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By Sally Horvarh

edia coverage of third party
candidates is traditionally un-
inspired. This vear when the
Mondale have created a perpetual mo
tion front page story and
Jackson's infamous “‘Hymie"’
seems to have permanent space res
on editorial pages, third party cove
has been almost dormant.
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pass: of the Equ: Amend- |
me wh :r reason, she became, |
lin an instant a darling. But
the spark was not rekindled and her
|campaign for the Presidency has been
largely unnoticed by the press and

hence, unnoticed by anyone else.

Since this time around the press has
not exactly been jumping all over her, |
was only mildly surprised that when she
spoke in Ann Arbor’s Rackham
Auditorium on April 1st, the room was
pretty much empty. The surprise was the
radical message she brought with her.
Supporting the E.R.A., what she's
known for, is admirable, but hardly a
revolutionary act. | was surprised to find
that Sonia Johnson is a revolutionary.

Who Is She?

Okay, so who is she? She’s filed away
in most people’s memories under this
label: The woman who was excommuni-
cated by the Mormon Church in 1979
for her vigorous support of the Equal
Rights Amendment.

For a few short months in 1979, all
major wire services, the New Yark
Times, Time, and Newsweek latched on
to her struggle, no doubt because it em-
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eretic fo

bodied the irresistible elements of a good
David and Goliath story. They painted a
sympathetic, if at times inaccurate, por-
trait of a lone, shy, formerly apolitical
housewife from the suburbs facing the
ferocious Mormon monolith. This is an
innaccurate picture because she had long
been active in a large, progressive f
tion of the Mormon Church involved
with Civil Rights. She, herself, in
clined to speak of herself as a housewife,
but *‘temporarily Ph.D.”’
personal

is

unemploved
a clearer picture of her
life at that time.

he made national news :

nin 1982,

me she was one of eight women on
a hunger strike during the countdown
days of the E.R.A. ra ation deadline.
The strike lasted 37 days minor
commitment. The more publi
cized Maze Prison hunger strikes were at
that time a reminder that death could oc-
cur as soon as the 43rd day and Sonia
Johnson woman. Rereading
several articles written about her during
the strike, one can’t help but notice the
imagery is much the same as it was in

no
widely

small

15 a

1979: a small, frail woman endurin
this time, physical as well as emotional
anguish in a struggle she knows she

won't win.

Looking back, no one has ever been
very interested in what Sonia Johnson
has to say. There has been a morbid
fascination with what she is willing to
endure for the privilege of saying it. And
in those days of her media blitz, she did
little to counteract the unfortunate im-
age of Soma Johnson as a feminist vic-
tim rather than a feminist leader.

I was in Springfield in June, 1982,
toward the end of her hunger strike, at
one of the demonstrations for the
E.R.A. ratification taking place across
the country. Standing on the Capitol
steps, | watched, appalled, as Sonia
Johnson, dressed in white, was half car-
ried to the microphone. She nearly
fainted several times.

It was difficult to follow her speech—
rambling mes about love and
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sisterhood. But no one was listening
anyway: the impact was too
shocking. It was like watching a torture.
Someone helped her away, in a swoon,
and an embarrassed hush fell over the
crowd of thousands gathered there.

visual

The Citizen’s Party

With this memory, | was not expect-
ing Sonia Johnson to be a very compell-
ing speaker. She's a one issue person and
that issue is, for all practical purposes,
dead. She is, in a lot of ways, nor a very
i

en’s

compelling speaker, and the
Party is not ry compelling party

I'he Citizen’s Party
party dedicated 1o a wide range of **peo

1S @ grassroots

ple’s’ positions: clean up the environ-
r disarmament, minority
rights, and U.S. out of just about every

where. It seems to suffer, as all coalition
parties do, from a lack of ideological
fervor. Their decisions are made by con-
sensus and the egalitarian, decentralized
principles they practice as a party have
not attracted the sort of demagogues
that often bring small radical factions to
national attention.

They are often called the Greens Party
of the United States after the more well
known grassroots party of West Ger-
many, but have a more difficult time
turning ideas into votes than the Greens.
In a parliamentary system such as West
Germany's, minority votes can make
more of a difference.

I'hey also exhibit a more disturbing
organizational vagueness. Two Citizen's
Party members who were at Rackham
that night told me they planned to run
for Congress in November. Both of
them seemed rather hazy about what this
entailed, in fact one of them didn"t
know whether Flint was in or out of her
district. The Citizen’s Party photog-
rapher asked me if he could have some
of my pictures 1 was taking ‘‘in case his
didn't turn out.” (Mine didn't turn out
and his did, but then, I'm not a photog-
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rapher.) The Citizens Party ot be
accused of succumbing to the slick
marketing strategies that almost define
the Republicans and Democrats.

For Women Only

It is impossible for me to write about
Sonia Johnson's speech without speak-
ing personally—and as a woman, not a
journalist. She is profoundly radical, so
much so that few women can accept her
point of view and f men can even
understand it. It an sort of
radicalism which provokes not anger or
fear from her opposition, but more
often puzzlement and comments like,
“*Well, that’s nice, but..."’

1 want to preface this by saying that
the particular school of feminist rhetoric
that Johnson represents—the Women
are Warm, Loving, Nurturing and Men
are Cold, Hostile, and Aggressive school
of thought—is a rhetoric I find repellant
on a personal level and counterproduc-
tive on a pragmatic level. 1 resent gender
labels no matter who uses them, and 1
don’t care if it’s Sonia Johnson or
Marabel Morgan doing the labeling. As
soon as someone tells me that 1 am a
nurturing person because I'm female, 1
bridle. Nothing seems more irrelevant to
the task of creating a just world for
women than that feminist backwater
where women are perpetually singing
cloying anthems to the joys of caring
and sharing. Particularly in politics, this
aggravates me, because it seems the very
affirmation of the ancient stereotype of
women as emotional and subjective, and
therefore unfit for the serious work of
the world.

Sonia Johnson is in politics now, so [
was particularly disappointed when she
stepped up to the podium and began
speaking in her high-pitched, little-girl’s
voice, liberally sprinkled with references
to how women just naturally love and
care about each other.

She began and nearly

is odd

ended her






