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The Madwoman with a Laptop
Notes Toward a Literary Prehistory of Academic Fem  
Blogging

Marilee Lindemann

When I started blogging in March of 2006, I honestly had no idea what 
I was doing. I also didn’t imagine that what I was doing would ever 

have anything to do with my “real” work or my professional identity as 
a literary critic with expertise on twentieth-century U.S. literature and 
queer/feminist studies. Had I had any idea of what I was doing or where 
it might lead, it’s fair to say I probably wouldn’t have begun blogging in 
the persona of a wire-haired fox terrier obsessed with politics, pop culture, 
and basketball.1 That is one of the many reasons I am extremely grateful 
I was so utterly clueless about what I was getting myself into when I sat 
down at my laptop and started noodling around on Blogger on a Sunday 
afternoon, armed with little more than a vague idea about letting friends 
and family know how our dog, Roxie, then recently diagnosed with a heart 
condition, was doing.2 Blogging for me has been a process of experimen-
tation and exploration in which not knowing what I was doing has been 
crucial to whatever success I’ve enjoyed. Such blissful ignorance has kept 
me open to serendipity, making the work of building and maintaining a 
solo research, writing, and design project feel, most of the time, like deeply 
pleasurable play.

As the experiment has moved forward and grown more serious, and 
especially as I’ve begun to incorporate blogs and blogging into my research 
and teaching, I’ve also begun to reflect more critically on my practice as a 
blogger and to think more broadly about what blogs are, what they do—
culturally, politically, and literarily—and what they can teach us about 
reading, writing, and social networking in the twenty-first century. For the 
purposes of this roundtable, I will focus my reflections on an aspect of my 
practice that at first seemed whimsical or just plain silly but which I now 
recognize as deeply rooted in my training as a feminist critic of literature: 
my decision to blog pseudonymously. I want to contextualize and historicize 
that writing strategy as a way to begin mapping out a literary prehistory 
of blogging by academic and other kinds of feminists. To do that, I will 
examine a small sample of blogs authored by academic women that aren’t 
strictly speaking academic, though they often take up serious professional 
issues, and that are published behind a thin veil of pseudonymity—i.e., 
behind pseudonyms that are given away on the blog itself, in sidebars or 
profiles. The sample includes Historiann, Tenured Radical, and my own blog, 
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Roxie’s World.3 The goal is to situate such blogs within traditions of female 
pseudonymous writing and self-publication and in relation to feminist 
strategies of “talking back,” as (the pseudonymous) bell hooks termed it, 
to patriarchal authority.4

My title’s allusion to Sandra Gilbert and Susan Gubar’s The Madwoman 
in the Attic signals the method of this analysis, which will be to explore to-
day’s academic feminist (shortened, in the concise slang of the blogosphere, 
to “fem”) bloggers as the latest avatar of the self-divided, subversive figure 
tracked in their monumental reassessment of Victorian women’s writing.5 I 
am interested in the forms of intellectual and political work and play (and 
work as play) that occur in these often deeply ironic spaces, which offer 
a lively mix of professional advice and commentary, book reviews, and 
cultural critique as well as Barbie photos, vacation travelogues, and rhap-
sodies in praise of women’s basketball. There is a high degree of similarity 
among the authors of Tenured Radical, Historiann, and Roxie’s World. We’ve 
all written books. We’re all tenured, all Americanists, all white, two publicly 
out as lesbians, one a self-described married heterosexualist.6 (As readers 
of this journal [and especially of this roundtable] likely know, Historiann 
is Ann Little, a colonial historian and author of Abraham in Arms: War and 
Gender in Colonial New England; Tenured Radical is Claire Potter, who works 
on the twentieth century and is the author of War on Crime: Bandits, G-Men, 
and the Politics of Mass Culture.) Potter and I both started graduate school in 
the early 1980s; Little started in the early 1990s. We all either explicitly or 
implicitly identify the institutions that employ us, but when we write about 
our schools we camouflage them much as we camouflage ourselves—Little’s 
Colorado State is Baa Ram U, Potter’s Wesleyan is Zenith, my Maryland 
is Queer the Turtle U.

In part, such disguises, no matter how thin, may be understood as 
standard, distinctive features of blogs. Professors, feminist and otherwise, 
who adopt them are simply observing the custom of the country, signaling 
their membership in a particular community of practice. The blogosphere 
is a community built almost entirely out of such publicly reiterated gestures 
of self-invention and affiliation. Commentary on blogs by literary histori-
ans (e.g., Meredith McGill and Tedra Osell) has noted that the pervasive-
ness of pseudonymity in the blogosphere suggests compelling parallels 
between blogging and earlier modes of writing such as essay periodicals 
and magazine miscellanies that tended to conceal or disguise authorship.7 

Such parallels are apt, and the fun I’ve had writing as Roxie underscores 
McGill’s point that blogs and other pseudonymous modes “remind us of 
the complex pleasures of writing at some distance from the self.” Moreover, 
I would argue that the voice of every blog, even those published under 
“real” names, is a persona, given the radical uncertainties of identity in 
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cyberspace. The blogger is a slippery figure made out of words, links, and 
ongoing interactions with a changing set of readers. No matter what you 
call her, she is a character who changes with each new post and every single 
comment.

For the academic fem blogger, such slipperiness and the strategic 
ambiguities of those thin disguises are at once protective, productive, and 
problematic. They enable us to blog about professional issues and institu-
tional experiences without worrying too much about liability or searchabil-
ity, though the bloggers in my sample are still careful and diplomatic. Bold 
enough to have ventured out into the blogosphere, we are all nonetheless 
good girls who pull our punches from time to time and adhere strictly to 
the Golden Rule, especially when it comes to talking about matters close to 
home. I did not, for example, call a high-level administrator at Queer the 
Turtle U a power-mad doofus in the spring of 2009 when I blogged about 
his proposal for a post-tenure review policy that included the option of 
base salary cuts for deficient faculty performance.8 I did say that such a 
proposal was unconscionable in a moment of economic anxiety bordering 
on panic, especially when all employees of the university were absorbing 
temporary salary cuts in the form of furloughs. Tenured Radical has a careful 
disclaimer in her sidebar about how she handles such delicate situations: 
“My blogging ethic is neither to name or accurately describe individuals 
unless I am writing about a public event, or commenting on information 
already published about that person elsewhere. Pseudonymous people are 
drawn from life but do not describe real people, living or dead. Unless I 
note otherwise, situations and professional dilemmas described here are 
also fictional.”

Important as protection from liability and deference to the community 
norms of the blogosphere may be, as my invocation of Gilbert and Gubar 
suggests, I see something more than mere pragmatism in academic fem 
bloggers making use of the venerable female tradition of writing pseud-
onymously. I would like to use these gestures of distancing and disguise to 
generate a composite figure of the academic fem blogger and to place her 
in feminist literary and cultural history. The lineage I trace may seem grand 
or self-serving, and it certainly betrays my own professional and genera-
tional biases. Nonetheless, I think it is useful as a way of getting at both the 
psychology and the politics of the blogs I am considering and perhaps as a 
way of reflecting on the states of institutionalized feminism, the neoliberal 
academy, and the humanities. Heir to Judith Shakespeare, Bertha Mason, 
and bell hooks, the Madwoman With a Laptop also owes much to Ada 
Lovelace, daughter of Lord Byron, widely recognized as the world’s first 
computer programmer for her work on Charles Babbage’s analytical engine. 
The well-read and technologically equipped Madwoman joined the parade 
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of educated men (and women), armed with Virginia Woolf’s cautionary 
words about the perils of getting locked up in hierarchical institutions and 
Audre Lorde’s stern insistence that the master’s tools would never destroy 
the master’s house. She jumped through the hoops, got the degrees and 
credentials, wore the ceremonial costumes, dutifully published the tenure 
book under her real name.

How strange, then, that in the middle of her career, perhaps in the 
middle of a two-hour meeting devoted to Learning Outcomes Assess-
ment, the Madwoman With a Laptop has discovered the lure of publish-
ing outside the usual channels as someone other than her (public, official, 
professional) self. Her words are, by design, un-authorized, disowned, but 
it is from this self-imposed otherness, this cultivated marginality that they 
derive their subversive force. Her speech echoes the ravings of the hidden 
hysteric, the whispers of the churchwomen after the service, the gossip of 
friends from girlhood, the raunchy wisdom of middle-aged women talking 
sex, pleasure, menopause. There is a lot of Emily Dickinson in this post-
modern Madwoman, playing fast and loose with identity, reveling in the 
space opened up by declaring oneself a delighted “Nobody” rather than a 
dreary “Somebody.” Dickinson offers the Madwoman more than lessons 
in the ironies of non-identity, however. With her homemade books and the 
hundreds of poems circulated to an audience of intimates, she also provides 
an enabling example of self-publication.9 Dickinson’s careful insistence to 
Thomas Higginson on the distinction between “print” and “publish” (“I 
had told you I did not print,” she writes, when she wants to explain to 
him that “A narrow fellow in the grass” appeared in a Boston newspaper 
without her knowledge or consent) has new resonance in the postprint era 
that brought today’s academic feminist bloggers into being.

The parallels between Dickinson’s book-making and the Madwoman 
With a Laptop’s blog-making are striking. Despite all the fancy tools and 
technology, blogs have a strangely quaint, homemade quality to them, 
eclectic and idiosyncratic as they are, with the painstakingly chosen illus-
trations and videos that augment the verbal text in most posts, thanks to 
that vast repository of still and moving images known as the World Wide 
Web. Moreover, for solo bloggers like Tenured Radical, Historiann, and 
Roxie, the process of production is as intensely solitary as anything we 
might imagine Dickinson doing at her tiny desk in her Amherst bedroom, 
though blogs are, like Dickinson’s letters to the world, forms of social and 
political engagement. Roxie frequently refers to the amount of time her 
typist (which is how my role is woven into the fiction of the blog) spends 
in the red leather chair where she does most of her work for the blog. It’s 
easy to imagine that if Dickinson were alive today, she would be blogging, 
because she would appreciate the opportunity to make an end run around 
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the gatekeepers, the authorities, the poetry police. “Success in circuit lies,” 
she wrote. I think she would embrace the circuitousness of publishing in 
the circuitry of the Web.

Like the female doppelgangers who haunt nineteenth-century women’s 
fiction, the academic Madwoman With a Laptop says what would in other 
guises and contexts be unsayable. She speaks truths others politely ignore. 
She exposes hypocrisies, rails ceaselessly against injustice, and protests the 
conditions of her increasingly bureaucratized work life (while carefully 
acknowledging the privileges of her own secure position). In this respect, 
she is perhaps most deeply indebted to Virginia Woolf, who owned her 
own publishing house, developed a self-consciously feminist analysis of 
literature and journalism, and, in Three Guineas, exhorted educated women 
to seize the tools of cultural production—the printing press, typewriters, 
and duplicators—in order to secure intellectual liberty and counter the he-
gemony of the dominant media. It is as though Woolf imagined something 
very much like the feminist blogosphere.10

All three of the blogs in my sample talk back, in thunder, to the 
dominant culture, especially to eruptions of misogyny and homophobia 
in mainstream media, culture, and daily life. Historiann and Roxie both 
regularly offer feminist and queer critiques of media coverage, pop culture, 
and film, in the wisecracking style of, respectively, a rodeo cowgirl who 
happens to have a PhD and an old dog who, until her death late in 2009, 
shared space with a couple of cranky English profs who spend way too 
much time watching TV. All three blogs also offer savvy feminist critiques 
of institutional and academic politics, but Historiann and Tenured Radical 
regularly feature professional advice and commentary, in the wry mode of 
Emily Toth’s well-known “Ms. Mentor.” (Indeed, we might consider Toth, 
whose professional advice column has run in The Chronicle of Higher Edu-
cation since 1998, as a semi-pseudonymous academic fem blogger avant la 
lettre.) 11 Historiann specializes in calling people out on bad behavior in the 
academic workplace. She goes after bullies and sexual harassers as well as 
garden-variety disrespecters of women and the field of gender and women’s 
history. A post from September 2009 examines the ways in which a notion 
like “good people skills” can be used to bully women in leadership positions, 
because the qualities typically associated with leadership—“impressive 
training, significant accomplishment, and confidence”—are gendered male. 
When women display such qualities, they tend to be read as “abrasive” or 
having a poor “communications style.” Faced with such criticisms, women 
might be encouraged to rein themselves in, to try “to pitch themselves as 
not too smart and aggressive, and as not too much of a pushover, but (like Gol-
dilocks) just right.” Historiann dismisses that ridiculous idea with a snort 
of righteous contempt: “[I]f you’re in an environment that scrutinizes your 
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style to that degree, there really is no way to win. The game is rigged to 
ensure that women never achieve parity with men, so to suggest to another 
woman that there is a ‘magic formula’ for career success and personality 
modification simultaneously implies that sex bias is women’s fault, because 
those other dumb broads just didn’t figure out the magic formula!” Tenured 
Radical doles out her professional advice with often devastating humor. A 
post from February 2009, for example, counsels hiring committees on the 
mistakes to avoid when interviewing diversity candidates, whom, for the 
sake of clarity and to avoid offending any particular group, she refers to 
as “Martians.” Her list of six tips is both hilarious and valuable. It begins: 
“1. Do not tell irrelevant stories about your friends who are Martians, or that 
your daughter decided to come out as a Martian last year and how great you feel 
about it. I understand that you are doing this to make us Martians feel as 
though we are among friends, and to demonstrate your absolute lack of 
Martianophobia . . . I appreciate that. Really, I do. But you know what? It 
suggests just the opposite.”12

Clearly, unlike most of her nineteenth-century predecessors, the Mad-
woman With a Laptop prefers the comic to the tragic mode, which perhaps 
as much as anything explains the pleasures and the deep allure of academic 
fem blogging. It’s a way for the smart girls to prove they are also funny 
and a space where wit can convey both anger and wisdom, protest and 
possibility. Humor serves multiple, complex purposes on the blogs in my 
sample, and I can only begin to scratch the surface of its significance here. 
It is a survival tool, a way of negotiating the challenges and sometimes the 
dullness of academic life, and those who use it demonstrate their resilience, 
even their perverse optimism. In keeping with the democratic spirit of 
the wide-open Web, humor may serve as a powerful means of disarming 
one’s opponents or bringing the high and mighty down a notch or two. 
It can be a way of acknowledging and reckoning with differences, as we 
saw in Tenured Radical’s tips on how to interview a Martian, or a means 
of reclaiming and revaluing terms that have been used to demean women, 
queers, and other less privileged groups, as we saw in Historiann’s sardonic 
miming of the phrase “dumb broads.” It can be a way of violating taboos, 
of de-norming the normal, of calling attention to the wide and painful gaps 
between ideals and realities. Parody and satire, puns and scatological jokes, 
tall tales and lolcats language13—In short, all the tools and tricks of the 
contemporary humorist are in the Madwoman’s backpack and find their 
way into academic fem blogs.

For me, producing Roxie’s World has been a four-year experiment 
in writing funny, and I have been astonished by how intellectually rein-
vigorating the experiment has proven to be. Writing funny may be fun, by 
the way, but that doesn’t mean it’s easy. In the past year, I’ve struggled at 
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times to maintain the comic mood in Roxie’s World as I grappled with the 
impending and then actual death of the real dog that inspired the whole 
experiment. I’ve sobbed my way through the writing of several posts, but 
in general I have managed to keep readers chuckling by taking refuge in 
the ironies opened up by the conceit of a blogging dog. In one post, Roxie 
feigned indignation over the fact that here she was trying gently to disen-
gage from the human drama, as she prepared to die, while the world had 
suddenly become a 24/7 gay news channel, with breaking developments 
every moment on same-sex marriage and Obama administration insults to 
the LGBT community. Roxie frequently blogs on such topics, so her readers 
wanted her to weigh in. She obliged but kept interrupting the post to say, 
“Can I get back to my dying now?”14 After her death, a note in the blog’s 
sidebar explained the transition with a simple quip: “Old dog bloggers 
never die—They just have longer telecommutes.”

The experience has made me realize how fully Roxie’s World is produced 
by and aimed at both head and heart and how deeply committed it is to the 
troubling—and tickling, if you will—of all the binaries that structure Western 
thought. For me, the role of Madwoman with a Laptop has liberated me to 
think and feel, to laugh and cry, and to imagine a sorrowful yet sweet transition 
from life to death. In its tickling of binaries and its giddy blurring of the bound-
aries between human and canine, living and dead, fictive and non-fictive, 
the blog puts a comic spin on the classic feminist exercise of deconstruction. 
I argue that there is value in performing such exercises in the non-academic 
space of the blogosphere. In doing so, we cultivate new audiences or reach 
the usual audiences by other means. Given the shrinking avenues for more 
traditional forms of scholarly publication and the crisis in funding for higher 
education, I think scholars, particularly in the cash-strapped humanities, 
should be striving to communicate the importance of what we do to a range 
of audiences and in a variety of critical and creative ways.

So far, I have emphasized the utopian aspects of blogging gener-
ally and of pseudonymous academic feminist blogging in particular. It is 
important to acknowledge, however, that there are risks in the enterprise 
and in these gestures of distancing and disguise. We risk undermining our 
scholarly authority and our reputations by writing on subjects outside our 
fields and in a mode that many of our colleagues either won’t get or won’t 
respect. I cringed when my chair told me he had read my blog and found 
it “charming.” As I move deeper and deeper into a project that is at least as 
creative as it is scholarly, I am painfully yet gleefully aware that I still don’t 
really know what I’m doing out there in the blogosphere. I wasn’t trained 
for this. I make it up as I go along, following wherever whim, inspiration, 
and the current of events take me. That is part of the fun, of course, but it 
is also part of the risk.
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Blogging under the cover of a thin pseudonym also raises important 
ethical considerations vis-à-vis our students. What happens when they 
stumble across us out there in the blogosphere? What are the rules of 
engagement in a public space that is and is not a part of our professional 
lives and identities? My most challenging and unsettling experience in the 
blogosphere occurred when a student of mine found his way into Roxie’s 
World and started posting long, provocative, and not always fair com-
ments during the most heated part of the 2008 Democratic primary battle 
between Hillary Clinton and Barack Obama. He identified himself as a 
student, posted under his own name, and referred to me by a real-world 
honorific, “Dr. Lindemann,” in an early comment, which forced Roxie to 
step in and reply that, “Dr. Lindemann isn’t here, [QTU Student].” That 
was both true and not true, but in this case the ambiguity troubled me, 
forcing me to pause and think carefully about boundaries, role conflict, and 
my responsibilities as both teacher and blogger. In the end, I had a cup of 
coffee with QTU Student out in the real world and gently suggested that 
if he was going to dish it out he was going to have to be prepared to take 
it when commenters came back at him in force. (He was a fierce Obama 
partisan in a strongly pro-Clinton blog, and he lashed out angrily when he 
felt grown-ups were picking on him in their replies to his comments.) I also 
decided that any careful reader of the blog who followed QTU Student’s 
comments and the reactions to them would realize that the work of Roxie’s 
World is fundamentally pedagogical, even if “Dr. Lindemann isn’t here.” 
The lessons Roxie aims to teach are all about good—i.e., active, engaged, 
critical, responsible—citizenship. Over and over again, she implores her 
readers to get up off their couches or step away from their computers and 
do something. If she has a political mission, it is to re-connect readers with 
a sense of their agency, their obligation to try to make the world a better 
place. That mission, I decided, made the risk of an occasional uncomfortable 
moment of role conflict worth taking.

The sense of live and intimate connection to an audience is a significant 
part of the pleasure and fascination blogging holds for me, as I imagine it 
is for the other Madwomen whom I read and have considered here. Roxie 
is a dominatrix, and the blog audience is part of her scene. She habitually 
refers to her readers as “kids,” “darlings,” “beloveds,” and “my pretties” 
and orders them around cyberspace like the alpha dog she always was. 
“Push that button,” she’ll say. “Click on that link.” “Sit down, kids. We need 
to talk.” At the same time, she assures readers of her undying love for and 
dependence upon them, as summed up in a favorite line: “Without you, 
I’m just an old dog with two crazy moms and a laptop. With you, I’ve got 
a whole world in my paws.”
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The camp qualities of exaggeration in Roxie’s manner of addressing/
producing her audience suggest her strong ties to queer subcultural prac-
tices such as drag shows and diva worship as well as her debt to queer 
theorizations of publics and counterpublics. Lauren Berlant’s notion of diva 
citizenship figures explicitly into one of Roxie’s posts (one from 2007 on 
the aftermath of radio shock jock Don Imus’s deranged remarks about the 
Rutgers women’s basketball team),15 but Berlant’s work on different models 
of citizenship and on pedagogy as a technology of citizenship broadly un-
dergirds the blog’s sense of itself as an imagined social, political “world.” In 
post after post, Roxie enacts the fantasy of “addressing the nation directly,” 
as Berlant puts it. She swears out her complaints against the obscenities of 
unjust war, unfulfilled promises, unimaginative or biased press coverage. 
As top dog and dominatrix, she mimes “the power of official nationality 
to dominate bodies,”16 but I do wonder sometimes if her indignant posts, 
and those of the other Madwomen I’ve considered here, are not, like the 
passionate personal testimonies of Anita Hill and others whom Berlant 
analyzes, acts that momentarily startle and captivate but that ultimately 
will not change the world. I’m not sure how much political efficacy there 
is in my or any other blog, though my hope is that its quirky combination 
of amusement, analysis, and inspiration will help a handful of readers to 
make sense of the world, endure it, and at least aspire to change it.

Having installed Dickinson in this analysis as something of a matron 
saint to academic fem bloggers, I will end by invoking her wise assertion 
that “Much Madness is divinest Sense” as a way of proposing that the Mad-
woman With a Laptop has a vital role to play as an insider with an outsider’s 
point of view. If, as Dickinson suggests, much of what gets labeled “mad-
ness” is merely a minority perception or a position that a punitive majority 
finds threatening, then the Madwoman helps readers tune into the divine 
sense of thinking otherwise and glimpsing previously unimagined possi-
bilities. In a moment when universities are besieged by the stark madness 
of public disinvestment in higher education and other risks to the nation’s 
intellectual future, we might all benefit from taking a look through the Mad-
woman’s “discerning Eye.”17 We’ve got nothing to lose but our chains—or, 
as my beloved Roxie might have hoped, our leashes.

Notes

1My blog, Roxie’s World, is at http://roxies-world.blogspot.com/. 
2Blogger is Google’s free blog publishing tool. BlogSpot is a weblog-hosting 

service run by Blogger. See http://www.blogger.com/. Another popular option 
is WordPress, an open source blog publishing application. See http://wordpress.
com/. 
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3Historiann may be found at http://historiann.com/. Tenured Radical is at 
http://tenured-radical.blogspot.com/. Because this is a short, somewhat informal 
essay, I am limiting my sample to blogs that are most like my own in this regard. A 
longer, more systematic analysis would consider academic feminist bloggers whose 
pseudonyms are much thicker and more rigorously maintained. They tend to be at 
earlier stages in their careers and usually don’t have tenure. See, for example, Clio 
Bluestocking (http://cliobluestockingtales.blogspot.com/), the recently tenured Dr. 
Crazy (http://reassignedtime.wordpress.com/), and the medievalist turned law 
student, New Kid on the Hallway (http://newkidonthehallway.typepad.com/).

4bell hooks, Talking Back: Thinking Feminist, Thinking Black (Cambridge: South 
End Press, 1989).

5Sandra M. Gilbert and Susan Gubar, The Madwoman in the Attic: The Woman 
Writer and the Nineteenth-Century Literary Imagination (New Haven, CT: Yale Uni-
versity Press, 1979).

6Historiann comes out as married in this post: http://www.historiann.
com/2009/06/01/to-have-it-all-get-a-wife/#more-5560. She regularly uses the 
terms “heterosexualist” and “non-heterosexualist” to designate sexual orientation. 
See, for example, http://www.historiann.com/?s=heterosexualist.

7See Meredith L. McGill, “Lurking in the Blogosphere of the 1840s: Hotlinks, 
Sockpuppets, and the History of Reading,” http://common-place.org/vol-07/
no-02/reading, and Tedra Osell, “Where Are the Women?: Pseudonymity and the 
Public Sphere, Then and Now,” in “Blogging Feminism: (Web)Sites of Resistance,” 
The Scholar and Feminist Online 5.2 (Spring 2007), http://www.barnard.edu/sfon-
line/blogs/osell_01.htm.

8See http://roxies-world.blogspot.com/2009/03/excellence-with-substan-
tially-less.html.

9I am indebted to Martha Nell Smith for conversations about Dickinson’s 
place in the genealogy I am tracing here and for her ongoing feminist materialist 
analysis of Dickinson’s scribal mode of self-publication. For the first stage in that 
analysis, see Smith, Rowing in Eden: Rereading Emily Dickinson (Austin: University 
of Texas Press, 1992).

10Virginia Woolf, Three Guineas (1938; Orlando, FL: Harcourt, 2006). Woolf’s 
critique of print media is in the third chapter of the essay. Her call on women to 
seize the tools of production in order to have unfiltered access to the public is on 
pp. 116–17 of the edition cited.

11Or près de la lettre, I suppose, since Ms. Mentor’s columns began running 
shortly after weblogs first appeared in 1997 but before they were widely produced 
or read. Toth has two published collections of professional advice: Ms. Mentor’s 
Impeccable Advice for Women in Academia (Philadelphia: University of Pennsylvania 
Press, 1997) and Ms. Mentor’s New and Ever More Impeccable Advice for Women and 
Men in Academia (Philadelphia: University of Pennsylvania Press, 2008).

12Historiann’s post is here: http://www.historiann.com/2009/09/29/good-
people-skills-probably-means-not-telling-your-supervisors-to-kiss-my-a-unfortu-
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nately/. Tenured Radical’s is here: http://tenured-radical.blogspot.com/2009/02/
advanced-interviewing-or-my-favorite.html.

13Historiann and Tenured Radical have a particular fondness for lolcats lan-
guage. For an explanation of this baffling Internet phenomenon of bad grammar 
and spelling, see http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lolcat.

14See http://roxies-world.blogspot.com/2009/05/all-gay-all-time.html.
15On diva citizenship, see Berlant, The Queen of America Goes to Washington 

City: Essays on Sex and Citizenship (Durham, NC: Duke University Press, 1997), es-
pecially chapter six. Roxie’s post that uses Berlant’s model to analyze the response 
of the Rutgers women’s basketball team to Don Imus’ racist, sexist insults is here: 
http://roxies-world.blogspot.com/2007/04/after-imus.html.

16Berlant, 241.
17“Much Madness is divinest Sense” is poem 435 in Thomas H. Johnson’s The 

Poems of Emily Dickinson (Cambridge, MA: Belknap Press of Harvard University 
Press, 1955).


