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History says, Don’t hope
On this side of the grave.
But then, once in a lifetime
The longed-for tidal wave
Of justice can rise up,
And hope and history rhyme.


—Seamus Heaney, from The Cure at Troy







TIDAL WAVE








CHAPTER 1
The Way We Were;
The Way We Are


THE “FIRST WAVE” of women’s rights activism in the United States built slowly from its beginnings in the middle of the nineteenth century, finally cresting in 1920 with the passage of the nineteenth Amendment to the U.S. Constitution guaranteeing women the most fundamental right of citizenship, the vote. It swelled slowly and steadily, riding this single, symbolic issue. By contrast, a “secoud wave” of women’s rights activism in the last half of the century arose almost instantly in a fast-moving and unruly storm, massive from the very outset. This driving storm, with shifting winds and crosscurrents, never focused on a single issue and sometimes seemed to be at war as much within itself as with patriarchy. Yet that storm, with all its internal conflicts, produced a tidal wave of feminism that washed over the United States and changed it forever.


It is startling to realize that in the early 1960s married women could not borrow money in their own names, professional and graduate schools regularly imposed quotas of 5-10 percent or even less on the numbers of women they would admit, union contracts frequently had separate seniority lists for women and men, and sexual harassment did not exist as a legal concept. It was perfectly legal to pay women and men differently for exactly the same job and to advertise jobs separately: “Help Wanted—Men” and “Help Wanted—Women.”


Feminism, the broad banner under which the second wave named itself, not only shattered a set of legal structures that upheld inequalities between women and men but also challenged prevailing “commonsense” everyday practices built on the assumption that women were naturally docile, domestic, and subordinate. Should a corporate secretary also be an “office wife” who serves coffee and buys birthday presents for the boss’s wife? Should etiquette demand that men hold open doors for women but not the reverse? Must women change their names upon marriage? Can men tolerate having a female boss? Can women operate heavy machinery or wield surgical knives with meticulous precision? Must women always be the ones to make and serve coffee? Would successful businessmen take legal advice from female lawyers? Can language accommodate the possibility that firemen, policemen, and chairmen might, in fact, be women? Are women’s incomes, in fact, secondary? Is a woman working outside the home by definition a “bad mother”? Is a man whose income cannot support his family by definition a failure at manhood? Can rape occur within a marriage?


Many of these issues remain unresolved decades later. Certainly, ongoing inequalities and injustices, such as sexual harassment, unequal pay, job discrimination, female poverty, and restrictions on reproductive rights, are easy to document while the cultural debate on “women’s place” continues apace. In many ways the legal structure has changed. but the vision of equality that undergirds those changes continues to be illusive. Women’s opportunities for work and for equal compensation remain systematically limited. The structure of work outside the home and the continued expectation that women have primary responsibility for child care and housework still force mothers into impossible choices between the demands of work and of family. And in the United States. as throughout the world, women continue to face unconscionable levels of violence and harassment.


The democratic mobilization of women to challenge inequality and to claim their civic right to be full participants in making changes and solving the problems of the twenty-first century will be essential for the foreseeable future. Indeed, it has always been needed. I use the word feminism to name that mobilization and the egalitarian ideas that inspire it. The term “feminism” came into being in late nineteenth century France and was adopted by a segment of the U.S. movement for woman suffrage (the vote) in the 1910s. Those early feminists sought cultural as well as legal change. In the early 1970s, women’s rights activists adopted feminism as a common label, bridging enormous ideological and strategic differences. Should women work inside existing institutions, such as the political party system, universities, and corporations, or should they create new ones? Should they prioritize economic rights, reproductive rights, or cultural change? Should they seek alliances with men? Can they work simultaneously on the problems of race, poverty, and militarism while maintaining a focus on sexual equality? The differences among feminists are so deep that some regularly challenge others’ credentials as feminists. Yet the energy of the storm that drives them all comes from their shared challenge to deeply rooted inequalities based on gender.


For the purposes of this book, it makes no sense to insist on a more precise definition of the term “feminist”: my focus is on the movement itself in all its diversity of ideas, constituencies, strategies, and organizations. There are, however, some distinctive characteristics of that movement as it has ebbed and flowed between the mid-1960s and the beginning of the twenty-first century. Perhaps its most distinctive characteristic has been the challenge to the boundary between the “personal” and the “political” captured in an early slogan, “The Personal Is Political.” Under this banner, the movement politicized issues that had long been deemed outside the purview of “politics,” including sexuality, domestic violence, and the exercise of authority within the family. It also confronted the ancient association of men and maleness with public life (politics and power) and women and femaleness with domesticity (personal life and subordination). The result was a far more radical challenge (in the sense of fundamental, going to the roots) than efforts simply to gain admission for women into the public world of civic and economic rights. It raised questions about the nature of politics and about our very understanding of maleness and femaleness with all it implies for personal relationships, sexuality, and the family, and in so doing, it questioned one of the most fundamental and intimate forms of hierarchy, one that has been used in myriad contexts to explain, justify, and naturalize other forms of subordination. The result of this feminist challenge has been a political, legal, and cultural maelstrom that continues to this day.


I argue here that the brilliant creativity and the longevity of feminism in the late twentieth century is grounded in the breathtaking claim that the personal is political. At the same time, this confluence of personal-private and public-political contained the seed of the movement’s repeated episodes of fragmentation and self-destruction. On the one hand, “the personal is political” empowered both individuals and groups to challenge inequities that the culture defined as natural. Women sued corporations and unions; invented new institutions, such as havens for battered women; created journals, day care centers, and coffeehouses; ran for public office; and wrote new laws and lobbied them through. On the other hand, the linkage of personal and political led some to a search for purity, for “true” feminism in the realm of ideas and the formula for a perfectly realized feminist life. The pursuit of perfection made it difficult to entertain complexity, sliding easily into dogmatism. Differences of opinion and lifestyle betrayed the “true faith” and could not be tolerated. Thus, this is a history rife with contradiction: growth and fragmentation, innovation and internal conflict. One cannot understand it without exploring the interplay of these contradictory tendencies, because they are inextricably linked both to the movement’s capacity to reinvent itself and to the necessity to do so. Repeatedly pronounced “dead,” feminism in the late twentieth century has again and again risen phoenix-like in new and unexpected contexts, unnoticed by those who attended the funeral.


The origins of this deep contradiction can be located historically in the nature of women’s subordination in the United States after World War II and in the political context of racial conflict and identity politics at the time of the feminist rebirth in the late 1960s and early 1970s. The creative side of the movement has flourished despite political repression, and indeed often in response to it. Fragmentation and self-destruction have also been driven at different times by economic downturns and government surveillance and infiltration and in the 1980s by a governmentally sanctioned backlash. Yet feminism is still alive and well at the beginning of the twenty-first century. Having accomplished, at least partially, many of its goals, there are many aspects of feminism that have become so much part of the mainstream (language, laws, labor force, and access to professional education) we take them for granted. In addition, current forms of feminist activism are not particularly oriented toward visibility in the sense of large public demonstrations. It is less discernible than it has been in recent decades. Such an eclipse is dangerous, however, as the history of feminist activism represents a heritage new generations need if they are to re-create it yet again.


One of the motives behind the writing of this book is my own awareness that the loss of historical memory would have far-reaching consequences. It would force future generations to invent feminism as if they had no shoulders on which to stand, repeating the unfortunate experience of many in the 1960s. It took some time for the emerging feminist movement to recover its own roots and realize that this was not the first time such issues had been raised and fought for. For example, the so-called “first wave,” the fight for woman suffrage, had waxed and waned over the course of a century and in the 1910s it had blossomed into a many-sided movement that mobilized the energies of hundreds of thousands of women. In those years, women’s rights gave birth to feminism’s rebellious cultural criticism, although it never responded to the demands of African-American women for full inclusion. By the end of the 1930s, however, “feminism” had been marginalized into a narrow, single-issue movement for the Equal Rights Amendment (ERA).1 In the 1950s, as the generation that would initiate the “second wave” was coming of age, feminism, as either a set of ideas or a social movement, was virtually invisible. Perhaps this explains why such a large number of activists became professional historians. Certainly I am not the only historian who wishes to spare the next generation the rage we experienced about having been cut off from our own history in all its complexity.


The loss of historical memory between the great suffrage victory in 1920 and the post-World War II era has sobering parallels to the late twentieth century. The 1920s, like the late 1980s and 1990s, were a time when individualism flowered among women. In both these eras of flashy wealth, blotting out the continuing reality of desperate poverty, middle-class women gained new access to education and to a broader range of paid jobs and young women engaged in sexual experimentation and lifestyles that offered consumption as a primary form of self-expression. Women’s battles, they believed, had been won. “Feminism” was a label that restricted their individuality when all they had to do was go ahead and live out their equality. As Dorothy Dunbar Bromley wrote in Harper’s Magazine in 1927:


“Feminism” has become a term of opprobrium to the modern young woman. For the word suggests either the old school of fighting feminists who wore flat heels and had very little feminine charm, or the current species who antagonize men with their constant clamor about maiden names, equal rights, woman’s place in the world, and many another cause … ad infinitum.2


In the 1920s, the white women’s movement split in two. It was rent by the conflicting goals of social reformers, on the one hand, for whom women’s suffrage was part of a broader agenda that ultimately shaped key aspects of the New Deal and the emerging welfare state, and the National Women’s Party, on the other, which focused single-mindedly on passage of the Equal Rights Amendment to complete the process of establishing legal, constitutional equality for women. As that battle erupted again and again in the 1920s, 1930s, and into the 1940s, “women’s rights” and “feminism” took on increasingly narrow and distant connotations, feeding popular images of feminists as shrill, elitist, “mannish,” and antifamily. Younger women were not recruited, and by the 1950s feminism was so thoroughly marginalized that most young women were entirely unaware of it.


There are significant differences between the interwar era (1920-1940) and the last 20 years, but the similarities are striking nonetheless. The conservative attack on the women’s movement has trumpeted the same themes for more than a century, warning against “mannish” women and the endangered patriarchal family. In the 1970s, aroused conservatives like Phyllis Schlafley attacked feminists as “anti-family, anti-children, and pro-abortion.” She went on to characterize the new journal, Ms., as “a series of sharptongued, high-pitched, whining complaints by unmarried women. They view the home as a prison, and the wife and mother as a slave.”3


The Republican ascendancy led by Ronald Reagan in the 1980s endowed antifeminists like Schlafley with intellectual authority and placed people who agreed with her in major administrative posts. Writers like George Gilder, who had insisted since the early 1970s that “women’s place is in the home,” became intellectual insiders, blaming feminists (most of whom in his view were single mothers, lesbians, or simply unmarried) for destroying the moral fabric of America with demands for day care.4 Despite the Republican embrace of the traditional patriarchal family, the 1980s were also an era of rampant individualism and high consumption. Like the twenties, they were a time when educated women could experiment with newly available opportunities—for careers as well as sexual encounters. As early as 1982, Susan Bolotin wrote in the New York Times that women then in their twenties were a “post-feminist” generation. Typically they told her, “I don’t label myself a feminist. Not for me, but for the guy next door that would mean that I’m a lesbian and that I hate men.” A conservative young woman, Rachel Flick, contended feminism had become “an exclusively radical, separatist, bitter movement.” Young women just out of college, confident in their ability to find well-paying jobs and to make it on their own, saw feminists as shrill, bitter, ugly, and lacking a “sense of style.”5 By 1991, Paula Kammen lamented the resulting loss to her generation, which came of age in the 1980s when “young feminists didn’t seem to exist.” With no access to consciousness-raising experiences or other links to prior generations, they were defenseless against the stigma of feminism. All they knew were the stereotypes: “The twisted, all-too-common logic about feminists goes like this: If you stand up for women, you must hate men. Therefore, you must be angry. Thus, you must be ugly and can’t get a man anyway. Hence, you must be a dyke.”6


The attacks on feminism, however, were far more intense in the 1980s and 1990s than in the 1920s and 1930s. Radio talk shows, for example, fill the airwaves with venomous attacks on “femininazis” (a term coined by conservative talk show host Rush Limbaugh) and use feminism as a foil for expressions of discontent about an enormous range of issues. As an indicator of the major difference between these eras, this suggests that feminism in the late twentieth century, in contrast to the 1920s and 1930s, had continued to be a powerful and ever-changing force in American life, generating new organizations, new issues, and new ideas. It would be a mistake, then, to take the critics at face value. Rather, one must read their venom as a response to something they perceive to be very powerful, and there lies a clue to the story that must now be told.


In this chapter, I describe the necessity of this history, my own argument about the nature and the trajectory of the movement from the mid-1960s to today, and my relationship to the project as both participant and historian. Chapter 2 summarizes the origins of the Second Wave, the dual vision of founders from two generations focused respectively on equality and liberation and the new political terrain created by the process of consciousness-raising. Chapter 3 explores the creative innovations of the “golden years” during which this new movement generated massive changes in laws, revived the battle for the ERA, and founded a vast array of new organizations and institutions. Chapter 4 wrestles with the realities of internal conflict and fragmentation that coexisted with the generative excitement of those early years. It argues that there are historically specific reasons that conflict intensified in the middle 1970s. Chapter 5 analyzes new aspects of the movement in the middle to late 1970s, often emerging out of conflict. The paradox of feminism becomes clearer as we analyze its continuing process of transformation and rebirth. The demise of early women’s liberation produced socialist and cultural feminism and a multitude of new institutions ranging from health clinics and shelters to women’s studies programs and journals. At the same time, activists in the policy arena consolidated many gains with their connections to the Carter administration (1967-1980) and shared the international ferment generated by the United Nations International Women’s Year conferences. Chapter 6 challenges the story of decline in the 1980s, recognizing on the one hand the reality of backlash but on the other the revival of feminism in new forms (e.g., Emily’s list) and within mainstream institutions, such as schools and churches. Chapter 7 finds feminism in the early 1990s becoming stronger as a new generation rearticulates the necessity of feminism in a world already fundamentally changed by the women’s movement. Backlash against feminism, framed as an attack on “political correctness,” had become an obsession for political conservatives. Feminism grew stronger in the aftermath of the Clarence Thomas-Anita Hill hearings, however, and it also drew strength from the massive growth of global women’s rights activism in the developing world.


IN THE SUMMER of 1992 at a cabin on a small lake in Ontario, I joined five other women for the second reunion of a women’s liberation group that had met between 1968 and 1970 in Chapel Hill, North Carolina. I had just begun to think about the project: that evolved into this book, so I asked permission to tape a discussion about the meaning of our shared experience both at the time and in our subsequent lives. Very quickly it became clear that Group 22 (as we called ourselves back then) had been a transforming experience even for those who participated only for a year. The spirit of Group 22 captures some of the excitement of the feminist revival in the late 1960s and was typical of many others. We believed we were changing the world and that what we did could make a difference. The group offered a new freedom from marginalization for women with aspirations for both meaningful work and motherhood. We experimented and created institutions, read about and corresponded with other groups, and in many ways changed our lives permanently.


Group 22 convened in the summer of 1968 when Paula Goldsmid and I both moved to North Carolina from Chicago, where we had met in another consciousness-raising group. I was returning to North Carolina after 9 months of immersion in the newborn women’s liberation movement. Previously, as an undergraduate at Duke, I had been active in civil rights, union support, and antiwar work. It was sheer luck that I happened to be in Chicago in 1967-1968, where I stumbled into one of the founding women’s liberation groups known as the West Side Group. A neophyte in these national movement networks, I remember myself as one of the silent ones in a group of powerful, brilliant women. I was a sponge, thrilled by the effortless way the movement seemed to grow as group members reported new start-ups every month and travelers from New York, Washington, Ann Arbor, Toronto, Seattle, Berkeley, and Los Angeles came through town with tales of newly forming women’s liberation groups. That year in Chicago I must have joined four or five different groups as they emerged, each of which dove into the debates: Just what was the problem for women? Why were they subordinate? What kinds of activism should we initiate to bring about change? While we talked about grand strategies, we experimented with tactics: skits in laundromats and at subway stops (known as guerrilla theater), leaflets, caucuses within community organizations and unions, and special women’s workshops at meetings related to the antiwar movement or civil rights. For the moment it seemed that everything worked. The response was electric. As it dawned on us that a new movement was coming into being, we had a thrilling sense that we could, in fact, make history. Women’s liberation provided a space where our yen to make the world a better place felt like it had no bounds. I returned to North Carolina in the summer of 1968 with missionary fervor to build the movement. As soon as Paula arrived, we called a meeting.


When Group 22 sputtered into being in 1968, it was the first women’s liberation group in North Carolina. We had no name at first, but as new groups quickly spun off or formed independently, such labels as the “single women’s group” or the “older women’s group” seemed clumsy. So we decided to number ourselves—not hierarchically but randomly, choosing numbers that pleased us: 22 was Paula’s favorite number. By early 1970 Group 22 had transformed itself into a children’s book writing and publishing collective called Lollipop Power. As Lollipop Power, Inc., it persisted until the mid-1980s, long after most originators moved away.


The early members of Group 22 were in many ways homogeneous, brought together through friendship, school, and work networks: white, college-educated, some of us veterans of the civil rights and student movements. During 1968-1969, many came only once or twice. Those of us who stayed found something there that changed our lives in ways we had been yearning for. Like my Chicago groups, and every other consciousness-raising (CR) group around the country, we searched for ways to ask, and answer, the “big questions.” Why are women’s choices so limited? How do they internalize a stereotyped view of themselves? Is it biology? How can we raise children without imposing limiting stereotypes? Is it possible to redefine relationships between women and men—marriage, sexuality, parenthood?


Some of these questions prompted action related to what quickly became a central theme of the group: how do we create new ways to raise children, for ourselves and for society? Three of us, who were pregnant when we met in the fall of 1968, planned and executed a child care cooperative in which six parents, mothers and fathers alike, took turns caring for three infants between 8:30 and 5:30 every weekday. It lasted only 1 year, but that cooperative made it: possible for me to begin graduate school in the fall of 1969. Several younger women split off to form their own CR group because they found our focus on childhood socialization not “relevant” to their immediate interests. For Group 22, however, partly because most of us had, or were about to have, children, and partly because we had a high concentration of sociologists, the ways that children “learn” to be female or male became the focus. In many other consciousness-raising groups, women talked about and thought through their own socializations. Instead, we were determined to find ways to do it differently and to make it possible to liberate children from the constraints of cultural prescription. Ultimately, the need to turn that concern into action led to the creation of Lollipop Power.


Before the first meeting, all of us had already embarked on life choices very different from those of our mothers’ generation. Yet more than 20 years later, participants remembered feeling that they were clueless about how to live those lives and how to deal with the internal and external criticism that seemed ubiquitous. Several described walking into their first meeting and feeling “at home” immediately. They talked about relief at experiencing social support for their efforts to combine mothering with careers. Even more important, I suspect, was that their strong-minded, outspoken, quirky individualism received affirmation in Group 22 rather than placing them on the margins. Two women, both already mothers, immediately changed their married names back to their birth names. The rest of us did not, but we cheered Linda when she created quite a fuss by refusing to register at the Chapel Hill hospital where she had gone for surgery until they agreed to list her records under her own name rather than her husband’s.7


Group 22 was downright evangelical. Eager to spread the movement, we helped organize new groups, organized a newsletter so that multiplying groups could stay in touch, and participated in regional gatherings and workshops. We wanted answers (imagining naively that they existed), and we plugged through a mixture of turgid sociological “sex role” literature and angry mimeographed pamphlets that circulated from group to group around the country. In the days before the internet, the inexpensive mimeograph made it easy to disseminate ideas and essays. When we read them, we joined a national conversation about just what this movement was, what kind of change it should advocate, and possible strategies for getting there. Like our sisters across the country, we wanted to change things both in our own lives (renegotiating housework and child care with male partners was a big item) and in the world. In true countercultural style, we looked for gaps where we could create counterinstitutions. Disappointed with the children’s literature we knew, we started Lollipop Power and set out to write, edit, and publish our own. Three of us wrote the first three books, and we all vividly remembered that late night at the University of North Carolina campus Y when we and many friends and supporters printed, collated, and stapled our first book. The next year we waged a campaign to force the University of North Carolina to provide day care for employees and students. When that failed (despite a “baby-in” in the administration building), we founded the Community School for People Under Six, still in operation after three decades.


A look at the subjects of the first three Lollipop Power books reveals that our feminism was not markedly different from that of any liberal feminist group, though most of us thought of ourselves as radicals.8 In simple picture-book stories, we scrambled sex roles—female heroines, moms who study, fathers who nurture—and conveyed a broad sense that girls (and boys) could do anything they choose. Jenny’s Secret Place, which I wrote, featured a 5-year-old girl who used her mother’s study desk as a secret place to dream about freedom, whose father baked her birthday cake, and who shared her secret with her little brother once she fulfilled her dream of learning to ride a two-wheel bicycle. Did You Ever showed, in rhymed couplets, that whether you were a girl or a boy “you can do everything.” Martins Father described a single-parent family: a boy whose dad cooks, tucks him into bed, and takes him to day care. At first we had no prescriptions beyond our opposition to traditional sex roles.


We also knew that our experiences were not the same as those of all women, though we inevitably fell into language that presumed such commonality. Probably our greatest intolerance was toward the women we felt most judged by, those in earlier generations who, we believed, would accuse us of maternal failure for not choosing a life of total devotion to husband and children. Class difference was a major topic of discussion. We read Lee Rainwater and Mirra Komarovsky on the plight of poor and working-class housewives and told each other stories from our own backgrounds (which were considerably more varied than our current statuses, ranging from working-class ethnic immigrant to professional middle class).9 There were many perspectives, in fact, that we had few ways to imagine.10 When the Community School for People Under Six opened its doors in the fall of 1970 in the basement of a black church, the issue of race also became increasingly salient, though, to be honest, in those Black Power years we were mostly waiting for black women to tell us what to think about them. Not surprisingly, by the second or third year, Lollipop Power stories had begun deliberately to challenge the stereotypes of race and class.


Group 22 left a mark on the lives of all of its members. One founded the women’s caucus of the American Statistical Association and co-founded the women’s caucus of the American Public Health Association; another is a leading feminist scholar and activist in Canada; a third went on to direct the women’s studies program at Oberlin and moved from there into collegiate administration; a fourth built her career founding and running day care centers. Several find little direct linkage between their feminism and their current work lives except that they treasure their own independence and believe in their right to meaningful work. Some later came out as lesbians (a topic Group 22 never got around to discussing, although its successor groups certainly did).


In our group, those of us with children thought long and hard about how to raise a new, and different, generation. We realized we were doing this without a compass. Sharing our stories two decades later, we acknowledged that we had all been humbled by the overwhelming power of culture. We asked each other sheepishly, Did your daughters get into Barbies? Did your sons play with guns? How did you get through the teen years? The answers were all over the map. It isn’t that we thought we’d be doing this in a vacuum but that we simply had no inkling about how to think. Frankly, the stories we told were not so different from stories about anybody else’s kids raised with a strong emphasis on tolerance and respect for others. With a sobered recognition of the role of sheer good luck, we took pleasure in describing the good people our kids have become and comfort in sharing the hard bumps along the way.


At least one member of Group 2 2 spoke with some bitterness about the impact of feminism on her life. She plunged into professional school, convinced that she could “do anything,” but the professional path she tried did not work out successfully. She finds herself now doing work that she does not love and finding pleasure in the details of private life. Our naive search for perfection became, for her, not only “you can” but “you should” and set a standard of expectation that was, finally, undermining. For most of us, however, the legacy of this group, as of thousands of others, is one of greater freedom and new possibility.


For me, the experience in Chicago followed by Group 22 and its successor groups became a springboard into my career as a historian. The questions raised in women’s groups about the origins of female subordination and the links between women’s liberation and other social movements around labor, peace, and civil rights led me to challenge the knowledge I had received as an undergraduate history major and a graduate student in political science. I recalled the single class in which women were acknowledged to have some historical agency: Anne Firor Scott drew on her research on southern white women to tell us about the importance of women in Progressive Era politics and their utter invisibility in existing historical accounts. At the time I had been too busy fighting other battles to think much about the implications, but several years later that experience endowed me with an unshakable belief that we could recover the stories of women in the past. Although there were no women teaching American history at the University of North Carolina in 1969 and no courses on women’s history, several other students arrived with similar questions and we discovered that self-education was entirely possible simply by writing papers on women in connection with virtually any course. Little did we know that we were part of a cohort of several thousand across the country, collectively inventing women’s history as a major field of historical inquiry and women’s studies as a discipline. The first Berkshire Conference on the History of Women in 1972 drew 800 participants, to the astonishment of its organizers; 2 years later more than 1,500 scholars showed up for a second Berkshire Conference.


Having worked briefly as an organizer, and inspired by the organizers I had known in Chicago, my driving questions had to do with the origins and nature of collective action for change. How is it, I wondered, that those with less power find it possible to initiate change and to act together? How do women come to see themselves as a group with the capacity to make history? I looked at bread riots and strikes, but I also studied women in the Socialist Party in the late nineteenth and early twentieth century, a rather transparent search for foremothers of the movement with which I identified. That led me to the subject of the dissertation I eventually wrote, Personal Politics: The Roots of Women’s Liberation in the Civil Rights Movement and the New Left.11 By the time I embarked on that project in 1972, the women’s movement had become a massive and highly complex phenomenon. Its history, however, was already being told in ways I knew to be incorrect. The founding of the National Organization for Women could be recounted with ease, but the origins of the groups that called themselves women’s liberation were little understood and frequently described as something like an offshoot of NOW. Among feminist radicals, anger at men on the left framed a story in which women in the student movements of the sixties were so victimized that they were virtually driven to form a separate movement.12 I knew that women’s liberation was not an offshoot of NOW, and from my Chicago and North Carolina experiences I knew that most early feminist activists saw women’s liberation as deeply rooted in their experiences in the civil rights movement and the New Left.


In Personal Politics I argued that parts of the southern civil rights movement (especially the Student Non-violent Coordinating Committee, SNCC) and the community organizing projects of the Students for a Democratic Society (SDS) provided unique opportunities for young women to learn the skills of movement building as well as a set of democratic ideas and ideals (the “beloved community” in the civil rights movement; “participatory democracy” in SDS) that enabled them to challenge the sexism they experienced in the movement and in society. Those movements, in the early years at least, were certainly less sexist than American society as a whole. And the leadership of black women in the southern movement, women like Fannie Lou Hamer, Ella Baker, and many others, provided white women reared in the domestic culture of the fifties with powerful role models. By the late sixties, however, both the civil rights and antiwar movements had adopted strongly masculine, even militaristic, language and methods of mass protest that eclipsed existing female leadership. The stage was set. Armed with hard-won skills, self-confidence, and the ideals acquired in civil rights work, groups of women began to turn these assets to their own use, frequently in response to those sparking moments when male arrogance tried to put them in their place. The parallels to the role of the abolition movement as a training ground for the first women’s rights movement in the United States were extremely strong. In both cases, also, despite the intimate link between the movements for racial justice and for women’s rights, the issues affecting women of color were treated as anomalies and frequently ignored. As feminism evolved in the late twentieth century, this would become both a central dilemma and a powerful theoretical concern.


Tidal Wave is in some sense a sequel to Personal Politics, although the scope is substantially different. The first book analyzed the origins of one branch of the feminist movement that exploded into being in the late 1960s; this one traces the trajectory of that broader movement across the succeeding decades with an eye to understanding the shared dynamics that underlay its immense and complex diversity. The journey toward this book has been by turns inspiring and painful. It is a history that I, and many of my readers, have lived, yet from any particular vantage point the larger picture is difficult if not impossible to imagine. My hope is to contribute to an ongoing conversation about the meanings of that larger picture,13 as well as to affirm for future generations that they do indeed have a history, by turns glorious and distressing, on which they can build. With this heritage, there is no question that the women’s movement will continue to reinvent itself. History cannot predict when, or where, or how. It is simply a legacy, prickly and uneven and only partially understood, but nonetheless proof that women have already changed the world and that they will continue to do so.





CHAPTER 2
Personal Politics
Revolutionary Survival: Lesson One



More women
Should throw
More dishes
At more walls
More often


—UNSIGNED, NOVEMBER 19701


IN THE MID-1960s, most Americans hardly knew there was such a thing as feminism. The postwar era’s emphasis on suburban domesticity, early marriage, consumerism, and high fertility produced a generation of women only vaguely aware that there were issues worthy of discussion regarding the place of women in society.2 Yet the terrain on which they lived their lives was changing at a remarkable pace, pulling their experiences increasingly out of line with the words and concepts available to describe them. The pressure that built up in this disjuncture explains much of the explosive force of the women’s movement in the late sixties and early seventies, and that energy, like a tsunami that carries the force of an ocean floor earthquake, seemed to flow in all directions at once.


In 1963 Betty Friedan in The Feminine Mystique described an aspect of this dilemma as “the problem that has no name.” Virtually every powerful cultural institution—magazines, television, advice books, schools, and religious leaders—prescribed a middle-class ideal for women: they were to be wives and mothers, nothing more, nothing less. Friedan called this ideology the “feminine mystique” and went on to describe the isolation of suburban life for highly educated women whose child-rearing years were largely over by their mid-thirties. They enjoyed a life filled with “labor saving conveniences” but also isolated from what many thought of as the “real world.” Suburbs gave a new, geographic twist to the old split between private and public, family and work, personal and political. The work suburban women actually did, inventing new forms of creative motherhood and elaborating networks of volunteer institutions, was not seen as, well, real work. Invisibility, lack of definition, and barriers to entry into the (male) public world left millions of women to cope with a nameless private anguish.3


The privatized definition of the suburban housewife also operated as an all-pervasive force limiting the possibilities and aspirations of additional thousands whose lives no longer conformed to the tenets of the feminine mystique. The dramatic expansion of education and service industries in the aftermath of World War II created millions of jobs for women. Married women entered the labor force faster than any other group in the population through the fifties and sixties, earning incomes that made it possible for their families to enter the middle-class world of home ownership, automobiles, televisions, and higher education for children. They met open exclusion, however, both from higher paying blue-collar jobs and from managerial and professional occupations. Female-dominated jobs, such as clerical work, were ghettos that offered less pay and fewer opportunities for advancement. Until 1963 it was perfectly legal, and very common, to pay women less than men for exactly the same work on the presumption that only men were breadwinners.


The silence imposed on women was a source of pain and confusion in many women’s lives but most acutely in the lives of educated women, who received contradictory and ultimately un resolvable messages about their lives. The small but growing minority of professional women in the 1950s faced a lonely struggle. Maria Iandolo New, Chief of Pediatrics at Cornell University Medical College, remembered decades later the chastising words of a medical school dean in 1950 in response to her plea that her application be judged on its merits and not dismissed because she had married. “You are an impertinent young lady, and I am more sure than ever that we do not want you in our medical school.” Major law firms routinely rejected female applicants like Ellen Peters, first in her class at Yale Law School in 1954, and Ruth Bader Ginsburg, first at Columbia in 1959 and later a Supreme Court Justice. In 1957, Madeline Kunin, a student at Columbia University Graduate School of Journalism, applied for a newsroom job at the New York Times. She was offered a job in the cafeteria. Kunin later served three terms as Governor of Vermont and was President Clinton’s Deputy Secretary of Education. While these women persevered, many dropped out when professors announced that “women don’t belong in graduate school.” Those who persisted hid their pregnancies and paid careful attention to dress and demeanor. Male colleagues encountered in professional settings routinely assumed that the white women present were secretaries, and black women, domestics.4


A new generation, raised in postwar affluence, flooded colleges and universities in the 1960s. Many recalled bitterly that they had no idea what their work should be or how to imagine themselves as adults. Their lives were rife with mixed messages. Certainly they knew they were supposed to marry, have children, age gracefully, and enjoy grandchildren, but their actual life choices included college, graduate school, and professional expectations. “In my generation,” as philosopher Sara Ruddick put it, “women’s work histories were so buried in our life histories as to be barely visible.” Unable to write her dissertation while her husband pursued his first academic job, she wrestled with an indescribable “pain of worklessness.” “I had learned to think of life as a matter of personal relations, to think about myself as a daughter, wife, friend, and lover. I knew more about myself as a mother, more about babies even before I ever had children, than I knew about myself as a worker.”5


In June 1967, Marilyn Young, a recent Ph.D. in history, confided to her diary, “How ineffective. I shall live out the rest of my life as if it weren’t really happening and then die surprised … I have no proper work, and for me that is hard. And I grow lazier, mentally, by the hour.” She remembers her life then as happy for the most part, caring for small children and playing the role of faculty wife. Her own Ph.D. in history was just “money in the bank,… insurance. “Much later, in a women’s consciousness-raising group, I spoke the bitterness of those years. But I … I wasn’t angry then.”6 For such women there was “… an invisible, almost amorphous weight of guilt and apology for interests and ambitions that should have been a source of pride,” a sense of an unvalidated life.77


Women with graduate degrees were still a small minority, but it is easy to detect broad changes in behavior that show millions of women, and men, making choices that no longer conformed to dominant cultural values. The trend toward younger marriage reversed; by the mid-1960s people married later and more of them not at all. The introduction of the birth control pill, which had weakened the link between sex and marriage, also helped accelerate the falling fertility rates as the “baby boom” vanished precipitously. Married women and women with children continued to enter the labor force in massive numbers. Those who dropped out to bear and raise children devoted fewer and fewer years to child care as an exclusive occupation. The flood of young women into colleges and universities was matched by a rising tide of older women returning to continue and complete educations suspended in the 1950s. Millions, then, knew that something was amiss, that they should have more than just a private life, but few could give it a name or link individual experiences to give form to their collective grievance.


When women’s consciousness-raising groups began to spring up everywhere, these were the women who walked in the door and immediately felt at home. In later years they talked about the “click,” that moment of naming after which the world looked and sounded and felt different—crystal clear and infuriating.8 In thousands of ways they immediately set out to do something, and their actions surged through the landscapes of American daily life.


THE SPECIFIC ORIGINS of the second wave of feminism in the United States lay in the experiences of two cohorts of women, predominantly middle-class, who came to feminist activity with different but complementary perspectives. The older group were professionals involved in the networks surrounding federal and state commissions on the status of women. The younger branch of feminism grew among activists in the civil rights and student movements of the 1960s.9 Both groups were deeply inspired by the civil rights movement that from the mid-1950s had offered a model of people consigned to the margins of American society, who nonetheless laid claim to their full rights as citizens and in the process enriched and redefined the meaning of American democracy. Each had also learned the skills of public life and developed a belief in gender equality in the sixties through their involvements in government commissions on the status of women and the civil rights movement itself.10 Then, having discovered their own capacity for public action as women, each found the remaining power of patriarchal structures and mores intolerable. Together they moved to create a new wave of feminist activism.


The founders of NOW came together through a network of government commissions on the status of women. When President Kennedy appointed a national commission in December 1961 and state governors followed suit in subsequent years, they unwittingly facilitated an organized revolt.11 Professional women on such commissions, or commission staffs, explored and documented the broad patterns of discrimination each had experienced in her own career. Empowered to think about and recommend policy changes, they enjoyed a period of community building and political consciousness-raising, only to discover that as insiders they could do little without organized pressure from the grass roots.


Similarly, young women in the civil rights and student movements engaged in passionate, and sometimes courageous, action in the name of egalitarian ideals. Breaking the middle-class rules of female decorum as they organized for voter registration, taught in freedom schools, and joined demonstrations likely to land them in jail, they discovered themselves as political actors, acquiring the necessary skills as they went along. In the civil rights movement they were immersed in a community long bowed down by racism and grinding poverty but that vibrated with a new sense of rights and collective power. The eloquence and raw courage of southern black leaders, many of them women, contributed to the sense that the vision of a “beloved community” of black and white together was worth risking one’s life. Every community, for example, had its “mamas.” One SNCC worker wrote that “there is always a ‘mama.’ She is usually a militant woman in the community, out-spoken, understanding, and willing to catch hell, having already caught her share.” He gave the example of 70-year-old “Mama Dolly” in Lee County, “who can pick more cotton, ‘slop more pigs,’ plow more ground, chop more wood, and do a hundred more things better than the best farmer in the area.” These were the same women who risked their lives to register to vote, who mobilized their friends and neighbors to do the same, and who housed and fed white civil rights volunteers at great cost and danger to themselves.12 The movement was infused with the conviction that the beloved community was more than a distant ideal, it was already visible in the ways they lived their daily lives. When it came to relationships between women and men, however, such egalitarian ideals did not always hold. Too often women found themselves expected to perform the “housework” of the movement, to assume clerical tasks, and to remain outside the limelight. In that contradiction, they found a new voice, claiming for themselves as women the ideals of radical egalitarianism.


THE FEMINIST CHALLENGE owed much of its subsequent shape and character to the broader political climate surrounding its birth. The late 1960s was a time when many saw themselves as “making history” in apocalyptic ways. Popular cultural images of “the sixties” often draw from these years when despair and utopianism fed on each other. The civil rights movement had taken a black nationalist turn, expressing the rage of urban black youth by indicating a willingness to use violence in self-defense and emphasizing racial solidarity. The horrors of the Vietnam War dominated the national news as they reshaped both radical and mainstream politics, even bringing down a president when Lyndon Johnson announced he would not run for reelection in 1968. The assassinations of Martin Luther King, Jr. and Robert Kennedy shook the nation. By 1969-1970, the student movement, never particularly well organized, began to implode, turning against its own national organizations (Students for a Democratic Society, University Christian Movement, and even the student YMCA) amid hypermasculine revolutionary and militaristic rhetoric: “shut down the Pentagon,” “stop the war machine,” “days of rage.”13


At the same time, however, assassinations, the inhumanity of war on nightly television, and urban riots contrasted with hippie gatherings, called be-ins or gentle Thursdays, and images of long-haired youth placing flowers on the bayonets of National Guardsmen. Young men as well as women playfully resisted the constraints of gender in hair, dress, lifestyle, and nonmarital sexual expression. That those same young men also referred to women as “chicks,” relegated them to housekeeping tasks, and accorded them status based on relationships with male leaders only fueled the rage those women were so shocked and empowered to discover within themselves.14


“Equality” and “liberation” were the demands that launched the second wave of women’s rights activism. Both slogans challenged the ways women had been differentiated from, and subordinated to, men, but the first drew on the liberal discourse of equal rights and the second proposed a cultural and ideological transformation in which sex roles would be eliminated. “Equality” made a reasonable, liberal request for legal and economic equity; “liberation” raised a set of radical demands about culture and subjective identity.15


EQUALITY …


WHEN THE FOUNDERS of NOW huddled over lunch at the closing session of a Conference of State Commissions on the Status of Women in 1966, they determined to found a grassroots civil rights lobby for women whose goal would be “to take action to bring women into full participation in the mainstream of American society now, assuming all the privileges and responsibilities thereof in truly equal partnership with men.”16 The NOW statement represented in some ways a modernized version of the first declaration of women’s rights in Seneca Falls, New York in 1848 by reclaiming for women the republican ideals of equal participation and individual rights. The founders of NOW included author Betty Friedan, Dr. Kathryn Clarenbach, head of the Wisconsin Status of Women Commission, Caroline Davis and Dorothy Haener from the Women’s Department of the United Auto Workers (UAW), and African-American lawyer Pauli Murray, coauthor of a landmark article on legal discrimination, “Jane Crow and the Law.” Mary Eastwood, Murray’s coauthor, and Catherine East were critical players behind the scenes who had linked Betty Friedan with key people across the country and pressed her to assume public leadership of what would become NOW. These women’s experiences on both state and national commissions had made them experts on legal obstacles and other forms of public discrimination against women. Soon NOW mounted campaigns for strengthening and enforcing federal antidiscrimination laws: picketing against the continued existence of sex-segregated want ads; pressuring the administration to include sex on the list of discriminations prohibited for federal contractors and for enforcement of Executive Order 11375; and insisting that the Equal Employment Opportunity Commission (EEOC) enforce Title VII of the 1964 Civil Rights Act, which prohibited employment discrimination on the basis of sex as well as race, religion, and national origin.17


Despite this shared agenda, there were differences of emphasis among early NOW members. When NOW endorsed the Equal Rights Amendment (ERA) in November 1967, founding members from the United Auto Workers had to resign and withdraw the use of union offices and mailing facilities until they could successfully change their union’s anti-ERA position (which they did in 1970). Another group left in 1968 when NOW formally endorsed legalized abortion, fearing such a position would interfere with their primary interest in employment and education discrimination. That group founded the Women’s Equity Action League (WEAL). NOW leaders worried that the two organizations would compete, but one of the founders of WEAL, attorney Elizabeth Boyer, assured NOW that her organization would not compete for members but would draw in new, somewhat more conservative constituencies so that the two organizations could continue to work as allies.18


The spreading networks of overlapping memberships, which sustained NOW, WEAL, and in 1971 the National Women’s Political Caucus, included from the outset a significant number of African-American women in leadership positions. These were professional women who had long worked with white women on such issues as civil rights, poverty, and labor union activism. They could rely on the mutual respect that grew from shared work. Aileen Hernandez, for example, was the only woman appointed to the first Equal Employment Opportunity Commission (created by the 1964 Civil Rights Act to handle complaints of discrimination), where she became convinced that the Commission could not enforce the law against sex discrimination without pressure from the grass roots. She was elected president of NOW in 1970. An even more flamboyant figure was Florence (Flo) Kennedy, who had been a feminist at least since Columbia Law School rejected her application in the late 1940s on the grounds of sex. She gained admission by threatening to sue on the grounds of racial discrimination using what she referred to as the “testicular approach,” applying “the right kind of pressure to the appropriate sensitive area.”19 Active in NOW and then in more radical groups and a founder of the National Black Feminist Organization in 1973, Flo Kennedy was beloved by the movement and the media for her colorful and outspoken feminism.


These African-American women and others, such as Pauli Murray, Elizabeth Koonz, Director of the Women’s Bureau of the Department of Labor in the Nixon Administration, Addie Wyatt of the Amalgamated Meatcutters Union, Ruth Weyand, Associate Counsel of the International Union of Electrical Workers (IUE), and Dorothy Nevels, a founder of Federally Employed Women in 1968, had come of age in the 1940s and 1950s when professional women of any race were highly unusual. They had batded first for access to credentials and again for the most minimal forms of opportunity and recognition. They knew firsthand the realities of both racial and sexual discrimination, and it does not appear to have occurred to them that they should choose one over the other to fight.


… AND LIBERATION


IN CONTRAST TO the NOW and WEAL focus on equality in public life, the radical branch of the women’s movement placed private life at the center. The women’s liberation movement, as it quickly became known, had little use for formal politics or detailed policy discussions in the first year or two. Its founders saw themselves as revolutionaries. Their model was black separatism, and their driving passion was fury at cultural definitions of women as secondary, inferior sexual objects. Like the feminist foremothers in the 1910s, they mounted a sweeping challenge to cultural definitions of womanhood and femininity. Their first skirmish, in fact, was with an older generation of activists in Women’s Strike for Peace (WSP), who opposed war in the name of motherhood.


WSP had represented a revival of the maternal feminism of the suffrage generation and a link to progressive activism from the thirties and forties. An organization of middle-class housewives with progressive, activist leanings, Women’s Strike for Peace was founded in 1961 at the height of the Cold War. Proclaiming their concern for peace in the name of mother love, their actions were harbingers of women’s reentry into political action in the name of womanhood, but their categories clashed headlong with the passionate proclamations of younger activists. In January 1968, under the banner of the Jeanette Rankin Brigade, named in honor of the first woman in Congress and the only Congressperson to vote against American entry into both world wars, WSP organized an antiwar demonstration of several thousand women in Washington, D.C.20


“Radical women,” the term “women’s liberation” would soon follow, began to meet in small groups in Chicago and New York in the fall of 1967. At a planning meeting for the Brigade held in Chicago by WSP, members of the newly formed West Side Group showed up to express their disagreement with any claim that women’s authority derived from their roles as “wives and mothers.” The president of WSP, Dagmar Wilson, was on the whole very supportive of the new feminism and hoped that the younger radicals would join their march. The gulf in rhetoric was insurmountable, however. Longtime peace activists simply could not understand the fierceness of women’s liberation’s rejection of traditional roles. Younger women were utterly unmoved by their point of view, considering it merely another capitulation to societally designated roles. The only self-respecting position from which one could oppose the war, they insisted, was that of citizen or person.21 The Chicago and New York groups decided to attend the Jeanette Rankin Brigade demonstration to proclaim their opposition to any representation of women that depended on their relations with men and to invite other radical women to join them in their new endeavor. New York women came with props (a coffin and banners) to announce the “burial of traditional womanhood.” Kathie Sarachild (note the newly created matrilineal name) offered an oration in which she argued that it was necessary to bury the traditional woman because


… [W]e cannot hope to move toward a better world or even a truly democratic society at home until we begin to solve our own problems….


Yes, sisters, we have a problem as women alright, a problem which renders us powerless and ineffective over the issues of war and peace, as well as over our own lives. And although our problem is Traditional Manhood as much as Traditional Womanhood, we women must begin on the solution.


We must see that we can only solve our problem together, that we cannot solve it individually as earlier Feminist generations attempted to do.22


A contingent of about 500 then broke away from the march to discuss this new movement and immediately fell into harsh debate, a harbinger of discord that marked one facet of this turbulent movement from the outset.23


In the places where New Left activism remained strong, radical women clashed over their yet undefined goals and methods. Were radical women organizing themselves within a broader coalition of students and antiwar activists, or were they in the process of breaking away to create something utterly separate? Who would be their primary constituency? At what level did they expect changes to occur, and how would they bring these about? The bitter arguments that raged into the early seventies reflected the pain many felt as they faced open hostility and ridicule from men they had associated with, as well as well as growing desperation and internal self-destruction of the New Left itself. Some women felt they had little to lose in breaking away. Others believed that their identities (as well as personal relationships) were at stake. Ellen Willis put it bitterly: “We were laughed at, patronized, called frigid, emotionally disturbed man-haters and—worst of all on the left!—apolitical.”24 Those who were clearest about breaking completely with what they called the “male-dominated left” called themselves radical feminists and labeled their opponents “politicos.” The latter was an unfair designation and the “politico-feminist split” was less a split than a debate in most places. A different theoretical and organizing perspective ultimately evolved from the politico side of this discussion, calling itself socialist feminism.*


The growth of the women’s movement thus depended less on specific ideas than on the ability of women to tell each other their own stories, to claim them as the basis of political action. By 1968 the women’s liberation movement was clearly separate from the antiwar movement and such discussions had been named “consciousness-raising.” They began as a spontaneous occurrence among activists with experience in either civil rights or the student New Left. Women with roots in those movements understood that to act politically against injustice involved personal transformation, and they believed that any movement for change should exemplify the values it sought to bring to the society as a whole. In civil rights this vision was embodied in the idea of “the beloved community” of black and white together; in Students for a Democratic Society it was the ideal of “participatory democracy” and, finally, in the rebellious counterculture, the goal devolved into a more anarchistic response to the impositions of societal authorities: “do your own thing.”


Women who met initially to discuss the problems they were having as women within the student movement poured out their own stories and listened in amazement as others described the same patterns. The anger and energy this storytelling unleashed created an opportunity to redefine the world using their own lives as a template. Pam Allen, a member of an early San Francisco group, described women’s liberation groups as a “free space” where women could “think independently of male-supremacist values.” Early members of New York Radical Women (Kathy Sarachild, Anne Forer, Carol Hanisch, Elizabeth Sutherland Martinez, and Rosalyn Baxandall) christened the procedure “consciousness-raising.” True to their New Left heritage, they were inspired by stories of women in the Chinese Revolution who “spoke bitterness” to develop collective support for change.25 As one radical feminist group (Redstockings) put it in their manifesto,


We regard our personal experience, and our feelings about that experience, as the basis of an analysis of our common situation. We cannot rely on existing ideologies as they are all products of male supremacist culture. We question every generalization and accept none that are not confirmed by our experience.


Our chief task at present is to develop female class consciousness through sharing experience and publicly exposing the sexist foundation of all our institutions.26


Remarkably similar processes can be found in groups that were less eager than Redstockings to discard all received wisdom, seeing themselves rather in the context of a broader left and drawing on the Marxist-feminist theories then emerging in Europe. In Bread and Roses, for example, a Boston women’s liberation group that formed in 1969 (about the same time as Redstockings in New York), founders recalled,


When our group started, … it was a wonderful time to be in the women’s movement. It may have been a unique moment. It felt then almost as though whatever stood in our way would be swept away overnight, with the power of our ideas, our simplicity, our unanswerable truth.27


Consciousness-raising was an intense form of collective self-education. “It seems impossible that adults have ever learned so much so fast as we did then. We taught each other sexual politics, emotional politics, the politics of the family, the politics of the SDS meeting.”28 Another Bread and Roses member, Jane Mansbridge, said: “We had the feeling that we were, like Columbus, sailing at the edge of the world. Everything was new and intense.”29


Throughout 1968 and 1969 the women’s liberation movement grew at an accelerating rate. The belief among movement founders that they were starting a revolutionary process was confirmed by the overwhelming response they met at every turn. It was not necessary to have well-developed organizing skills: just to say the words “women’s liberation” seemed to be enough. No one was keeping a list—and many groups existed without the knowledge of others nearby—but the experience in city after city was that groups would form and multiply almost effortlessly. In some places, like New York City, where the movement tended to be highly ideological, multiplication often looked like sectarian hairsplitting. Alice Echols and others have described how New York Radical Women spawned WITCH (Women’s International Terrorist Conspiracy from Hell) and Redstockings, which in turn spawned the Feminists. What was really “radical?” Were women’s rights, outside a broader left coalition, necessarily “bourgeois” and “reformist?” Or was the left itself a captive of patriarchal thinking? If “women’s liberation” was the only truly revolutionary movement, what defined its radicalism? How could it escape hierarchy? Were sexual relationships with men a form of consorting with the enemy? The solutions were not clear, but it was the energy of the debate and the passion with which participants engaged these new ideas that spilled out into dozens of mimeographed articles, manifestos, newsletters, and, by 1970, journals, including Notes from the First Year (New York), Up from Under (New York), No More Fun and Games (Boston), Women: A Journal of Liberation (Baltimore), Voice of the Women’s Liberation Movement (Chicago), Ain’t I a Woman? (Iowa City), The Voice of the Women’s Liberation Front (Chicago), It Ain’t Me Babe (Berkeley) and its spin-off paper, The Women’s Page, Everywoman (Los Angeles), Tooth and Nail (Bay Area), Sister (Los Angeles), and And Ain’t I a Woman? (Seattle).
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