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            Introduction

         
         
            One of the many questions that have often bothered me is why women have been, and still are, thought to be so inferior to
               men. It’s easy to say it’s unfair, but that’s not enough for me; I’d really like to know the reason for this great injustice!
            

            —Anne Frank, The Diary of a Young Girl, 1929–1945
            

         

         One spring day in 2019, I sat down to read a book for pure pleasure, a rarity for me. Because I often read as many as a hundred
            books in order to write one, my TBRFF (To Be Read For Fun) stack is halfway up to the ceiling. On that day, I chose a book
            on the amazing life of a controversial, smart, powerful woman. Settling into the story, I was disturbed to see a calculated
            misogynistic hate campaign to take her down.
         

         
         She’s unlikable.

         
         She’s untrustworthy.

         
         She’s sexually depraved.

         
         She’s disgustingly ambitious.

         
         She’s a spendthrift.

         
         She busts men’s balls.

         
         You might be thinking I was reading about Hillary Clinton. In fact, I was reading Stacy Schiff’s lush, Pulitzer Prize–winning
            2010 biography of Cleopatra. I noticed that in Cleopatra’s rise and fall, the story of her power and Rome’s horror that a
            woman should wield it, there were uncanny similarities with Hillary Clinton’s trajectory through the 2016 election and beyond.
            Certainly, we can judge some of the political choices of both Cleopatra and Clinton negatively. But what I found was more
            than that. In each woman’s story, I discovered organized smear operations churning out unfounded accusations of sexual improprieties
            and criticisms of her ambition, untrustworthiness, appearance, and unlikability, accusations rarely made about male leaders
            either in the first century BCE or today.
         

         
         Wait a minute, I said to myself as my jaw dropped. Has this same stuff really been going on for more than two thousand years?

         
         Longer than that, I found, when I delved into female pharaohs who lived many centuries before Cleopatra. More than three thousand years.
         

         
         In between Hatshepsut, the female pharaoh who came to power in 1479 BCE, and Kamala Harris, countless other powerful women have been subjected to almost identical sexist takedowns. Byzantine empress Theodora. Anne Boleyn. Elizabeth I. Catherine de Medici. Marie Antoinette. Catherine the Great. More recently, there is Chancellor Angela Merkel of Germany. Prime Minister Theresa May of the UK. Prime Minister Julia Gillard of Australia. Prime Minister Jacinda Ardern of New Zealand. Governor Gretchen Whitmer of Michigan. Senator Elizabeth Warren of Massachusetts. European Commission president Ursula von der Leyen. And many more. 

         
         The accusations rarely have anything to do with experience, political mistakes, policy, or platform. They are name-calling
            caricatures that create two-dimensional comic book villainesses. She’s a whore. A lesbian. A nymphomaniac. Frigid. Or all
            of the above. She’s treacherous. Decadent. Power-crazed. Frivolous. Her voice is shrill. She is phony, inauthentic, unlikable,
            unpresidential. She is a witch. A bitch. She’s ugly. Dresses poorly. Her clothes cost too much. Her butt is big. Her hair is wrong. She is
            angry, nasty, hormonally imbalanced, and irrational. She is a bad woman, a bad wife, a bad mother. She’s a sexy vixen whose
            wanton ways and feminine wiles destroy good men. She is the very essence of moral turpitude, demolishing everything she surveys
            as she strides through life in four-inch stilettos, cackling wildly.
         

         
         There is, I discovered, a clear pattern of vilification across the millennia and throughout history to bring down powerful
            individuals suffering from chronic no-penis syndrome. It’s as if for thousands of years somebody has been passing along an
            instruction manual. I call it the Misogynist’s Handbook.
         

         
         The handbook was crafted to enforce the Patriarchy, a concept so towering it must be capitalized. According to Cynthia Enloe
            in The Curious Feminist, “Patriarchy is the structural and ideological system that perpetuates the privileging of masculinity. . . . [L]egislatures, political parties, museums, newspapers, theater companies, television networks, religious organizations, corporations, and courts . . . derive from the presumption that what is masculine is most deserving of reward, promotion, admiration, [and] emulation.” 

         
         Though no one knows for sure, it is likely that the Patriarchy arose in the shrouded mists of unrecorded human history. Its
            enforcement arm, the handbook, probably did, too, and is therefore one of those rare books written long before writing was
            invented. For many thousands of years, the handbook has kept women in line—to differing degrees. In ancient Egypt, for instance,
            men almost always ran the show, but women had rights: to own property, operate businesses, initiate lawsuits, make contracts,
            and divorce their husbands with their assets intact. Their contemporaries to the north, the Athenians, locked well-to-do women
            up in harems. Though this book focuses mainly on stories from “Western” countries, the Misogynist’s Handbook has been wielded
            against women in cultures around the world, exerting an inexorable, hypnotic, and often unquestioned pull on humanity. Consider,
            for a moment, foot-binding in China. Harems in the Ottoman Empire and many other cultures. Bride burning in India. The Taliban
            wrapping women up in ugly blue bags, faceless creatures to be beaten if so much as a fingertip emerges from their hot, heavy
            shrouds. Rape everywhere, in every era.
         

         
         Which prompts us to ask: Is misogyny in our DNA, perhaps arising as a method of forcing women to stay home to take care of
            the young, ensuring the continuation of the human race? Or is it a worldwide social construct, passed down from one generation
            to the other? Or did it start with the one and continue with the other?
         

         
         Whatever the cause, I think most of us—male and female alike—will agree it is high time to destroy the handbook, to rip out its pages one by one, and burn them as we cheer. But in order to do so, we must first understand exactly what is on them. That is what this book is about. 

         
         I need to point out that most of us who enforce the handbook, support it, and obey it unquestioningly are not bad people.
            Most of us are probably very good people. We merely continue the traditions we learned from infancy on, as our parents did,
            and theirs, going back thousands of years. Most of us certainly don’t mean to harm anyone. Indeed, many of those being harmed are blissfully unaware of it. The millennia-long triumph of misogyny is largely due to its invisibility.
         

         
         Another important thing to understand about the Patriarchy is that it doesn’t hate women in general. It is actually quite
            fond of those of us who keep within its proscribed bounds, where we will be loved and praised for our gracious acceptance
            of its rules and regulations. Just consider for a moment all those male politicians accused of treating women badly who defend
            themselves by pointing proudly to their lovely wives and daughters as uncontestable proof that they are not misogynists. Of
            course, the lovely wives and daughters, smiling rapturously as they cook him dinner, are serving him rather than competing
            with him. But what happens when a person in possession of a uterus runs against him in an election? Is she now a threat to
            be taken down by a man concerned about his virility?
         

         
         Yes, she is probably a threat, and threats must be eradicated in the most ruthless way possible. The Patriarchy selectively punishes those women who challenge male power, who refuse to be silent, and who are insubordinate to the unwritten but well-understood rules. And it uses the Misogynist’s Handbook, those dependable measures discussed one by one in the following chapters, to do so. 

         
         An intriguing attribute of the Patriarchy is the terror of castration, which, you will find, runs throughout this story. There
            is a strong connection between a powerful woman, a man’s fury at having to compete with her, and his fear of a resulting psychological,
            intellectual, and/or physical impotence. Much of patriarchal rage against women not staying in their assigned lane is likely
            due to this fear, whether it rises to the level of conscious thought or lurks, unseen but powerful, in the depths below.
         

         
         
            Imagine Donald Trump as a Woman

            Clearly, it is not always misogynistic to criticize women in power. But how can we tell when criticism is justified and when
               it is a chapter in the Misogynist’s Handbook?
            

            
            Here are some useful clues. For one thing, are critics analyzing her actions, her experience, her speeches, promises she failed
               to keep, shady deals, disastrous consequences, downright lies? Or are they deriding her appearance, voice, and personal relationships?
               Another way to determine sexism is to examine the words used to describe her. Are they the vague, coded words for misogyny:
               unlikable, phony, shrill, inauthentic, unpresidential? Are they blatantly sexist terms such as whore, witch, and bitch?
            

            
            Let us take a quite recent example, that of Kamala Harris. With an impressive résumé including a law degree, positions as San Francisco District Attorney, California Attorney General, and US senator serving on the high-profile Select Committee on Intelligence, no sooner had she been named Joe Biden’s vice president pick than memes started blooming on Facebook and Twitter about her dubious sexual background. Joe and the Hoe. (That’s right, her online detractors couldn’t even spell a two-letter word correctly, confusing a prostitute with a garden
               implement, and maybe one day we can do something about the educational system in this country.) Kamala’s grinning, open-mouthed
               head performing oral sex on the J of Joe. A meme of a man who won a contest by eating seventy-five wieners and beneath his photo, one of Harris saying, “Hold
               my beer.”
            

            
            Within days, a billboard appeared in Salisbury, Massachusetts, proudly sponsored by Rob Roy Auto, that read: “Joe and the
               Hoe. Sniff and Blow Tour. 2020.”
            

            
            Another meme portrayed Harris as the Wicked Witch of the West, green-faced, with a pointed black hat, holding a broomstick
               as Dorothy’s house goes flying through the Kansas air. Yet another showed her as Medusa with writhing green snakes for hair.
            

            
            “A mad woman,” Donald Trump said of Harris soon after the announcement of her as running mate. “Totally unlikable,” “extraordinarily
               nasty,” and “so angry.” A Trump campaign fundraising email called her “the meanest” senator.
            

            
            “She’s phony,” said Trump’s reelection campaign manager.

            
            “Kamala sounds like Marge Simpson,” tweeted Jenna Ellis, a senior advisor to Trump.

            
            Not one of these comments was related to her experience, her positions, her mistakes, or her ability to step into the job on Day One and hit the ground running. That’s how you know they are lifted right out of the Misogynist’s Handbook. 

            
            Another way to determine whether misogyny is involved is to switch the gender of the individual in question and see if the
               results feel strange. Let us examine, for instance, the following statements made in this book about powerful women, but change
               the pronouns and other descriptors to masculine ones. Do they seem off, to you? Odd? Laughable, even?
            

            
            “Men who are sweet, cheery and nonconfrontational will be rewarded.”

            
            “He doesn’t have the right sort of body to be on TV.”

            
            “He seems not loyal at all and very opportunistic.”

            
            “He should show a little modesty.”

            
            “Should a father of five children, including an infant with Down’s syndrome, be running for the second highest office in the
               land? Are his priorities misplaced?”
            

            
            “It’s unclear how the birth of a grandchild will affect his choice to run in the next presidential election.”

            
            “He’s too bitchy. Humility isn’t one of his strong points, and I think that comes through.”

            
            “Unbelievable! In the same week he wore the same suit twice!”

            
            “On what should have been one of the proudest days of his political career, he bungled it with a less than flattering haircut.”

            
            “He is a monster of selfish ambition.”

            
            “His voice makes you envy the deaf.”

            
            “There is too much gravity in his voice. He needs lighter and brighter tones that introduce more melodious qualities and should take singing lessons.” 

            
            “He reminds me of an angry third-grade teacher.”

            
            “He is unlikable with his smug facial expressions.”

            
            “He reminds me of a scolding father, talking down to a child.”

            
            “He has an air of inauthenticity, which is a major problem at a time when plastic politicians just aren’t connecting with
               voters.”
            

            
            “He should smile a lot more.”

            
            “When the opportunity came, his ambition made him take up the knife and plant it in his opponent’s back.”

            
            “He’s a creep, he’s a warlock, he’s turned over to evil. Look at his face. . . . All he needs is green skin.”

            
            And my personal favorite: “He launched his political career in the bedroom by sleeping with a powerful woman.”

            
            Now go back and read them with the gendered words reversed. They sound more normal when talking about women, right?

            
            Another method to identify misogyny is to picture a well-known politician as belonging to the opposite sex and see where that
               takes you. For instance, imagine Donald Trump as a woman. Let’s call her Donna. During the 2016 presidential election, Donna
               Trump said the exact same things as her male twin, Donald, did in real life. Orange-faced, sporting a fantastically cantilevered
               helmet of yellow hair, she hid her weight under baggy, navy-blue pantsuits. Bellowing from the podium, she was angry, boastful.
               Only she could save the country. She called people nasty names, made fun of handicapped reporters and Gold Star Families, and refused to turn over her income tax returns. She lied and/or exaggerated on a daily basis. She had been married three times and cheated on all three husbands. She bragged about grabbing unsuspecting men’s penises. Would Donna Trump have been viewed as blunt, honest, and refreshing? Would she have won the election?
            

            
            Now imagine Hillary Clinton as a man. Harry Clinton said and did the exact same things as Hillary. He had been a popular senator
               and secretary of state, with high approval ratings, though he did send emails from a private server, as had his predecessors.
               Would Harry have been harshly criticized for his body shape, his suits, his thick ankles, and his voice? Would Harry Clinton
               have been portrayed in a thousand Pinterest images as a witch, stirring a cauldron or riding a broomstick? Would he have been
               called a bitch on countless T-shirts? Would his thoughtful, circumspect answers to media questions have been seen as inauthenticity,
               secretiveness, and untrustworthiness? Would Harry have been accused of running a child sex ring under a Washington, DC, pizza
               parlor?
            

            
            Would attendees at Trump’s political rallies have shouted:

            
            “Lock him up!”

            
            “Put him in prison!”

            
            “Hang him!”

            
            Which brings us to the title of this book, a reference to the feral, unadulterated bloodlust for women who step outside their
               place, misogyny on murderous steroids. As Melinda Henneberger, Roll Call’s former editor in chief, said of Clinton during the 2016 campaign, “Supporters don’t just want to defeat her, but they seem
               to want to see her hurt. Disagree with her, dislike her, vote against her, but to even talk about hanging her?”
            

            
            Rebecca Traister, writing for New York magazine, was alarmed watching the 2016 Republican National Convention. “I was not the only person in the room to be reminded of 17th-century witch trials,” she wrote, “the blustering magistrate and rowdy crowd condemning a woman to death for her crimes.” 

            
            If Hillary Clinton had walked into the 2016 Republican convention, or any Trump rally, for that matter, perhaps the audience,
               hungry for blood, would have torn her limb from limb. We can picture them as feudal peasants waving pitchforks and torches
               as they drag her to the scaffold to chop off her head or to the pyre to set her alight. Because “Lock her up!” is, in fact,
               only a slightly more civilized version of “Off with her head!” and “Burn the witch!”
            

            
            In May 2020, opponents of Michigan governor Gretchen Whitmer converged on the state capitol threatening to have her lynched,
               shot, and beheaded because she closed down businesses to prevent the spread of COVID-19. Five months later, the FBI arrested
               thirteen men, members of a group called the Wolverine Watchmen, who had planned to kidnap her from her Mackinac Island summer
               home, put her on trial for treason, and blow up her boat and the bridge near her house to hinder police response. “Grab the
               bitch,” wrote one conspirator to another. And “Just cap her.”
            

            
            “I knew this job would be hard,” Whitmer said after she learned of the plot, “but I never could have imagined anything like
               this.”
            

            
            On January 6, 2021, rioters invading the Capitol in Washington, DC, were aiming to hang Vice President Mike Pence for a specific action: counting the Electoral College votes and confirming the election of Joe Biden. But their virulent hostility toward Speaker of the House Nancy Pelosi was for a far more amorphous crime, that of being a left-leaning female with great power. Her counterpart in the Senate, for instance, Majority Leader Chuck Schumer, though heartily disliked by political opponents, has generated far less visceral hatred and far fewer death threats. 

            
            Evidently, a quick execution by hanging would have been too good for Pelosi. Rioter William McCall Calhoun Jr., a Georgia
               lawyer, posted on Facebook, “The first of us who got upstairs kicked in Nancy Pelosi’s office door and pushed down the hall
               towards her inner sanctum, the mob howling with rage. Crazy Nancy probably would have been torn into little pieces, but she
               was nowhere to be seen.”
            

            
            Torn into little pieces.

            
            How can such violent, medieval hatred still be with us? Why is it that when a woman seeks or wields power, it still sets people
               howling at the moon and baying for blood? Why do they become slavering wolves, itching to sink their fangs into female flesh?
               And why are so many of those slavering wolves women?
            

            
            A 2016 study by the social intelligence company Brandwatch analyzed nearly nineteen million public tweets and found that 52
               percent of misogynistic tweets were posted by women. In 2014, the cosmetics company Dove conducted a study on five million
               negative tweets written about women’s appearances and body image. Eighty percent of the writers were women.
            

            
            Pat Schroeder, the Colorado congresswoman from 1973 to 1997, wrote in her 1998 autobiography, “It was depressing that while
               I was pushing hard for women’s rights, the first to criticize my agenda were often other women.”
            

            
            Shirley Chisholm, the New York congresswoman who served from 1969 to 1983 and the first Black female presidential candidate, wrote in her 1970 memoir, “Women are a majority of the population, but they are treated like a minority group. The prejudice against them is so widespread that, paradoxically, most persons do not yet realize it exists. Indeed, most women do not realize it. They even accept being paid less for doing the same work as a man. They are as quick as any male to condemn a woman who ventures outside the limits of the role men have assigned to females: that of toy and drudge.” 

            
            Working for change, she added, is particularly hard for women, “who are taught not to rebel from infancy, from the time they
               are first wrapped in pink blankets, the color of their caste. . . . Women have been persuaded of their own inferiority; too
               many of them believe the male fiction that they are emotional, illogical, unstable, inept with mechanical things, and lack
               leadership ability.”
            

            
            What’s behind a woman’s misogyny? Where is this bizarre self-gaslighting coming from? Well, for one thing, we are probably unaware of how we, as women,
               are being sexist when we diminish and ridicule other women for their appearance and voice or call them those abjectly unimaginative
               names of ho and bitch. After all, the unending stream of misogyny in the media, including social media, and in every aspect of ancient history,
               current affairs, and everyday family life has been hammered into our heads since birth. It’s so normal to be misogynistic
               that most of us are simply unaware of it. I certainly was until I did this research. There are words I will never use to describe a woman again, no matter how mad I am
               at her.
            

            
            For another thing, many of us lovely wives and daughters are comfortable nestled in our proper places within the Patriarchy, cherished, feeling safe and protected by a system we understand. Many of us feel as threatened by the upheavals of societal change as men do, even if these upheavals are to our ultimate benefit. Change is scary. 

            
            Moreover, most of us were raised to want to be good girls. If we smile, and serve, and look the way men want us to, and never
               complain when they interrupt us and mansplain us, we are rewarded and praised. We fit in. And when many of us see a woman
               who doesn’t fit in, doesn’t even try to fit in, it’s disconcerting. It threatens the status quo we are comfortable with. She is breaking the rules, violating
               time-honored traditions. She isn’t being caring, supportive, loving. She is selfish, domineering, threatening, a slut, a bitch.
            

            
            Good girls don’t want to be like her. More than that: good girls want to tear her down. And the virulence of our misogyny
               might just equal the depth of our jealousy. Why don’t we have the courage, the talent, the brains, to do what she is doing? Could we ever dare to break our bonds and soar so high?
            

            
            And maybe, just maybe, we’re hoping to purify ourselves of our own dark ball-busting shadow lurking deep within.

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 1
The Root of Misogyny

         
         
            From her comes all the race of womankind,

            The deadly female race and tribe of wives

            Who live with mortal men and bring them harm.

            —Hesiod on the creation of the first woman, Theogony, eighth century BCE
            

         

         In an astonishing coincidence, the creation myths of both the Bible and ancient Greece, arguably the twin pillars of Western
            culture, attribute all the world’s ills—death, war, plagues, tsunamis, dandruff, flat tires, acne, everything—to the woman. It’s all her fault.
         

         
         In the biblical Book of Genesis, Adam and Eve wandered around naked and innocent in the Garden of Eden until Eve, listening
            to a serpent, became ambitious. The serpent said that if she ate of the fruit of a particular tree—which God had forbidden them to eat—she would be like God. And, seriously, who wouldn’t want to be like God instead of wandering around nude and aimless in a garden? So she ate some, and then she gave some to Adam, and he ate some. And they suddenly realized they were butt naked with interlocking body parts and grabbed some fig leaves to cover themselves out of pure shame. 

         
         Promenading in the garden, God was startled to see them hiding from him wearing fig leaves. When God asked them how they knew
            they were naked—a sure sign they had eaten the forbidden fruit—Adam threw Eve under the bus and said, “She made me do it.”
            And God tossed them both out of paradise and posted a terrifying angel waving a flaming sword at the entrance so they could
            never get back in. And so all of humanity was consigned to toil, pain, and suffering for eternity because of a woman’s unnerving
            ambition to venture outside of her place.
         

         
         Of course, Adam could have said, “No, Eve. I will not eat the apple that God forbade us to eat. And neither should you.” But
            alas, the naïve, harmless fellow couldn’t resist her, what with her seductive, manipulative ways.
         

         
         In about 200 CE, the church father Tertullian thundered, “And do you not know that you are (each) an Eve? The sentence of
            God on this sex of yours lives in this age: the guilt must of necessity live too. You are the devils’ gateway: you are the unsealer of that (forbidden) tree: you are the first deserter of the divine law: you are she who persuaded him whom the devil was not valiant enough to attack. You destroyed so easily God’s image, man. On account of your desert—that is, death—even the Son of God had to die.”
         

         
         Wow. We even killed Jesus.

         
         Since thousands of years of history have judged all women by the badly behaved Eve, we might also deduce that all men are bumbling idiots, too stupid to question a terrible idea. But somehow that part got lost in translation. 

         
         In the Greek myth of Pandora—which the poet Hesiod described in his Works and Days in about 700 BCE—Prometheus, a fire god, created men out of mud. Zeus, king of the gods, disliked the nasty creatures and
            insisted on keeping them in a lowly state. But Prometheus, seeing his creations shivering in the cold and eating raw meat,
            disobeyed Zeus by stealing fire from Mount Olympus and giving it to them. Zeus was furious at Prometheus’s disobedience but
            couldn’t take the fire back, so he punished him by chaining him to a rock and sending an eagle to peck out his liver every
            day, which magically grew back at night, in an unending cycle of agony. Then the vengeful god decided to compensate for Prometheus’s
            inestimable gift by bestowing a truly gruesome punishment on man: he created woman.
         

         
         The other gods gave her many gifts, including the “sly manners and the morals of a bitch,” according to Hesiod, “a shameless
            mind and a deceitful nature,” and “lies and crafty words.” They handed her a jar (which in later translations transformed
            into a box) with strict instructions never to open it—knowing of course she wouldn’t be able to help herself—and sent her
            to Prometheus’s addlepated brother, Epimetheus. Now, Prometheus knew Zeus had been planning something devious to hurt men,
            and he warned Epimetheus to beware of Greek gods bearing gifts.
         

         
         But Epimetheus took one look at the gorgeous Pandora and married her. According to plan, the curious bride opened the jar, and the many plagues Zeus had stashed inside flew out across the earth, causing all the pain and misery ever since, the result of the first woman’s disobedience. No one, it seems, has ever shifted any blame onto the dim-witted Epimetheus, who ignored the warning and let his lust rule the day. He and Adam both get a boys-will-be-boys pass for their nitwittedness. 

         
         How strange it is that both God and god brought evil into the world by creating woman, according to the stories written by
            men. And that in both creation stories, women are created in a different way than men. God creates Adam out of the earth,
            but Eve is formed from Adam’s rib. Prometheus creates man out of his goodwill; Zeus creates woman to destroy the world.
         

         
         Interestingly, the Alphabet of Ben Sirach, a satirical Jewish work of about 1000 CE, transformed an ancient Middle Eastern spirit of chaos named Lilith into Adam’s
            first wife, whom God created out of earth at the same time he did Adam (“male and female created He them,” Genesis 1:27).
            Lilith demanded equality in all things, including sex. She refused to always be in the subservient position on the bottom.
            But Adam refused. “I will not lie below,” he said. “I will not lie beneath you, but only on top. For you are fit only to be
            in the bottom position, while I am to be the superior one.” Lilith responded, “We are equal to each other inasmuch as we were
            both created from the earth.” Even though it wasn’t like she could find another man—Adam was still the only one on earth—she
            promptly dumped him, flying away from the proto-misogynist to exhilarating freedom. God realized he had to fashion Adam’s
            new mate from something different, something to render the woman more docile; he used the man’s rib to create Eve (Genesis
            2:21–22). But that didn’t end up so well either.
         

         
         Alas, the daughters of Eve and Pandora have continued their bad behavior ever since their destructive ancestresses ruined the world. In the Bible, Delilah was bribed by the Philistines to find the source of the miraculous strength of her lover, Samson, one of the ruling judges of Israel. She discovered it was his uncut hair, and while he slept, she gave him a crew cut. Jezebel persuaded her husband, King Ahab of Israel, to worship strange gods and murdered a guy to steal his vineyard. After painting her face—always a sign a woman is up to no good—she was thrown by her eunuchs out of an upstairs window. Down below, horses trampled her, and dogs devoured her body. Clearly, the sly hussy got what she deserved. 

         
         Helen of Troy left her battle-scarred husband and ran off with a young stud, causing a ten-year war and the collapse of an
            entire civilization. The sultry sirens sang sailors to their doom on jagged rocks. Circe the witch transformed shipwrecked
            men into pigs. In the story of King Arthur, Guinevere smashed the Round Table through her adultery with Sir Lancelot, ending
            the bright, brief glory of Camelot, sending the land into chaos and war. Fairy tales are inhabited by beautiful evil queens
            with jutting cheekbones and stone-cold faces. The humpbacked witch in the forest eats children. The wicked stepmother enslaves
            her stepchildren or sends them into the forest to die.
         

         
         The same story line of blame the woman runs not only through myth and legend, but also through history. Cleopatra used her dangerous allure to unman poor Mark Antony, the beefy Roman general, who lay supine on a purple couch as she dropped grapes into his mouth when he should have been conquering new territory for Rome. Anne Boleyn wrapped Henry VIII—that compliant, easily manipulated fellow—around her witchy sixth finger, making him ditch his faithful wife and give his own finger to the pope. Marie Antoinette said “Let them eat cake” and bought a billion-dollar diamond necklace while the people of France starved. Wallis Warfield Simpson used her feminine wiles to make Edward VIII abandon his duty to the realm. 

         
         Why are we so eager to blame a woman rather than admit to the shortcomings of men? Why can’t we agree that Mark Antony was
            a drunken, womanizing fool? That Henry VIII was a ruthless sociopath who never did a thing he didn’t want to do? That Louis
            XVI was a weak king, caught in the lethal mix of economic disaster and political change spiced by climate cataclysm? That
            Edward VIII was a Nazi-loving dolt who never wanted to be king, was looking for a way out, and took his bride on a honeymoon
            trip to visit Adolf Hitler? Why is the trope of the evil woman so powerful that it’s still with us today? Why do we so often
            still give appalling men a pass with “boys will be boys” and “it’s only locker room talk” while we demonize, belittle, shame,
            ridicule, vilify, slander, and silence women?
         

         
         Perhaps the explanation lies in a question: How did this start?

         
         The short answer is: no one really knows. But it is logical to assume that misogyny, the ingrained and institutionalized prejudice against women, must have been around a good while before the earliest woman-hating stories were set down in the Hebrew Bible and the Greek myths. Perhaps it started at the dawn of humankind when men could swing a big club and bring mastodon meat back to the cave, while the women were collecting wild herbs and berries, and caring for children, the aged, and the sick. Clearly, men had superiority in terms of physical strength. 

         
         But women were the only ones who nourished life in their bodies and brought it forth, just as the earth brings forth grains,
            vegetables, and fruits. And indeed, the reason women worked with crops may not have been solely due to their physical limitations
            in hunting mammoths, but because they could conjure life from the earth, just as they conjured it from their own magical bodies
            during the miracle of childbirth.
         

         
         The unceasing rhythm of women’s bodies was magically in sync with the moon itself, the divine mistress of the tides. Ancient
            peoples around the world believed that supernatural forces were at work when girls first menstruated and when women gave birth.
            The earliest man-made sculptures, some going back thirty-five thousand years, are female statuettes with exaggerated breasts,
            thighs, butts, and reproductive parts. Called “Venus figurines,” they have been found from Siberia to France, and were carved
            from mammoth tusks, antler bones, and rocks. While it is impossible to determine exactly what these statuettes meant to their
            creators, many archeologists believe they represented fertility goddesses worshipped by ancient people for their ability to
            bring forth life.
         

         
         Around 3,500 BCE, some eight thousand years after the creation of the most recent Venus figurine yet discovered, the tiny Mediterranean island of Malta was the Jerusalem, Mecca, and Rome of its day, a place of religious pilgrimage, where the faithful came from near and far to worship enormous statues of pregnant women. One statuette, pointing to her swollen genitals, appears to be on the point of giving birth. Traces of ochre paint—representative of blood, perhaps menstrual, perhaps from the birthing process—coat some statuettes. Strange twists of clay found on temple floors resemble human embryos. Carved triangles on the walls, point-side down, symbolized a woman’s pubic region. And the temples themselves, with their curving walls and rounded chambers, resemble wombs. Founded a thousand miles away and some 2,700 years later, the most famous oracle in the world, the Greek Delphi, took its name from the word delphys, which means womb.
         

         
         In her book Sexual Personae, feminist academic Camille Paglia wrote, “Woman was an idol of belly-magic. She seemed to swell and give birth by her own
            law. From the beginning of time, woman has seemed an uncanny being. Man honored but feared her. She was the black maw that
            had spat him forth and would devour him anew. Men, bonding together, invented culture as a defense against female nature.”
            Woman, she wrote, represents the “uncontrollable nearness of nature,” “a malevolent moon that keeps breaking through our fog
            of hopeful sentiment.”
         

         
         It is possible that men suffered horribly from uterus envy. Moreover, beings so powerful threatened to throw an orderly society
            into wild discord if not properly contained. What would women do if they fully unleashed their powers? Create whirlwinds,
            droughts, and floods; ride cackling on lightning bolts; release demons from the underworld? (It’s no mystery why, until 1979,
            hurricanes were all given female names in the US.) Women’s terrifying, destructive power must, therefore, be curbed, caged,
            constricted, diminished, kept in its place. Otherwise:
         

         
         She eats the apple.

         
         She opens the box.

         
         She unleashes her fury on the Gulf of Mexico.

         
         All hell breaks loose, and we are doomed.

         
         “There is good principle, which has created order, light, and man,” wrote the sixth-century BCE Greek philosopher Pythagoras,
            “and bad principle, which has created chaos, darkness, and woman.”
         

         
         What we do know for sure is that over time, the Patriarchy tore down women’s life-giving magic, as it had to if it was to
            gain absolute control. The fourth-century BCE Greek philosopher Aristotle believed that a uterus was a kind of soil—dirt,
            actually—in which the man planted his perfect and complete seed. A woman merely provided a nine-month lease for a warm rented
            room. In the Oresteia, the classical Greek trilogy by Aeschylus, the god Apollo argued that it was impossible for a man to kill his mother, since
            no one actually had a mother, just a father and an unrelated woman who provided a safe gestation location.
         

         
         In the thirteenth century, Saint Thomas Aquinas, arguably the most influential theologian in the history of the Catholic Church,
            declared women to be “misbegotten men,” stating that they were inferior by nature and therefore incapable of leadership. Defective
            women had no place in business, politics, or finance.
         

         
         All pregnancies, it was thought, started off as male, nature attempting to replicate its own perfection. But at some point in about half of pregnancies, something went terribly wrong, an irremediable birth defect, and the fetus became female. According to popular medieval literature, if a woman squatted with her legs spread very far apart, her female organs would fall out, and she would become a man. Though, given what women had to put up with, if this were true, floors everywhere would have been littered with ovaries and fallopian tubes. 

         
         For millennia, the most resounding theme of the Patriarchy among Greeks, Romans, Christians, and pretty much everybody else
            has been that good women stay home and be quiet. The fifth-century BCE Athenian statesman Pericles wrote, “The greatest honor
            a woman can have is to be least spoken of in men’s company, whether in praise or in criticism.”
         

         
         In the biblical book of 1 Corinthians 14:34–35, Paul wrote, “Women should remain silent in the churches. They are not allowed
            to speak, but must be in submission, as the law says. If they want to inquire about something, they should ask their own husbands
            at home; for it is disgraceful for a woman to speak in the church.” And in 1 Timothy 2:11–13, he advised, “A woman should
            learn in quietness and full submission. I do not permit a woman to teach or to assume authority over a man; she must be quiet.
            For Adam was formed first, then Eve.”
         

         
         If woman botched the beginning of the world, she will also signify the end of it. Dressed in purple and covered with precious
            stones and pearls, the Whore of Babylon, drunk with the blood of the saints, will ride a seven-headed dragon through the sky,
            laughing maniacally, waving a golden chalice filled with the filth of her adulteries. In case there’s any doubt as to who
            she is, she’s proudly had her forehead tattooed with “The Mother of Harlots and Abominations of the Earth.”
         

         
         
            The Monstrous Regiment of Women

            As disturbing as it is for any woman to tiptoe beyond her accepted bounds, when women hold positions of great power—pharaoh,
               queen, or high-level politician—the reaction has often been (and still often is) a howl of outrage.
            

            
            Sixteenth-century Europe saw an explosion of misogyny as France, England, and Scotland all landed in the hands of powerful
               queens. The French religious reformer John Calvin believed that the government of women was a “deviation from the original
               and proper order of nature, to be ranked no less than slavery.”
            

            
            In 1558, John Knox, the Scottish fire-and-brimstone theologian then residing in Geneva, turned his sputtering outrage into
               a pamphlet called The First Blast of the Trumpet Against the Monstrous Regiment of Women. Taking aim at two monstrous Catholic women—Mary I of England and Mary of Guise, regent of Scotland—he dipped his pen in venom
               and wrote, “To promote a woman to bear rule, superiority, dominion or empire above any realm, nation, or city is repugnant
               to nature, contumely to God, a thing most contrarious to his revealed will and approved ordinance, and finally it is the subversion
               of good order, of all equity and justice.” (Poor John Knox had some backpedaling to do when Elizabeth I came to the throne
               months later and was not amused by the blasts of his trumpet. “I didn’t mean you,” he wrote her pathetically, or something like it. “You are Protestant.” But she never forgave him and refused to deal with
               him even when he became a huge political force in Scotland.)
            

            
            Knox’s monstrous regiment ended badly, which must have gratified him greatly. Mary I of England died soon after his pamphlet was published, deeply unpopular for having burned some three hundred Protestants as heretics. Mary of Guise followed her to the grave two years later, reviled in Scotland for bringing in a French Catholic army to combat Scottish Protestant forces. Her daughter Mary, Queen of Scots’ reign was brief and tumultuous; she lost her throne after only a few years by marrying the murderer of her husband. In 1567, her people rebelled, and she was taken to Edinburgh a prisoner. Along the route, the crowds cried, “Burn the whore! Burn her! Burn her! She is not worthy to live! Kill her! Drown her!” It must have sounded rather like the 2016 Republican National Convention. 

            
            When a woman in power wields it unwisely, as in these three cases that occurred within a decade, there is a great delight
               in her train wreck, a deliciously satisfying I told you so. But the patriarchal reaction is even harsher when she wields her power wisely, disproving the age-old stories of female incompetence,
               making the Patriarchy wrong.
            

            
            Such was the case of Elizabeth I, the most successful monarch in English history, a woman ruling alone. During her reign, her enemies gnashed their teeth at the situation, and her subjects cheered her. But after her death, English men realized they didn’t want the late lamented queen to serve as an example to their wives and daughters. If women started emulating Elizabeth’s strength and independence, who would marry them, have sex with them, birth their babies, and cook them dinner? She had single-handedly proven everybody wrong by showing that a menstruating, menopausal, or old woman could run the country better than any man. And that was far more horrifying than if her reign had been a complete disaster, which they could all happily have blamed on her gender as they tsk-tsked and said I told you so.

            
            When Elizabeth’s successor, James I, became king in 1603, according to feminist historian Retha Warnicke, pent-up misogyny
               exploded. A new generation of men took to blasting their trumpets in sexist symphonies. In 1615, Joseph Swetnam published
               his popular pamphlet called The Araignment of Lewde, Idle, Froward, and Unconstant Women, which slammed females for the devilish deceitful tarts they were, followed by countless other such works, putting women
               firmly back in their place. Swetnam’s book alone saw ten editions over the next twenty years.
            

            
            Perhaps the most egregious case of male horror at successful female rule was that of Empress Catherine the Great of Russia.
               Over the course of her thirty-four-year reign, Catherine expanded her borders by 200,000 square miles and promoted the arts,
               literature, and education, creating the Russian Golden Age. But ask anyone today one thing they’ve heard about Catherine the
               Great, and they will probably say that she died while having sex with a horse. Which never happened. The empress died of a
               stroke in 1796 at the age of sixty-seven. But her astonishing success proved misogynistic assumptions wrong, and something
               had to be done to trash her reputation forever.
            

            
            There have, of course, been striking exceptions to the rule of misogynistic destruction. In recent decades, we find a few powerful women who, for reasons of culture, timing, and personality, managed to deflect tactics from the handbook with their legacies mostly intact, despite serious political missteps. Interestingly, all of them lived outside the US: Golda Meir, prime minister of Israel from 1969 to 1974; Margaret Thatcher, the first female prime minister of Great Britain, in office from 1979 to 1990; Ellen Johnson Sirleaf, president of Liberia from 2006 to 2018; and Angela Merkel, chancellor of Germany from 2005 to 2021. It is no coincidence that all of these women are known as “Iron Ladies.” (Which is itself a sexist term. Women can’t be strong and decisive? And have you ever heard of “Iron Gentlemen”?) 

            
            Such cases of handbook-resistant powerful females, however, are few compared to all the Jezebels and Messalinas, the Cleopatras
               and Anne Boleyns, the Catherine de Medicis and Catherine the Greats, the Marie Antoinettes and Hillary Clintons, whose tarnished
               and undeserved reputations litter the history books, novels, TV shows, films, and our cultural consciousness. Packaged for
               posterity, these women exert an archetypal resonance across the millennia, patriarchal proof that non-male people have no
               business in positions of great power.
            

            
            Looking at the most vilified women in mythology and history, we see that they all got above themselves. Eve was ambitious
               and told a man what to do. Pandora was disobedient. Delilah took down an Israelite judge. Jezebel interfered with Israel’s
               religious practices. Helen left an unfulfilling marriage. Cleopatra dared to rule a nation and challenge Rome. Anne Boleyn
               introduced religious reform to England. Catherine de Medici kept a disintegrating nation together for twenty-seven years.
               Marie’s shopping was easier to blame than Louis’s incompetence. Hillary ran for president. Kamala became vice president.
            

            
            What I discovered in my deep dive into misogyny past and present is that a combination of lies, hatred, and sexism—often initially bruited about by one or two political enemies—have been repeated so often over the centuries that they have become inseparable from historical fact and are usually accepted without question. Today, the proliferation of sexist lies is much worse than long ago because all you need to do is push a button on social media and the lies fly around the world, potentially reaching millions in moments. 

            
            It is high time we reexamine history’s most loathsome villainesses—the murderous harlot queens—as well as modern female leaders
               who have been painted in slime with the same ancient sexist brush. In most cases, we will find that with the tiniest bit of
               investigation the towering soufflé of vilification falls flat. There is no there there. The notorious legacies of most powerful
               women both ancient and modern are simply not deserved.
            

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2
Her Overweening Ambition

         
         
            It’s hard to be a woman.

            You must think like a man,

            Act like a lady,

            Look like a young girl,

            And work like a horse.

            —Anonymous

         

         The purpose of the Misogynist’s Handbook is to keep women in their place. That place has expanded over time and in most areas
            around the world today allows for far more opportunities than, say, a harem. Still, the Patriarchy sees a woman’s ambition
            to venture beyond that culturally assigned place as dangerous, jeopardizing society as we know it, something to be stopped
            in its tracks.
         

         
         Which is why, as far back as we can go in recorded history, ambitious women had to pretend they actually weren’t. That they were merely trying to be helpful and dutiful, feminine qualities applauded by the Patriarchy and unpoliced by the handbook. 

         
         In 1479 BCE, twenty-eight-year-old Princess Hatshepsut became pharaoh of Egypt. Female pharaohs were rare but occurred from
            time to time when the incest-riddled royal house ran out of healthy adult sons. Hatshepsut was the daughter of Thutmose I
            and, according to tradition, married her half-brother, who became Thutmose II on the death of their father. They had no son,
            but Thutmose II sired a boy with another wife. Thutmose II’s son, the future Thutmose III, was, therefore, both Hatshepsut’s
            nephew and her stepson. When Thutmose II died, the child was only two years old. His aunt stepped in to rule for him. Interestingly,
            Hatshepsut felt that she had to explain why she was taking power and almost apologize for doing so.
         

         
         In a temple engraving, she stated that her divine father, the god Amun, told her to become pharaoh as her toddler nephew was
            clearly in no position to run the country. (And how can you contradict a god?) She pointed out that her biological father,
            Thutmose I, introduced her to his nobles as his heir before his death. Everyone, she wrote, wanted her to be pharaoh, and
            between the chiseled hieroglyphs she indicated she never wanted power for herself. Why did she put this on the temple wall? Probably because she knew that a woman’s political ambition would be perceived
            with something akin to outrage.
         

         
         Three thousand years after Hatshepsut, Elizabeth Tudor found herself queen of England at age twenty-five when her childless
            half-sister, Mary I, died in 1558. “The burden that is fallen upon me makes me amazed,” she said. It fell on the poor woman like a loose roof tile crashing onto her head as she strolled by. She certainly didn’t ask for it because it is such a burden. She continued, “And yet, considering I am God’s creature, ordained to obey his appointment, I will thereto yield, desiring
            from the bottom of my heart that I may have assistance of His grace to be the minister of His heavenly will in this office
            now committed to me.” She will yield to fate, obey God’s will, amazed that such a thing should happen to her.
         

         
         While Hatshepsut and Elizabeth inherited their positions—alarming enough to the Patriarchy—a woman vying for the most powerful
            position in the country by running for office against men drives sexists berserk. When thirty-five-year-old Benazir Bhutto
            became prime minister of Pakistan in 1988, she claimed that she was only continuing the agenda of her late father, Prime Minister
            Zulfikar Ali Bhutto, a kind of inherited position of its own. Her autobiography, Daughter of Destiny, begins with the words, “I didn’t choose this life; it chose me.” She wrote, “Whatever my aims and agendas were, I never
            asked for power. . . . Other women on the subcontinent had picked up the political banners of their husbands, brothers, and
            fathers before me. The legacies of political families passing down through the women had become a South Asian tradition. . . .
            I just never thought it would happen to me.”
         

         
         Becoming prime minister just happened to her. Because of her family. Never mind that her sister, who really didn’t want to be prime minister, refused to be drawn into politics, fled the country, and, oddly enough, never became prime
            minister.
         

         
         Even some “Iron Ladies” felt compelled to pretend they had no great political ambitions. One of those subcontinental female leaders that Bhutto was referring to was Indira Gandhi. In 1966, the Indian Congress asked forty-eight-year-old Gandhi, daughter of India’s first prime minister, the late Jawaharlal Nehru, to step in as prime minister for a few months until they could organize another government. Gandhi’s reluctance to take the job resulted in greater pressure to do so. She finally answered that she would be “guided by the wishes of the Congress and its President Kamaraj.” Modest, humble, unambitious, and dignified, she would be easy to manipulate, the power brokers assumed, and would put up no resistance when they kicked her out of office. They were wrong. Though Gandhi kept up the pretense of reluctance until she cemented her power, she decided to keep it. Other than a three-year hiatus, she remained prime minister until her assassination in 1984. 

         
         Even Golda Meir, a woman not generally known for her reticence, evinced feminine hesitation when asked to serve as interim
            leader of Israel after the fatal heart attack of Prime Minister Levi Eshkol in 1969. Seventy-year-old Meir, who had been thinking
            about retirement, announced that she couldn’t make up her mind and wanted to discuss the situation with her children and their
            spouses. According to Meir, they were all agreed that she “really had no choice but to say yes.” It was another way of saying
            the gods had decided, the burden had fallen on her, and she would be ruled by the wishes of others. Like Gandhi, Meir portrayed
            herself as the reluctant candidate, disavowing any ambition of her own. And, like Gandhi, once she had the reins of government
            in her hands, she was unwilling to relinquish them.
         

         
         There’s a reason why savvy female politicians have, for thousands of years, publicly expressed reluctance to assume power. Sheryl Sandberg, chief operating officer of Facebook, wrote in her book Lean In: Women, Work, and the Will to Lead, “Aggressive and hard-charging women violate unwritten rules about acceptable social conduct. Men are continually applauded
            for being ambitious and powerful and successful, but women who display these same traits often pay a social penalty. Female
            accomplishments come at a cost.”
         

         
         In 2010, two researchers at Yale University—Victoria Brescoll and Tyler Okimoto—conducted an experiment to measure public
            reaction to power-seeking candidates. Respondents were given the biographies of a hypothetical male and female senator with
            equivalent experience and qualifications and no mention of political affiliation. In some biographies, the woman candidate
            was described as “one of the most ambitious politicians” in the state; in others, the man was described that way. Strangely,
            both male and female respondents were less likely to vote for an ambitious female candidate and more likely to vote for an
            ambitious male candidate.
         

         
         The researchers delved into the reasons for the respondents’ answers. Why did they dislike ambitious female candidates? Seeking
            power, they found, did not fit the mold of an acceptable woman, who should be warm, caring, and sympathetic. “The intention
            to gain power may signal to others that she is an aggressive and selfish woman who does not espouse feminine values,” Okimoto
            wrote. “Some voters even felt more contempt and disgust toward women when they expressed an interest in power, like there
            was something ‘wrong’ or repulsive about their lack of feminine communality.”
         

         
         Perhaps the oddest finding in the Yale study was that ambitious female candidates caused respondents to feel “reactions of contempt, disdain, anger, irritation, disapproval, disgust, and revulsion.” Strong female leaders cause “moral outrage” and “cognitive confusion,” causing our brains to explode. 

         
         Someone was certainly angry at Pharaoh Hatshepsut, who, once firmly settled on the throne, never did turn over power to her
            nephew. In a peaceful and prosperous reign of more than twenty years, she expanded Egypt’s borders, built new temples—including
            the stunning Deir el-Bahri at Luxor as her mortuary complex—increased trade, and enriched the nation. By the time she died
            at about the age of fifty—inadvertently poisoning herself with carcinogenic skin lotion, tests on her mummy revealed—her nephew
            was well into his twenties.
         

         
         After her death, Thutmose III, finally pharaoh in more than name, chiseled her image and name off the monuments and gave credit
            for her accomplishments to her father and grandfather. At one point he evidently decided it was easier just to smash her statues
            to bits. Hatshepsut biographer Joyce Tyldesley believes that Thutmose III feared his aunt’s resplendent reign could persuade
            “future generations of potentially strong female kings” to not “remain content with their traditional lot as wife, sister
            and eventual mother of a king” and take the throne. To prevent more such monstrous women grabbing for power, he literally
            erased her.
         

         
         After Hatshepsut’s reign, portraits of Egyptian queens—which had been equal in size to those of their spouses—shrank to Lilliputian
            dimensions. The queen was now a doll-like creature, impotent, pitiful, barely rising to the pharaoh’s knee, clearly in no
            position to seize power from a man.
         

         
         For thousands of years, royal women like Hatshepsut have been called upon to rule while the men were off waging war or young kings were growing up. These women were praised for stepping modestly from the shadows, dutifully wielding power for a few months or years, and lauded even more for shutting up and disappearing from public view when the male was ready to rule. Serving in a time of need is self-sacrificing, motherly, graced with the official stamp of patriarchal approval. Handing over the reins of power to the returning husband or grown-up son with a huge sigh of relief and disappearing from public view is what a good woman would do. Hatshepsut was clearly not a good woman. 

         
         In medieval and Renaissance Europe, a combination of factors—lack of male heirs, the accidents and fatal illnesses of kings
            in their prime—resulted in many royal women serving admirably as regents for younger brothers, sons, and nephews. As one early
            sixteenth-century French writer, Jean de Saint-Gelais, put it, the person of an underaged king should be placed in the hands
            “of those nearest to him who are not entitled to succeed.” A male relative in the line of succession might be tempted to add
            a little secret sauce to his ward’s pigeon pie. A female relative who could never inherit the throne would derive no benefit
            from harming him and, indeed, would lose what power she had.
         

         
         Based in Spain, Habsburg emperor Charles V (1500–1558) ruled such a vast empire that he needed a trusted relative to rule
            over the northernmost portion, the Spanish Netherlands. Over a period of several decades, three women served as regents—Charles’s
            aunt, Archduchess Margaret of Austria, then his sister Mary of Hungary, and finally his illegitimate daughter, Margaret of
            Parma—all of them skilled politicians who happily gave up power when asked.
         

         
         Perhaps the most remarkable Renaissance regency was that of the French princess Anne de Beaujeu. Her father, Louis XI, granted her the powers of a regent after his death—though she never held the official title—until her younger brother, Charles VIII, was old enough to take charge. The old king admired Anne’s political cunning, calling her “the least foolish of women,” surely a great compliment at the time, though it doesn’t sound like much now. When Louis died of an apoplexy in 1483, twenty-two-year-old Anne ruled France for her thirteen-year-old brother, an arrangement that lasted until he turned twenty-one in 1491. Called Madame la Grande, Anne was described by her contemporaries as “a woman truly superior to the female sex . . . who did not cede to the resolution and daring of a man.” She would have been born to the height of sovereignty “had nature not begrudged her the appropriate sex.” 

         
         Contemporaries often compared Anne to her late father, known as Louis

         
         
         
         
         
         
            “Virtuous demeanor, Godly conversation, somber communication and integrity of life”

            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
         
         
            “A Monster of Selfish Ambition”

            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
         
         
            “Dark Ambition and Craving for Power”

            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
         
         
            “Her Thirst Borders on Threatening”

            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
         
         
            How to Run for a Job You Are Not Supposed to Want

            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
         
         
      
   9780063095717_tpimage.jpg
OFF
WITH HER
EAD

THREE THOUSAND YEARS OF
DEMONIZING
WOMEN IN POWER

ELEANOR HERMAN

e

WILLIAM MORROW
An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers





9780063095717_coverimage.jpg
ELEANOR






