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            Introduction: Two Girls in a Room

         
         When I was seventeen years old, a senior at St. Louis Park High School in Minnesota, I was summoned to the counselor’s office.
            Ms. Peckham, a middle-aged woman with bronze-tinted hair and thick, plastic-rimmed glasses, was, to me, the essence of clueless
            adulthood. So I was shocked when she asked me to write a story for the school newspaper on students who were teen mothers.
            It never occurred to me that one of my peers might have a baby, though given that there were twenty-eight hundred of us, maybe
            it should have. Truthfully, I didn’t even know kids my age were having sex.
         

         
         A couple of days later, I met with another twelfth grader, a girl I’d never seen before, in an empty classroom. She told me
            about life with her two-year-old daughter, the secrecy, hardship, and shame. Her mom babysat during the day while the girl
            was at school or working at a minimum wage job. She didn’t go to parties. She didn’t go on dates. She didn’t have many friends.
            Hardly anyone knew about her double life. It was brave of her to trust me with her story: I promised I wouldn’t use her real
            name in the article, and, what’s more, I’d never reveal it to anyone, not ever.
         

         
         When we were finished, she thanked me for listening. “But if you see me around,” she added, still smiling, “please don’t say
            hi. There’s no reason that someone like you would know someone like me. And I don’t want anyone to ask questions.” Then she
            left the room, disappearing into the crowded hallway.
         

         
         This wasn’t, I realized, simply a cautionary tale about the perils of teenage sex. It was the story of the two of us, girls
            who, through choice or chance, were on very different paths. Even more, it was about how class, status, and stigma limited
            the new opportunities of girlhood, about how far women had come, and how far we still had to go.
         

         
         That was, I think, the moment I became a writer: the moment I recognized the power of individuals’ stories to illuminate something
            universal, something essential about our time. Nearly forty years later, the stories I’m most drawn to telling are still about
            women. I came of age in the turbulent wake of feminism’s second wave; education, work, relationships, parenting, sexuality—all
            had been abruptly transformed. What could be more compelling than documenting the impact of that? When I’m honest, though,
            I have to admit that I was pushed into my subject matter as much as pulled toward it, that constraint played as much a role
            as interest. I graduated college eight years before Anita Hill would bring sexual harassment out of the shadows—over three
            decades before allegations against producer Harvey Weinstein would set off a tsunami of #metoo activism. So, when during an
            interview for my first job, as a typist at Esquire magazine, I was told that one editor had a penchant for rubbing up against young female staffers, and asked could I “handle”
            that, of course I assured them I could. I kept at least six feet away from the guy for the next three years, but there were
            also editors there, men as well as women, who championed me, mentored me, and encouraged me to stop typing other writers’
            manuscripts and get to work on my own.
         

         
         With a few exceptions, female writers at the time (not to mention the entire category of women’s magazines) were tacitly,
            and sometimes explicitly, considered lesser than the guys—less talented, less prestigious, and, of course, lower paid. Writing
            about women, particularly for publications that weren’t specifically geared toward them, meant I avoided direct competition
            with men while creating a distinctive niche, if one that was sometimes seen as token. And it was a pretty sweet beat: after
            all, women are nearly fifty-one percent of the world’s population. Since we tend to be seen as female first—women directors, women executives, women politicians—I gained entree into worlds I might otherwise never have seen.
         

         
         Being a feminist writer, though, does not just involve whom I write about. It’s about how I write: my stance relative to the reader, a skepticism about hierarchy and expertise. I generally reject authority in authorship,
            positioning myself as the readers’ companion rather than superior: asking questions, expressing doubts, working my ideas out
            on the page. I want to share the journey, not just present tidy conclusions. Similarly, I decided early on that if I was willing
            to hold other women’s lives and decisions up to scrutiny I had better be willing to do the same with my own: if every woman’s
            life tells a story, mine would, too. Reviewers have sometimes referred to my first-person work as “honest,” especially my
            essays on infertility and cancer. I’m pretty sure that’s meant to be a compliment, but I sometimes suspect it may be code
            for TMI. The truth is, I don’t know how to write any other way. Observing my own experience, documenting my successes and
            missteps as a modern mother, wife, woman, worker, human, is how I make meaning for myself and, ideally, for others; it is
            also how I hope to galvanize change and progress.
         

         
         I’m a little stunned to find I have a body of work to look back on: time seems to have skittered by while I focused on the
            day-to-day stuff of working; falling in love; building a marriage; struggling to have a child and then raising her. Yet, I
            don’t feel ever so far from the girl reporter at the high school newspaper.
         

         
         I’m not sure how far the world has come, either. Progress seems more a spiral than a straight line, though I have faith that
            it moves mainly, if not consistently, in a positive direction. If I didn’t, I wouldn’t bother writing. Nonetheless, I’m struck
            by how many stories from years ago resonate now, at this moment when women’s political, social, economic, and reproductive
            rights are newly under threat.
         

         
         I don’t know how these latest battles will resolve, but I do know this: telling our stories is more important than ever. Not
            the endless churn of “content” featuring trumped-up princesses and pop stars and famous-for-being-famous social media creations,
            but real stories about real women, including women of color, queer women, immigrants, the poor, the very old, and the very young. There can never be
            enough stories.
         

         
         As for the teen mother I wrote about so long ago: I don’t know what happened to her. I no longer remember her name. I’ve even
            lost the article I wrote, left it behind in some old apartment in some other city. But I still think of her courage regularly,
            with gratitude; and I have never forgotten what she taught me.
         

         
         —Peggy Orenstein, August 2017
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Starlets, Scientists, Artists, Activists & Other Noteworthy Women

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Atsuko Chiba: The Nonconformist

         
         
            I was twenty-six years old, living in New York City mostly writing pithy pieces on shopping or Hollywood gossip when Betsy
               Carter, the editor of New York Woman magazine, called me into her office. She handed me Atsuko Chiba’s New York Times obituary and said, “I want you to write a posthumous profile of this woman.” I knew nothing about Chiba, nothing about her
               illness, nothing about Japan. I had never even written a magazine feature: I have no idea why Carter thought I should write
               this one.
            

            And yet, I’m amazed (and a little freaked out) by the way this piece, which came out in March 1989, predicts the themes of
               my own life: I had moved to California by the time it was published, where I would soon meet and marry my husband, who is
               Japanese American; I would end up spending extensive time in Japan, and eventually, inspired by my own medical crisis there,
               write a taboo-breaking piece about women’s health—in my case, on miscarriage; like Chiba, I, too, would develop breast cancer
               at an unusually young age, turning to my work, much as she did, as a source of solace, understanding, and activism.
            

         

         Atsuko Chiba came to New York to die. It was 1983, and the cancer that had taken her left breast two years earlier—the cancer
            that had made her notorious as the first Japanese journalist to write candidly about the disease—had settled in a lymph node
            at the base of her neck. Ever since her stint as a Nieman Fellow at Harvard University in 1968, Chiba had dreamed of returning
            to the States to try her hand as a freelancer. But more to the point was this: “No matter what happens,” she said to her friends,
            “I don’t want to die in Japan.”
         

         
         Death in Japan is no more ignominious than in other countries, but dying of cancer is. Cancer has long been a taboo topic
            in Japan; patients are rarely given details about their treatment, and doctors often avoid the terminally ill. So Chiba sold
            her furniture, donated her books to a library, packed up a favorite silk dress from childhood and the one being she was dependent
            upon—a Siamese cat named Be-be—and headed for a new life at One Astor Place.
         

         
         From the moment her plane landed at JFK until July 1987, when she died at the age of forty-six, Chiba devoted herself to encouraging
            change in her native country. In two weekly columns, “Preparing for Death” and “Living with Cancer,” and in thirteen books
            written over the course of three years, she offered a running commentary on the American and Japanese medical establishments.
            She wrote every day, even when her life was reduced to a three-week cycle of chemotherapy. Some days she wrote while vomiting
            continually into a paper bag. She wrote of life in New York, of the theater, of politics and soirees. Mostly she wrote of
            herself: “Not once have I shed tears in connection with my sickness,” she wrote. “I have no time to be immersed in sentiments;
            I am only thinking about how to use the time left meaningfully. . . . I don’t see my cancer as a particularly tragic event.
            My life up to now, although there have been tough times too, is filled with wonderful memories.”
         

         
         There is an aphorism in Japan: “The nail that sticks out gets hammered down.” Atsuko Chiba stuck out. She stuck way out and
            waved her arms. In a society where individuality—especially in women—is squelched early on, Chiba flaunted her mind, her body,
            and her spirit. She challenged the relegation of female journalists to newspapers’ society pages and became the first female
            economics reporter for a major Japanese newspaper. She took the victory with grace and irony: sure, she would cover the stock
            market as well as anyone, but she’d do it in a short, tight dress.
         

         
         Chiba was, in a way, the epitome of an American career woman carried to the extreme. Her work was her compulsion: two days
            before she died, while passing out from pain, she was cabling the Asahi Shimbun in Tokyo, assuring her editors she’d meet her deadline. Yet there were those see-through blouses she wore to press conferences
            at the Ministry of Finance. Provocative clothes on the job aren’t exactly commonplace in Japanese society. Neither is sexual
            freedom. Mutsuko Murakami, Atsuko’s closest Japanese friend, says she was shocked when, during the two journalists’ first
            evening together, Chiba pulled out a magazine clip that quoted her as saying, “I believe in freedom in sexual relations and
            am carrying out my beliefs.” Murakami remembers that Chiba thought, “one boyfriend should not last more than three months.”
         

         
         Chiba’s reaction, on Christmas Eve 1980, when she found a lump in her left breast that she correctly sensed was malignant,
            was, as her friends say, “typically Atsuko-like.” That very evening she began jotting down ideas for a book. “I thought of
            this as an assignment,” she said. “To lose a part of my body and to write about it as objectively as possible.”
         

         
         In late January, a day or two before she entered the hospital for a mastectomy, Chiba had snapshots taken of her nude from
            the waist up. The pictures show a beautifully formed woman with sharp, unflinching eyes, pointing to a barely visible malignancy.
            In those eyes you can read the phrase that became the title of her book: Breast Cancer Can’t Defeat Me. Seventeen days later, when she left the hospital, the book was nearly completed. Chiba discovered that she was the only woman
            on her ward who had even been told that she had cancer, and only then because she forced the issue. Doctors hid the truth,
            concerned that if a patient knew she had cancer she’d stop fighting or, worse yet, use it as an excuse to commit unethical
            acts.
         

         
         Breast Cancer Can’t Defeat Me eventually included controversial chapters on how Chiba’s lovers dealt with her mastectomy. Even more scandalous was her
            choice for the cover: one of her topless snapshots. To advertise the book her publisher blew the cover up to poster size and
            plastered it all over the Tokyo subways. An American colleague, then Wall Street Journal Tokyo bureau chief Mike Tharp, saw one of the posters on his way to meet Chiba and ripped it down. When he asked her for
            an autograph, she smiled and signed proudly. “It was pretty dramatic, that cover, but that was just the way Atsuko was,” Tharp
            remembers. “She believed in it, and she knew she had to take the heat as well as any of the glamour.”
         

         
         Her ability to suffer for the strength of her convictions may well have been a legacy from her parents. Chiba was born in
            Shanghai in 1941, the eldest of four sisters. Her father was a Communist activist jailed in his youth up to eight years at
            a time, but Chiba had little knowledge of his past until her junior year at college, when she learned about it in his eulogy.
            Her mother was also an activist, whom Atsuko would invoke during her own ordeal: “In 1932, at the age of seventeen, my mother
            was tortured by two police officers . . .” Chiba wrote. “She was stripped naked and hung upside down while the police pulled
            her legs. Just by imagining the scene, I realize that my present suffering is nothing compared with what my mother went through.”
         

         
         Chiba seems never to have questioned why her parents hid their activism from her or why they neither encouraged their daughters
            to lead a traditional life nor discouraged them from becoming enchanted with Western ways. After her father’s death, as she
            became increasingly worldly and independent, Chiba distanced herself from her more traditional mother and sisters. She hated
            falling prey to anyone’s expectations. She chose an unlikely major—economics—at Gakushuin University, one of Japan’s top schools.
         

         
         Although Chiba knew she was just as capable as the men in her classes, when it came time to parade her credentials before
            prospective employers, she was bitterly disappointed. No one in Tokyo would hire her. Eventually she landed a job as a society
            reporter for Tokyo Shimbun. She soon muscled her way onto the economics beat, where she was given the toughest assignments—like covering the rice market—in
            the hope that she would become discouraged and quit. In the end she did quit, but not for the reasons her bosses had hoped:
            she left to take the prestigious Nieman Fellowship.
         

         
         By the mid-seventies, Chiba was firmly entrenched as a freelancer, snagging stories for the Asian Wall Street Journal, Forbes, and Institutional Investor. Even so, being taken seriously on a turf so heavily dominated by men was a constant struggle. In a piece eulogizing her,
            Gilbert E. Kaplan, editor in chief of Institutional Investor, remembers Chiba’s first encounter with a particular source. “She joined me for a breakfast with the head of a major corporation,”
            Kaplan wrote. “He spoke only to me, bragging about his firm, and never once included her in the conversation. Finally Chiba
            chimed in with a technical question about why one of his financial ratios had been down three years in a row. From that point
            on, she was an integral part of the discussion, and the executive also became one of her best sources.”
         

         
         In Tokyo, Chiba became famous during her off-hours for her weekly parties: she hosted a revolving salon of novelists, artists,
            bankers, bureaucrats, and radical feminists. “She would throw us together in this small physical situation and let us mix
            and mingle,” Tharp recalls. “One of the neatest things was the way the Japanese men dealt with her. It was not unusual, for
            example, to see the director of the Economic Planning Agency get all the plates when people were finished eating and do the
            dishes.”
         

         
         When dawn broke and the inevitable Scrabble game ended, Chiba preferred to spend time alone. The three-month rule, the freelance
            lifestyle, the increasing distance from her family—these were marks of a person whose greatest luxury was solitude. “Because
            I have been living on my own,” she explained, “I . . . would work and play at my own pace and have the kind of relationships
            with men best suited to me.” The esteem in which she held independence allowed her to leave her home, her friends, and her
            family to take a chance on moving 14,500 miles to an uncertain future in New York.
         

         
         During her four years in New York, Chiba fought hard to stay productive and independent. “She was like a little general,”
            says a friend. She refused, even when dangerously ill, to accept unsolicited help. Her studio on Astor Place had a loft bed.
            One day Dolores Langone, Chiba’s closest friend in the city, asked her why she continued to make the climb each night. “She
            got really angry,” Langone remembers. “She said, ‘Don’t you ever ask me that again. That is the way I want to do it. And I
            can do it.’”
         

         
         The sicker Chiba got, the more prolific she became: columns on cancer, a newsletter for Japanese career women, and, of course,
            the amazing number of books that rolled out of her word processor. One volume detailed life in New York: “I am not feeling
            very well, but I decided to go to the Museum of Modern Art, which was having a press preview of the Paul Klee exhibit. I was
            taken by an acute sense of joy the minute I entered the exhibit hall.” Another volume was on the idiosyncracies of the Japanese;
            a third was an advice manual, New Woman, offering helpful hints for the emerging Japanese career woman, tempered with Chiba’s penchant for organization. “When I
            buy a skirt,” she wrote, “I go straight to the hosiery department and buy about six [pairs of] stockings in the same color.”
         

         
         Organization is a corollary of control, and as Chiba’s days became more uncertain, control became an all-important issue—not
            just in determining how and with whom she would spend her time, but in her fight to triumph over her disease. When she had
            to start a course of chemotherapy, she marched into a barbershop and had her head shaved.
         

         
         “Why did you do that, Atsuko?” Langone asked. “It’s going to fall out anyway.”

         
         “Yes,” Chiba answered, “but this way I control it.”

         
         Despite the strength of her will, Chiba could not staunch the flow of her illness, and certain losses were difficult to bear.
            In November 1986, her voice became a husky rasp. “I had lost one breast from a mastectomy and at one point lost all my hair
            from anti-cancer drugs,” she wrote in that week’s “Preparing for Death” installment. “However, those losses were nothing compared
            to the loss of my voice. My voice, my manner of speech, my vocabulary, my intonation—these were all-important means to express
            who I am. . . . I imagine that I will experience one kind of death after another and that the accumulation of deaths will
            eventually lead me to the final death. I must mourn each death to my heart’s content, for behind each death is the preceding
            bright life that existed.”
         

         
         For the first time she seemed to come to terms with her family, with whom she’d fought both in person and in print. Her mother
            had battled stomach cancer for fifteen years, experimenting with any treatment she came across—much to Chiba’s dismay. But
            despite their differences, Atsuko admired her mother: “[She] thinks it’s most natural for me to be working, even if I am seriously
            ill,” wrote Chiba. “The truth is that I am still upset about my loss and am encouraged by my mother’s positive attitude. . . .
            I told my mother that there was no longer a . . . cure for me. She started, ‘I know you will get upset, but in Osaka, a patient
            who’d been told that there was no hope had . . .’ I had to intervene with the little voice left to me. I cannot tolerate . . .
            illogical arguments. Fortunately we did not have to hang up in a quarrel. The truth is that I love my mother deeply and trust
            her completely.”
         

         
         There was never a weakening of her spirit. Chiba seemed invulnerable. Part of that was simply a matter of the barriers she
            had put up. She continued to see many people—Norman Pearlstine (good friend and managing editor for the Wall Street Journal), Langone, Angela Santoro (her first roommate in New York), Fred Jaffe (her neighbor on Astor Place)—but confided in none
            of them. Jaffe was surprised to find out that he’d made a number of appearances in her column. “She never said she had written
            about me,” he says. “I had no idea that any of our encounters were that important to her.”
         

         
         Some of Chiba’s apparent invulnerability may have stemmed from a fear of slowing down. She bought books she would never read
            and tickets to events she might never see, planned trips she would never take. “If I don’t make plans,” she wrote, “that’s . . .
            the same as dying.” Chiba seriously looked into moving to Moscow to try her hand as a correspondent there. She was always
            hopeful a drug might be found that would offer reprieve. But the miracle didn’t happen; in the last few months, as the pain
            became all-encompassing and the good days began to dwindle, a sense of discouragement began to invade Chiba’s columns. “I
            wonder if I have not reached the end of my endurance,” she wrote in April 1987. “Is there still a meaning to keep on living
            under such pain? If it would ease the pain, I feel I am almost ready to make a declaration of surrender. If I stop the treatment
            now, the cancer that has become smaller will once again grow. But now I do not even have one day of relief from this pain. . . .
            If I were given one comfortable day where there would be no pain and nausea . . . I would like to walk around the city and
            have three delicious meals, and I would be content to die that night.”
         

         
         It was Langone who commanded her to enter the hospital on July 7. She was in terrible pain, and Langone sat with her in her
            apartment, rubbing her back. Afterward, Chiba sat up, and as Langone walked away, she caught a glimpse of Chiba’s body going
            down. Langone grabbed her before she hit the ground. “Atsuko,” Langone said, “I’m not asking you anything from now on; I’m
            taking over. Do you know what just happened?”
         

         
         “No,” Chiba replied. “What happened?”

         
         “You passed out, and I don’t want to be here if you’re going to pass out forever. I’m calling an ambulance.” Chiba argued,
            saying she could walk downstairs and take a taxi, but Langone held firm. When Chiba started to faint again, Langone called
            the paramedics. Atsuko Chiba died two days later, on July 9, 1987.
         

         
         Langone wonders if Chiba simply decided that she’d had enough. The doctors had not expected her to die for quite some time.
            Maybe Chiba won her battle with the disease by choosing to throw in the towel. Her last night in the hospital she began talking
            about death with Langone’s husband. “John asked her very directly if she was scared,” Langone remembers, “and Atsuko said,
            ‘No, I am not afraid. I’ve done everything that I’ve ever wanted to do.’ He was a basket case, crying at her bedside, and
            she said, ‘Relax, John, everything’s going to be all right.’”
         

         
         The Tokyo newspapers ran front-page obituaries, which made Mutsuko Murakami both angry and proud. “I resented that if the
            newspapers were willing to give this kind of space for her, they could have given her a lot of opportunity while she was alive,”
            she says. Sales of Chiba’s books increased, and Murakami is somewhat bitter about that, too. But every yen the books bring
            in will go toward Chiba’s last request: an annual award for excellence in reporting by a non-Japanese Asian journalist. (“The
            Japanese have enough money,” Chiba once explained.)
         

         
         Chiba further stipulated that no funeral be held for her. Instead, Murakami and a few other friends organized “A Meeting to
            Think About Death and Life in Memory of Atsuko Chiba” (to take place in the same Tokyo auditorium where, a year earlier, in
            a voice rattling with disease, Chiba had given her final public lecture: “Dying Well Is Living Well”). The auditorium had
            a capacity of eight hundred, and Murakami worried that it was too large. She notified the publications in which Chiba’s columns
            appeared and sent out a general media alert in hopes of reaching those who had followed Chiba’s journey through her books
            and columns.
         

         
         When the day finally came, a thousand people packed the hall, overflowing into the aisles, out the doors, sitting two to a
            seat: friends, family, other journalists, young women for whom Chiba had been a model, cancer patients who—thanks to Chiba—had
            the courage to demand more from their doctors. They listened to speakers on death and dying, to a tape of Chiba’s last speech,
            to messages from her friends in New York. And they listened to Fumiko Chiba, Atsuko’s mother, speak in a high, thin voice
            about outliving her forty-six-year-old daughter. “People say, ‘You must be very depressed that Atsuko passed away,’” she said.
            “I am not only sad but feeling very satisfied because Atsuko completed her life the way she wanted to and the way her mother
            could be proud of her.”
         

         
         That was why the thousand came together. To mourn perhaps, but more to celebrate a woman who resolutely lived the life she
            desired and who, finally, died as she chose—deliberately, without fear, and as she once said she hoped: “writing . . . until
            the end.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Gloria Steinem and Robin Morgan: Ms. Fights for its Life

         
         
            I first met Gloria Steinem and Robin Morgan my junior year of college while working as an intern at Ms. Revisiting this piece, I feel I was a little impatient with them, perhaps in the way that the younger generation can be when
               rebelling against its elders. In truth, I deeply admire both women: for their work as well as their personal generosity toward
               me. This piece, which was published in November 1990, also offers a glimpse into the economics and the sexism of the traditional
               magazine industry, both of which, for better and for worse, have been challenged by the rise of the internet. Magazines have
               struggled in the new era; feminism has thrived, though so has its inverse. Finally, as my first foray into writing about girlhood
               this story would lead me, a year later, to begin my book Schoolgirls.
            

         

         I was eleven when Tibetha Shaw showed me my first copy of Ms. magazine. Tibetha had untamed orange hair and was the only girl in the sixth grade of Minneapolis’s John Burroughs Elementary
            School who wore black all the time. Her mother, unlike the mothers of the rest of my friends, worked outside the home and
            had an apron emblazoned diagonally with three-inch-high white capital letters that said housework is bullshit, which Tibetha proudly showed me the first time she invited me over to play. I don’t think I ever met the exotic woman who
            probably would have insisted on being called Ms. Shaw. And I don’t recall hearing anything about Tibetha’s father. In retrospect,
            I imagine her parents may have been divorced. At that time, in our idyllic Midwestern community, separation was still something
            you did to remove the yolks from the whites of eggs; it would be a good two or three years before my classmates’ families
            would begin exploding around us.
         

         
         My own mother subscribed to Redbook, Good Housekeeping, and Ladies’ Home Journal. She welcomed me home from school each day with freshly baked treats and milk. At Tibetha’s, there was no adult supervision.
            There was dust on the furniture. There was Ms. We ate Oreos and pored over the magazine, not quite understanding the anger, but grooving on the energy.
         

         
         Ms. had resurrected Wonder Woman, the Amazon Princess from Paradise Island, aka Themyscira, who parried bullets with her steel
            bracelets and brought pernicious forces of evil to their knees with her magic golden lasso. Inspired by her, we fastened towels
            around our necks with clothespins and climbed onto the roof of the Shaws’ garage. The houses on Lyndale Avenue were close
            together, and the distance between the pointed garage roofs was slightly longer than a leggy eleven-year-old’s stride. Yet
            we took deep breaths and leapt—screaming, “Wonder Woman! Wonder Woman!”—flying from roof to roof and back again, towel capes
            streaming out behind us, buoyed up by exhilaration, discovery, and danger.
         

         
          

         In the dead center of Times Square, there is a building wrapped by the world-famous news zipper, a building suspended over
            endless subway catacombs and topped by the glowing ball that drops on New Year’s Eve to the strains of Guy Lombardo. As I
            walk in to the ground floor, a young, female Bible-thumper looks me dead in the eyes and screams that I’m going straight to
            hell for unbridled forn-i-cation and for murdering babies through abortion. When I ride up to the eighteenth floor and enter
            the soothing pink and mauve décor of the Ms. offices, Gloria Steinem is waiting, with a different kind of damnation on her mind.
         

         
         “I read thirty women’s magazines recently and it was very depressing how little they’d changed,” she says, in her ever-modulated,
            always polite tone of voice. “There was the occasional piece on domestic violence—unillustrated—or a survey of readers’ opinions
            on abortion, which is carefully equivocal. . . . Today a writer called me because she was doing a serious article about what
            women think of the fact that a lot of women are allowing their bra straps to show out on the street. I told her to please
            quote me exactly and said, ‘I think women should be able to wear anything they fucking well please.’”
         

         
         That was precisely the attitude that led to the founding of Ms.

         
         The story of Ms.’s first issue, launched as a supplement to 1971’s year-end issue of New York magazine, is the stuff of Andy Hardy movies: A group of women meeting in living rooms around New York City wanted to create
            a publication in which readers could find information on the women’s movement without joining any organization. Someone suggested
            a newsletter. “No, no,” said Brenda Feigen, an officer of NOW. “Let’s start a magazine!”
         

         
         The women envisioned a publication that would be both slick and beautiful, one that would appeal to newsstand browsers who
            didn’t necessarily identify themselves as feminists. But when a group led by the already famous Steinem went looking for backers,
            everyone they approached laughed.
         

         
         “We had the impossible condition that women control the magazine,” says Steinem. “There are still no women controlling women’s
            magazines financially. It was only because Clay Felker, for whom I’d been working as a political columnist, needed a theme
            for his year-end double issue that it happened. He wouldn’t pay our salaries, but he said he’d pay for the costs of producing
            one sample magazine if he could pick from it whatever he wanted for his own magazine.”
         

         
         Three hundred thousand copies of the first bona fide issue of Ms. shipped to newsstands in January 1972. Steinem began a cross-country promotional tour, but in every city, she encountered
            complaining crowds. “People came up to her and said they couldn’t find the magazine anywhere,” says Joanne Edgar, the magazine’s
            de facto managing editor from the pilot issue until the spring of 1989. “She’d call Clay and say, ‘It’s not here! Get on the
            distributors!’ It turned out that all three hundred thousand copies sold out in ten days. We got thirty thousand subscribers
            from that one issue.”
         

         
         Steinem went trolling for backers again, and this time no one snickered. She raised a million dollars, which Ms. needed to begin monthly publication, from Warner Communications.
         

         
         During those early years, the pages of Ms. were consumed by revelation, by the simple act of naming: pay equity, maternity leave, wife battering, date rape, sexual
            harassment. If contributors to Ms. found an exuberant power in diagnosis, the magazine’s readers found strength—and relief—in being diagnosed. The letters section
            of Ms., significantly longer than those of other magazines, showed the publication’s effect most directly (and voyeuristically).
            Readers talked to each other in the pages of Ms.: chords were struck, confessions proffered, anger vented. By the end of 1973, the magazine received two hundred personal
            letters a day, most of them as powerful as this one, written anonymously, in December of that year:
         

         
         I am writing this on a day when I could not possibly feel any greater depression, alienation or isolation. I am writing to
               you because I have no one, male or female, to talk to who will not try to push, cajole, threaten, even beg me into accepting
               my “proper” role and “duties” as a housewife and mother. . . . I had been losing courage and had started to believe there
               was really something wrong with me, until I began to receive your magazine. It has been literally a “lifesaver.”

         
         The feverish new swirl of ad hoc political groups also took Ms.’s politics personally. Feminist activists dropped by the Lexington Avenue offices to offer up advice and critique what they
            viewed as their magazine. “Housewives came and said we weren’t doing enough on homemaker issues,” says writer and editor Letty
            Cottin Pogrebin. “Lesbians came by, younger women, women of color. In those days, people really made their feelings known.
            And we heard them out.”
         

         
         As the seventies rolled on, though, the myriad concerns of the women’s movement became difficult to contain in a one-hundred-page
            magazine. Women channeled their energies into specific issues—reproductive rights, lesbian rights, crisis intervention—and
            they bumped against their differences. Antiporn and pro-sex feminists squared off, women of color felt shunted aside by white
            feminists, rural women were bulldozed by urban professionals. Diagnosis was no longer enough. Ms. had to change with the political culture, to try to address the diversity of its constituents as well as their sophistication
            and occasional disillusionment.
         

         
         “In the early seventies, we were riding on this rainbow of enthusiasm,” says Edgar. “We thought if you just explained the
            injustice of discrimination, it would go away, because everyone would see it’s not nice to discriminate against women. We
            were naive, to say the least.”
         

         
          

         As students in one of the most liberal of liberal-arts colleges in the early eighties, concerned about sexism in the classroom
            and the curriculum, militant about Taking Back the Night, and obsessed with the quest for better access to contraception and
            abortion, my friends and I had numerous dinner-table disputes over whether to call ourselves “feminists.” We weren’t interested
            in labels of any kind, we said, let alone one that an older generation had already freighted with such finger-wagging, beleaguered
            connotations.
         

         
         We weren’t alone in our ambivalence. Ten years after Ms. began, Ronald Reagan had been elected president and the country seemed to be hurtling backward. Membership in the National
            Organization for Women began a descent, which was to last until the decade’s end. For us as young women, the early successes
            of the women’s movement—particularly in employment and discrimination battles—made it less likely that we would rebel in the
            same way as our elders. Instead of feeling indebted to or proud of feminism, we saw in it the threat of permanent marginalization
            (Would we have successful relationships with individual men if we hated them as a group? Was the commitment to feminism irrevocable
            and intractable?). In a sense, the women’s movement had provided us with the luxury of inaction, of splitting hairs over semantics.
         

         
         Feeling assured, however naively, of success and equal treatment in the “real world,” I was impatient with Ms.’s Horatio Alger–like tales of (women’s) triumphs against all (male) odds. With fewer real victories to report, and an acute
            fear of revealing divisions within the movement to a voraciously hostile outside world, Ms. fell into a pattern: it continued to remind its readers that the same old inequities were still the same old inequities,
            and it found smaller, individual victories to exult in, victories that often seemed sugar-coated.
         

         
         “My husband used to leaf through Ms. and say, ‘This is a cheering squad for women,’” says feminist writer and occasional Ms. contributor Katha Pollitt. “‘They’d write a positive article about any woman who was doing anything, regardless of whether
            it was interesting.’ And I’d say, ‘Well, there’s a place for that. It’s like how our grandparents were always thrilled when
            a Jew did things.’ Part of it is opening new roles.
         

         
         “But it’s true that they didn’t like to run unfavorable book reviews. And they bought into this women-are-better line. I remember
            when Sandra Day O’Connor was appointed—they ran this piece about how she was going to be better because, as a woman, she’d
            be more this and less that. Maybe she’s not as bad as Rehnquist, but she’s pretty much a standard Reaganite figure who has
            not done great things for women. They were a little gullible because they wanted to be optimistic.”
         

         
         “I remember feeling, when we were celebrating women coal miners, that we were celebrating black lung and we should think about
            that,” says Pogrebin. “Just because you got a piece of the pie doesn’t mean the pie wasn’t full of worms. But the counterargument
            was that women wanted these jobs and they’re proud of themselves and if they want to take this chance, they have a right to
            take it. As much as it bothers me, it’s a point of view. You can’t be a purist in support of women.”
         

         
          

         Ms. may have been flawed, but it was the only women’s magazine that showcased intelligence, placed some premium on substance
            over style, and tried consistently to push independent voices into the mass market. I wanted to be one of those voices. So
            I leapt at the chance in 1982 to leave the flatlands of Ohio to take an internship at Ms., working for then–contributing editor Robin Morgan on Sisterhood Is Global, an anthology of women’s writings worldwide.
         

         
         When I arrived in New York, the magazine was financially imperiled. Paper and postage costs (the most expensive aspects of
            magazine production) had skyrocketed. In desperation, Steinem and publisher Pat Carbine had turned Ms. into a tax-exempt, nonprofit organization in 1979. Although the move prevented Ms. from continuing to rate and endorse political candidates, the postage break alone saved hundreds of thousands of dollars
            a year, and under the auspices of the Ms. Foundation for Education and Communication, Steinem could raise funds more aggressively.
         

         
         I spent nine months hovering on the periphery of the magazine, doing part-time fact-checking work to support myself while
            I plumbed statistics on policies and practices of eighty countries on contraception, abortion, violence against women, family
            law, labor law, suffrage, and women’s history, in research for Morgan’s book. The editors, for the most part, were warm and
            friendly; I admired the genuine financial and emotional sacrifices they’d made to keep their magazine and movement alive.
            I was starstruck by conversations in which Andrea Dworkin apprised Gloria Steinem of her encounters with William F. Buckley
            Jr., while, nearby, Robin Morgan chatted on the phone with Kate Millett. But because of the enormous injustice I was uncovering
            in my research, I was also going through a process of discovery, a politicization that I felt these women were well beyond.
         

         
         When I returned to college, I read Mary Daly, Susan Brownmiller, Susan Griffin, Kathleen Barry, Audre Lorde, and Nawal El
            Saadawi. I read everything I could get my hands on. But I still only skimmed Ms. for an occasional news flash, even though I wanted badly to return to the magazine after graduation. Now an ardent feminist
            committed to the idea of writing about women in a political way, I couldn’t imagine where else I would work. Redbook? Vogue? Middle-class, middle-management slicks like Savvy and Working Woman? I began to understand why most of the editors of Ms. had remained entrenched there for ten years; Ms. was a beachhead in a war to change cultural patterns, but the invading army still hadn’t gotten past the sand.
         

         
         Unable to find a niche at Ms., where every would-be feminist journalist in America applied for a job each year, and unwilling to give up the dream of working
            at a glossy magazine, I called Robin Morgan that summer and told her I’d taken a job at Esquire.

         
         “Esquire?” she said. “Oh, Peggy, how could you?”
         

         
         I answered flatly, “I didn’t have a choice.”

         
          

         As a young editor at Esquire, I quickly learned that the magazine industry is among the most cutthroat and sexist industries in the country, primarily
            paid for—and often dictated to—by advertisers. In spite of spiraling production costs, there were about 650 more publications
            on the newsstands in the mid-eighties than the mid-seventies. Most mass-market publications cut subscription rates so low
            that they actually lost money on them, under the assumption that the extra body count would lure advertisers in this extremely
            competitive market.
         

         
         Many magazines weren’t above promising a little extra incentive to curry advertising favor. When I was editing Esquire’s semiannual travel section, the magazine’s advertising department regularly provided me with a list of vacation spots to
            cover. Readers, of course, were none the wiser. A few years later, Vanity Fair stood accused of running adulatory profiles of designers Ralph Lauren and Calvin Klein—two of the publication’s bigger advertisers.
            And, according to the Columbia Journalism Review, The New Yorker, once the home of Rachel Carson and Jonathan Schell, recently toned down a piece on the history of environmentalism by former
            Sierra Club Books editor John G. Mitchell to satisfy the needs of a toothless Earth Day advertorial section.
         

         
         These pressures are doubly fierce for magazines perceived as “political” or, in industry parlance, as “hostile editorial environments.”
            Nothing scares off advertisers like controversy, and nothing spells controversy like politics. Mother Jones, The Nation, Harper’s, and The Atlantic all rely on big-money donors or wealthy owners to supply hundreds of thousands of dollars in deficit spending each year.
            Without such a deep pocket, Ms. was increasingly at the mercy of advertisers. And advertisers rarely showed much mercy.
         

         
         Steinem virtually stopped editing after the pilot issue; she and publisher Pat Carbine devoted themselves full-time to finagling
            more than $2 million worth of ads a year. “Some advertisers would spit on the magazine,” Steinem remembers. “There was a food
            advertiser in California who made us take him to the world’s most expensive dinner, which we could ill afford. After the meal,
            he threw the magazine on the table and said, ‘I wouldn’t advertise in this fucking piece of shit if it were the last magazine
            on earth.’ People loved to have us make presentations with the purpose of humiliating us.”
         

         
         “[Prospective advertisers] took us personally,” says Pogrebin. “They didn’t want to buy an ad in Ms. because it was the reason their wives left them, or because their product showed motherhood as Madonna and child and we’d
            show pictures of bloody, natural birth.”
         

         
         Without the promise of editorial obeisance, Ms. didn’t stand a chance of tapping into the gold mine of cosmetic and fashion ads (the fact that shilling those products in
            the magazine would have been somewhat antithetical to the Ms. message is, perhaps, a contradiction best pondered by the financially solvent). Instead, the magazine looked like it was
            produced for fast-driving cross-addicts: its ad pages were almost exclusively the province of cigarettes, hard liquor, and
            cars.
         

         
         Those advertisers also had their unspoken demands. Mary Thom, an editor of Ms. since its first issue, admits that the magazine went light on its coverage of women and smoking: “We tried to cover those
            issues when there was news—when research on fetal alcohol syndrome came out, that kind of thing. But to do a major job on
            addiction or on cross-addiction meant that those advertisers couldn’t be in the book. So we didn’t cover it in an in-depth,
            ongoing way.”
         

         
         And Steinem remembers nearly coming to blows over an offensive portrayal of Volkswagen. “There was a piece about Nazi Germany
            by Andrea Dworkin in which she had used ‘Porsche’ [which is distributed by Volkswagen],” she says. “Volkswagen doesn’t interfere
            at all; they don’t ask anything of you, unlike women’s products. Except they don’t want to be in a piece about Nazi Germany.
            It was too late to change the fact that the ad was in the issue and Porsche was in the piece. So I changed Porsche to ‘expensive
            car.’ Andrea was furious. Really, really, seriously furious. It really jeopardized our friendship. And I felt really victimized.
            I said, ‘Andrea, you don’t understand this.’ I tried to explain. Now I realize she was right. But at the time, in the context—some
            of us weren’t making salaries; we didn’t know if we could meet the printing costs; we were making ends meet with contributions.
            This was one of the few advertisers who wouldn’t interfere. . . .”
         

         
         Finally, the pressure of running at a constant deficit, reducing or going without salaries, and never knowing if the next
            issue would be the last became too much. The Ms. Foundation began hunting for someone to buy its major asset in late 1986.
            “I can’t even begin to express what the pressures were like,” Steinem says with despair in her voice. “It was giving us all
            ulcers and sweaty palms. We knew that if we closed our doors, that we could wrongly be seen as damaging the women’s movement.
            Like losing the Equal Rights Amendment. I can’t tell you how terrible that feels.”
         

         
         Anne Summers, an Australian feminist who served for three years as chief advisor on women’s issues to Australian Prime Minister
            Bob Hawke, had been spinning her wheels as the U.S. political correspondent for a John Fairfax, Ltd., newspaper when she heard
            Ms. was for sale. Together with Sandra Yates, who had come Stateside to launch a smart-talking publication for teenage girls,
            she convinced Fairfax to bid for Ms. The girls’ magazine, they reasoned, could become the cash cow that would keep its older, prestigious sister afloat.
         

         
         “Fairfax was clearly a better choice than Hearst or Condé Nast, who would’ve turned it into a totally conventional magazine,”
            says Steinem now. “We would’ve liked to have the money to go on ourselves, but we never thought we were the only people who
            could do this.” When the deal closed in October 1987, Summers—who, with her platinum hair and black, thick-framed, round glasses
            has a look as singular as Steinem’s—was named editor of Ms.; Yates was named publisher.
         

         
         And nothing worked out as they planned.

         
          

         In some ways, what Anne Summers was trying to do was to resurrect the initial vision of Ms., but to do it eighties and nineties style: “People my age and a bit younger would tell me, ‘I used to read Ms., but then it stopped doing anything for me and I haven’t read it since the early eighties,’” she told me one morning in her
            Upper West Side condominium. “I think a lot of women, as they started to get good jobs, started having kids, saw themselves
            developing in all kinds of ways the magazine wasn’t keeping up with. I thought there was a constituency out there that I could
            claim.”
         

         
         Under Summers, who took the magazine back to a for-profit status, Ms. could rate political candidates for the first time in ten years. The magazine showed new edge during the 1988 presidential
            campaign, when it offered updates on candidates’ positions on child care, abortion, and women’s employment issues. But Summers
            wanted to be a player on Madison Avenue as well as Capitol Hill. To create a “conducive” editorial environment, she introduced
            a column about gardening to the magazine. She also launched a controversial—and embarrassing—attempt at a fashion section:
            “Personal Appearances,” which featured the everyday wardrobe secrets of prominent feminists, ran for seven issues. “That was
            a disaster,” Summers says now. “It just put advertisers off because women were wearing their own clothes, which weren’t necessarily
            fashionable. And readers said that they’d rather hear about a woman’s ideas.”
         

         
         Summers never had a chance to find out if her new ideas for Ms. would work. Six months after buying the magazine, Fairfax fell into hard times and began scaling back operations, starting
            with its new U.S. holdings. Frantic to keep control of both Ms. and Sassy, Summers and Yates formed Matilda Publications, and raised $20 million—enough to buy the two magazines and infuse them with
            capital. But Citicorp Venture Capital, Inc., one of Matilda’s biggest backers, took a particularly active interest in its
            investment. Matilda agreed to ambitious quarterly performance goals, which relied on everything going right. There was no
            room for slippage of any kind. Two weeks later, in mid-July 1988, things didn’t just slip, they crashed: six major advertisers
            pulled out of Sassy.

         
         From its first issue in March 1988, Sassy had been a smash. Falling somewhere between the prom-queen primness of Seventeen and the tackiness of Teen, it tried to speak to what was really going on with teenage girls. Talking in an occasionally grating teen argot (like, you
            know, pointing out when the Red Hot Chili Peppers acted like total dags), it ran articles on previously taboo subjects: drawn
            in by promises of lipstick lessons and dish on Johnny Depp, the fourteen- to nineteen-year-old audience was also instructed
            on how to protest the antichoice parental-notification rule, offered a condom update, introduced to gay teens, and educated
            about AIDS. In fact, with its younger and less judgmental readers, the early Sassy seemed to have found that delicate balance between frivolity and feminism, which often eluded Ms. Within seven issues, it matched its éminence grise, with four hundred fifty thousand subscribers.
         

         
         Then, after the magazine caught the attention of a couple of reactionary moms from Wabash, Indiana, two fundamentalist Christian
            groups launched a letter-writing zap against the magazine. Six of Sassy’s biggest advertisers (including Revlon, Maybelline, Noxell, Gillette, and the ostensibly progressive Reebok) pulled their
            ads.
         

         
         “We didn’t realize initially how serious it was or how long it would go on,” says Summers. “We thought advertisers would be
            back in a few months. But Sassy had become controversial. Big advertisers who said they’d come in after the second year, like Procter & Gamble and Bristol-Myers,
            backed off. Small advertisers got nervous. The impact was catastrophic. Some months in early 1989, Ms. had more ads than Sassy; then we really knew we were in trouble.”
         

         
         Major advertisers pulled out of Ms., too. While the number of ad pages went up slightly, to 503 in 1987 (still down from the old Ms.’s 555 in 1985), by the next year that figure had dropped to 343. “It became very clear that we’d become a marginal buy,”
            says Mary Thom. “When ads began to go down in the industry, we were the first to be cut off the schedule.”
         

         
         Summers became painfully aware of stories that would insult advertisers. As with Steinem, her breaking point came when she
            perceived a threat to the magazine’s much-needed car advertising. When columnist Barbara Ehrenreich proposed an acid satire
            about fast cars, Summers balked and asked her to write something else (the column eventually appeared in Mother Jones). “I felt shocked to be running into that kind of censorship at Ms.,” says Ehrenreich. “And if it was any other place, as I told Anne, I would’ve quit right there. But because it was Ms. and I was trying to be understanding about the difficulties of surviving, I shrugged and did something else for them.”
         

         
         Finally, even the magazine’s covers fell under advertisers’ scrutiny. “The worst thing I ever did was change the cover because
            of advertisers,” Summers admits. “We made the mistake of telling them once that Hedda Nussbaum [the abused partner of Joel
            Steinberg, a New York City lawyer who murdered his six-year-old daughter in 1987] was going to be on the cover. She’d been
            on Newsweek, and it was a legitimate news photo and an issue that Ms. readers were interested in. But that kind of cover is not tolerated in women’s magazines. They want nice covers. We lost
            seven advertisers, but four came back when we promised to change it. We had two days to put together a new cover. It was a
            naked woman, a grainy picture that said, ‘Dangerous Liaisons: Women & Estrogen, Hedda & Joel, The Supreme Court & Abortion.’”
         

         
         Citicorp waltzed in to end Matilda’s misery just as the July 1989 issue was about to ship. The company went back on the block,
            its attractiveness enhanced by the slowly recovering Sassy. Summers had tried desperately to find a partner who would allow her to keep the magazine going, but even sympathetic prospects,
            like multimillionaire media heiress Sallie Bingham, turned her down. “Ms. had been around for seventeen years,” Summers says, “and every deep pocket was exhausted. The usual suspects had already
            been approached in the past and either had given money or didn’t want to give.”
         

         
         In August 1989, Dale Lang, who owns Working Woman, Working Mother, and once owned McCall’s, signed a letter of intent to buy Ms. and 70 percent of Sassy (Citicorp retained the other 30 percent). Lang promptly left for a motorcycling holiday in Europe, without announcing his
            plans for either publication, but the word on the street was that he was not interested in Ms.

         
         “He started running the publication about two months before he officially owned it,” one publishing insider told me. “He was
            trying to sell ads in trios—Sassy, Working Woman, Working Mother, but not Ms. He made no statement supporting Ms., so ads naturally evaporated. To Madison Avenue, it looked like not even the white knight was supporting the publication,
            that he was actually trying to undermine it. Finally, there was an issue on the boards ready to go with only seven pages of
            ads. And he refused to print it.”
         

         
         On October 13, 1989, Summers turned full control of Matilda Publications over to Lang, and Ms., the publication founded on the principle of female self-determination, became the domain of a man. He immediately suspended
            publication. Editors were allowed to stay on, but the ad staff was fired. Some learned their fate from that morning’s Wall Street Journal.

         
         Summers still broods over the failure of her mass-circulation Ms. “I’ve thought a lot about what I’d do differently,” she says. “We should’ve taken some stronger stands on some issues. I
            think I was treading softly, very conscious of potential criticism for tampering with this American institution. That was
            a mistake. I should’ve done savage profiles. We were too soft.
         

         
         “But in the two years we were there, there wasn’t even a quarter where we were free of significant business worries that impacted
            on Madison Avenue and which were used as an excuse or reason not to advertise in the magazine. Maybe we could’ve made it.
            Maybe. But never under those conditions.”
         

         
         According to Ms. staffers, Lang assured Summers that she would be editor of any new version of Ms. that was in the offing—a promise he did not keep. Instead, Summers was named editor-at-large for Lang publications. And when
            the new bimonthly, ad-free publication Ms.: The World of Women was announced in December of last year, the name topping the masthead came as something of a surprise. My old boss Robin
            Morgan, child actress and radio personality, founder of the Redstockings, organizer of anti–Miss America protests, international
            activist, antiporn crusader, prolific writer (most recently of The Demon Lover: On the Sexuality of Terrorism), had been anointed. Her name and high historical profile clearly signaled the latest direction Ms. would take, the language it would speak, and the women it would speak to.
         

         
          

         “In this Ms., there will be no slick pages and no slick thinking,” Robin Morgan announces in her ringing voice. She stands at about five
            feet and is waving one of the cigarettes she’s forever trying to give up. “It was amazing what the magazine tried to accomplish
            in its pre-Australian period, considering all the tightropes that it walked. But the sheer effort of trying to be everything
            to everybody meant reaching a lowest common denominator to some degree.”
         

         
         It is May 1990 in the offices of the new Ms., and I have left Steinem to her rounds of meetings, interviews, and phone calls. It has been seven years since my last phone
            conversation with Morgan, during which time I navigated my way through several magazine jobs—leaving one when the editor resigned
            after refusing to pander to advertisers, and another just before the owner pulled the plug, citing lack of advertiser enthusiasm—before
            moving west to work at Mother Jones. Morgan and I have just had lunch. We have caught up. I have been held out to younger staff members as a shining example of
            where a Ms. internship will get you. Now she is walking me through the new magazine.
         

         
         “I’m trying to put together a magazine that’s lively, fair, beautiful, funny, and moving,” she tells me. “A magazine that
            will get people to act.” As she begins to run down the list of articles in the first issues, though, I hear a litany of familiar,
            venerable names—Adrienne Rich, Lily Tomlin, Andrea Dworkin, Alice Walker, Marilyn French—and predictable topics that make
            me uneasy. This sounds like a narrowly focused Ms., a magazine that will appeal overwhelmingly, perhaps exclusively, to its original constituency.
         

         
         To its credit, and especially to Morgan’s credit, the new Ms. places a particular emphasis on features and news briefs about women around the world. But the rest of the magazine seems
            designed not just for women who identify themselves as feminists, but for women who define feminism in a specific way, who
            want the best and the worst of their worldview confirmed rather than challenged. There is a “Feminist Theory” section on the
            centrality of ageism to the patriarchy; “Inner Space,” on the angry face of the goddess; Bella Abzug on widowhood; an arts
            section featuring an essay hailing last year’s
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