old personal trainer, told me:

I’m pretty sure that the majority of my sexual experiences in my teens and twenties were done out of politeness. You end up in a situation where you’re worried about offending someone if you don’t go ahead – whether you’ve led them on or what they’ll think about themselves if you back out at the last minute. And, in relationships, I’ve had sex when I definitely did not want to but just kind of felt bad about not doing it – what if the other person thought that I thought they were crap in bed or didn’t fancy them anymore?

In day-to-day life Maya is a ballsy, smart, powerful woman with whom you’d be nervous to get into a debate.

After I wrote the article, I got more emails than I could keep track of from women just like me, and just like Maya, who considered themselves confident and powerful, smart and impressive, but who had done the exact same thing. Had sex entirely out of politeness.

The funny thing about being rude, or having a fear of it, is that once you start cataloguing the things you have or have not done in order not to seem rude the list starts to spiral. To every man I’ve ever turned down in a bar I have said that I have a boyfriend, because I didn’t want to be rude. Each time I’ve hassled a commissioning editor for a fee that I’m owed I have started the email with, ‘I am so sorry, I know you must be terribly busy,’ because I didn’t want to be rude. I’ve donated money to charity, attended dreadful parties, eaten things that made me feel sick and lent things I knew I’d never get back. All because I didn’t want to be rude. And I guarantee that if you make a list of everything you’ve done lately that you didn’t want to do, the motive will have been not to appear rude.

At the lighter end of the spectrum, my fear of rudeness has got me some terrible nights out, stretched clothing returned by taller friends and horrible meals. At the darker end are sexual encounters I’d pay money to forget and terrifying lifts with drunk drivers. Whenever you go to a party you’re dreading, full of horrible people, watch someone else get a promotion that you deserved, or don’t shout your head off when someone touches you up on the Tube, it is all too easy to become a victim of your own politeness. Sometimes the only way to escape a situation is to be rude. That is why rudeness matters.

In order to write this book, I needed to hear about other people’s experiences of rudeness. The best thing about the interviews I did, the anecdotes I scribbled down on my phone on the Tube or in the pub, and the questionnaire that hundreds of people filled out online was realising that other women had done the same things I had. The only difference was that I was able to be kind to these women in a way that I couldn’t be kind to myself. While internally I called myself weak and spineless for having allowed men to have sex with me in order to avoid the embarrassment of saying no, I was willing to cut every other woman I spoke to a huge amount of slack. ‘Of course you didn’t feel you could say no,’ I listened to myself say to one woman as I transcribed our interview. ‘We’ve been brought up to make other people happy, to say yes whenever possible.’

I learned in that moment that the only person I had never had any trouble being rude to was myself. In any given day I would call myself stupid, fat, lazy, useless, boring, repetitive, fraudulent and any number of other horrible words – things that I would never say to another person, not someone I disliked, let alone someone I loved. I resolved to try – and continue to try – to treat myself in the same way that I treat my friends. Part of redressing my rudeness levels meant that I had to take my inner rudeness down from a 100 to a 10 (I often need a self-pep talk to get up in the morning, and I require stern self-talking-tos about the state of my bedroom).

A brief history of rude

Before we can break the cycle of being afraid to be rude, we need to understand where it comes from. For most of us, the fear of being regarded as rude starts in childhood.

I realise that starting with childhood isn’t exactly revolutionary. But it’s true. Our parents spend hours and hours trying to drill into us that we have to ask to leave the table when we’ve finished our food, wait quietly to speak, put our hands up in class, bless people when they sneeze and cover our mouths when we yawn. Now, some of this I’m on board with. When I worked as a nanny I was an absolute stickler for saying please and thank you. It might sound counter-intuitive, but I firmly believe that you can be rude while still having lovely manners.

I draw a line between the kind of politeness which costs you nothing and helps others – saying please and thank you, saying good morning to a receptionist or a doorman – and that which The Power of Rude should help you rebalance, specifically the kind of politeness which makes you think that your own needs, wants and opinions are less important than those of the people around you.

Much of what we are taught when we’re kids is about self-sacrifice. Your friend wants to play with your toy? Hand it over. There’s only one sweetie left? Give it to your sister. And while the intention is to create selfless, self-sacrificing adults, what it often does is breed adults who believe that their own wants and needs should come at the absolute bottom of the pile, leaving them unable to be pushy or demanding when they need to be. A friend’s Australian husband recently remarked that he loves eating dinner with Brits because they all pretend that they don’t want the last potato. He doesn’t take part in this charade, and therefore always gets to eat it.

Little girls, I’m afraid to say, have it worse than boys. Just look at the nineteenth-century poem, thought to have been written by Robert Southey, which most of us will have heard on the playground or in nursery school:

What are little boys made of?
What are little boys made of?
Slugs and snails
And puppy-dogs’ tails.
That’s what little boys are made of.

What are little girls made of?
What are little girls made of?
Sugar and spice
And all things nice.
That’s what little girls are made of.

Gender-neutral parenting might be fashionable these days, but if you were born more than ten years ago and your parents weren’t advanced gender scholars the chances are you had a gendered childhood. That doesn’t mean that you were forbidden from wearing blue or told that you weren’t allowed to like football. Gender stereotyping is more insidious than that.

Your parents probably didn’t mean to treat you differently from your brothers or any other little boys in your social group. But I’ll bet they still did. There are too many inherited stereotypes without any scientific basis not to. ‘Boys will be boys,’ boys mature more slowly than girls, boys are naturally aggressive, boys need an outlet for their energy. None of it is true, but that doesn’t mean that you managed to avoid a childhood in which you were forced to sit on your hands and wait nicely while boys were allowed to run around outside to ‘burn off their energy’.

A 2018 study by First News found that the majority of children aged between nine and fourteen felt that they were treated differently because of their gender. One ten-year-old even commented that she had been told at school that she needed to be more ‘ladylike’. Rudeness is the absolute opposite of being ‘ladylike’. In fact, The Power of Rude throws a full martini in the face of ‘ladylike’ and then sleeps with its husband. Being ‘ladylike’ is about being sweet, quiet, unprovocative and allowing life to happen around you while you put out more finger sandwiches. Being rude is about grabbing the world by the balls and twisting until you get what you want.

One of the most frustrating lines that children are subjected to is the oft-repeated claim that ‘girls mature more quickly than boys’. According to clinical psychologist Dr Hamira Ruiz, this is not proven. She explains: ‘While it is true that neuroscientists are making new discoveries about how the brain rewires itself during/after puberty and there is some MRI evidence to suggest that the adolescent female brain prunes itself differently and at a faster pace compared to the male brain, it is still a very big leap of inference to link neuronal changes in the brain to gender-specific behaviours.’ But, while the research suggests that boys do not develop more slowly, the expectation that they will do so often becomes a self-fulfilling prophecy. Girls
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