GOODBYE TO ALL THAT
Robin Morgan

Robin Morgan, the well-known feminist author and editor of the extremely influen-

tial anthology Sisterhood Is Powerful, wrote a scathing and furious essay in 1970, an
excerpt of which is reprinted here, exposing the sexism of the white new left.

That's what I wanted to write about—the friends, brothers, lovers in the coun-
terfeit male-dominated Left. The good guys who think they know what “Wo-
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men’s Lib,” as they so chummily call it, is all about—and who then proceed to
degrade and destroy women by almost everything they say and do: The cover
on the last issue of Rat (front and back). The token “pussy power” or “clit mili-
tancy” articles. The snide descriptions of women staffers on the masthead. The
little jokes, the personal ads, the smile, the snarl. No more, brothers. No more
well-meaning ignorance, no more co-optation, no more assuming that this
thing we’re all fighting for is the same: one revolution under man, with liberty
and justice for all. No more.

E‘I;et’s run it on down. White males are most responsible for the destruction
of human life and environment on the planet today.Yet who is controlling the
supposed revolution to change all that? White males [yes, yes, even with their
“pasty fingers back in black and brown pies again). It just could make one a bit
uneasy. It seems obvious that a legitimate revolution must be led by, made by
those who have been most oppressed: black, brown, and white women—with
men relating to that the best they can. A genuine Left doesn’t consider anyone’s
suffering irrelevant or titdllating; nor does it function as a microcosm of capital-
ist economy, with men competing for power and status at the top, and women
doing all the work at the bottom (and functioning as objectified prizes or
“coin”’ as well). Goodbye to all that. . ..

Let it all hang out. Let it seem bitchy, catty, dykey, frustrated, crazy, Solanis-
esque, nutty, frigid, ridiculous, bitter, embarrassing, man-hating, libelous, pure,
unfair, envious, intuitive, low-down, stupid, petty, liberating. WE ARE THE woO-
MEN THAT MEN HAVE WARNED US ABOUT. -

“And let’s put one fic to rest for all &ime: the lie that men are oppressed, too
by sexism—the lie that there can be such a thing as “men’s liberation groups.”
Oppression is something that one group of people commits against another
group specifically because of a “threateping” characteristic shared by the latter
group—skin color or sex or age, etc.ggppressors are indeed fucked up by be-
ing masters (racism hurts whites, sexual stereotypes are harmful to men) but
those masters are not oppressed. Any master has the alternative of divesting him-
self of sexism or racism—the oppressed have no alternative—for they have no
power—but to fight/In the long run, Women's Liberation will of course free
men—but in the“short run it’s going to cost men a lot of privilege, which no
one gives up willingly or easily. Sexism is nof the fault of women—kill your fa-
thers, not your mothers. . . .

Goodbye, goodbye. The hell with the simplistic notion that automatic free-
dom for women—or non-white peoples—will come about ZAP! with the ad-
vent of a socialist revolution. Bullshit. Two_evils predate capitalism and have
been clearly able to survive and post-date socialism: sexism and racism. Women
were the first property when the Primary Contradiction occurred: when one
half of the human species decided to subjugate the other half, because it was
“different,” alien, the Other. From there it was an easy enough step to extend
the Other to someone of different skin shade, different height or weight or lan-
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guage—or strength to resist. Goodbye to those simple-minded optirnistic
dreams of socialist equality all our good socialist brothers want us to believe.
How liberal a politics that is! How much further we will have to go to create
those profound changes that would give birth to a genderless society. Profound,
Sister. Beyond what is male or female. Beyond standards we all adhere to now
without daring to examine them as male-created, male-dominated, male-
fucked-up, and in male self-interest. Beyond all known standards, especially those
easily articulated revolutionary ones we all rhetorically invoke. Beyond, to a
species with a new name, that would not dare define itself as Man.

I once said, “I'm a revolutionary, not just a woman,” and knew my own lie
even as I said the words. The pity of that statement’s eagerness to be acceptable
to those whose revolutionary zeal no one would question, i.e., any male su-
premacist in the counterleft. But to become a true revolutionary one must first
become one of the oppressed (not organize or educate or manipulate them, but
become one of them)—or realize that you are one of them already. No woman
wants that. Because that realization is humiliating, it hurts. It hurts to under-
stand that at Woodstock or Altamont a woman could be declared uptight or a
poor sport if she didn’t want to be raped. It hurts to learn that the Sisters still in
male-Left captivity are putting down the crazy feminists to make themselves
look okay and unthreatening to our mutual oppressors. It hurts to be pawns in
those games. It hurts to try and change each day of your life right now—not in talk,
not “in your head,” and not only conveniently “out there” in the Third World
(half of which is women) or the black and brown communities (half of which
are women) but in your own home, kitchen, bed. No getting away, no matter
how else you are oppressed, from the primary oppression of being female in a
patriarchal world. It hurts to hear that the Sisters in the Gay Liberation Front,
too, have to struggle continually against the male chauvinism of their gay broth-
ers. It hurts that Jane Alpert was cheered when rapping about imperialism,
racism, the Third World, and All Thosé Safe Topics but hissed and booed by a
Movement crowd of men who wanted none of it when she began to talk about
Women's Liberation. The backlash is upon us.. ..

It is the job of revolutionary feminists to build an ever stronger indepen-
dent Women’s Liberation Movement, so that the Sisters in counterleft captivity
will have somewhere to turn, to use their power and rage and beauty and cool-
ness in their own behalf for once, on their own terms, on their own issues, in
their own style—whatever that may be. Not for us in Women’s Liberation to
hassle them and confront them the way their men do, nor to blame them—or
ourselves—for what any of us are: an oppressed people, but a people raising our
consciousness toward something that is the other side of anger, something
bright and smooth and cool, like action unlike anything yet contemplated or
carried out. It is for us to survive (something the white male radical has the lux-
ury of never really worrying about, what with all his options), to talk, to plan, to
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be patient, to welcome new fugitives from the counterfeit Left with no arro-
gance but only humility and delight, to plan, to push—to strike.

There is something every woman wears around her neck on a thin chain of
fear—an amulet of madness. For each of us, there exists somewhere a moment
of insult so intense that she will reach up and rip the amulet off, even if the
chain tears at the flesh of her neck. And the last protection from seeing the truth
will be gone. Do you think, tugging furtively every day at the chain and going
nicely insane as | am, that I can be concerned with the puerile squabbles of a
counterfeit Left that laughs at my pain? Do you think such a concern is notice-
able when set alongside the suffering of more than half the human species for
. the past 3,000 years—due to a whim of the other half? No, no, no, goodbye to
all that.

Women are Something Else. This time, we’re going to kick out all the jams,
and the boys will just have to hustle to keep up, or else drop out and openly join
the power structure of which they are already the illegitimate sons. Any man
who claims he is serious about wanting to divest himself of cock privilege
should trip on this: all male leadership out of the Left is the only way; and it’s
going to happen, whether through men stepping down or through women
seizing the helm. It’s up to the “brothers"—after all, sexism is their concern, not
ours; we're too busy getting ourselves together to have to deal with their big-
otryEg they'll have to make up their own minds as to whether they will be di-
vested of just cock privilege or—what the hell, why not say it, say it?—divested
of cocks. How deep the fear of that loss must be, that it can be suppressed only
by the building of empires and the waging of genocidal wars!
qﬁodbye, goodbye forever, counterfeit Left, counterleft, male-dominated

ked-glass-mirror reflection of the Amerikan Nightmare. Women are the real
left, We are rising, powerful in our unclean bodies; bright glowing mad in our
inferior brains; wild hair flying, wild eyes staring, wild voices keening; undaunt-
ed by blood we who hemorrhage every twenty-eight days; laughing at our own
beauty we who have lost our sense of humor; mourning for all each precious
one of us might have been in this one living time-place had she not been born
a woman; stuffing fingers into our mouths to stop the screams of fear and hate
and pity for men we have loved and love still; tears in our eyes and bitterness in
our mouths for children we couldn’t have, or couldn’t not have, or didn’t want,
or didn’t want yet, or wanted and had in this place and this time of horror. We
are rising with a fury older and potentially greater than any force in history, and
this time we will be free or no one will survive. POWER TO ALL THE PEOPLE OR
TO NONE, All the way down, this time. -
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FREE OUR SISTERS! FREE OURSELVE
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