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“Creating Her Story”:  The Women’s Liberation Movement         by Robin Morgan 
 

Women’s longtime struggle for equal rights intensified during the 1960s and ‘70s. In her 
controversial book The Feminine Mystique (1963), Betty Friedan argued that women had lost 
ground after World War II, when they were forced out of high-paying jobs and back into the 
“comfortable concentration camp” of the home. She advocated a role for women that transcended 
domestic consumerism.  Friedan founded the National Organization for Women (NOW) in 1966, 
which among other things sought to have an Equal Rights Amendment added to the Constitution.  
Here, Robin Wright describes her own transformation into a feminist while editing a book about 
women’s liberation, Sisterhood Is Powerful (1970). 
 

This book is an action. It was conceived, written, edited, copyedited, proofread, designed, 
and illustrated by women . . . . During the year that it took to collectively create this anthology, we 
women involved had to face specific and very concrete examples of our oppression . . . . 
 Because of the growing consciousness of women’s liberation, and, in some cases, because 
of articles that women wrote for the book, there were not a few “reprisals”: five personal 
relationships were severed, two couples were divorced and one separated, one woman was forced 
to withdraw her article by the man she lived with; another’s husband kept rewriting the piece until 
it was unrecognizable as her own; many of the articles were late, and the deadline kept being 
pushed further ahead, because the authors had so many other pressures on them— from 
housework to child care to job. More than one woman had trouble finishing her piece because it 
was so personally painful to commit her gut feelings to paper.  We were also delayed by 
occurrences that would not have been of even peripheral importance to an anthology written by 
men: three pregnancies, one miscarriage, and one birth— plus one abortion and one 
hysterectomy. . . .  
 Speaking from my own experience, which is what we learn to be unashamed of doing in 
women’s liberation. . . . I became, somewhere along the way, a “feminist” committed to a 
Women’s Revolution. . .  
 Well, somewhere during that year, I became such a woman— and it’s been a radicalizing 
experience.  I still don’t fully know how it came about.  Surely having a baby was part of it— the 
delight and excitement, and then the utter exhaustion, especially during those first three months.  
Surely being in women’s liberation small groups— talking and action— raised my consciousness.  
Somehow, though, this book seems to have been the most responsible.  All of us who worked on it 
in a variety of ways had to read and think and talk about the condition of women until we began 
to dream about the subject, literally.  The suffering and courage and humor and rage and 
intelligence and endurance that spilled out from the pages that came in from different women!  
The facts we came up against, the statistics!  The history we learned, the political sophistication 
we discovered, the insights into our own lives that dawned on us!  I couldn’t believe—still can’t –
how angry I could become, from deep down and way back, something like a 5,000-year-buried 
anger. 
 It makes you very sensitive—raw, even, this consciousness.  Everything, from the verbal 
assault on the street, to a “well-meant” sexist joke your husband tells, to the lower pay you get at 
work (for doing the same job a man would be paid more for), to television commercials, to rock-
song lyrics, to the pink or blue blanket they put on your infant in the hospital nursery, to speeches 
by male “revolutionaries” that reek of male supremacy—everything seems to barrage your aching 
brain, which has fewer and fewer protective defenses to screen such things out.  You begin to see 
how all-pervasive a thing is sexism—the definition of and discrimination against half the human 



species by the other half.  Once started, the realization is impossible to stop, and it packs a daily 
wallop.  To deny that you are oppressed is to collaborate in your oppression. . .  

This is not a movement one “joins.”  There are no rigid structures or membership cards.  
The Women’s Liberation Movement exists where three or four friends or neighbors decide to 
meet regularly over coffee and talk about their personal lives.  It also exists in the cells of women’s 
jails, on the welfare lines, in the supermarket, the factory, the convent, the farm, the maternity 
ward, the streetcorner, the old ladies’ home, the kitchen, the steno pool, the bed.  It exists in your 
mind, and in the political and personal insights that you can contribute to change and shape and 
help its growth.  It is frightening.  It is very exhilarating.  It is creating history, or rather, herstory. 
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Write about three or more observations, insights, and/or opinions you have about the above reading (bare 
minimum 4 sentences): 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Write about at least two overt and/or subtle examples of prejudice or discrimination toward women 
(especially toward yourself if you are female) that you have experienced or been witness to.  These 
examples may be from personal experience as well as from television and the movies. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


