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			What wild and unearned luck to have been born to parents who believed that there were no limits to what a girl could do and who once let me shop for a coveted and overpriced Madame Alexander doll in a feverish haze.

			I am so grateful on both counts. This book is dedicated to them.

		

	
		
			
			I love to see a young girl go out and grab the world by the lapels. Life’s a bitch. You’ve got to go out and kick ass.

			Maya Angelou

			How can you say young girls don’t get it? They’re our future. Our future doctors, lawyers, mothers, presidents, they kind of keep the world going.

			Harry Styles

		

	
		
			Contents

			Introduction

			1. Material Girls

			Dreamers and Schemers at the Dawn of a Labor Movement

			2. The Mouth on That Girl

			Anna Elizabeth Dickinson and a Nation at War

			3. See Me

			A Girl’s Battle for Women’s Suffrage

			4. Bad Girls

			Troublemakers and the Civil Rights Movement

			5. Lost Leaders

			The Movement’s Invisible Girls

			6. Cliques

			Female Friendship and Freedom

			7. Talking Bodies

			Sex and Single Girls in Second-Wave Feminism

			8. Good Girls

			Crusaders in Miniskirts and the Right to an Education

			9. Look at Me Now

			Tinker, Tailor, and the Aesthetics of a Movement

			10. In Her Feelings

			Girlhood at the End of the World

			11. Stream of Consciousness

			How Girls Use Their Voices

			Conclusion

			Acknowledgments

			Notes

			Bibliography

			Index

		

	_151959343_

	
		
			Introduction

			
			In 2017, I wrote an article for Elle magazine about the prospect of a women’s museum in Washington, D.C. The proposal had been in the works for decades. The pitch had stalled. Under the then president, the federal government did not seem to feel that immortalizing women’s contributions to American progress was one of its top priorities. But the would-be institution still had its backers, who were determined to see it realized.

			In a show of political spin and blind optimism, some believed a new museum could even be a bipartisan effort.

			For the piece, I tailed Congresswoman Carolyn Maloney of New York—one of the museum’s most committed advocates. In press releases and at events, the Democrat explained that women’s achievements had been diminished and overlooked for centuries. The writers of our historical record have tended to be men. In conventional meditations on power and influence, women were absent. Were it not for the painstaking work of more recent scholars, who knows whether women would ever have begun to be restored to their place in the narrative? The congresswoman wanted to build a shrine to what women had accomplished, and she wanted it on prime real estate.

			Because I spent several weeks following Maloney around, I heard her make her case for the museum more than once and to several different constituencies. A stump speech for an institution.

			In her remarks—delivered at luncheons and on street corners—Maloney would mention the kind of women who would be included in a museum like this one. She enumerated the credentials of people like Harriet Tubman and Eleanor Roosevelt and the tennis iconoclast Billie Jean King. She name-checked writers and artists, politicians and prize-winning scientists. She invoked the nation’s children. Shouldn’t there be a museum where little girls could see what their maternal forebears had accomplished?

			It was around this point in her presentation that she cited the example of Sybil Ludington, a literal trailblazer at just sixteen.

			The name—for me, for her audience—drew blanks. Even now, when I attempt to reconstruct the list of bona fide girls I learned about in school, I don’t get far after Sacagawea and Anne Frank. Do fictional girls count? If so, I can add several romance-addled teens to the total.

			I heard Ludington’s name three or four times before I decided to be a responsible journalist and look her up. I googled and was impressed. Legend had it that in 1777, she outrode Paul Revere as she traveled on horseback over bad roads and in a deluge of rain to warn the troops in her father’s militia. The American Battlefield Trust—an organization that exists to fund the preservation of sites of American bloodshed—recounts her ride in a sweeping narrative. It frames her as a brave and headstrong daughter of the colonies who, unlike Revere, was never captured.

			I did know Paul Revere—a household name and a staple of lesson plans about the American Revolution. But Ludington had been passed over in the textbooks. She was immortalized on a United States Postal Service stamp printed in 1975, but she has otherwise never gotten her due. I felt a little miffed. A little outraged! “Where was her museum?” I wondered. Where had Ludington been when I memorized the details of the Siege of Yorktown?

			I had learned other lessons. Was I in first or third or tenth grade when I internalized what girls were and were not supposed to do? Did I even need to be taught? I had been a superlative and dutiful student. I was rewarded with good grades and effusive report cards. I was a pleasure to have in class. I was obedient. I waited to be called on. It never occurred to me that I might want to speak out of turn. People listened to me when I talked. I wasn’t conscious of it then, but I must have expected the world to continue to reward that kind of compliance.

			As I sketched out the proposal to write this book—a historical account of girls’ roles in American protest and a rigorous look at how the tropes of conventional girlhood have made them such able activists—I remembered Ludington and her treacherous ride. It seemed to me that both her feat and her subsequent disappearance from our historical texts summarized in one dramatic anecdote precisely the issues I wanted to consider.

			She was a girl who had assumed a set of responsibilities that made grown men balk and whose apparent impulsiveness drove her to greatness. She had a name too few people knew. “Ludington remained obscured,” is how the American Battlefield Trust puts it.

			Hers was just the kind of narrative I hoped to include. It lent credence to a hunch I had started to formulate: that girls have been a foundational and underappreciated force in moments of American revolution—both literal and metaphorical.

			I wanted to explore how girls have shaped the social and protest movements that continue to refine this still-in-progress nation—not because I believe that adults should be more like children, but because I know that in the process of learning how the world works we sometimes forget that we can remake it.

			There were more obvious examples than Ludington to reach for—the girls on the forefront of climate activism, the high school students who risked their lives for civil rights, labor reformers and feminist radicals. I would get to them later.

			What the Ludington example seemed to offer was something closer to biblical justification. From the founding of the United States, girls had performed these crucial, unsung duties. Ludington was like a prophetess to me. I was a New Yorker with a terrible sense of direction and no driver’s license. She was a rabble-rouser before the advent of GPS. I was enthralled.

			It took about ten minutes of digging into the research to hit a snag. New work had cast doubt on the idea that Ludington had ever undertaken that pivotal ride. A paper published in The New England Quarterly found little evidence of her expedition in contemporaneous accounts or in the books published in the aftermath of the war. Her trip appears to have first made it into the public discourse in 1880. Ludington’s descendants provided another account in 1907.

			Paula Hunt, who wrote the skeptical article, points to Ludington’s exclusion from anthologies of women in the Revolution as evidence that she never rode. I understood the claim, but I couldn’t accept it. Ludington’s supposed expedition—and her omission from the kind of histories that Hunt cites—resonates because it speaks to the fate of countless women and girls whose stories we don’t know. Did her absence from the record prove that she never did embark on that ride, or was it rather that in her era no one had cared to write it down? Perhaps Ludington set forth just as the USPS would have us believe. Perhaps there are discrepancies in our inherited accounts. Perhaps the truth bears no resemblance to the tale as a certain congresswoman tells it.

			But Hunt has made one incontrovertible point. In her reconsideration of Ludington, she names the desire to call girls back from historical oblivion. Ludington appealed to people because she could represent their “values and beliefs” about America itself.

			Without hard proof or more specific biographical detail, Ludington has been left open to interpretation. She has been made moldable, as adults so often envision girls to be. As the Cold War dragged on in the 1950s, she could function as a patriotic, pro-America teen—a feminine rebuke of Communism. With the rise of second-wave feminism, she was remade as an icon of independence. For one congresswoman, her gumption justified the construction of an entire museum on the National Mall. Who was Ludington? Whom had we needed her to be?

			The more I read about her, the more I craved a definitive answer. This was back in the beginning, when I still believed that finding definitive answers was a reasonable aim. I reached out to scholars and experts. I considered whether it might serve me to file a FOIA request with the Postal Service. When I ended up on the phone with the historian Carol Berkin—who specializes in women’s roles in colonial America—she admitted she had been hesitant to take the call. She told me the book sounded interesting. But Ludington was not the kind of person she felt belonged in it.

			“Because she never did warn the troops?” I asked.

			No, she said. Because there were other girls who contributed to the war effort, and Ludington was not perhaps the most deserving of such rapturous obsession.

			Berkin has written an entire book about the the roles women held in the battle for American independence and has recorded the stories of several girls who became involved in the war. Some helped soldiers on the front lines. Some sewed at home or worked as spies. But even Berkin, trained as she is in archival research, struggled to follow her heroines after the war ended. She’d been able to pin down each of them to a shining moment, but then the trail went cold. No articles were written about the rest of their lives, let alone books. No reenactments championed their movements.

			Berkin had come across a snippet of an account of one girl who had run into battle to deliver ammunition to the front lines. She could have been killed in an instant, but she believed in her cause and was willing to die for it. So she saved those soldiers—and that’s all we know about her. “She just disappeared from the written record,” Berkin said. She tried to track her down but found nothing. “It’s as if she never existed, because there was nothing more that she was called upon to do.”

			It turns out that, whatever she did or didn’t do, Ludington was indeed emblematic of the stories and themes I wanted to explore in this book. The metaphoric asterisk next to her sole noted achievement is a reminder that the real contributions girls have made to American social movements have too often been minimized or recast to suit even the best-intentioned political aims. She exemplifies the extent to which the impulse to turn girl activists into celebrities—or influencers, in modern parlance—neutralizes them and reduces their causes to matters of personal triumph, rather than attempts at structural progress. She has kept me circling around the same questions that motivated this research: What has made girls such effective organizers in protest movements, from civil rights to climate justice to Black Lives Matter? Why do we champion girls who “look the part” and discard those who don’t? And what does the attention we lavish on precocious girls tell us about our societal view of just-as-impassioned grown women?

			Years after I first encountered Ludington, I profiled the climate activist Greta Thunberg for the cover of Glamour, where I was then an editor, those same questions still rattling around. For the piece, I interviewed several other prominent climate organizers. In New York, I talked to Alexandria Villaseñor, the founder of an organization called Earth Uprising, who skipped school to camp out outside the United Nations before she was old enough to vote. I called Luisa Neubauer, who advocates for divestment from fossil fuels in Berlin, and Anuna De Wever, who helped lead school strikes in Belgium.

			“We like to tell people our movement doesn’t have leaders,” Isabelle Axelsson told me. She was eighteen at the time and had planned a series of school strikes with Thunberg in Sweden. What she meant was that people had their roles and each person complemented the rest—that while Thunberg was famous and so adept with the media, others preferred to work behind the scenes. She needed me to know that, lest I think climate activists themselves were as delusional as the press seemed to be and indeed that the future of the entire planet did rest on the shoulders of one determined girl.

			Axelsson admired Thunberg; she didn’t sound a single jealous note. She just hoped that the focus on Thunberg wouldn’t overshadow the other work. She didn’t want those who paid attention to Thunberg and who commended her speeches to mistake taking part in the spectacle for activism. Axelsson knew that cheerleading for a girl with verve could feel to some adults like an act of protest. But trumpeting Thunberg—the future!—was not the same as protecting the planet. We all have responsibilities—to the world, to one another. It is not enough to tell a girl she can do whatever she sets her mind to. It is not enough to clap because Thunberg tweets.

			Axelsson told me about her peers in the movement, enumerating their varied skills, and I took down their names. The list was a roll call of impressive girls. Girls leading and speaking and agitating. Girls behind the microphones. Girls handing out the flyers.

			When I interviewed De Wever, I asked what she made of the apparent overrepresentation of girls in the climate movement. I can still remember the lilt in her voice when she replied. The movement overflowed with girls. She chalked up their dominant presence to the demands that it was making of its activists. To address the climate crisis, nations and individuals would have to consume less, share more, and help one another. Some researchers have proposed a link between a willingness to act on climate and gender, finding that women are socialized to value altruism and compassion and in general to be more aware of risk.

			There is no one answer to the problem of climate change, but we know this much: People will need to make hard choices in the service of a better and more stable future. That means operating in the name of the greater good.

			In making the case for such an approach, organizers have no choice but to be vulnerable. To admit to fear. De Wever felt she and her peers had been raised to care for others, to be empathetic, to communicate, and—sometimes to disastrous effect—to seek approval. Those qualities made them excellent activists.

			The more I read, the more people I interviewed, the clearer it was to me: The norms and social strictures that have failed women have also made some of them resolute organizers. The same conventions that were meant to rein them in have helped them crack the world open.

			“This thing with men,” De Wever said back then, with an exaggerated exhale. The world told them to compete and to strive “to be better and higher and earn more and produce more.”

			“We don’t need to do that right now,” she continued. “We need to rethink and take a step back. And I think women might be better at that.”

			When I started to work on this book, I wanted to understand how the activism that girls practice has worked—what distinguishes it and makes it unique. I opted not to use a strict age range to decide who was eligible for inclusion. Most of the stories to which I was drawn involved activists in high school and college. A few centered on girls who were ten or eleven or twelve at the time of their protests. Young, unmarried women in their twenties make occasional appearances—deemed girls per the conventions of their era.

			The term “girl” is a freighted one. I think we can reclaim it. Several of the people featured in these chapters were dismissed as “mere” girls—the designation turned derisive. Dozens were underestimated. For some, girlhood was an evident and obvious asset, one that the activists themselves wanted to hold on to. Others could not wait to shed it.

			Instead of a concrete definition or a litmus test, I have tried to focus on activists for whom girlhood was a motivating factor—those whose girlhood pushed them into the streets or helped them be heard. I hope I will have made a compelling case for the latitude.

			With Young and Restless, I wanted to dissect the social forces that have made girls a cultural fixation but seldom earned them respect or power. I start with the girl laborers in the Lowell mills, who invented themselves in dress and gave themselves an adolescence before the term existed. Later, I trace the careers of girl abolitionists and student suffragists and delve into the lives of civil rights activists who became plaintiffs and protesters and Freedom Riders. I have tried to tease apart stories about second-wave feminism, which have tended to focus on disillusioned and rebellious housewives, so that I can see the girls who had their own notions about what it might take to be recognized as complete and autonomous people.

			The book ends in the present. Raised in the era of Me Too, Time’s Up, YouTube stars, mean tweets, and K-pop fandom–driven social media ambushes, this latest generation of girls has learned fast to hone a public voice and weaponize it. Their power can’t be tabulated in “social impressions.” It is felt in statehouses and town halls. It influences legislative priorities, magazine lineups, and cable news. It has for the first time in decades put the NRA on the defensive, climate deniers on their heels, and status-quo politicians on notice.

			The social media—Twitter, Instagram, TikTok—that amplifies Gen Z’s efforts is new. The fact that girls dream of a better world and move to realize it is not.

			This book charts American girls’ crusades and puts them in context. It examines the set of tools girls wield to achieve their aims—friendship, gossip, a taste for drama. It looks at the evolving response to teenage organizing—from indifference to condescension to suppression, fascination, and fetishization. And it considers how the experience of activism is different depending on the kind of girl who attempts it.

			I haven’t aimed to be comprehensive. (The book would need several volumes to even come close.) I chose instead to draw attention to the stories of girls whose experiences best represented to me the possibilities and perils of “girl activism.”

			A warning now: You will read these stories and be tempted to use words like “hero” or “icon” to describe the actions of the girls featured here. You will want to sing their deserved praises and wonder what we might do to be more like them—to channel their spirit and zeal. You might be tempted to declare that if girls were in charge, the world would be a better place.

			But girlhood does not confer innate goodness. While I decided to focus on the stories of girls in progressive social movements, thousands of ferocious, charismatic girls have mobilized over centuries to oppose access to equal education, civil rights, women’s liberation, reproductive justice, racial justice, and LGBTQ+ rights. I mention a few prominent examples in these pages, but know that there are countless more in portraits of plantation families or photos of the crowd that surrounded the Little Rock Nine in 1957. Their convictions are part of this narrative of girlhood too. Those girls also understood how their faces and bodies and dress and voices might be used to advance their own political agenda. Their stories could fill another book. It would explain so much about how we arrived at this moment in our divided America.

			I do not believe that girlhood is a simple force for good in the world. I have come to think of it instead as an aperture. The people who look out and see the world through it have a perspective that others cannot access. How girls interpret the landscape that unfolds before them is their decision.

			We obsess over it as a universal age. But there is no one experience of girlhood. Girls can be disrespected and condescended to, and some are still luckier than others. To be recognized as a girl or as a child at all is to be accorded a certain amount of space and time and freedom. Such liberties have not been made available to all girls—not to those whose motives we question, whose bodies don’t fit our conventional standards, who are trans, who are immigrants, who are poor or marginalized, who have no choice but to take on the responsibilities of adulthood even as children.

			For them, girlhood is out of reach or zoomed past. The historian Nazera Sadiq Wright calls it “premature knowing”—being forced to grow up. The fact that some of these girls claimed what would have otherwise been denied to them and used the framework of childhood to call for change is an act of tremendous courage. I hope I have honored it here.

			While I worked on Young and Restless, dozens of people asked me versions of the same question, some with an arch smile, some in earnest, all interested in the same phenomenon. Based on the interviews and research I’d done, did I believe it was true—that the kids were all right? Would girls save us?

			The process of writing this book has filled me with hope and admiration. Over and over, impatient girls—brimming with the determination that adolescence affords and armed with the sense of dutifulness that daughters are raised to heed—have stepped into the breach. But the question of whether girls can rescue us from our worst impulses, whether girls can compensate for our failures with the qualities we ascribe to them—sweetness, charm, righteousness? That’s not the question I set out to answer.

			This book is an attempt to understand the unique contributions that girls have made to America’s social and protest movements and to isolate the qualities girls bring to their activism. Will girls save us? Or is it possible that we might build a better world for them?

			We can marvel at our indefatigable girls. We can also help them grow up.

		

	
		
			1

			Material Girls

			

			Dreamers and Schemers at the Dawn of a Labor Movement

			From a distance, the chanting must have sounded like a schoolgirl’s clapping game. It had the same singsong cadence and the same tune. The structure, the tempo—if we had traveled back in time to hear it ourselves, we might have felt a wave of nostalgia. Youth!

			That morning in October 1836, it wasn’t some classroom jailbreak that crowds on the streets were witnessing. The girls had shown up for their shifts as usual, walking in groups from their boardinghouses to the factories that housed the massive, still-new machines. But beneath the routine, an adolescent discontent was simmering. The corporations that controlled the mills had just cut wages. Worse—as the mill girl Harriet Hanson remembers in her 1898 memoir, Loom and Spindle—their bosses had also eliminated the housing subsidies that reduced their cost of living, leaving the workers to furnish an additional twenty-five cents for rent each month. Hanson estimated that the combination amounted to at least a dollar less for the girls each week—about half their salaries. Mill work had once seemed like salvation; this kind of humiliation demanded a response.

			When the appointed hour arrived, at least fifteen hundred workers funneled out of the mills and marched down the streets of Lowell, Massachusetts. No placards or signs, just a procession of girls still dressed in their work clothes, calling out slogans and lobbing barbed couplets in the direction of their overlords. One participant delivered a speech, becoming the first woman ever to speak in public in Lowell. Others riffed on a then popular verse, oozing the dramatics of girlhood: “Oh! Isn’t it a pity, such a pretty girl as I— / Should be sent to the factory to pine away and die?”

			It wasn’t recess or a performance, but a protest. Its organizers were farmers’ daughters. Some were still in grade school. Their walkout modeled what collective action could look like on a scale that New England had almost never seen, realizing a tactic that would later become essential to the burgeoning labor movement. It would be decades before men deserted their coal mines to win a 10 percent wage hike in 1902, and several more before women and girls left their counters at the Woolworth’s department store in downtown Detroit to demand a forty-hour workweek in 1937, but the lack of precedent seemed not to faze the so-called ladies of Lowell.

			It was 1836 and not the most obvious historical moment for a female-led uprising. Women couldn’t vote in a single state in the union. In Massachusetts, women lost their legal identities at the wedding altar, stripped of the right to hold deeds in their own names, write their own wills, and enter binding agreements. Girls had few rights and few prospects. But the Lowell girls were different. Some alchemic combination of dreams, friendship, and finances drove a workforce to its feet. For one incandescent moment, the Lowell girls were in revolt.

			

			•   •   •

			The first textile factories opened in the United States in the 1820s, and their establishment marked the start of a new era in American manufacturing. Their mastermind was the merchant and industrialist Francis Cabot Lowell, who’d seen, on a recent trip to England, how advanced British factories had become.

			Across the Atlantic, machines were now capable of outproducing families and small shops. Individuals couldn’t hope to compete. When he returned to America, Lowell set out to build his own mills, which would adapt and improve on the power looms he had visited abroad. His death in 1817 didn’t slow the pace of the business; factories were built all over the state, drawing on power generated from its rivers. In 1823, one of the most prominent was erected in Lowell, the town named in his honor. Over time, Lowell’s partners moved north and incorporated more land on the banks of the ferocious Merrimack River. Within two decades, the area was home to more than twenty-five factories and eight thousand textile workers, most of them women and girls. The influx was so rapid and pronounced that the town of Lowell soon had the second-largest population in the state.

			Unlike their fathers and grandfathers, the girls who traveled to Massachusetts to operate the mills did not come with patriotic zeal and plans for war. The oldest of those first hires were in their twenties. Girls found work too; Harriet Hanson was ten. Not one would have expected to have what we would now call a career. There were no ladders to climb or balances to strike between work and home. No one set out to “have it all.” The girls’ ambitions were far more modest. When the factories opened their doors, a full workweek paid about two dollars. The salaries could amount to a small fortune for the good girls of New England. Some used their wages to support their families. Others took themselves on shopping excursions in town. Girls bought gold watches, new skirts and dresses, clothes for their siblings, food for their mothers, books, and magazines. Their income paid for their education. It paid for sweets.

			The mills were not a social project. But the decision to hire the girls who would make up the nation’s first large-scale industrial labor force was cast in almost moral terms—another stroke of Lowell genius. While he was in England, Lowell had seen the barbaric conditions in which children were made to work. Factories were decrepit and dangerous. Kids got sick and died. Their families—desperate, often starving—were helpless. The operation might have turned a profit, but it didn’t look good. Lowell decided that his mills would be run without such crude labor. Instead, he’d hire girls—a touch older—and treat them better. Trust an American to make the inherent woes of capitalism look at least a little more presentable. He theorized that opportunities in the mills would accrue to the girls’ benefit—in actual dollars and cents as well as in something harder to name. It wasn’t reckless endangerment, but self-improvement. The daughters of rich men had their finishing schools and their etiquette lessons. Now the daughters of farmers would have factories. Lowell would create the low-paid internship of the era. When the novelist Anthony Trollope published his book North America in 1862, he describes the town’s workforce as “taken in, as it were, to a philanthropical manufacturing college.”

			In one sense, “college”—with its implication of a time-bound education—was an apt metaphor. Lowell had never intended to hire a permanent workforce. Mill girls were meant to age out of their duties, with married life waiting for them on the other side of their efforts. Lowell envisioned the job as a holding pattern, meant to fill the still-amorphous time between childhood and womanhood with work, education, and a little cash.

			In turning to girls, Lowell solved several problems at once. Other mills relied on skilled labor to produce finer material than Lowell planned to churn out. Those workers expected to be paid more and required specialized training. In Rhode Island, another magnate had attempted to institute an apprentice approach and, when that failed, hired entire families to work together in his mills, from little children to elders. But he couldn’t hold on to his workers. His habit of designating whipping rooms for corporal punishment could not have helped with retention. What Lowell understood was that farmers—suspicious of the massive new mills and of committing to weaving work that was coded as feminine—were not eager to trade in the freedom of running their own land for spinning thread. Moreover, the same men needed something to do with their daughters. Girls were an able population, and it was accepted as a simple fact that those who weren’t occupied with honest, respectable toil and chores were liable to give in to temptation, drain their parents’ resources, and otherwise burden those around them with their whims and habits. Girls were a problem. Lowell had a solution: Send them here.

			In mill towns, houses were built to accommodate them. Schedules and rules were constructed to overemphasize to parents that their children would be protected and monitored even fifty or a hundred miles from home. Churches were built. Housemothers were hired. Within the decade, daughters poured in. When one arrived in Lowell or in other towns like it, she’d meet hundreds more just like her. Soon she might recruit relatives or friends to join her, creating a small clutch of allies in what could be a competitive environment.

			For girls who had been raised on isolated farms in an era that predated even the establishment of a federal Department of Education, the mills created a unique and delicate social experience: the closest the workers could get to something like high school. In Lowell, working and living and sleeping and eating happened with peers instead of families. Learning happened like that too. The mills were not a prep school, but time there could serve as a launchpad. The mill worker Laura Nichols came to the factories with her future in mind. She labored in Connecticut until she saved the then enormous sum of fifty dollars. After that, she quit and enrolled in a still-new school for women: the fledgling Mount Holyoke College. Nichols graduated in 1854, a member of one of its earliest classes.

			If parents now see independence as a value worth instilling in their children, the earliest American child-rearing books—released just as the mills were opening—begged to differ. The aim was not to raise freethinking, liberated children but obedient ones. The influence of peers could be corrosive, threatening to compromise critical ties between parents and children as it bolstered those between friends. In Lydia Child’s formative The Mother’s Book, the popular writer expresses her particular distaste for the “new custom” of holding parties for children that their friends attended. The whole concept validated the idea that children should spend time with and define their social lives in terms of their peers: unacceptable. Books aimed at older kids stressed that the transition from childhood to adulthood would leave them vulnerable and open to outside influence, and it was best for them to follow instead in the well-trod footsteps of their elders. These books, with titles like Lectures to Young Men and The Young Lady’s Companion, urged them to be vigilant and measured in the face of “various impulses, wild desires, [and] restless cravings.” It cautioned them against reckless behavior, like, for example, walking off their jobs.

			The books anticipated—and did nothing to stave off—an imminent cultural shift in which children realized that the impressions and values of their peers were far more consequential than the opinions of their parents.

			In Lowell, the future had arrived. The girls had the shared hobbies and peer orientation that Child feared. The work gave them common interests, and while their income didn’t quite endow them with political capital, it did grant them social and commercial relevance. Lowell’s technological innovations put the mills on the map. Its workers turned it into a spectacle. Such is the effect of cramming thousands of pink-cheeked white girls into a few square miles: Men will come to stare.

			The writer James Fenimore Cooper declared that no one could compete with the allure of an American girl between the ages of fifteen and eighteen—an unfortunate age bracket for a grown man to single out for its appeal. In June 1833, President Andrew Jackson visited the area, and the girls dressed in white, wore colored sashes, and held parasols to march in a welcome parade in his honor. In the crowd, someone marveled at this “mile of girls.” The poet John Greenleaf Whittier would later become disenchanted with mill life, but he too was at first mesmerized. The sheer number of girls! “Acres of girlhood,” he wrote. He compares them to “flowers gathered from a thousand hill-sides and green vallies of New England”—buds blooming with promise, primed to be plucked and swept up into a bouquet.

			In his book The Belles of New England, William Moran writes that the mill girls were members of “a class of women the nation idolized.” While wealthier women were shut up behind closed doors, these laborers were beginning to capture the national imagination in public view. That perch earned them fans, but it also made their status precarious. In working outside the home, American girls became visible, scrutinized, idealized, and sometimes suspect. Fears about sex and fallen women turned up as much in the press as in the era’s fiction. The historian Lori Merish contends that “seduction narratives about Lowell women were a staple of the sensationalist press.” The “determinist narratives” traced with some measure of zeal a woman’s decline “from seduction to unwed motherhood to prostitution and often death.” These at-odds attitudes—were the girls the pride of their fellow citizens or proof of national ruin?—had a consistent through line: Girls were precious and valuable and pure. The risk of their defilement, with its consequences for the nation, was real.

			Charles Dickens—a vocal critic of the gruesome English factories—visited the mills to assess similar worries and found them put to rest. In the crowd of laborers, some of whom were “verging upon womanhood,” he claimed to see not one in need of his rescue. No face gave Dickens “a painful impression.” He observed their “serviceable bonnets, good warm cloaks, and shawls,” and the fact that there was even a coatroom in the mills for girls to store their belongings before heading into work. The workers had retained “the manners and deportment” of women, “not of degraded brutes of burden.”

			No doubt his report calmed the nerves of New Englanders, who were consumed with the idea that mill work might render some of their finest specimens undesirable or, per the experts in American childhood, ungovernable.

			With the anxieties of a nation somewhat quelled, corporations didn’t have to make the hard sell to would-be workers. Nathan Appleton, who had been a partner to Lowell and continued running the business after Lowell’s death, took tremendous, rather paternalistic pride in the entire operation. “Here was in New England a fund of labor, well educated and virtuous,” he said. And like Dickens—albeit with a greater stake in the outcome—he was determined to prove that earning their own keep would not “deteriorate the character” of his unblemished workforce. The message worked. Broadsides advertised jobs for girls and women between the ages of fifteen and thirty-five. Locals swarmed.

			Harriet Hanson started in the Lowell mills in 1835, having moved to the area in 1832. She spent over a decade on the rolls, supporting her mother and her three siblings after her father died. At first, she worked for nine months and attended school during the other three, as the corporation operating the mills mandated. After she turned fifteen, she worked full time.

			In her book, she describes the decision to look for work as her own choice—an “urgent request” that her mother granted despite Hanson’s age. It sounds the explanation of a dutiful, protective daughter. But Hanson would have had her own motivations for leaving home for the mills. With her mother responsible for keeping the children together, Hanson’s home had been converted into a boardinghouse. That meant “unrelenting household labor”—as the historian Claudia Bushman puts it in her book about Hanson—for the Hanson children, who were expected to help attend to the forty or so people living with them at any given time.

			So the prospect of working in the mills didn’t just mean cash. It meant a break. Hanson’s work as a “doffer” required her to spend about fifteen minutes per hour replacing the bobbins on the looms. The remainder—relative free time—time opened her up to a world outside the domestic sphere.

			It sounds odd to the modern ear that Hanson would have found more leisure working in factories than laboring at home. But when she joined—and let it be known that this particular version of mill work would not last—being a mill girl did mean escaping the domestic grind.

			The factors that drove Hanson to the mills were common. Dead fathers meant almost certain financial hardship for families who had depended on their income. And sending a child to the mills meant one fewer mouth to feed at home. But no one explanation accounts for the sheer number of girls who descended on Lowell—or for their eventual rebellion. Newspapers extolled the virtue of honest workers. Personal narratives like the one Hanson later published recounted losses that compelled children to find work. Some girls wanted to escape broken families or abusive relatives. Others savored the small freedoms that their labor secured them.

			In the beginning, the press was so fawning and the girls were described as so appreciative that it’s hard to point to the precise moment it all went sour. What laid the groundwork for the strikes? Where had unhappiness festered? Conditions had started to deteriorate, which did not help. Utopian visions were colliding with corporate realities. And then there was the shopping.

			In his review of the letters that female textile workers sent between 1830 and 1860, the historian Thomas Dublin finds that most of the girls came to Lowell with a definite plan for their wages, expressed in detail in their correspondence. In his breakdown, he identifies three of the most common line items: education, dowries, and clothes. Some girls did work to support their families, as Hanson had. But Dublin writes that in contrast to European women, whose work outside the home was considered an extension of their households, American mill girls did not believe their income was owed to their families. Their work, their cash.

			It sounds like semantics, but it represented a monumental shift. Now when wages were reduced, the injustice was not just practical and financial but personal. Young women had come to view their recompense as a deserved reward for their own hard work. Spending it was in that sense a form of self-actualization. Being denied it was a violation of what some were just starting to think of as their rights.

			In histories of the Lowell mills and the girls who worked in them, this point—this revolution!—gets short shrift. The strikes are flashier. But the books and the articles and the poems that the girls would go on to publish seem more revealing. Credit to Dublin, the rare man who understands just how crucial the matter of financial liberation would have been to a group of American girls and how much havoc a reversal of that fortune had the potential to wreak.

			Dublin stands apart because people tend to think of girls and their material preoccupations as frivolous. Conventional thinking mandates that if we are to learn from the stories of the mill girls, we must avert our gaze from their embarrassing wants. At best, such fixations are distractions. At worst, the prospect of them is a threat.

			Fears about shopping-obsessed girls date back to the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, when colonial women started to demonstrate an enthusiastic appetite for British imports, and panicked men worried about where such an investment in self-presentation could lead. That same uneasiness recurs in stories about girls who seek to control their own appearance, often manifesting as disdain. We who are not so skeptical of girls and their talents tend to just ignore their shopping habits. Isn’t there so much else to focus on?

			But to accept the premise that shopping is beside the point is to miss—or dismiss—the fact that even an exploitative marketplace can foster a certain kind of power in its consumers. In the dawning awareness of the value of their dollars, girls were able for the first time to think of themselves as independent constituents.

			The streets in Lowell were lined with shops that confirmed their purchasing power: satin, silks, and lace for sale on Central Street. Fine hats at the corner of Merrimack and Kirk. Boots and shoes at the American House Block. When the stores were closed after hours, the process of self-improvement continued. Girls were invited to attend lectures on literature and art. Season tickets were issued for a nominal fee. The boardinghouses were low on amenities, but included in the price of room and board was access to libraries. Hanson writes in her memoir that word of their existence traveled. Without the work and the “advantages to be found there,” she writes, some girls would have been stuck “in secluded parts of New England, where books were scarce.” At one point, Ralph Waldo Emerson came to deliver a speech to the mill girls. So did Edgar Allan Poe. A Harvard professor recalled how the girls would take notes when a lecturer spoke, their attention so focused and rapt that he claimed never to have seen another group compare—not even his own esteemed students. The farms had been quiet; the town bustled.

			These twin pursuits—material and academic acquisitions—stemmed from the same desire: to participate in self-invention. Fashionable dress and bookish interests became obsessions for women in search of their own identities. Affluent women kicked off the trend, defining themselves according to the contents of their bookshelves and closets. Wageworkers in Lowell could follow in their well-heeled footsteps. The girls now shared the expectation that developing as a person was an enterprise that required material investment.

			In 1845, one worker articulated just that: “What expansion of mind!—what awakening of dormant powers!” she wrote. “Wellington was not prouder, when he gained the field of Waterloo, than I was with that gown.” With dollars to spend, the operatives got to work.

			

			•   •   •

			Of course, it wasn’t all mood-boosting dresses and slumber parties. Despite the relative leisure that girls like Hanson savored compared with children who grew up on farms, bells tolled at five a.m. Curfew was not until nine p.m. Tasks were repetitive and monotonous. The noise was inescapable, and the air was thick with dust and thread and cloth. People died in the mills or were wounded. Girls boarded up to six to a bedroom, and for all the praise that would be heaped on the Lowell model, the exhausting workweek did not leave much time to pursue other interests, let alone to dress for them.

			The appeal of the mills had been that it did not take particular or specialized knowledge to do the work. The low barrier kept the dream of earning potential alive for thousands of otherwise unskilled girls. It also meant that workers had little clout once on the rolls. Turnover was a constant, and replacements arrived all the time. Workers who were dissatisfied with the job or its conditions had no recourse. And mills faced growing pressure to increase their output. With the mushrooming of factories came fierce competition between them as overproduction drove down the price of finished cloth. The profits that the first industrialists had raked in became inconceivable, and workers bore the brunt. Conditions deteriorated. Wages were slashed. Recognizing the limitation of their individual power, the girls reached for a more collective tool. A unilateral withdrawal. A walkout.

			Because Lowell had been the model and the jewel of the mill towns, conditions tended to be better there than in smaller satellites. When the discontent started to bubble over, it hit those less distinguished mills first. In Dover, hundreds of girls walked out for the first time in 1828—a reaction to a harsh fine that would dock wages for workers who came in after the opening bell stopped ringing. In 1829, sixty weavers left their looms in the Taunton mills in response to an announced wage cut, forcing a partial shutdown across the factories.

			Lowell survived the decade without disruption, but in 1834, overseers announced wage cuts. Reductions were supposed to be gradual and rolled out over time, but it was clear that the workers had been underestimated. The girls were incensed at the mere prospect of their implementation. Faced with an incandescent workforce, the bosses decided to effect the full cut at once—the “let’s-get-it-over-with” school of management. The response was no less furious. Meetings were held. Plans were drawn up. The Boston Evening Transcript reported that one of the workers suggested mass resignations, which would induce a run on the local banks. She was fired, but when word of her dismissal got out, a procession of eight hundred girls marched in a show of support. Enough withdrew their savings that the Lowell Bank had to reach out to Boston branches to keep cash in circulation.

			That same weekend, workers issued a proclamation, staking out their position: “Our present object is to have union and exertion, and we remain in possession of our own unquestionable rights. We circulate this paper, wishing to obtain the names of all who imbibe the spirit of our Patriotic Ancestors, who preferred privation to bondage, and parted with all that renders life desirable—and even life itself—to procure independence for their children.”

			It was quite a declaration for citizens who did not in fact share in the same “unquestionable rights” as their brothers and fathers, and who, as women and girls in their teens and twenties, would not live to see the Nineteenth Amendment ratified. The protest turned out to be a short-lived albeit bold war of independence. Within the week, most of the strikers had returned to the mills. A few did quit their jobs. The factories had no trouble maintaining their output.

			When another protest erupted in the fall of 1836, the overseers were not quite as fortunate. Hanson recalled how word spread through the mills in advance, as transmissible and potent as the best gossip. The action this time would attract almost double the number of workers, totaling between twelve hundred and fifteen hundred deserters. The looms would have to be powered down that October, unable to function without their girl minders.

			In the room where Hanson worked, some waffled. Was it a good idea? How much trouble would it cause? Hanson remembered her horror. After all that talk! “Not one of them having the courage to lead [it] off, I . . . became impatient, and started on ahead,” she wrote.

			Brimming with what she later called “childish bravado,” Hanson told them she would walk out even if she had to do it alone. She marched through the door, not waiting to see who would join her. Behold the real-time awareness that a girl has more power than she thinks. In Loom and Spindle, the moment still seems to shimmer: “As I looked back at the long line that followed me, I was more proud than I have ever been since.”

			Hanson was eleven.

			For weeks, the mills remained understaffed. Protesters formed the Lowell Factory Girls Association, a de facto union for mill workers, to capitalize on the momentum. The new organization circulated a proper constitution, complete with a stirring preamble. The text testified to the shared aims of its members. It pledged a “females irrefragable vow” that each worker would undertake to help her neighbor. It insisted that workers “administer to each others wants, to prevent each others back-sliding—to comfort each other in sickness, and advise each other in health, to incite each other to the love and attainment of those excellences, which can alone constitute the perfection of female character.”

			Here was a worker and a new kind of American girl. Hear her roar.

			

			•   •   •

			Indeed, people heard. In Lowell, girls read and wrote to understand themselves. Bored doffers stationed around the mills pinned poems to their machines and hid paper scraps in their workstations to scribble on. Since books were forbidden in most factories, pieces of paper or newsprint became the workaround—a self-guided enrichment course for those who knew where to look.

			One worker tore up the works of John Locke and carried a page or two at a time into work, reading his words until she mastered his thinking. Another memorized the Bible. Some wrote their own stories, imaginations whirring.

			In retrospect, it seems inevitable that such creative impulses would inspire the Lowell workers to do what thousands of underresourced, underappreciated teenagers later would. In 1840, the mill girls started a zine. It was called The Lowell Offering and came out of a merger between two existent magazines—one that a local preacher named Abel Charles Thomas had started, and one called The Operatives’ Magazine, which two mill girls edited. Once the two publications joined forces, the girls took over, and The Lowell Offering became the nation’s first magazine with an all-female staff—an apparent improvement over the previous management. In her memoir, A New England Girlhood, which chronicled her own time in the mills, the writer Lucy Larcom noted that “people seemed to be more interested in it after it passed entirely into the hands of the girls themselves.”

			The Offering was not some mouthpiece for the risible proletariat. Although the issue of lower wages remained ever relevant, the magazine tiptoed around topics that could offend the corporations. Its tone was sentimental, romantic, sometimes maudlin, and often fanciful. The girls who produced it did not, however, see it as a superficial diversion. Larcom wrote that The Offering was proof that she and her peers were thinking people who cared about “solid and serious matters.” In certain stories, writers nodded to their less-than-agreeable working conditions. Later, another worker-led publication called The Voice of Industry would be far blunter in its criticism.

			The Offering toed the line. But it is impossible for a girl-led publication to be less than radical. Its existence argued that girls have voices deserving of their own platform. The Offering found thousands of readers in New England. It courted a wider audience too—one that included men. Charles Dickens was an admirer. The preacher William Ellery Channing and the famed newspaper editor and publisher Horace Greeley were both patrons. Its writers must have seen no reason that even the old and grown and male should not be readers and supporters of their work.

			Larcom started as a doffer at the Boott Mills in Lowell in 1835. She was, like Hanson, the daughter of a boardinghouse keeper and a dead father. Her mother had also taken the job to keep her children together. Larcom was eleven when she walked into the mills. She was twenty-one when she quit. In that decade, she took German classes and algebra lessons. She attended “improvement circles,” in which girls convened between dinner and curfew to discuss books and debate issues like abolition and women’s rights. Of course, she wrote for The Offering.

			The magazine’s prospectus made its intentions plain. The staff described its enterprise as essential to the maintenance of still-new and fledgling democratic ideals:

			
				Other nations can look upon the relics of a glory which has come and gone—upon their magnificent ruins—upon worn-out institutions, not only tolerated, but hallowed because they are old. . . . We have other and better things. Let us look upon our Lyceums, our Common Schools, our Mechanics’ Literary Associations, the Periodical of our Laboring Females; upon all that is indigenous to our Republic, and say, with the spirit of Roman Cornelia, “These, these are our jewels.”

			

			The historian Sylvia Jenkins Cook, who studies the relationship among fashion, reading, and women’s burgeoning identities, writes that Lowell girls used The Offering to make sense of the incongruities inherent in their own circumstances, signaling “their acute consciousness of the larger changes” that their unique position “represented for them as workers, women, and authors.”

			At once producers and consumers—both under the surveillance of others and observers of their own experiences—girls found the magazine gave them a space to explore their tenuous social place.

			One writer composed a meta piece in which she considered possible subjects for a submission and so made fun of the themes that came up again and again in the pages of The Offering: “There were ‘the beauties of nature,’ the pleasures of home, hope, memory, the stars, the ocean, the birds and flowers,” she wrote. She dismissed each one. What could she add to the discussion of such well-trod topics? She wanted to write something new.

			Another contributor composed a satirical letter about how hard it was to live up to expectations of workers as “mind[s] among the mills.” How much did a girl need to prove?

			In a forerunner to those popular staples of women’s media in which women detail their spending habits for a week, an editor ran an article in which she invited four workers to discuss their planned uses for a week’s wages. Their responses included: a shawl, reading material, depositing it in a savings account, and making a charitable donation.

			There were no lifeguard jobs in 1835 and no opportunities to make friends with the other waitresses at the local diner. Hanson and Larcom labored at a time when teenagers as we now know them did not exist. There was no appreciation of the developmental epoch between childhood and adulthood. The idea of adolescence as a period of distinct developmental growth would not come into being until a researcher named it in 1904.

			The mills were not high school. But working in them did more than appeal to the kind of girl who might not even have had the language to describe the relative independence—financial and social—she craved. It helped to create her.

			

			•   •   •

			Here is the place to note that the 1836 strike failed. Did it seem as if we were hurtling toward our spirited girl-power conclusion? All that pomp and circumstance didn’t take. Work hours were not reduced. Conditions did not improve. Hanson is frank in her memoir: “So far as results were concerned this strike did no good.”

			For Hanson, the consequences were grave. Hanson’s mother was fired from her boardinghouse, with a representative from the corporation telling her that while no one could have expected her to prevent the girls who happened to live under her roof from walking out, she should at least have controlled her own daughter.

			Workers who mounted similar protests throughout New England did not fare much better. It didn’t help their cause that those who participated had few friends in the media. In 1828, when laborers “turned out” of the Cocheco Mills in New Hampshire, The Dover Enquirer blamed the action on “some imaginary grievance” and ruled that “turned out to their cost, as well as disgrace.” The newspaper added that the girls’ half-mile procession “presented one of the most disgusting scenes ever witnessed.” After the demonstrations in Lowell, strikes were planned in Lawrence and Nashua; those too were busts.

			The most substantial concession the Lowell girls won was the kind of rhetorical consolation prize well known to precocious girls. After the 1836 walkout, a Lowell mill boss reported that the workers “manifest good spunk.” That quasi-compliment did not lead to material improvements. Soon the alliance the girls had established fell apart. The supposed values on which the mills had claimed to be built faded too.

			Newspapers started to question whether New England’s finest belonged in factories at all. Was there not someone less photogenic capable of doing the job? In 1846, a reporter visited the Lowell mills and noted that the girls laboring in them would become wives and mothers. The American project depended on them. The writer frames “the preservation of their constitution” as “the highest public importance.” In 1847, the same newspaper covered the debate over a labor law in New Hampshire and insisted that girls needed to be better “shielded from the life-long evils which result from . . . severe or protracted toil.” Were the mills the best incubator for the future of the nation?

			Putting good white girls to work had forever been a tightrope walk. The girls had to be exalted without being allowed to amass real power or influence. And for the sake of the PR push, as much distance as possible had to be placed between the girls and the enslaved people who produced the cotton that the mills wove. But there was no circumventing the truth: the work was compromised. When the mills first opened, a popular song protested too much. After two stanzas about the girls’ overall health and cheerfulness, the last reads:

			
				O sing me a song of the Factory Girl!

				Link not her name with the SLAVES.—

				She is brave and free as the old elm tree,

				That over her homestead waves.

			

			Let the capitalization be a clue: Anxieties abounded about the relationship between the work girls did in factories and the brutal conditions enslaved people were forced to endure to produce their raw material. The public picture of the workers as chaste and respectable coupled with their unimpeachable whiteness was supposed to help “manage the racial intimacies of the cotton textile trade,” as Lori Merish has written. Alas, the stain was evident.

			Whatever moral character the mill owners might have wanted to claim, their margins were dependent on slave labor. In a poem, Larcom later questioned how complicit she had been:

			
				When I’ve thought,

				Miss Willoughby, what soil the cotton-plant

				We weave, is rooted in, what waters it,—

				The blood of souls in bondage,—I have felt

				That I was sinning against light, to stay

				And turn the accursed fibre in cloth

			

			Elsewhere, workers probed the idea of their supposed specialness. It no longer felt so notable to be a mill girl. In The Voice of Industry, one worker wrote, “This talk about the continued prosperity, happy condition, and future independence of the producing class of this country, as a class, is all fiction, moonshine.”

			A poem submitted to the magazine reads, in part:

			
				And amidst the clashing noise and din

				Of the ever beating loom,

				Stood a fair young girl with throbbing brow,

				Working her way to the tomb.

			

			Their growing despair did not stave off further wage cuts or reduce their hours. But the squeeze did push the New England–born workforce to look for opportunities elsewhere. Protest is an investment of time as well as resources. Most girls lacked both and left the mills after a few seasons.

			Not long after the first failed strikes, cities grew and industrialization created a permanent and urban working class. Girls who were working at fifteen or nineteen would often still be working at thirty or forty. Fewer people thought of those women as the wives and mothers of the nation. The share of women workers in the mills in Massachusetts fell too. Women accounted for 80 percent of all workers in 1831. That number was reduced to 62 percent in 1865. Hanson wrote that “after a time, as the wages became more and more reduced, the best portion of the girls left and went to their homes.” Others found jobs in newer industries that were “fast opening to women,” like teaching and nursing. The “old guard” moved on. Even the improvement circles that had once been a staple of the sales pitch to would-be workers disbanded.

			In 1949, the writer Hannah Josephson released a book about the New England mill girls. She observed that workers paid the price for the factories’ struggles. The workers “fought a dignified campaign to regain their old standards.” But when it failed, the girls left. Or as Josephson puts it: “retired from the scene.”

			In 1845, The Offering published its last issue. In 1846, the militant reformer Sarah Bagley, who had cofounded The Voice, moved on from the labor movement. She opened a telegraph office and became one of America’s first women telegraph operators. The reformer association she had championed waned in significance without her.

			With the end of the decade came the end of the experiment in Lowell as it had been conceived. It was a bleak conclusion and most discouraging for the immigrant and working-class women who now labored under deteriorating conditions. (Fewer writers were wringing their hands over what negative effects the work might have on these women.)

			Still, the first recruits to the mills made their mark. For a little less than two decades, a generation of girls learned, worked, wrote, socialized, slept, ate, and resisted within a few square miles. The close quarters bred if not deep friendship then insistent, shared determination. When someone was sick, another worker would cover her loom so that no one missed wages. In their limited free time, the girls traveled in groups to shops, church, and lectures. Thomas Dublin attributed the formation of such tight-knit communities to one simple, unusual factor: These insular worlds developed in a place in which women lived and worked together around the clock. It was a remarkable arrangement.

			Before Lowell—with the exception of the wealthiest women’s tearooms and parlors—there were almost no spaces in which girls could gather as a group. After Lowell, that irreducible, maddening unit—the girl gang—would become a fact of the adolescent female experience and a fearsome force in American life. In his introduction to a collection of writings on life in the New England factories, the labor historian Philip Foner notes that it became clear to the girls that corporations were capitalizing on them—good girls, whose hard work would be rewarded with an education. “It did not take long for them to realize,” he writes, “that a favorable image was no compensation for exploitation.”

			We know as much as we do about the Lowell mill girls because some made sure we had a record. In their written work and in their speeches, the workers expressed their opinions and aspirations. In the grand tradition of judgmental teenagers, some expressed their scorn. Hanson remarked that the clothes as much as the dialects of one recent set of Lowell recruits were “peculiar.” Their dresses were made of the “plainest of homespun” and cut in an outdated pattern. The girls looked like the kind who might have “borrowed her grandmother’s gown,” she added. The snark
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