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This book is for the fifth wave …

Alex, Bobby, Dan, Florence, Idahlia, Iris, Toby,

Ruby and the Ariana Grande brunch crew



1.   The best boys love feminism.

2.   Don’t be persuaded that we no longer need feminism until the last woman is liberated.





WHY OUTSPOKEN?






‘… you don’t have the alibi my class had – this is one of the great achievements and mixed blessings you inherit: Unlike us, you can’t say nobody told you there were other options. Twenty-five years from now, you won’t have as easy a time making excuses as my class did. You won’t be able to blame the deans, or the culture, or anyone else: you will have no one to blame but yourselves. Whoa!’

Nora Ephron, Filmmaker and Writer, addressing the graduates of Wellesley College, USA, in 1996



Imagine if every time we humans invented something we then forgot how that invention works.

For instance, if we all got collective amnesia and forgot how light bulbs work. Imagine if there were no books about light bulbs, no Google results on light bulbs, and no one had thought to keep a record of how the light bulb works. It would be really annoying to have to go through all that evolution of thought and ideas to get to the invention of the light bulb again. Those thousands and thousands of years it took to get from early humans making fire to the moment Thomas Edison cried ‘Eureka!’ Thousands of years to repeat all over again, with all of us just sitting in the dark.

I’m having a panic attack just thinking about it. Luckily, there’s a lot of information recorded about the light bulb – 74,000,000 results on Google alone – so fingers crossed, our light bulb knowledge is safe.

However, what this vision of a terrifying bulb-free future shows us is that it’s really important to record important things so we don’t forget them, so we aren’t doomed to repeat ourselves and so we can build on them. This is something that’s proved really hard for women.

Women’s voices have been systematically silenced throughout history, so when it comes to women’s ideas, they very often haven’t been recorded at all. If they have been recorded, they haven’t been given the same platform as men, and often they have been recorded inaccurately. Nowhere is this more evident than in the speeches women have made.

A lot of history is made up of speeches. Speeches about big ideas, celebratory speeches, rousing speeches to inspire soldiers to fight to the death, comic speeches to help us see the ridiculousness in life. From Jesus to Winston Churchill to Trump, I’m sure you can finish off these sentences …



‘Turn the _____ cheek.’

‘We’ll fight them on the ______.’

‘Make America _____ again.’



We’ve been raised with their words ringing in our ears. We can recall them verbatim, their soundbites, their ideas – even if we don’t like them! We can take their ideas and build on them. We can stand on the shoulders of giant historical men.

There have been around 55 billion women. Fifty-five billion women’s lives lived on earth. That’s worth more than one book. Those are a lot of shoulders we don’t get to stand on. A lot of ideas we don’t get to build on. A lot of things we are doomed to repeat. When it comes to women’s rhetoric it’s like we are reinventing the light bulb every day.

Women’s words from history are not ringing in our ears. Unless you’re the type of person who loves researching suffrage speeches, you are unlikely to know many soundbites from women pre-2014. One, maybe? Two, at a push? It’s not that women haven’t been giving speeches – even though they were actively discouraged – it’s that history hasn’t been listening.

I first started researching women’s speeches in 2008, during my Master’s degree. This was the tail end of third-wave feminism, post post-feminism (a period of time from the 90s to the early noughties when feminism was kinda cool again). So, post-Thatcher, Ladettes and Girl Power, and I could find just one book, Available Means: An Anthology of Women’s Rhetoric(s). That’s not enough books.

I probably don’t need to tell you this, even if you’ve never picked up a book on historic speeches before, but most books about historic speeches are filled with men. There are some token women thrown in, sometimes, but if an alien came down to earth and that alien decided to do some research on Amazon, they would get the impression that women only really began having something to say in the 1970s, and only in large numbers in 2014. But, even with women being forced to live second-class lives throughout much of history, that’s simply not the case. Instead, women have been very vocal, going out of their way to articulate their opinions and ideas, even though noisy women have been considered very unattractive.

When I was growing up throughout the 80s and 90s, I witnessed a lot of men in real life and on the telly using their hands to imitate a gossiping woman, and ‘yap yap yap-ping’ to put talkative women down. Loud, opinionated women were annoying. They were to be ridiculed and ignored, mimicked like a squawking goose. A hand shaped into a beak frantically snapping up and down, ‘yap’ hooted repeatedly like an aggressive bird. A group of loud women were literally a gaggle of geese.

It made no sense, because there had been a period of time during the 60s and 70s when feminist activism was prevalent, particularly with a view to changing the law; this was second-wave feminism. Due to these women, when I was a kid we already had lots of the laws we needed to be living in a feminist utopia of equality, but culture had sadly not caught up and opinionated women were still ridiculed out of the spotlight even though they had the legal right to be there.

I cannot imagine what it must have been like for squawking women before feminism, before suffrage, throughout most of history. Why would you ever want to utter your opinion? What would be the point? It was ugly, not feminine, dangerous and certainly not worth the hassle. Yet, once you do a bit of digging, you see time and time again that women would not be silenced.

Andrea Dworkin, the archetypal so-called ‘killjoy’ feminist, stood in front of a room of 500 men and demanded a 24-hour truce on rape. Sojourner Truth, who escaped slavery, spoke in front of an audience of white abolitionists and women’s rights activists, challenging them to treat her as a woman too. They weren’t talking to people who would necessarily agree with them, they weren’t speaking in front of people who would even like them, but they took a risk because they believed that what they had to say had to be said – and heard.

I am in awe of all the noisy birds. The hooting ladies. The banshees, moaners, cacklers, gaggles, the loud, obnoxious, annoying women. The women who make themselves vulnerable by standing up and saying what they think. Who, in many cases, risked their reputation, relationships, work and even their lives, whether while running for President or making a stand in the pub. I want to celebrate them with you. For us to hear them, and to know what they’ve said. To hear what women thought was so important to say that they took the risk of being loud, even when the chances of us ever hearing them were so small.

Right now we’re in the midst of the fourth wave of feminism. This wave, like all waves, will likely fade. It’s vital that we see ourselves in the context of our history as women. It’s important to see how the conversation has been shaped over the centuries. How we have got to this point. We need to know what women have said before us so we can stand on the shoulders of giants and not be doomed to repeat ourselves.

And we can’t just pick the women we like. The women we agree with. The safe women. Or the obvious women. History is useless if we only look at the pretty bits. I’m very suspicious of anyone who says a woman should not be allowed to talk. We’ve had a history of being silenced. If a woman is brave enough to talk, we should be brave enough to listen.

So in this book you won’t just hear from the obvious and acceptable women, though there are some of them in here too. You’ll hear from the maligned, the misunderstood, the dangerous, the weirdos, the funny, angry women of all classes and backgrounds. This is a pluralist collage of women’s ideas, and I hope that the differences and similarities of these speeches, when placed next to each other, will help us gain a new perspective on our own lives, and the right to speak up and be heard.

This book is inspired by a show I created with my all-women performance group, Gaggle. Our show, Yap Yap Yap, started as part of Outset’s fig-2 exhibition in the Institute of Contemporary Arts, London, 2015. The show has a cast of brilliant actors joined by special guests including singer and activist Charlotte Church, actor and activist Nicola Coughlan, telly legend Su Pollard and comedian Shazia Mirza. Since then it’s been to Swansea’s Volcano Theatre as part of their Troublemakers Festival and back to a sell-out show at London’s Royal Festival Hall as part of WOW – Women of the World Festival 2018.

Even in this huge hall, it didn’t feel like we’d done these speeches and what they can teach us justice. So, this book is a version of the Yap Yap Yap show that anyone, anywhere, can have at home or in their library or online. We can all have it and go to it when we need reminding that we are not alone, floating in time and space. That we share frustrations, inspiration, jokes and despair with women across history and the globe. That our ideas don’t have to be forgotten and can be built on. That we can be heard and listen to each other.
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CHAPTER 1

SAY IT




‘When I’m hungry, I eat. When I’m thirsty, I drink. When I feel like saying something, I say it.’

Madonna





I once spent an entire EasyJet flight from London to Berlin furiously writing a speech in my head that I was going to deliver to this disgrace of a stag do behind me. They had been abusive to the cabin crew, would not stop kicking the chairs of my 70-year-old parents and were just the worst.

The speech was a beauty. It covered the historical and cultural context of toxic masculinity. There was alliteration and clever wordplay. It was devastatingly honest about where the stags rated on the scale of attractiveness, comedy and brains. This was going to rouse the entire passenger list, uniting us and restoring justice to the tiny orange plane. There would be tears, cheers and a standing ovation.

But I never said it because life’s no Bridesmaids the movie, and rather than rapturous applause, I had visions of boos and undercover aircraft security taking me down mid rant. I’ve never forgotten it. Not saying something you really care about is like holding in a sneeze and not scratching an itch all at the same time. Bottling up all those thoughts and emotions that need to be expressed. Imagine if we never held back. If we took the lid off that bottle and spilled everything we wanted to say.

It doesn’t have to be grandiose statements on planes, just the small stuff. What if we just say what we really mean. Say YES to everything we’d love to do, and NO to all the things we don’t want to do. Everyday free speech.

No, I don’t want to go see Spider-Man. Yes, I would like to go white water rafting. No, you’ve got that wrong, I definitely deserve a raise. Yes, I would love to snog you. No, how you spoke to the cabin crew is not acceptable.

In this first chapter you’ll hear from some of the women who fought for our very right to speak. Margaret Fell and Sor Juana fought with the church and philosophers. Virginia Woolf fought with editors, academics and her peers. Audre Lorde battled with racists, homophobes, bigots and arseholes the world over. They even fought with themselves, wrestling with their own minds, their conscience and fears, fighting that inner critic: Why would anyone listen to me? Will people not like me if they hear what I have to say? What if I make a dick of myself?

We open with chat show queen Oprah. Her 2018 Golden Globe speech shows us why we MUST speak up. Why we need to tell our truth, ‘to say something about how men and women really behave’, because that’s the only way we can make things change. Our stories, whether in speeches, on Twitter or in the pub, fuelled the #MeToo movement and rocked the powerful status quo. True stories broke through shame and the limitations of the law.

For these women, being able to use their voices and be heard was worth prison, banishment and worse. It was worth the risk of embarrassment, not just as a matter of fairness, not just because, as Audre Lorde says, ‘silence will not protect you’, but because it is a human need. We need to – like Madonna – express ourselves.




OPRAH WINFREY

(1954–)

TIME’S UP




I own way too many unauthorised Oprah Winfrey biographies. Friends buy me Oprah merch every birthday. I’m a super fan. Her career has been dedicated to speaking the unspoken, hearing the voices less heard and helping us deal with those stories. She is the very definition of outspoken.

From her beginnings in poverty in Mississippi, through breaking down the barriers of race, gender, class and abuse, in a book of women firsts and first women, she’s the epitome. It was winning an oratory contest that secured her a scholarship to Tennessee State University. She was then the first black woman to host her own network chat show – the highest-rated programme of its kind in history – and became North America’s first black multi-billionaire and the first black woman to own her own network. She’s now one of the world’s most powerful women.

She’s won Emmys, Oscars and Tonys and has been given the Presidential Medal of Freedom. As she accepted another award, the Cecil B. DeMille Award for lifetime achievement, at the Golden Globes in 2018, just as the #MeToo movement was gaining global momentum, she delivered a gut-thumping speech that brought everyone to their feet.



In 1964, I was a little girl sitting on the linoleum floor of my mother’s house in Milwaukee watching Anne Bancroft present the Oscar for Best Actor at the 36th Academy Awards. She opened the envelope and said five words that literally made history: ‘The winner is Sidney Poitier.’ Up to the stage came the most elegant man I had ever seen. I remember his tie was white, and of course his skin was black and I had never seen a black man being celebrated like that. I tried many, many times to explain what a moment like that means to a little girl, a kid watching from the cheap seats as my mom came through the door bone-tired from cleaning other people’s houses. But all I can do is quote and say the explanation in Sidney’s performance in Lilies of the Field:

‘Amen, amen, amen, amen.’

In 1982, Sidney received the Cecil B. DeMille award right here at the Golden Globes and it is not lost on me that at this moment, there are some little girls watching as I became the first black woman to be given this same award. It is an – it is an honour and it is a privilege to share the evening with all of them and also with the incredible men and women who have inspired me, who challenged me, who sustained me and made my journey to this stage possible. Dennis Swanson, who took a chance on me for A.M. Chicago. Quincy Jones, who saw me on that show and said to Steven Spielberg, ‘Yes, she is Sophia in The Color Purple.’ Gayle, who has been the definition of what a friend is, and Stedman, who has been my rock – just a few to name.

I want to thank the Hollywood Foreign Press Association because we all know the press is under siege these days. We also know it’s the insatiable dedication to uncovering the absolute truth that keeps us from turning a blind eye to corruption and to injustice. To – to tyrants and victims, and secrets and lies. I want to say that I value the press more than ever before as we try to navigate these complicated times, which brings me to this:


What I know for sure is that speaking your truth is the most powerful tool we all have.



And I’m especially proud and inspired by all the women who have felt strong enough and empowered enough to speak up and share their personal stories. Each of us in this room are celebrated because of the stories that we tell and this year we became the story.

But it’s not just a story affecting the entertainment industry. It’s one that transcends any culture, geography, race, religion, politics or workplace. So I want tonight to express gratitude to all the women who have endured years of abuse and assault because they, like my mother, had children to feed and bills to pay and dreams to pursue. They’re the women whose names we’ll never know. They are domestic workers and farm workers. They are working in factories and they work in restaurants and they’re in academia, engineering, medicine and science. They’re part of the world of tech and politics and business. They’re our athletes in the Olympics and they’re our soldiers in the military.

And there’s someone else, Recy Taylor, a name I know and I think you should know, too. In 1944, Recy Taylor was a young wife and mother walking home from a church service she’d attended in Abbeville, Alabama, when she was abducted by six armed white men, raped and left blindfolded by the side of the road coming home from church. They threatened to kill her if she ever told anyone, but her story was reported to the NAACP where a young worker by the name of Rosa Parks became the lead investigator on her case and together they sought justice. But justice wasn’t an option in the era of Jim Crow. The men who tried to destroy her were never prosecuted. Recy Taylor died ten days ago, just shy of her 98th birthday. She lived, as we all have lived, too many years in a culture broken by brutally powerful men. For too long, women have not been heard or believed if they dare speak the truth to the power of those men. But their time is up. Their time is up.

Their time is up. And I just hope – I just hope that Recy Taylor died knowing that her truth, like the truth of so many other women who were tormented in those years, and are even now tormented, goes marching on. It was somewhere in Rosa Parks’ heart almost 11 years later, when she made the decision to stay seated on that bus in Montgomery, and it’s here with every woman who chooses to say, ‘Me too.’ And every man – every man who chooses to listen.


In my career, what I’ve always tried my best to do, whether on television or through film, is to say something about how men and women really behave.



To say how we experience shame, how we love and how we rage, how we fail, how we retreat, persevere and how we overcome. I’ve interviewed and portrayed people who’ve withstood some of the ugliest things life can throw at you, but the one quality all of them seem to share is an ability to maintain hope for a brighter morning, even during our darkest nights. So I want all the girls watching here, now, to know that a new day is on the horizon! And when that new day finally dawns, it will be because of a lot of magnificent women, many of whom are right here in this room tonight, and some pretty phenomenal men, fighting hard to make sure that they become the leaders who take us to the time when nobody ever has to say ‘Me too’ again.




VIRGINIA WOOLF

(1882–1941)

A ROOM OF ONE’S OWN




From a televisual master storyteller to a literary legend. The celebrated early 20th-century writer of novels like Mrs Dalloway and Orlando, Woolf is well known for saying:


‘A woman must have money and a room of her own if she is to write fiction.’



Fans of Woolf will know this quote comes from an essay titled A Room of One’s Own; you can buy it as a till-point gift book – my copy was an impulse at the counter in a record shop. What I didn’t realise was that this cute essay book was actually based on a series of lectures Woolf gave at Cambridge University and that this work was basically a massive pep talk and not just academic musings.

Woolf is painfully aware of her privilege in these talks, with self-deprecating humour throughout. Her audience of students at the women’s only colleges of Newnham and Girton would have been white and middle (if not upper) class, like herself. Cambridge University is still criticised today for a lack of diversity in its intake. One of their colleges didn’t offer a place to any black students between 2012 and 2016, and only just over 10% of students come from a working-class background.

Many of us will be able to see ourselves in Woolf’s words, lovers of cat memes will understand Woolf’s love of cheeky Persian cats, but all of us who have experienced painful self-doubt in our self-expression can relate to her as well. The fear of rejection if we are truly ourselves. You will recognise the battle Woolf has with her own inner good girl – The Angel in the House.
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To tell you my story – it is a simple one. You have only got to figure to yourselves a girl in a bedroom with a pen in her hand. She had only to move that pen from left to right – from ten o’clock to one. Then it occurred to her to do what is simple and cheap enough after all – to slip a few of those pages into an envelope, fix a penny stamp in the corner and drop the envelope into the red box at the corner.

It was thus that I became a journalist; and my effort was rewarded on the first day of the following month – a very glorious day it was for me – by a letter from an editor containing a cheque for one pound ten shillings and sixpence.

But to show you how little I deserve to be called a professional woman, how little I know of the struggles and difficulties of such lives, I have to admit that instead of spending that sum upon bread and butter, rent, shoes and stockings, or butcher’s bills, I went out and bought a cat – a beautiful cat, a Persian cat, which very soon involved me in bitter disputes with my neighbours.

What could be easier than to write articles and to buy Persian cats with the profits? But wait a moment. Articles have to be about something. Mine, I seem to remember, was about a novel by a famous man. And while I was writing this review, I discovered that if I were going to review books I should need to do battle with a certain phantom. And the phantom was a woman, and when I came to know her better, I called her after the heroine of a famous poem, The Angel in the House.

It was she who used to come between me and my paper when I was writing reviews. It was she who bothered me and wasted my time and so tormented me that at last I killed her.

You who come of a younger and happier generation may not have heard of her – you may not know what I mean by the ‘Angel in the House’. I will describe her as shortly as I can. She was intensely sympathetic. She was immensely charming. She was utterly unselfish. She excelled in the difficult arts of family life. She sacrificed herself daily. If there was chicken, she took the leg; if there was a draught she sat in it – in short, she was so constituted that she never had a mind or a wish of her own, but preferred to sympathise always with the minds and wishes of others.

Above all – I need not say it – she was pure. Her purity was supposed to be her chief beauty – her blushes, her great grace. In those days every house had its Angel. And when I came to write, I encountered her with the very first words. The shadow of her wings fell on my page; I heard the rustling of her skirts in the room.


Directly I took my pen in my hand to review that novel by a famous man, she slipped behind me and whispered: ‘My dear, you are a young woman. You are writing about a book that has been written by a man. Be sympathetic; be tender; flatter; deceive; use all the arts and wiles of our sex. Never let anybody guess that you have a mind of your own. Above all, be pure.’ And she made as if to guide my pen.



I now record the one act for which I take some credit to myself, though the credit rightly belongs to some excellent ancestors of mine who left me a certain sum of money – so that it was not necessary for me to depend solely on charm for my living. I turned upon her and caught her by the throat. I did my best to kill her. My excuse, if I were to be had up in a court of law, would be that I acted in self-defence. Had I not killed her she would have killed me. She would have plucked the heart out of my writing.




MARGARET FELL

(1614–1702)

WOMEN’S SPEAKING JUSTIFIED




From the seat of power in London to the depths of northern England in Cumbria, a revolution was occurring in the 1600s, led by a feminist pioneer. Fell helped found the Religious Society of Friends (Quakers). She was imprisoned twice for practising her faith and is known as the Mother of Quakerism.

Let’s be honest: this isn’t the easiest passage to read. It’s written in olde worlde English and constantly references the Bible (I’ve taken the chapter and verse references out for you). It’s as unreadable to us as a load of hashtag meme-filled tweets would be to Fell. But she sparked the first flame that resulted in us being able to witter away on Twitter.

Fell argued passionately and fearlessly that women should be allowed to speak and be heard in church, and in 1666 she released a pamphlet titled Women’s Speaking Justified, from which the extract below is taken.

You might want to be heard in Parliament, or in the media, at work or on Instagram, but back then the church was the place you needed to be heard to make a difference in your community. It was the place to change things, to start a revolution. Fell argued God was on women’s side, using scripture to argue her case like a crack lawyer.



Whereas it hath been an Objection in the minds of many, and several times hath been objected by the Clergy, or Ministers, and others, against Women’s speaking in the Church; and so consequently may be taken, that they are condemned for meddling in the things of God; the ground of which Objection, is taken from the Apostle’s words, which he Writ in his first Epistle to the Corinthians. And also what he writ to Timothy in the first Epistle.

But how far they wrong the Apostle’s intentions in these Scriptures, we shall shew clearly when we come to them in their course and order. But first let me lay down how God himself hath manifested his Will and Mind concerning Women, and unto Women.

And first, when God created Man in his own Image: in the Image of God created he them, Male and Female: and God blessed them, and God said unto them, Be fruitful, and multiply: Here God joyns them together in his own Image.


God hath put no such difference between the Male and Female as men would make.



And so let this serve to stop that opposing Spirit that would limit the Power and Spirit of the Lord Jesus, whose Spirit is poured upon all flesh, both Sons and Daughters, now in his Resurrection; and since that the Lord God in the Creation, when he made man in his own Image, he made them male and female; and since that Christ Jesus, as the Apostle saith, was made of a Woman, and the power of the Highest overshadowed her, and the holy Ghost came upon her, and the holy thing that was born of her, was called the Son of God, and when he was upon the Earth, he manifested his love, and his will, and his mind, both to the Woman of Samaria, and Martha, and Mary her Sister, and several others, as hath been shewed; and after his Resurrection also manifested himself unto them first of all, even before he ascended unto his Father.

Now when Jesus was risen, the first day of the week, he appeared first unto Mary Magdalene. And thus the Lord Jesus hath manifested himself and his Power, without respect of Persons, and so let all mouths be stopt that would limit him, whose Power and Spirit is infinite, that is pouring it upon all flesh.

And thus much in answer to these two Scriptures, which have been such a stumbling block, that the ministers of Darkness have made such a mountain of; But the Lord is removing all this, and taking it out of the way.




SOR JUANA

(1648–1695)

THE REPLY/LA RESPUESTA




As Fell’s pamphlet caused a stir in England, on the other side of the world another prototype feminist was turning 18. Sor or Sister Juana was born into Spanish-ruled Mexico, and she has become known as the first feminist of the Americas.

Destined to be an overachiever, Sor Juana was fluent in Latin as a child and known for bossing it in philosophy as a teen. Like many clever women throughout history, she joined a nunnery, where she would have more freedom to write about philosophy and, in her case, misogyny. She attracted big thinkers of her time and opened up her quarters as an intellectual salon. This behaviour was not the norm and didn’t go unnoticed, and she was advised by powerful men in the church to give up her writing and concentrate on praying.

In response to her critics she penned The Reply, and argues, with humour, the case for why women should be able to learn, teach and lead. She does it in this extract by summoning up centuries of legendary women who came before her, and writing the essential Who’s Who of the women of antiquity.


[image: ]

If studies, my Lady, be merits (for indeed I see them extolled as such in men), in me they are no such thing: I study because I must. If they be a failing, I believe for the same reason that the fault is none of mine. Yet withal, I live always so wary of myself that neither in this nor in anything else do I trust my own judgment. And so I entrust the decision to your supreme skill and straightway submit to whatever sentence you may pass, posing no objection or reluctance, for this has been no more than a simple account of my inclination to letters.

I confess also that, while in truth this inclination has been such that, as I said before, I had no need of exemplars, nevertheless the many books that I have read have not failed to help me, both in sacred as well as secular letters. For there I see a Deborah issuing laws, military as well as political, and governing the people among whom there were so many learned men. I see the exceedingly knowledgeable Queen of Sheba, so learned she dares to test the wisdom of the wisest of all wise men with riddles, without being rebuked for it; indeed, on this very account she is to become judge of the unbelievers. I see so many and such significant women: some adorned with the gift of prophecy, like an Abigail; others, of persuasion, like Esther; others, of piety like Rahab; others, of perseverance, like Anna [Hannah] the mother of Samuel; and others, infinitely more, with other kinds of qualities and virtues.

When I consider the Gentiles, the first I meet are the Sibyls, chosen to prophesy the essential mysteries of our Faith in such beautiful and elegant verses that they stupefy the imagination. I see a woman such as Minerva, daughter of great Jupiter and mistress of all the wisdom of Athens, adored as goddess of the sciences. I see one Polla Argentaria, who helped Lucan, her husband, to write the Battle of Pharsalia. I see the daughter of the divine Tiresias, more learned still than her father. I see, too, such a woman as Zenobia, queen of the Palmyrians, as wise as she was courageous. Again, I see an Arete, daughter of Aristippus, most learned. A Nicostrata, inventor of Latin letters and most erudite in the Greek. An Aspasia Miletia, who taught philosophy and rhetoric and was the teacher of the philosopher Pericles. An Hypatia, who taught astrology and lectured for many years in Alexandria. A Leontium, who won over the philosopher Theophrastus and proved him wrong. A Julia, a Corinna, a Cornelia; and, in sum, the vast throng of women who merited titles and earned renown: now as Greeks, again as Muses, and yet again as Pythonesses.

For what were they all but learned women, who were considered, celebrated, and indeed venerated as such in Antiquity? Without mentioning still others, of whom the books are full; for I see the Egyptian Catherine, lecturing and refuting all the learning of the most learned men of Egypt. I see a Gertrude read, write, and teach. And seeking no more examples far from home, I see my own most holy mother Paula, learned in the Hebrew, Greek, and Latin tongues and most expert in the interpretation
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