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This book is dedicated to LILLIAN, who lives with nobody
but a colony of New York roaches, whose energy has
never failed despite her anxieties and her asthma and her
overweight, who is always interested in everybody, often
angry, sometimes bitchy, but always involved. Lillian the
abundant, the golden, the eloquent, the well and badly
loved; Lillian the beautiful who thinks she is ugly, Lillian
the indefatigable who thinks she is always tired.

It is dedicated to CAROLINE, who danced, but badly,
painted but badly, jumped up from a dinner table in
tears, crying that she wanted to be a person, went out and
was one, despite her great beauty. Caroline who smarts at
every attack, and doubts all praise, who has done great
things with gentleness and humility, who assaulted the
authorities with valorous love and cannot be defeated.

It is for my fairy godmother, 10Y with the green eyes,
whose husband decried her commonsense and belittled
her mind, because she was more passionately intelligent,
and more intelligently passionate than he, until she ran
away from him and recovered herself, her insight and her
sense of humour, and never cried again, except in
compassion.

It is for KASOUNDRA, who makes magic out of skins
and skeins and pens, who is never still, never unaware,
riding her strange destiny in the wilderness of New York,
loyal and bitter, as strong as a rope of steel and as soft as
a sigh.

For MARCIA, whose mind contains everything and
destroys nothing, understanding dreams and nightmares,
who looks on tempests and is not shaken, who lives
among the damned and is not afraid of them, a living
soul among the dead.
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Foreword to the Paladin
21st Anniversary Edition

Twenty years ago I wrote in the Introduction to The
Female Eunuch that 1 thought that the book should
quickly date and disappear. I hoped that a new breed of
woman would come upon the earth for whom my
analysis of sex oppression in the developed world in the
second half of the twentieth century would be utterly
irrelevant.

Many new breeds of woman are upon the earth: there
are female body builders whose pectorals are as hard as
any man’s; there are women marathon runners with
musculature as stringy and tight as any man’s; there are
women administrators with as much power as any man;
there are women paying alimony and women being paid
palimoney; there are up-front lesbians demanding the
right to marry and have children by artificial insemina-
tion; there are men who mutilate themselves and are
given passports as statutory females; there are prosti-
tutes who have combined in highly visible professional
organizations; there are armed women in the front line
of the most powerful armies on earth; there are full
colonels with vivid lipstick and painted nails; there are
women who write books about their sexual conquests,
naming names and describing positions, sizes of mem-
bers and so forth. None of these female phenomena was
to be observed in any numbers twenty years ago.

Women’s magazines are now written for grown-ups,
and discuss not only pre-marital sex, contraception
and abortion, but venereal disease, incest, sexual per-
version, and, even more surprising, finance high and
low, politics, conservation, animal rights and consumer
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power. Contraception having saturated its market and
severely curtailed the money to be made out of
menstruation, the pharmaceutical multinationals have at
last turned their attention to the menopausal and
post-menopausal women who represent a new, huge,
unexploited market for HRT. Geriatric sex can be seen
in every television soap opera. What more could women
want?

Freedom, that’s what.

Freedom from being the thing looked at rather than
the person looking back. Freedom from self-conscious-
ness. Freedom from the duty of sexual stimulation of
jaded male appetite, for which no breast ever bulges
hard enough and no leg is ever long enough. Freedom
from the uncomfortable clothes that must be worn to
titillate. Freedom from shoes that make us shorten our
steps and push our buttocks out. Freedom from the ever-
present juvenile pulchritude on Page 3. Freedom from
the humiliating insults heaped on us by the top shelf of
the newsagents; freedom from rape, whether it is by
being undressed verbally by the men on the building
site, spied on as we go about our daily business, stopped,
propositioned or followed on the street, greasily teased
by our male workmates, pawed by the boss, used
sadistically or against our will by the men we love, or
violently terrorized and beaten by a stranger, or a gang
of strangers.

Twenty years ago it was important to stress the right
to sexual expression and far less important to underline
a woman’s right to reject male advances; now it is even
more important to stress the right to reject penetration
by the male member, the right to safe sex, the right to
chastity, the right to defer physical intimacy until there
is irrefutable evidence of commitment, because of the
appearance on the earth of AIDS. The argument in The
Female Eunuch is still valid, none the less, for it holds
that a woman has the right to express her own sexuality;
which is not at all the same thing as the right to capitulate
to male advances. The Female Eunuch argues that the



rejection of the concept of female libido as merely
responsive is essential to female liberation. This is the
proposition that was interpreted by the brain-dead hacks
of Fleet Street as ‘telling women to go out and do it’.

The freedom I pleaded for twenty years ago was
freedom to be a person, with the dignity, integrity,
nobility, passion, pride that constitute personhood.
Freedom to run, shout, to talk loudly and sit with your
knees apart. Freedom to know and love the earth and
all that swims, lies and crawls upon it. Freedom to learn
and freedom to teach. Freedom from fear, freedom from
hunger, freedom of speech and freedom of belief. Most
of the women in the world are still afraid, still hungry,
still mute and loaded by religion with all kinds of fetters,
masked, muzzled, mutilated and beaten. The Female
Eunuch does not deal with poor women (for when 1
wrote it I did not know them) but with the women of the
rich world, whose oppression is seen by poor women as
freedom.

The sudden death of communism in 1989-90 cata-
pulted poor women the world over into consumer
society, where there is no protection for mothers, for
the aged, for the disabled, no commitment to health
care or education or raising the standard of living for the
whole population. In those two years millions of women
saw the bottom fali out of their world; though they lost
their child support, their pensions, their hospital bene-
fits, their day care, their protected jobs, and the very
schools and hospitals where they worked closed down,
there was no outcry. They had freedom to speak but no
voice. They had freedom to buy essential services with
money that they did not have, freedom to indulge in the
oldest form of private enterprise, prostitution, prosti-
tution of body, mind and soul to consumerism, or else
freedom to starve, freedom to beg.

You can now see the female Eunuch the world over;
all the time we thought we were driving her out of our
minds and hearts she was spreading herself wherever
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blue jeans and Coca-Cola may go. Wherever you see
nail varnish, lipstick, brassieres and high heels, the
Eunuch has set up her camp. You can find her trium-
phant even under the veil.



Summary

‘The World has lost its soul, and I my sex’
(ToLLER, Hinkemann)

This book is a part of the second feminist wave. The old
suffragettes, who served their prison term and lived on
through the years of gradual admission of women into
professions which they declined to follow, into parlia-
mentary freedoms which they declined to exercise, into
academies which they used more and more as shops
where they could take out degrees while waiting to get
married, have seen their spirit revive in younger women
with a new and vital cast. Mrs Hazel Hunkins-Hallinan,
leader of the Six Point Group, welcomed the younger
militants and even welcomed their sexual frankness.
‘They’re young,’” she said to Irma Kurtz, ‘and utterly
unsophisticated politically, but they’re full of beans. The
membership of our group until recently has been far too
old for my liking.”* After the ecstasy of direct action, the
militant ladies of two generations ago settled down to
work of consolidation in hosts of small organizations,
while the main force of their energy filtered away in
post-war retrenchments and the revival of frills, corsets
and femininity after the permissive twenties, through the
sexual sell of the fifties, ever dwindling, ever more
respectable. Evangelism withered into eccentricity.

The new emphasis is different. Then genteel middle-
class ladies clamoured for reform, now ungenteel
middle-class women are calling for revolution. For many
of them the call for revolution came before the call for
the liberation of women. The New Left has been the
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forcing house for most movements, and for many of
them liberation is dependent upon the coming of the
classless society and the withering away of the state. The
difference is radical, for the faith that the suffragettes
had in the existing political systems and their deep desire
to participate in them have perished. In the old days
ladies were anxious to point out that they did not seek
to disrupt society or to unseat God. Marriage, the
family, private property and the state were threatened
by their actions, but they were anxious to allay the fears
of conservatives, and in doing so the suffragettes
betrayed their own cause and prepared the way for the
failure of emancipation. Five years ago it seemed clear
that emancipation had failed: the number of women in
Parliament had settled at a low level; the number of
professional women had stabilized as a tiny minority;
the pattern of female employment had emerged as
underpaid, menial and supportive. The cage door had
been opened but the canary had refused to fly out. The
conclusion was that the cage door ought never to have
been opened because canaries are made for captivity;
the suggestion of an alternative had only confused and
saddened them.

There are feminist organizations still in existence
which follow the reforming tracks laid down by the
suffragettes. Betty Friedan’s National Organization for
Women is represented in congressional committees,
especially the ones considered to be of special relevance
to women. Women politicians still represent female
interests, but they are most often the interests of women
as dependants, to be protected from easy divorce and all
sorts of Casanova’s charters. Mrs Hunkins-Hallinan’s
Six Point Group is a respected political entity. What is
new about the situation is that such groups are enjoying
new limelight. The media insist upon exposing women’s
liberation weekly, even daily. The change is that sud-
denly everyone is interested in the subject of women.
They may not be in favour of the movements that exist,
but they are concerned about the issues. Among young



women in universities the movement might be expected
to find strong support. It is not surprising that exploited
women workers might decide to hold the government
to ransom at last. It is surprising that women who seem
to have nothing to complain about have begun to
murmur. Speaking to quiet audiences of provincial
women decently hatted and dressed, I have been sur-
prised to find that the most radical ideas are gladly
entertained, and the most telling criticisms and sharpest
protests are uttered. Even the suffragettes could not
claim the grass-roots support that the new feminism
gains day by day.

We can only speculate about the causes of this new
activity. Perhaps the sexual sell was oversell. Perhaps
women have never really believed the account of them-
selves which they were forced to accept from psychol-
ogists, religious leaders, women’s magazines and men.
Perhaps the reforms which did happen eventually led
them to the position from which they could at last see
the whole perspective and begin to understand the
rationale of their situation. Perhaps because they are not
enmeshed in unwilling childbirth and heavy menial
labour in the home, they have had time to think. Perhaps
the plight of our society has become so desperate and so
apparent that women can no longer be content to leave
it to other people. The enemies of women have blamed
such circumstances for female discontent. Women must
prize this discontent as the first stirring of the demand
for life; they have begun to speak out and to speak to
each other. The sight of women talking together has
always made men uneasy; nowadays it means rank
subversion. ‘Right on!’

We may safely assert that the knowledge that men can
acquire of women, even as they have been and are,
without reference to what they might be, is wretchedly
imperfect and superficial and will always be so until
women themselves have told all that they have to tell.
John Stuart Mill
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The organized liberationists are a well-publicized
minority; the same faces appear every time a feminist
issue is discussed. Inevitably they are presented as the
leaders of a movement which is essentially leaderless.
They are not much nearer to providing a revolutionary
strategy than they ever were; demonstrating, compiling
reading lists and sitting on committees are not them-
selves liberated behaviour, especially when they are still
embedded in a context of housework and feminine wiles.
As means of educating the people who must take action
to liberate themselves, their effectiveness is limited. The
concept of liberty implied by such liberation is vacuous;
at worst it is defined by the condition of men, themselves
unfree, and at best it is left undefined in a world of very
limited possibilities. On the one hand, feminists can be
found who serve the notion of equality ‘social, legal,
occupational, economic, political and moral’, whose
enemy is discrimination, whose means are competition
and demand. On the other hand there are those who
cherish an ideal of a better life, which will follow when
a better life is assured for all by the correct political
means. To women disgusted with conventional political
methods, whether constitutional or totalitarian or revol-
utionary, neither alternative can make much appeal.
The housewife who must wait for the success of world
revolution for her liberty might be excused for losing
hope, while conservative political methods can invent no
way in which the economically necessary unit of the one-
man family could be diversified. But there is another
dimension in which she can find motive and cause for
action, although she might not find a blueprint for
Utopia. She could begin not by changing the world, but
by re-assessing herself.

It is impossible to argue a case for female liberation if
there is no certainty about the degree of inferiority or
natural dependence which is unalterably female. That is
why this book begins with the Body. We know what we
are, but know not what we may be, or what we might have
been. The dogmatism of science expresses the status quo



as the ineluctable result of law: women must learn how
to question the most basic assumptions about feminine
normality in order to reopen the possibilities for devel-
opment which have been successively locked off by
conditioning. So, we begin at the beginning, with the sex
of cells. Nothing much can be made of chromosomal
difference until it is manifested in development, and
development cannot take place in a vacuum: from the
outset our observation of the female is consciously and
unconsciously biassed by assumptions that we cannot
help making and cannot always identify when they have
been made. The new assumption behind the discussion
of the body is that everything that we may observe could
be otherwise. In order to demonstrate some of the
aspects of conditioning a discussion follows of the effects
of behaviour upon the skeleton. From Bones we move
to Curves, which is still essential to assumptions about
the female sex, and then to Hair, for a long time
considered a basic secondary sexual characteristic.
Female sexuality has always been a fascinating topic;
this discussion of it attempts to show how female sexual-
ity has been masked and deformed by most observers,
and never more so than in our own time. The confor-
mation of the female has already been described in terms
of a particular type of conditioning, and now the specific
character of that conditioning begins to emerge. What
happens is that the female is considered as a sexual
object for the use and appreciation of other sexual
beings, men. Her sexuality is both denied and misrepre-
sented by being identified as passivity. The vagina is
obliterated from the imagery of femininity in the same
way that the signs of independence and vigour in the
rest of her body are suppressed. The characteristics that
are praised and rewarded are those of the castrate —
timidity, plumpness, languor, delicacy and preciosity.
Body ends with a look at the way in which female
reproduction is thought to influence the whole organism
in the operations of the Wicked Womb, source of
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hysteria, menstrual depression, weakness, and unfitness
for any sustained enterprise.

The compound of induced characteristics of soul and
body is the myth of the Eternal Feminine, nowadays
called the Stereotype. This is the dominant image of
femininity which rules our culture and to which all
women aspire. Assuming that the goddess of consumer
culture is an artefact, we embark on an examination of
how she comes to be made, the manufacture of the Soul.
The chief element in this process is like the castration
that we saw practised upon the body, the suppression
and deflection of Energy. Following the same simple
pattern, we begin at the beginning with Baby, showing
how of the greater the less is made. The Girl struggles
to reconcile her schooling along masculine lines with her
feminine conditioning until Puberty resolves the ambi-
guity and anchors her safely in the feminine posture, if
it works. When it doesn’t she is given further condition-
ing as a corrective, especially by psychologists, whose
assumptions and prescriptions are described as the
Psychological Sell.

Because so many assumptions about the sex of mind
cloud the issue of female mental ability, there follows a
brief account of the failure of fifty years of thorough and
diversified testing to discover any pattern of differentia-
tion in male and female intellectual powers, called The
Raw Material. Because the tests have been irrelevant to
the continuing conviction that women are illogical, sub-
jective and generally silly, Womanpower takes a coher-
ent expression of all such prejudice, Otto Weininger’s
Sex and Character, and turns all the defects which it
defines into advantages, by rejecting Weininger’s con-
cepts of virtue and intelligence and espousing those of
Whitehead and others. As a corrective to such a theoret-
ical view of how valuable such female minds might be,
Work provides a factual account of the patterns that the
female contribution actually takes and how it is valued.

The castration of women has been carried out in terms
of a masculine-feminine polarity, in which men have



Draw near, woman, and hear what 1 have to say. Turn
your curiosity for once towards useful objects, and con-
sider the advantages which nature gave you and soclety
ravished away. Come and learn how you were born the
companion of man and became his slave; how you grew
to like the condition and think it natural; and finally how
the long habituation of slavery so degraded you that you
preferred its sapping but convenient vices to the more
difficult virtues of freedom and repute. If the picture I
shall paint leaves you in command of yourselves, if you
can contemplate it without emotion, then go back to your
futile pastimes; ‘there is nmo remedy; the vices have
become the custom.’
Choderlos de Laclos, ‘On the Education of
Women’, 1783

commandeered all the energy and streamlined it into an
aggressive conquistatorial power, reducing all hetero-
sexual contact to a sadomasochistic pattern. This has
meant the distortion of our concepts of Love. Beginning
with a celebration of an Ideal, Love proceeds to describe
some of the chief perversions, Altruism, Egotism, and
Obsession. These distortions masquerade under various
mythic guises, of which two follow - Romance, an
account of the fantasies on which the appetent and the
disappointed woman is nourished, and The Object of
Male Fantasy, which deals with the favourite ways in
which women are presented in specifically male litera-
ture. The Middle-Class Myth of Love and Marriage
records the rise of the most commonly accepted mutual
fantasy of heterosexual love in our society, as a prelude
to a discussion of the normal form of life as we under-
stand it, the Family. The nuclear family of our time is
severely criticized, and some vague alternatives are
suggested, but the chief function of this part, as of the
whole book, is mostly to suggest the possibility and the
desirability of an alternative. The chief bogy of those
who fear freedom is insecurity, and so Love ends with
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an animadversion on the illusoriness of Security, the
ruling deity of the welfare state, never more insubstan-
tial than it is in the age of total warfare, global pollution
and population explosion.

Because love has been so perverted, it has in many
cases come to involve a measure of hatred. In extreme
cases it takes the form of Loathing and Disgust
occasioned by sadism, fastidiousness and guilt, and
inspires hideous crimes on the bodies of women, but
more often it is limited to Abuse and ridicule, expressed
by casual insult and facetiousness. Rather than dwell
upon the injustices suffered by women in their individual
domestic circumstances, these parts deal with more or
less public occasions in which the complicated patterns
of mutual exploitation do not supply any ambiguous
context. There are many subjective accounts of suffering

'to be found in feminist literature, so Misery deals with

the problem on a broader scale, showing how much
objective evidence there is that women are not happy
even when they do follow the blueprint set out by
sentimental and marriage guidance counsellors and the
system that they represent. Although there is no pattern
of female assault on men to parallel their violence to
women, there is plenty of evidence of the operation of
Resentment in bitter, non-physical sexual conflict, usu-
ally enacted as a kind of game, a ritualized situation in
which the real issues never emerge. This unconscious
vindictiveness has its parallels in more organized and
articulate female Rebellion, in that it seeks to character-
ize men as the enemy and either to compete with or
confront or attack them. In so far as such movements
demand of men, or force men to grant their liberty, they
perpetuate the estrangement of the sexes and their own
dependency.

Revolution ought to entail the correction of some of
the false perspectives which our assumptions about
womanhood, sex, love and society have combined to
create. Tentatively it gestures towards the re-deployment
of energy, no longer to be used in repression, but



in desire, movement and creation. Sex must be rescued
from the traffic between powerful and powerless, mas-
terful and mastered, sexual and neutral, to become a
form of communication between potent, gentle, tender
people, which cannot be accomplished by denial of
heterosexual contact. The Ultra-feminine must refuse
any longer to countenance the self-deception of the
Omnipotent Administrator, not so much by assailing
him as freeing herself from the desire to fulfil his
expectations. It might be expected that men would resist
female liberation because it threatens the foundations of
phallic narcissism, but there are indications that men
themselves are seeking a more satisfying role. If women
liberate themselves, they will perforce liberate their
oppressors: men might well feel that as sole custodians
of sexual energy and universal protectors of women and
children they have undertaken the impossible, especially
now that their misdirected energies have produced the
ultimate weapon. In admitting women to male-dominated
areas of life, men have already shown a willingness to
share responsibility, even if the invitation has not been
taken up. Now that it might be construed that women
are to help carry the can full of the mess that men have
made, it need not be surprising that women have not
leapt at the chance. If women could think that civiliza-
tion would come to maturity only when they were
involved in it wholly, they might feel more optimism in
the possibilities of change and new development. The
spiritual crisis we are at present traversing might be just
another growing pain.

Revolution does little more than ‘peep to what it
would’. It hints that women ought not to enter into
socially sanctioned relationships, like marriage, and that
once unhappily in they ought not to scruple to run away.
It might even be thought to suggest that women should
be deliberately promiscuous. It certainly maintains that
they should be self-sufficient and consciously refrain
from establishing exclusive dependencies and other
kinds of neurotic symbioses. Much of what it points to is
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sheer irresponsibility, but when the stake is life and
freedom, and the necessary condition is the recovery of
a will to live, irresponsibility might be thought a small
risk. It is almost a hundred years since Nora asked
Helmer ‘What do you consider is my most sacred duty?’
and when he answered ‘Your duty to your husband and
children’, she demurred.

I have another duty, just as sacred . . . My duty to myself . . .
I believe that before everything else I'm a human being — just
as much as you are . . . or at any rate I shall try to become
one. I know quite well that most people would agree with you,
Torvald, and that you have a warrant for it in books; but I
can’t be satisfied any longer with what most people say, and
with what’s in books. I must think things out for myself and
try to understand them.2

The relationships recognized by our society, and dig-
nified with full privileges, are only those which are
binding, symbiotic, economically determined. The most
generous, tender, spontaneous relationship deliquesces
into the approved mould when it avails itself of the
approved buttresses, legality, security, permanence.
Marriage cannot be a job as it has become. Status ought
not to be measured for women in terms of attracting
and snaring a man. The woman who realizes that she is
bound by a million Lilliputian threads in an attitude of
impotence and hatred masquerading as tranquillity and
love has no option but to run away, if she is not to be
corrupted and extinguished utterly. Liberty is terrifying
but it is also exhilarating. Life is not easier or more
pleasant for the Noras who have set off on their journey
to awareness, but it is more interesting, nobler even.
Such counsel will be called encouragement of irrespon-
sibility, but the woman who accepts a way of life which
she has not knowingly chosen, acting out a series of
contingencies falsely presented as destiny, is truly irres-
ponsible. To abdicate one’s own moral understanding,
to tolerate crimes against humanity, to leave everything
to someone else, the father-ruler-king-computer, is the



only irresponsibility. To deny that a mistake has been
made when its results are chaos visible and tangible on
all sides, that is irresponsibility. What oppression lays
upon us is not responsibility but guilt.

The revolutionary woman must know her enemies,
the doctors, psychiatrists, health visitors, priests, mar-
riage counsellors, policemen, magistrates and genteel
reformers, all the authoritarians and dogmatists who
flock about her with warnings and advice. She must know
her friends, her sisters, and seek in their lineaments her
own. With them she can discover cooperation, sympathy
and love. The end cannot justify the means: if she finds
that her revolutionary way leads only to further
discipline and continuing incomprehension, with their
corollaries of bitterness and diminution, no matter
how glittering the objective which would justify it, she
must understand that it is a wrong way and an illusory
end. The struggle which is not joyous is the wrong
struggle. The joy of the struggle is not hedonism and
hilarity, but the sense of purpose, achievement and
dignity which is the reflowering of etiolated energy. Only
these can sustain her and keep the flow of energy
coming. The problems are only equalled by the possi-
bilities: every mistake made is redeemed when it is
understood. The only ways in which she can feel such
joy are radical ones: the more derided and maligned the
action that she undertakes, the more radical.

The way is unknown, just as the sex of the uncastrated
female is unknown. However far we can see it is not far
enough to discern the contours of what is ultimately
desirable. And so no ultimate strategy can be designed.
To be free to start out, and to find companions for the
journey is as far as we need to see from where we stand.
The first exercise of the free woman is to devise her own
mode of revolt, a mode which will reflect her own
independence and originality. The more clearly the
forms of oppression emerge in her understanding, the
more clearly she can see the shape of future action. In
the search for political awareness there is no substitute
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for confrontation. It would be too easy to present
women with yet another form of self-abnegation, more
opportunities for appetence and forlorn hope, but
women have had enough bullying. They have been led
by the nose and every other way until they have to
acknowledge that, like everyone else, they are lost. A
feminist elite might seek to lead uncomprehending
women in another arbitrary direction, training them as a
task force in a battle that might, that ought never to
eventuate. If there is a pitched battle women will lose,
because the best man never wins; the consequences of
militancy do not disappear when the need for militancy
is over. Freedom is fragile and must be protected. To
sacrifice it, even as a temporary measure, is to betray it.
It is not a question of telling women what to do next, or
even what to want to do next. The hope in which this
book was written is that women will discover that they
have a will; once that happens they will be able to tell us
how and what they want.

The fear of freedom is strong in us. We call it chaos
or anarchy, and the words are threatening. We live in a
true chaos of contradicting authorities, an age of
conformism without community, of proximity without
communication. We could only fear chaos if we imag-
ined that it was unknown to us, but in fact we know it
very well. It is unlikely that the techniques of liberation
spontaneously adopted by women will be in such fierce
conflict as exists between warring self-interests and con-
flicting dogmas, for they will not seek to eliminate all
systems but their own. However diverse they may be,
they need not be utterly irreconcilable, because they will
not be conquistatorial.

Hopefully, this book is subversive. Hopefully, it will
draw fire from all the articulate sections of the com-
munity. The conventional moralist will find much that is
reprehensible in the denial of the Holy Family, in the
denigration of sacred motherhood, and the inference
that women are not by nature monogamous. The politi-
cal conservatives ought to object that by advocating the



destruction of the patterns of consumption carried out
by the chief spenders, the housewives, the book invites
depression and hardship. This is tantamount to admit-
ting that the depression of women is necessary to the
maintenance of the economy, and simply ratifies the
point. If the present economic structure can change only
by collapsing, then it had better collapse as soon as
possible. The nation that acknowledges that all labourers
are worthy of their hire and then withholds payment
from 19.5 million workers cannot continue. Freudians
will object that by setting aside the conventional account
of the female psyche, and relying upon a concept of
woman which cannot be found to exist, the book is mere
metaphysics, forgetting the metaphysical basis of their
own doctrine. The reformers will lament that the image
of womanhood is cheapened by the advocacy of delin-
quency, so that women are being drawn further away
from the real centres of power. In the computer kingdom
the centres of political power have become centres of
impotence, but even so, nothing in the book precludes
the use of the political machine, although reliance on it
may be contra-indicated. The most telling criticisms will
come from my sisters of the left, the Maoists, the Trots,
the IS, the SDS, because of my fantasy that it might be
possible to leap the steps of revolution and arrive
somehow at liberty and communism without strategy or
revolutionary discipline. But if women are the true
proletariat, the truly oppressed majority, the revolution
can only be drawn nearer by their withdrawal of support
for the capitalist system. The weapon that I suggest is
that most honoured of the proletariat, withdrawal of
labour. Nevertheless it is clear that I do not find the
factory the real heart of civilization or the re-entry of
women into industry as the necessary condition of liber-
ation. Unless the concepts of work and play and reward
for work change absolutely, women must continue to
provide cheap labour, and even more, free labour
exacted of right by an employer possessed of a contract
for life, made out in his favour.
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This book represents only another contribution to a
continuing dialogue between the wondering woman and
the world. No questions have been answered but per-
haps some have been asked in a more proper way than
heretofore. If it is not ridiculed or reviled, it will have
failed of its intention. If the most successful feminine
parasites do not find it offensive, than it is innocuous.
What they can tolerate is intolerable for a woman with
any pride. The opponents of female suffrage lamented
that woman’s emancipation would mean the end of
marriage, morality and the state; their extremism was
more clear-sighted than the woolly benevolence of
liberals and humanists, who thought that giving women
a measure of freedom would not upset anything. When
we reap the harvest which the unwitting suffragettes
sowed we shall see that the anti-feminists were after all

right.





