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SCUM Manifesto

LIFE IN THIS SOCIETY being, at best, an utter bore and no aspect of society
being at all relevant to women, there remains to civic-minded, responsible,
thrill-seeking females only to overthrow the government, eliminate the
money system, institute complete automation, and destroy the male sex.

It is now technically possible to reproduce without the aid of males (or,
for that matter, females) and to produce only females. We must begin
immediately to do so. Retaining the male has not even the dubious purpose
of reproduction. The male is a biological accident: the Y (male) gene is an
incomplete X (female) gene, that is, has an incomplete set of chromosomes.
In other words, the male is an incomplete female, a walking abortion,
aborted at the gene stage. To be male is to be deficient, emotionally lim-
ited; maleness is a deficiency disease and males are emotional cripples.

The male is completely egocentric, trapped inside himself, incapable
of empathizing or identifying with others, of love, friendship, affection, or
tenderness. He is a completely isolated unit, incapable of rapport with
anyone. His responses are entirely visceral, not cerebral; his intelligence is
a mere tool in the service of his drives and needs; he is incapable of
mental passion, mental interaction; he can’t relate to anything other than
his own physical sensations. He is a half-dead, unresponsive lump, inca-
pable of giving or receiving pleasure or happiness; consequently, he is at
best an utter bore, an inoffensive blob, since only those capable of absorp-
tion in others can be charming. He is trapped in a twilight zone halfway
between humans and apes, and is far worse off than the apes because,
unlike the apes, he is capable of a large array of negative feelings—hate,
jealousy, contempt, disgust, guilt, shame, doubt—and moreover he is
aware of what he is and isn't.

Although completely physical, the male is unfit even for stud service.
Even assuming mechanical proficiency, which few men have, he is, first of
all, incapable of zestfully, lustfully, tearing off a piece, but is instead eaten up
with guilt, shame, fear, and insecurity, feelings rooted in male nature, which
the most enlightened training can only minimize; second, the physical
feeling he attains is next to nothing; and, third, he is not empathizing with
his partner, but is obsessed with how he’s doing, turning in an A performance,
doing a good plumbing job. To call a man an animal is to flatter him; he’s a
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achine, a walking dildo. It’s often said that men use women. Use them for
1at? Surely not pleasure.

Eaten up with guilt, shame, fears, and insecurities and obtaining, if he’s
cky, a barely perceptible physical feeling, the male is, nonetheless, obsessed
th screwing; he'll swim a river of snot, wade nostril-deep through a mile of
mmit, if he thinks there’ll be a friendly pussy awaiting him. He'll screw a
an he despises, any snaggletoothed hag, and, furthermore, pay for the
portunity. Why? Relieving physical tension isn’t the answer, as masturba-
m suffices for that. It’s not ego satisfaction; that doesn’t explain screwing
ipses and babies.

Completely egocentric, unable to relate, empathize, or identify, and filled
a vast, pervasive, diffuse sexuality, the male is psychically passive. He
es his passivity, so he projects it onto women, defines the male as active,
sets out to prove that he is (“prove he’s a Man”). His main means of
pting to prove it is screwing (Big Man with a Big Dick tearing off a Big
ece). Since he’s attempting to prove an error, he must “prove” it again and
gain. Screwing, then, is a desperate, compulsive attempt to prove he’s not
ssive, not a woman; but he is passive and does want to be a woman.

Being an incomplete female, the male spends his life attempting to com-
ste himself, to become female. He attempts to do this by constantly seeking
fraternizing with, and trying to live through and fuse with the female,
nd by claiming as his own all female characteristics—emotional strength
nd independence, forcefulness, dynamism, decisiveness, coolness, objec-
ity, assertiveness, courage, integrity, vitality, intensity, depth of character,
rooviness, etc. —and projecting onto women all male traits—vanity, frivolity,
miviality, weakness, etc. It should be said, though, that the male has one

slaring area of superiority over the female—public relations. (He has done a
brilliant job of convincing millions of women that men are women and
women are men.) The male claim that females find fulfillment through
motherhood and sexuality reflects what males think they'd find fulfilling if
hey were female.

Women, in other words, don’t have penis envy; men have pussy envy.
When the male accepts his passivity, defines himself as a woman (males as
well as females think men are women and women are men), and becomes
a transvestite he loses his desire to screw (or to do anything else, for that
matter; he fulfills himself as a drag queen) and gets his cock chopped off. He
then achieves a continuous diffuse sexual feeling from “being a woman.”
Screwing is, for a man, a defense against his desire to be female. Sex is itself
a sublimation.

The male, because of his obsession to compensate for not being female
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combined with his inability to relate and to feel compassion, has made of the
world a shitpile.

After the elimination of money there will be no further need to kill men;
they will be stripped of the only power they have over psychologically-
independent females. They will be able to impose themselves only on the
doormats, who like to be imposed on. The rest of the women will be busy
solving the few remaining unsolved problems before planning their agenda
for eternity and Utopia—completely revamping educational programs so that
millions of women can be trained within a few months for high-level intel-
lectual work that now requires years of training (this can be done very easily
once our educational goal is to educate and not to perpetuate an academic
and intellectual elite); solving the problems of disease and old age and death
and completely redesigning our cities and living quarters. Many women will
for awhile continue to think they dig men, but as they become accustomed
to female society and as they become absorbed in their projects, they will
eventually come to see the utter uselessness and banality of the male.

The few remaining men can exist out their puny days dropped out on drugs
or strutting around in drag or passively watching the high-powered female in
action, fulfilling themselves as spectators, vicarious livers,* or breeding in the
cow pasture with the toadies, or they can go off to the nearest friendly suicide
center where they will be quietly, quickly, and painlessly gassed to death.

Prior to the institution of automation, to the replacement of males by
machines, the male should be of use to the female, wait on her, cater to her
slightest whim, obey her every command, be totally subservient to her, exist
in perfect obedience to her will, as opposed to the completely warped, degen-
erate situation we have now of men not only not existing at all, cluttering up
the world with their ignominious presence, but being pandered to and grov-
eled before by the mass of females, millions of women piously worshipping
before the Golden Calf, the dog leading the master on the leash, when in fact
the male, short of being a drag queen, is least miserable when his dogginess
is recognized —no unrealistic emotional demands are made of him and the
completely together female is calling the shots. Rational men want to be
squashed, stepped on, crushed, and crunched, treated as the curs, the filth
that they are, have their repulsiveness confirmed,

" Tt will be electronically possible for him to tune in to any specific female he wants to and follow
in detail her every movement. The females will kindly, obligingly consent to this, as it won’t hurt
them in the slightest and it is a marvelously kind and humane way to treat their unfortunate
handicapped fellow beings.
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