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Lena	Madesin	 Phillips,	 feminist	 of	 the	 early	 twentieth	 century,	 realized,	 before	women
even	had	the	right	 to	vote,	 that	 they	would	never	achieve	equality	with	men	unless	such
equality	were	established	on	economic	grounds.

In	 1919,	 bucking	 tradition,	 apathy	 and	 ignorance,	 she	 founded	 the	 Federation	 of
Business	 and	Professional	Women,	 bringing	American	working	women	 together	 for	 the
first	time.

By	nature	 a	 pioneer,	 as	 the	 first	woman	 to	 receive	 her	 degree	with	 honors	 from	 the
Law	School	of	the	University	of	Kentucky,	and	as	a	campaign	manager	and	organizer	of
women,	she	was	prophetic	in	her	demands	for	the	sort	of	rights	which	women	should	aim
to	achieve.	Her	writings,	as	editor	of	Pictorial	Review,	and	countless	articles,	pamphlets
and	 speeches,	 delivered	 as	 frequently	 to	men’s	 organizations	 as	 to	women’s,	 reveal	 the
extent	to	which	she	was	in	advance	of	her	time.

A	Measure	Filled,	drawn	from	her	unfinished	autobiography,	weaves	in	and	out	of	one
of	the	most	troubled,	yet	challenging,	periods	of	America’s	history,	ranging	from	1881,	the
year	of	her	birth,	to	her	sudden	death	at	Marseilles,	in	1955,	on	her	way	to	a	conference
with	Arab	women	in	the	Middle	East.
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Introduction
This	 book	 is	 dedicated	 to	 the	 memory	 of	 Marjory	 Lacey-Baker	 not	 merely	 in

recognition	of	the	devoted	friendship	which	bound	her	to	Lena	Madesin	Phillips	for	some
thirty-five	years	of	her	life,	but	also	because	of	her	eagerness	to	see	a	book	emerge	from
the	voluminous	collection	of	papers	of	which	she	had	become	custodian	upon	the	death	of
her	friend	in	1955.

When	 Dr.	 Phillips	 set	 off	 on	 her	 trip	 to	 the	 Middle	 East	 in	 May	 of	 that	 year,	 the
baggage	 placed	 in	 her	 cabin	 aboard	 the	 S.S.	 Excambion	 included	 a	 great	 deal	 of	 the
material	 she	 expected	 to	 use	 in	 writing	 the	 history	 of	 the	 International	 Federation	 of
Business	 and	 Professional	 Women.	 She	 had	 carefully	 planned	 her	 itinerary	 abroad	 to
provide	her	with	several	stretches	of	time,	free	from	all	obligations,	to	be	devoted	to	the
task	she	was	never	able	to	‘plunge	into,	body	and	soul’	as	she	said,	when	she	was	at	home.
The	material	returned	to	Westport,	untouched.

Towards	the	end	of	1957,	when	Miss	Lacey-Baker	had	finished	the	basic	sorting	and
classifying	of	an	entire	roomful	of	paper	covering	well	over	half	a	century	of	Dr.	Phillips’
ceaseless	 and	 varied	 activities,	 she	 sought	 the	 help	 of	 Emma	 Gelders	 Sterne.	 A
distinguished	 author	 and	 a	 sensitive	 person,	 in	 sympathy	 with	 many	 of	 Lena	Madesin
Phillips’	 causes,	 she	 undertook	 to	 complete	 the	 history	 and	 did	 so	with	 perception	 and
skill.	However,	 by	 the	 time	 she	 considered	 her	 assignment	 fulfilled,	Miss	Lacey-Baker,
having	 come	 upon	more	 documentation,	 decided	 to	 embark	 on	 a	major	 revision	 of	 the
manuscript	on	her	own.	Interrupted	by	ill-health	and	other	unforseen	difficulties,	the	work
was	held	up	while	a	growing	international	membership	pressed	its	demand	for	a	history	of
the	organization.

Finally,	in	1969,	the	International	Federation	itself	brought	out	such	a	history,	prepared
from	the	official	records	and	written	by	Phyllis	A.	Deakin,	noted	English	journalist	and	an
officer	of	her	country’s	BPW	Federation.	A	succinct	and	effective	 review	of	 thirty-eight
years	of	endeavor	by	the	International	Federation,	it	extends	a	decade	beyond	its	founder’s
lifetime.	 When	 Marjory	 Lacey-Baker	 died	 in	 March	 1971,	 the	 personal	 story	 of	 Lena
Madesin	 Phillips	 still	 remained	 to	 be	 extracted	 from,	 literally,	 a	 mountain	 of	 material
scarcely	 touched	 in	 the	 unfinished	 history,	 and	 destined	 by	 Dr.	 Phillips’	 will	 to	 the
Women’s	Archives	 at	 Radcliffe	where	 it	 is	 now	 to	 be	 found.	Miss	 Lacey-Baker’s	will,
however,	 requested	 that	 the	papers	be	 first	utilized	 for	a	biography	of	Dr.	Phillips,	 if	no
longer	for	a	Federation	history.

It	was	at	 this	point	 that	 I	was	privileged	 to	 receive	an	 invitation	 from	Mrs.	Boynton
Schmitt,	 a	 niece	 of	Miss	 Lacey-Baker	 and	 the	 executrix	 of	 her	 Estate,	 to	 examine	 the
material	 and	 consider	 writing	 the	 biography.	 My	 first	 view	 of	 filing	 cabinets,	 folders,
boxes	 and	 envelopes	 assembled	 in	 one	 room	 in	 the	Westport	 house	where	Miss	Lacey-
Baker	had	lived	after	Dr.	Phillips’	death	was	discouraging	on	a	very	warm	day	at	the	end
of	 June.	 However,	 thanks	 chiefly	 to	 the	 wisdom	 and	 enthusiasm	 of	 Isabelle	 Claridge
Taylor	 who	 accompanied	 me	 on	 that	 excursion	 and	 helped	 in	 that	 initial	 research,	 I
decided	 to	 take	 on	 the	 triple	 challenge:	 examining	 all	 the	 material,	 meeting	 a	 short
deadline	 imposed	 by	 my	 other	 professional	 commitments	 and,	 most	 important	 of	 all,



trying	to	do	justice	to	the	subject.	The	first	two	have	been	safely	met.	Only	the	readers	can
return	a	verdict	on	the	third.

My	first	meeting	with	Lena	Madesin	Phillips	goes	back	to	her	visit	to	Rome	in	1936
when	that	was	still	my	home.	After	I	came	to	the	United	States,	in	1937,	I	worked	with	her
and	for	her	on	many	a	cause.	Very	soon	I	came	to	admire	her	well-honed	mind,	her	sense
of	 humor	 and	 her	 extraordinary	 sense	 of	 fairness.	A	 friendship	 developed	which	 I	 now
treasure	in	memory	after	enjoying	it	in	action	for	nearly	twenty	years,	but	which	made	it
more	rather	than	less	difficult	to	produce	this	book.

Lena	Madesin	Phillips	had	thought	of	writing	an	autobiography	and,	in	a	style	all	her
own,	 occasionally	 put	 some	 of	 it	 on	 paper,	 most	 of	 which	 I	 have	 used.	 Limitations	 of
space	prevented	me	from	including	some	of	her	editorials,	written	for	Pictorial	Review	in
the	30’s	and	still	as	timely	as	today’s	news,	or	her	political	speeches	which	were	prophetic.
The	original	manuscript	by	Emma	Gelders	Sterne,	which	she	generously	authorized	me	to
use	as	I	pleased,	proved	most	valuable.	The	title,	A	Measure	Filled,	taken	from	a	quotation
Madesin	 liked	 but	which	 I	 have	 failed	 to	 track	 to	 its	 source,	 was	Mrs.	 Sterne’s	 idea.	 I
regard	it	as	a	gift	from	her	and	wish	she	were	still	living	so	that	I	could	thank	her	for	it.

Miss	Marjorie	Smith,	former	Dean	of	Women	at	Syracuse	University,	a	leading	BPW
and	 a	 friend	 of	 Lena	Madesin	 Phillips,	most	 generously	 read	 the	manuscript	 and	made
excellent	suggestions	for	its	improvement.	Mrs.	Boynton	Schmitt	has	cooperated	in	more
ways	 that	 I	 could	hope	 to	 list	 and	Mrs.	Virginia	Boyd,	Marjory	Lacey-Baker’s	attorney,
has	been	most	helpful.	Mrs.	Lucille	Shriver,	Executive	Director	of	the	U.S.	Federation	of
Business	 and	 Professional	 Women,	 serving	 as	 a	 bridge	 to	 Federation	 Officers,	 Board
members	 and,	 on	occasion,	 to	 her	 staff,	 has	me	greatly	 in	 her	 debt,	 as	 does	Mr.	 Joseph
Binns,	my	unprocrastinating	editor	at	Robert	B.	Luce,	Inc.



Lena	 Madesin	 Phillips	 at	 the	 head	 of	 her	 “Maine	 Avengers”	 Nicholasville,
Kentucky,	1898



1.	A	Vision	Takes	Form
“A	pleasant	place	in	which	to	be	born,	Kentucky”	Lena	Madesin	Phillips	liked	to	say.

Yet,	no	matter	how	pleasant,	the	little	town	of	Nicholasville,	where	her	roots	were,	must
have	 seemed	 even	 to	 her	 a	 most	 unlikely	 place	 to	 have	 brought	 forth	 the	 confirmed
internationalist	 and	 active	 feminist	 which	 she	 was	 now	 recognized	 to	 be.	 This
‘unlikeliness’	may	well	have	come	into	her	mind	on	a	certain	evening	of	August	1930	in
Switzerland	when,	having	become	a	successful	lawyer	and	turning	fifty,	she	stood	before
an	international	gathering	in	Geneva	to	deliver	one	of	the	most	significant	speeches	of	her
career.

The	International	Federation	of	Business	and	Professional	Women,	fruit	of	her	vision
and	 hard	 work,	 had	 just	 been	 created	 and	 some	 two	 hundred	 prominent	 women	 from
sixteen	countries,	as	well	as	a	number	of	government	officials,	were	holding	a	banquet	to
mark	the	event.	More	important,	however,	they	had	assembled	to	pledge	their	support	to
the	new	organization	and	to	its	founder,	Dr.	Phillips,	who	that	day	had	also	been	elected	its
first	president.

At	 that	 time	 at	 least	 half	 a	 dozen	 international	 associations	 of	women	were	 already
militating	for	the	political,	educational	and	social	equality	of	the	sexes,	but	Lena	Madesin
Phillips	had	long	been	convinced	that	no	form	of	equality	could	endure,	or	prove	effective
once	achieved,	unless	it	had	a	sound	economic	base.	Thus,	for	nearly	fifteen	years	she	had
centered	 her	 efforts	 on	 organizing	 women	 who	 earned	 their	 living	 in	 business	 or	 a
profession,	 starting	 in	 her	 own	 country,	 the	 United	 States,	 where	 she	 had	 attained	 her
objective	in	1919.	In	August	1930	she	had	drawn	into	the	same	pattern	the	business	and
professional	women	of	 sixteen	countries,	hoping	 that,	 some	day,	 the	working	women	of
the	entire	world	would	be	able	to	join	forces	likewise.

When	she	rose	to	speak	a	great	burst	of	applause	kept	her	standing	almost	motionless,
silhouetting	her	in	dramatic	fashion	against	a	huge	window	that	framed	the	myriad	lights
around	 Geneva’s	 lake	 and	 the	 snow-capped	 Alps	 towering	 in	 the	 background.	 Not
markedly	tall,	but	striking	in	appearance,	Lena	Madesin	Phillips	cut	a	commanding	figure.
Her	 head	 carried	 erect	 above	 straight	 shoulders	 and	 the	 thick,	well-groomed	 silver	 hair
framing	a	high	forehead,	added	much	to	her	stature.	Her	brilliant	grey	eyes	traveled	over
the	hall,	looking	out	from	a	strong	face,	animated	by	the	smile	that	so	frequently	served	to
reveal	 her	 sense	 of	 humor.	 A	 repeated	 gesture	 of	 her	 hands,	 which	 was	 at	 once
acknowledgment	 of	 the	 tribute	 and	 a	 plea	 for	 its	 conclusion,	 finally	 brought	 enough
silence	among	the	crowd	to	let	her	begin	her	say.	Her	voice,	low-pitched	and	enormously
persuasive,	immediately	created	stillness	all	around,	as	if	a	spell	were	holding	even	those
who	would	have	to	wait	for	the	translation	of	her	speech	into	other	languages	before	they
could	fully	understand	the	meaning	of	her	words.

“The	women	 in	 this	 room	 tonight,”	 she	 said,	 “will	 face	 new	 opportunities	 but	 also
great	new	responsibilities.	But	I	must	warn	you	that	 those	who	build	organizations	must
also	know	how	to	stand	against	the	doubters	and	the	questioners	who	say,	not	only,	‘What
are	you	accomplishing?’,	but	also,	‘What	do	I	get	out	of	it?’	Indeed,	we	shall	have	to	be
able	to	stand	against	harsher	criticism	than	this,	but	if	our	motive	is	right,	if	we	have	faith,



vision	and	courage,	accomplishment	must	come.	After	tonight	we	shall	be	going	back	to
our	countries	as	pioneers.	We	must	know	how	to	share	with	the	women	at	home	the	long
vision	of	the	future	without	which	‘the	people	perish.’	”

Had	Lena	Madesin	Phillips	been	able	 to	peer	 forty	years	 into	 that	 future,	 she	would
have	seen	that	what	she	was	saying	so	forcefully	and	yet	so	quietly	in	the	1930’s	would	be
shouted	angrily	in	the	streets	in	the	1970’s	by	thousands	of	young	and	impatient	women
demanding	not	merely	an	economic	equality	that	continued	to	elude	them	but,	with	ever
greater	vehemence,	a	whole	new	set	of	freedoms	defined	as	women’s	liberation.	Not	that
the	 force	 she	 had	 set	 in	motion	 in	 1919	 among	 the	working	women	of	America	 and	 in
1920	among	those	of	many	other	lands	had	failed	to	advance	towards	its	goal—far	from	it.
At	her	death,	in	1955,	well	over	a	quarter	of	a	million	women,	respected	in	their	various
fields,	had	joined	the	federation	in	more	than	a	score	of	countries	and	were	beginning	to
make	 themselves	 heard.	 But,	 even	 in	 the	 fifties,	 only	 a	 minority	 shared	 Madesin’s
conviction	 that	 equality	 had	 to	 rest	 on	 a	 sound	 economic	 foundation	 and	 that	 women
needed	to	gain	full	and	free	access	to	every	field	of	endeavor	before	they	could	claim	to	be
the	equals	of	man	in	human	society.	Twenty	years	later,	in	the	seventies,	this	view,	finally
accepted,	was	generating	waves	of	 feminine	protest	 that	became	 increasingly	vociferous
and	 on	 occasion	 even	 dangerously	 overactive.	 Although	 Lena	Madesin	 Phillips	 had	 an
innate	 abhorrence	 of	 unruliness	 and	 confusion,	 not	 to	 speak	 of	 violence,	 it	 is	 not
impossible	 that,	 in	 the	 secrecy	 of	 her	 being,	 she	might	 have	 looked	 upon	 the	Women’s
Liberation	Movement	as	a	victory,	obviously	not	yet	for	the	equal	status	of	women	but	for
the	principle	which	had	finally	achieved	recognition	on	the	world	scene.

In	Geneva,	 that	August	 evening	of	1930,	 the	women	who	had	 responded	 to	her	 call
were	only	a	handful	as	compared	to	the	hundreds	upon	hundreds	of	thousands	who	stood
to	gain	 from	her	appeal	 for	unity,	but	 they	were,	unquestionably,	 the	cream	of	 the	crop.
Lawyers,	 doctors,	 writers,	 university	 professors,	 owners	 or	 managers	 of	 businesses,
musicians,	government	officials,	chemists,	bankers,	farmers	and	at	least	one	labor	leader,
each	 of	 the	 two	 hundred	 in	 that	 hall	was	 as	 determined	 as	Madesin	 herself	 to	 find	 the
means	of	drawing	together	an	enormous	feminine	force	whose	economic	impact	could	not
be	shrugged	off	by	a	man-ruled	society.	The	sincerity	of	their	unspoken	pledge	to	carry	on
the	effort	which	Madesin	had	launched	pervaded	the	gathering	as	powerfully	as	if	every
woman	present	had	shouted	it	to	the	rafters.	It	was	a	deeply	rewarding	moment,”	Madesin
later	told	a	friend,	but	as	I	looked	back	on	the	long	pull	it	had	been,	up	from	Nicholasville,
Kentucky,	to	that	banquet	hall	 in	Geneva	across	the	Atlantic,	 the	strongest	feeling	in	me
seems	to	have	been	one	of	humility	rather	than	any	other	that	I	could	identify.”

Sudden	humility	in	the	face	of	her	own	achievements	seemed	to	spring	spontaneously
out	of	Madesin’s	intrinsic	makeup,	even	though	she	was	never	one	to	discount	the	validity
or	minimize	the	cost	of	her	own	goals.	That	evening	she	may	well	have	asked	herself	who,
in	that	small,	self-contained,	sometimes	smug,	rural	town	of	Nicholasville	where	she	was
raised,	had	ever	dared	to	mention	such	outlandish	ideas	as	women’s	rights	or	equality	of
the	 sexes,	 let	 alone	 consider	 them	 acceptable.	 But	 the	 fact	 was,	 however,	 that	 Judge
Phillips’	 small	 daughter	 had	 begun	 in	 childhood	 to	 notice,	 long	 before	 she	 could
understand	it,	a	wide	gap	between	what	her	elders	persistently	said	was	right	and	proper
for	her	to	be	when	she	grew	up,	and	what	a	voice	speaking	within	her	told	her	she	ought	to
be.	Very	soon	she	had	decided	she	wanted	to	be	a	‘person,’	independent,	imaginative	and



heeded	as	was	her	father.	She	would	not	be,	like	other	girls	in	town,	a	puppet	cast	from	a
common	mold	and	forever	subservient	to	the	decisions	of	the	males	around	them.	The	gap
became	wider	and	its	nature	clearer	as	the	child	became	an	adolescent,	as	the	adolescent
discovered	herself	to	have	become	a	woman.

At	 the	 age	 of	 eleven	 Madesin,	 the	 child,	 scored	 her	 first	 victory	 over	 parental
determination.	Rejecting	her	given	name—Anna	Lena—which	she	detested,	she	invented
another	and	called	herself	Madesin.	This	adaptation	of	the	French	words	‘médecin’	was	an
admiring	 tribute	 to	 her	 half-brother,	 then	 studying	 medicine	 in	 Paris.	 Thanks	 to	 her
perseverance,	 one	of	 her	 strongest	 traits,	 the	 new	name	prevailed	 and	 finally	Anna	was
erased	from	everyone’s	memory.	Lena	Madesin	Phillips	became	officially	her	own.	To	her
friends	and	close	associates,	as	to	herself,	she	was	always,	simply,	Madesin.

This	name	was	the	symbol	of	personal	independence.	She	carried	it	out	of	Kentucky,
to	live	with	her	through	an	era	of	history	fraught	with	the	tragedy	of	two	World	Wars	and
the	advent	of	nuclear	power,	and	to	play	a	part	in	some	of	its	challenging	moments.	It	was
the	name	worn	by	a	real	person’	who,	having	decided	early	 to	break	out	of	a	stultifying
predestined	mold,	was	willing	to	face	whatever	came	her	way	from	that	decision.	And,	of
course,	it	is	the	name	that	goes	with	the	story	of	her	life.

Judge	William	Henry	Phillips,	1899



Alice	Phillips,	1907
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