
mistress 
"the other (sexualized) woman" 
The evolution of the word mistress reveals 
society's view that the only way for women to 
wield power and authority is through their 
sexuality. 

1330=I teacher or governess • 

1375I the "lady" of a house A llI 

1393I a woman who employs others in her service A Ill 

1425 ---t-- woman who has the power to control • ■
1425 a woman courted by a man; sweetheart ® 

1439 the lover of a married man ■• 
1440 --,-- woman proficient in a subject A 

19211 dominatrix IE' @ 
* (only in certain, sexual, scenarios) 

lA authority 
■ control 
® sexuality 



anne boleyn 
The archbishop of Canterbury, with his snow-white, uncalloused, priestly hands 

carefully placed the crown on Anne's head. Hecklers from the crowd booed and 
hurled insults at her as the soft red velvet touched the chestnut brown on her head. 
Above all the voices she heard one, shrill and loud, yell "Whore!" She closed her 
tired eyes for just a second as she took a long breath in of the stuffy church air to 
compose herself. Her hands went down to rest on her belly, swelling from the 
heartbeat growing inside of her. She had tried to hide her stomach in a billowing red 
dress adorned with gold but she was afraid she had been found out. Anne calmed 
her own heart in hopes of doing the same for her child, the Heir. As soon as the 
crown hit her head she turned over to smile at the King, her lord, and in his eyes she 
saw something new. His brown eyes glazed over and he averted his gaze from the 
new queen. 

* * * 
She remembered the first night that she spent with him. Here was this 

gargantuan man, both in physical size as well as power, who bade her to come to 
him. It was phrased as a question, but she knew there was no saying no; he could 
command her. She went to him and he thrusted himself on her, pinning her down 
and crushing her. As the lay in bed, the King whispered in her ear, calling her his 
maistresse, his mistress. How could she be the mistress of anything if she felt so 
powerless? 

* * * 
Half a year after her coronation Anne had settled in nicely to a role as queen. 

Her power was almost limitless, unless it countered the King. He had kept little tabs 
on her while her belly grew large with the prospect of his son. She knew how to stay 
out of his way and he knew how to stay out of hers. He still came to her late at night, 
and she would have to succumb to his desires no matter how painful the weight of 
his body was on her tender back and ankles. No matter the price, she knew she had 
won. She was the King's wife, no longer a mistress to his desires but now a mistress 
of the household, with a rightful place in the palace. 

When the day came for Anne to give birth to the heir, she was ready to secure 
her lineage in the royal family. As she lay on her bed, sweat dripping down her 
forehead from of the hard labor, she looked out her door to see her steadfast King 
waiting to her the good news. She continued on and when she looked outside again 
she saw her husband in an embrace with another woman. And, with that final 
scream, one of anger, she brought into this world a daughter. 



he/they 
"grammar over gender" 
As soon as it could be, the singular "they" was 
legislated out of our language showing a 
disregard for gender inclusivity and a favoritism 
for masculine normativity - and it was done by a 
woman. 

1300s ---- use of the singlar "they" was common 

18th century: prescriptive grammar movement 
the move towards a unified "respectable" English that 
would give unification to the now imperalist nation 

17 45 __ Ann Fisher writes A New Grammar prescribing the 
sex-indeterminte "he" 

2015I the singular "they" is voted the word of the year 
today new sex-indeterminite pronouns are being created 



ann fisher 
Ann opened up A New English Grammar determined to not judge the book by its cover. She and 

John Kirby both worked in the small, growing field of prescriptive grammar, and she did not want to 
make an enemy this early in her career. Most of the people in prescriptive grammar were men; they 
already had reason not to like her. If she made an enemy out of John, she pretty much ruined her 
chances of working ever again. Regardless, she still found John extremely off-putting. The last time 
they had met, he had constantly looked at her husband instead of her, and any time she spoke up he 
pretended no one was talking. But Ann wanted to keep an open mind when reading Kirby's new 
book. She was already irritated by its title, only a superficial change from her own work. She knew 
that if she brought it up to John, he would say she was overreacting; he would never intentionally 
steal her title. 

As she read, she realized how much in common she and John had when it came to grammar. Ann 
knew that it was better to have a list of rules that everyone followed, but at the same time, she 
wished that John was a little more creative in his rules. And then, she got to the page. As she read 
down his list of rules for pronouns, she found her words being read back to her. John had copied 
word-for-word exactly the rule she had written. She ran to her bookshelf and took down her book, A 
New Grammar, by A. Fisher. (She had deliberately not included her first name for fear of 
grammarians not taking her book seriously. Now, looking at her cover, she realized how strange it 
was to have a book authored by "A. Fisher." She sounded like a fisherman, which couldn't be further 
from the truth. If she went down to the Tyne and got onto a boat, she would be the headline of the 
next day, of a woman gone crazy. But that was besides the point.) She opened up her book to the sex 
indeterminate "he" rule. There was her rule: "The Masculine Person answers to the general Name, 
which comprehends both Male and Female; as, any Person who knows what he says.' And then there 
was Kirby's: "The Masculine Person answers to the general Name, which comprehends both Male 
and Female; as Any Person, who knows what he says." Word for word he had taken her idea. There 
was nothing she could do about it. 
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The next week Ann was looking at the newspaper that her husband brought home with him. A 
writer that Ann always admired had put out their newest column. They were always one step ahead, 
reading the newest books in prescriptive grammar and picking out what they thought the most 
important rules would be, which ones would stick. So, when Ann saw the headline declaring the 
death of the singular "they," she thought she had made it in. Finally, someone had read her book and 
this would be the way to bring it into the cannon of prescriptive grammar! As Ann kept reading the 
article she found herself nodding with everything they were saying. These were all the same 
arguments that she made in A New Grammar. Then Ann realized it was not A New Grammar that was 
hailed as the grammar book that made all these changes but A New English Grammar. Kirby had 
gotten all the credit; his name would be the one that went down in history. She would be forgotten, 
perhaps never to be written about until centuries later, an asterisk in the already written history 
books. 

The next day Ann went to school and teach the women who came her school, one of the few 
women's schools in the area. She wanted these women to rise past their status and their place, to do 
better than even she had. This rise had to start with teaching them the way the world was before 
they could make any moves to fix it. She would teach them the rules of grammar so these women 
could be the ones making them in years to come. 



hysterical 
"fear of anti-androcentric sexuality" 
The usages and changes of "hysterical" indicate 
that doctors did not understand the female body 
and sexuality; they positioned this unknown as 
untrustworthy. 

1600sI the "wandering" womb 

Crent&d by Knrthik; Aalhla 
from Noun ProJ&ct 

a restriction of sexuality to 
1615I reproductive sexuality <I ' ' 
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1817I 

the "heightened" emotions of 
today -- women makes them unstable 
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ann pudeator 
Ann walked up the creaky wood stairs. Their cracks exposed how weak they actually were. Each 

time she took a step up, Ann thought that the stairs would give out from underneath her and each time 
she stepped up she wished that they would. The leaves were beginning to turn, the blood red leaves half 
suspended on branches and the other half lying limply on the damp earth. The autumn in Salem was 
beautiful but bittersweet. Ann was ready to die. She had accepted her fate the day she saw the life 
sucked out of her first husband. But she had not accepted this as her resting place. She wanted to be in 
the comfort of her own bed, alone, allowing time to do its work on her body. 

Instead, as rough hands slipped the rope around her neck, she realized that her fate was set. She 
would not die at the hands of time but rather at the fingers of tough, thick twine that would dig into her 
neck. She looked to her side and saw the seven others that were to suffer her same fate. They had tried to 
fight but Ann, now 70 and alone, had lost. The ground fell out from underneath her. The base of her neck 
grabbed her soul and brought it out, divorcing it from her body. She gasped before relaxing into her 
forever slumber. 
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Day in and out she spent her time bringing new life into this New World bringing life into heal the 
wounds left by the ones which she had lost. Both of her husbands had slipped from the grasp of life. She 
sat with them and watched as their eyes became more and more sunken into their skulls, until one night 
they had been absorbed, never to be open again. After the death of her first husband, she turned her life 
to caring for others. There was Tom, Ruth, Samuel, John, and James, whom she nursed since the day she 
pushed them out of her body, each taking a piece of her with them. Through her practice as a nurse and 
midwife, there were countless other souls which she brought into the world or watched as they left. Mrs. 
Pudeator still haunted her to this day. In her she saw a lost soul, a woman who could not overcome the 
hardships dealt to her. Mrs. Pudeator turned to drinking and eventually drank enough to poison herself. 
Ann accepted Mrs. Pudeator's husband's proposal for marriage. She thought that if he could love an 
alcoholic woman and give her warmth, Ann could find solace in him; he could keep her safe. When James 
died, Ann had all but given up. It seemed everyone that she was close to left her. She began to turn to her 
work for fulfillment. 

Ann began to be known all over Salem as the woman to go to for births and deaths. She had 
inherited land and a modest living from her husbands so she did not do this work solely for money but 
instead for the pure joy she saw in a mother's face when she was handed her child. It was work that a man 
could never understand, until men could give birth to children themselves. Ann kept to herself, walking 
home from each delivery alone, stopping by the general store, and then cooking herself a modest dinner 
for one. 

It was on one of these walks home that she was stopped and arrested. The townspeople had all 
seemed on edge for the past couple of months; everything had been turned on its head. She should have 
seen this coming. The next day at her trial, as Ann Jr., the young girl who had started this mass hysteria of 
a witch hunt, went up and accused her of witchcraft, Ann could not find it in her to blame Ann Jr. She 
knew the girl and did not think that she had a bad bone in her young body. Ann Jr. lived in a time where 
girls were pitted against girls, families against families, and she just played into this game. Ann also knew 
that as soon as she was arrested there was no hope. She was not loved or respected in the community; 
she was an unknown woman. The men who were to speak for her were either dead or gone. She had 
nothing to show for herself but the lives she brought into this world, all of which had no memory of the 
event. She was hung as soon as she was accused, an easy misfit target on which the colony could pin its 
problems. Even once she was gone, however, she knew the mistrust would remain. 



seminal 
"making society pregnant" 

"Seminal" linguistically prohibits women from 
being seen as adding to our canon of knowledge 
by using masculine sexuality as a metaphor for 
the creation of new work. 

1398I a medical word meaning "of or pertaining to seeds" 
specifically relating to the seed or semen of men 
and animals 

1639I "In divers Children their ingenerate and seminal 
powers (as I may call them) lie deep.' 

meaning influential; 
1800sI creating new knowledge through new works; 

making a field "pregnant" with new thoughts 
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ayn rand 
Ayn had slipped into her favorite black dress for the book release party tonight. Her hands, 

already starting to wrinkle, were adorned with rings of sapphire, ruby, and diamond. It wasn't 
often that she was able to dress up like this. When she looked in the mirror before she left her 
house with Frank, she almost did not recognize herself. It made her feel vulnerable to be dressed 
like this. She preferred pants to dresses, they not only gave her warmth but also security, her legs 
hidden from the outside world under thin cloth. She blended in better in pants and they were just 
overall less of a hassle. 

When they arrived at the party, she and Frank behaved as they normally do; usually on 
opposite sides of the room. He with his emotional artists, musing about the ephemeral nature of 
the world. And she with the intellectuals, dissecting every action that was happening around 
them. It was nice to be away from Frank at times like this. It was one of the few times that she felt 
truly herself. 

It was midway through a conversation with someone who wasn't really that interesting but 
drew her away from loneliness that Ayn locked eyes with him. His eyes reminded her of the trips 
that she took to the Baltic Sea with her father. They held a brightness and a sadness within them 
at the same time. Was it both at the same time or the tumultuousness of a personality that could 
flip in a second? She wanted to sink herself into those eyes. Ayn walked towards him. 
When she got to him, he grasped her hand towards him; his force was both terrifying and 
exhilarating. He spoke first. "You know," he said, "I am so excited to be here. I have been a fan of 
Ayn's work for years. It is so amazing to be here in person and even be in the same room as her." 

Ayn realized he didn't know who she was. "I can't believe that she, a woman, has written 
anything like this! Genius! It is going to start a new phenomenon, I mean, she wrote the seminal 
books that started the objectivist movement. Anyways, I'm rambling ... what are you doing here?" 
Ayn struggled with her words. "My brother," she replied, "he's a friend of Ayn's." She knew what 
would happen when she told him the truth. As soon as he knew that she was the "woman genius" 
who had written these books, he would no longer see her as a woman, but would qualify that 
with her intellect. She could never fully be a woman with her brain. She had to be a woman in 
spite of her brain. 

* * * 
Then came the moment of truth. Ayn was called onto stage to thank all of her friends and 

family for attending her book release party. This book would be one of her lesser known (nothing 
like her book The Fountainhead, but she couldn't have known that from the number of people in 
the room. As she was called onto stage, she had to crawl out of the man's eyes, to save herself 
from drowning, by crawling up on stage. When she walked away from him when her name was 
called, she couldn't turn her head to see his reaction. She already knew what it would be. One of 
awe and respect, but no longer one of lust and desire. He would be ashamed of his mistake, of 
thinking that she was like every other woman. As she got on stage and said her piece, she looked 
out over the crowd. The man was gone, and he had taken his Baltic Sea eyes with him. Yet, 
somehow, she still felt she was drowning. 


