Mother Jones, April 1988 by Susan Faludi

She chains bathroom scales to her ankles
and wears dresses made of meat.
She is a former model who wants to turn
the camera around.
She would also like her life back,
thank you.

HE FIRST YEAR THE PREYING MANTIS
Women'’s Brigade went after the Miss
California Pageant, they kept it sim-
ple. There were only four women in
the group then in the beachside resort
town of Santa Cruz. the beauty con-
test’s hometown for 56 years. The
BySusanFaludi four friends wrapped raw meat in red
ribbon and flung the greasy surprise package on stage—
during the televised swimsuit competition. Emboldened by
live coverage, the women returned the following year, in
1981, in costume, a parody of glamour in dime-store wigs.

caked-on rouge. Each year the brigade’s ranks grew, until
the women numbered more than a thousand. And each
year the “Myth California™ protest, as the women came to
call their event, became more extravagant, more bedaz-
zling, more, well, more like that other event. After a while
it seemed that all the demonstrators lacked was their own
bathing beauty. Then former cover girl Ann Simonton
joined the protest. Duplication was complete.

On a warm June evening in 1982, Ann Simonton
traipsed down one of the main streets of Santa Cruz in her
tiara, a fetching vision in high heels and a clingy evening
gown. On closer inspection, you could see that Simonton’s
formal was in fact stitched from 30 pounds of bologna and
pimiento loaf; that the necklace and crown were made of
hot dogs; and that the sash said, not “Miss California,” but
“Miss Steak.” Stray dogs caught the drift right away and

Photographs by Marcia Lieberman

Teen Covinass Revenge



MOTHER JONES

tailed her closely. But for the bystanders lined up along the
sidewalks, it was hard to say whom exactly Simonton was
representing.

“People were mistaking me for one of the women in the
beauty pageant,” Simonton remembers, cringing slightly
at the memory. It wasn’t just the costume. She was, as
onlookers were to gush along the march, “too pretty” to be
protesting. “You could be one of the contestants,” one of

- them shouted as she strode
by on her long, trim legs. Un-
sure of how to respond, she
nodded politely, kept strid-
ing. One could never accuse
Simonton of playing the shrill
feminist; for all her internal
political foment, Simonton is
remarkably subdued in pub-
lic, reluctant to offend. A
good model, she always re-
members to smile.

Over the last eight years,
Ann Simonton the increas-
ingly well known feminist has
taken considerable pains to distance herself from Ann
Simonton the once nationally ubiquitous model. She has
jammed her thick portfolio of beguiling poses into a drawer
in the garage. She has stashed in a box the tear sheets of the
other Simonton: the freckled girl-next-door redhead who
beamed from the cover of Seventeen, the Clairol miss who
shook out her Frost 'n Tip curls, the California gal who, 13
years ago, raised her arms, stuck out a hip, and gazed coyly
from the cover of Sports Illustrated’s swimsuit issue.

As founder of Media Watch, a Santa Cruz-based na-
tional group that crusades against the demeaning images of
women promulgated by fashion advertising and the media,
Simonton has become chief critic of her old profession. She
publishes a newsletter, also called Media Watch, that spot-
lights sexist ads and the photographers who conceive them.
She writes about the dark side of her modeling experience
in essays published in three anthologies of women’s writ-
ings. She makes the circuit of college campuses with a one-
and-a-half-hour slide show of evidence, ads and fashion
shots culled from national magazines.

In her speeches, Simonton urges women to take control
of advertising’s message, to question the narrowly defined
American beauty standard: the perfect blonde with perfect
breasts, the eternal little girl, the Gidget-thin waif. “Since
women represent 85 percent of the consuming public and
eight out of ten products are geared toward women,” she
points out, “corporations should be at our mercy, not the
opposite.”

Back in Santa Cruz, Simonton makes her points through
street theater, symbolism-heavy minidramas that have
earned her national publicity and 11 arrests. To articulate
the links between Jerry Falwell and Larry Flynt’s views of
women, she staged “The Wedding Between Pornography
and Puritanism.” Simonton played the pornographer,
dressed in a polyester suit and pencil-thin mustache. And
for the Myth California protest one year, she presented the
perils of “Weight Slavery” by chaining a bathroom scale to

Simonton has
come to rely
on the media's
cameras to

promote her
own revulsion at
their message
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her ankle and jumping through Hula Hoops labeled
“Beauty Obedience School.”

Two years ago the Myth California protest scored a
victory of sorts; the beauty pageant pulled up stakes and
moved its show to San Diego. But the pageant still thrives
—with more television viewers than ever. And with the
pageant now staged so far from the women’s health collec-
tives and women’s theaters and women’s poetry readings of
Santa Cruz—a city Ms. magazine once dubbed America’s
“Feminist Utopia”—the protesters are finding it hard to
rally the same enthusiasm.

So, too, has Simonton’s private campaign to remake
herself before the camera achieved an ambiguous measure
of success. She is no longer a model, but it’s not been as
easy to cut ties with the other Simonton as she imagined.

On that June night in Santa Cruz, after marching against
the Miss California Pageant in her meat gown, Simonton
tried to explain her intentions to a circle of jostling televi-
sion reporters. She tried to tell them how she wanted “to
dramatize the commercial exploitation of women,” how
she believed “women are displayed like pieces of meat for
corporate profit.” The TV camera operators and photogra-
phers cut her off midsentence. “Come stand over here, let
me get a better picture,” one said. “Over here, great,
great.” Simonton did as she was told, wary but compliant.

The next day, when Simonton opened the newspaper,
there she was, in a pose that recalled another picture: arms
raised, hip stuck out, eyes gazing coyly.

IT IS THE RARE MODEL WHO GIVES UP WHAT NOW CAN BE AS
much as a $15,000-a-day paycheck for any reason other
than the loss of her looks. There’s feminist researcher
Shere Hite, who quit modeling after playing a dumb secre-
tary in an Olivetti ad for a typewriter “That’s So Smart She
Doesn’t Have To Be.” And then there’s the occasional
story of a model gone mad, fleeing the business. Simonton
remembers the whispered tale from her modeling days in
New York of a young model who snapped during a fashion
show, going catatonic on the runway.

But as a rule, when the camera falls in love with a young
woman, she returns the favor. Photogenic beauty is still the
ultimate female privilege; a woman gains no points for
renouncing physical good fortune.

Which is why Ann Simonton’s conversion is extraordi-
nary, some might even say peculiar. Here is a woman
launched at 14 as a highly coveted “junior model,” a star
performer by 18 at the Eileen Ford agency, the nation’s
most celebrated modeling firm. She earned as much as
thousands of dollars a week, $20,000 for one commercial
alone, and was showcased in Glamour, Cosmopolitan,
Mademoiselle, and Bride’s. She traveled on assignment to
Italy, Bermuda, the Caribbean. She was adored by famous
fashion photographers, pursued by rich and prominent
men. She got acting nibbles from a Hollywood producer.

Yet, at the peak of her modeling triumphs, the ingenue
with the girl-next-door looks sat down one day and scrib-
bled in her journal: “Hate hate hate hate myself/I am
nothing but a faceless machine/I feel nothing . . .” On her
20th birthday, she wrote, “I feel very walled in lately, as if I
am sinking into a deep hole thatis (Continued on page 52)
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ANN SIMONTON

(Continued from page 34) squeezing the life
out of me.”

When Simonton talks about modeling
now, at the age of 35, her voice still trem-
bles, tears well up in her eyes. “My human-
ity was taken away,” she says over and over
again, in her many speeches and television
appearances. “I was nothing more than a
mannequin to them. I was a nobody.”

The inevitable impulse upon hearing Si-
monton’s story is to hunt for the key, to find
that particular episode that “explains” it all:
her repudiation of a glittery past, her self-
disgust before the camera. And with Si-
monton, an obvious episode does present
itself. On June 24, 1971, the day after her
19th birthday, she was raped at knife point
by three men.

But it is unlikely that the rape on its own
explains Simonton’s transformation any
more than the typewriter advertisement ex-
plains Hite’s. For one, Simonton continued
to model for eight years afterward. For an-
other, her distrust of modeling predates the
attack.

Long before the rape, it seems, there was
something unsettled moving inside Ann Si-
monton. She peered at the perfectly ar-
ranged images of herself on the magazine
covers, the fashion layouts, the television
commercials, and where others saw a
joyful, pretty girl, she saw the shadow of an
ugly and threatening presence. “That
wasn’t me in those ads,” she says, puzzling
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over a cardboard cutout of her smiling face
next to a bunch of bananas, a Chiquita sign
that hung in supermarket produce aisles.
“Something about me was missing.”

“To photograph someone,” Susan Son-
tag wrote in On Photography, a book
Simonton has thumbed many times, “is a
sublimated murder—a soft murder, appro-
priate to asad, frightened time.” Not every-
one would agree. Most of us are simply
flattered to see ourselves in a “good pic-
ture”; we would just like to be as picture-
perfect as Simonton. But Simonton seems
more sensitive than most to buried distur-
bances, to murky images flickering beneath
the surface of a “good picture.” She divines
ugly messages in advertising; she can spot
obscene words etched in the negatives of
fashion photos. She keeps a file of “sub-
liminal seduction™ ads; she points out
where fuck may be faintly carved on a
model’s cheek in a perfume ad, where what
looks like cum is scrawled on the hand of a
little girl selling suntan lotion. It’s hard to
say for sure whether the words are there,
but there’s no doubt that Simonton sees
them.

Even in sleep, her visions of beauty are
vivid, dark. She recalls dreams of models
with price tags pinned to their bare burned
chests, of attractive young women mur-
dered by photographers while she stood by,
silent, “an accomplice,” she says of herself.

For a woman who perceives the lens with
such trepidation, her desire to stand before
the flashbulbs again, albeit for feminist
causes, is a matter of some mystery. Itis one
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Simonton models the dress she wears to publicize her beef with beauty contests.
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of the contradictions of Simonton’s life that
she has come to rely on the media’s cameras
to promote her own revulsion at their
message.

ON A FALL DAY IN ST. LOUIs, ANN SIMONTON
is standing nervously before a packed hall at
Washington University. About 500 under-
graduates have jammed inside; a long line
of disappointed students must be turned
away. They’ve come to see Simonton’s slide
show, “Sex, Power and the Media.” Simon-
ton waits for them to settle, smooths her
elegant silk dress. She begins to speak, tell-
ing them about her modeling days, about
how she was treated by the industry. “I felt
my agent was a pimp,” she says. “On the
phone, you’d hear him, ‘Oh, I have just the
girl for you!””

Simonton speaks, as always, with a slight
catch in her voice. On some, the suggestion
of choked-back tears might seem manip-
ulative, a bid for sympathy. But Simonton is
one whose emotions reside close to the
skin, spilling over despite her best efforts to
contain them.

The lights are dimmed in the college au-
ditorium and we watch the slides, frighten-
ing both in their number and source (popu-
lar women’s magazines). We see a woman
bound and blindfolded in Vogue. We see a
Christian Dior ad of a woman under the
foot of a man. We see an Esprit ad of a
woman prone on an ironing board, a man
running an iron across her stomach.

Simonton urges the young women in the
audience to boycott these products, to write
angry letters, to refuse to be “displayed like
products for sale.” “My life,” she reminds
them, “is a testament that you can make
drastic changes in your life.”

During the question-and-answer period
that follows, a young woman raises her
hand. “I agree with everything you are say-
ing, but to be completely honest, I still want
men to turn their heads when I go by.”
Simonton hesitates, then repeats her warn-
ing: “We must guard against becoming ob-
jects.”

The students give her a standing ovation,
start milling toward the exit. By the door,
Simonton is selling photos of herself posed
in the meat dress and meat swimsuit, her
long legs revealed to the thighs. The photos
sell out at once. A male instructor wanders
over, buys a photo, then clambers over
rows of chairs to Simonton and stands so
close that she instinctively backs off. “I just
want to give you a kiss,” he says, stepping
closer. Simonton looks uncomfortable, but
she goes along with it.

IN THE SUMMER OF 1966, ANN SIMONTON HAD
her first modeling assignment and her first
sexual encounter. Neither was a happy ex-
perience. She was 14.



The assignment she got through the Pat
Quinlan Modeling Agency in Covina, her
hometown, a raw suburb east of Los An-
geles. She can’t remember now why she
wanted to model. She remembers wanting
to please her mother, Jo Simonton, a
strong-willed Southerner whom Ann re-
sembles.

In modeling school, Simonton studied
the latest tips on “thigh control,” the run-
way walk, the development of a man-pleas-
ing “personality.” Her first modeling job
was as Trophy Girl for a local raceway. She
was told to hand the winner the trophy and
give him a kiss. For the occasion, Ann
dressed in her mother’s high heels and her
older sister Meg’s swimsuit. Simonton re-
members how “the whole top half of the
suit stood out on its own, barely touching
my undeveloped 14-year-old chest.”

When the first race was finished, the win-
ner, a grizzled drunk, slunk her way. The
crowd in the bleachers cheered. “He
clutched me roughly and darted his soppy
tongue into my mouth,” she recalls in an
essay published in I Never Told Anyone, a
collection on child abuse. “I panicked,
afraid he would never let go.”

It was this same summer that Ann
sneaked out of bed one night and tagged
after her two older sisters to a party. Ann
drank beer until 4 A.M. A huge man with a
scarred face approached and coaxed her
into another room to hear his “favorite rec-
ord.” When she staggered in, he killed the
lights, locked the door, and threw her onto
the bed. Sometime later, her sister Meg
beat on the door. The man fled. “Ann,” her
sister whispered, “why did you Jet him?”

In the subsequent two years, Ann’s mod-
eling career took off. Already five feet
seven, she had a wholesome appearance,
perfect for the “Fresh-Faced Look” in
vogue at the time. AnL.A. modeling agen-
cy shipped her off to shoots for Certs com-
mercials and Carnation diet drink ads. The
Teenage Faire in Hollywood took an inter-
est in her, too. As a marketing ploy one
year, Teenage Faire declared a bunch of
young models winners of fictional beauty
contests; Ann was “crowned” Miss Teen
Covina and entered in Teenage Faire’s own
Miss Teen Western States Pageant.

Ann lost the pageant, but she was spot-
ted by a producer who hired her for a na-
tionaily syndicated TV show, Visual Girls.
A thinly veiled advertising gimmick spon-
sored by DuPont, Visual Girls consisted of
nubile girls prancing before the camera in
the latest DuPont fashions. It was even-
tually taken off the air after DuPont dis-
covered nearly all the viewers were old
men.

““WE HAVE WITH US TODAY,” ToMm
Braden, cohost of CNN’s Crossfire, is say-

MOTHER JONES

ing breathlessly on a September 1987
broadcast, “a guest who was measured for
bust, waist, and thighs, and wound up
being,” he pauses for dramatic emphasis
and then drags out the next two words,
“gaaaang raaaaaped.” The camera shifts to
cohost Cal Thomas, who raises his eye-
brows and says, “Now that Tom Braden has
aroused all our prurient interests . . .”

The occasion is a debate between Simon-
ton and the 1981 Miss America, Susan
Powell. While the camera pans out for a
look at her legs, Powell says she just wants
everyone to know that the Miss America
Pageant awards “the largest educational
scholarship for girls in the nation.” Simon-
ton keeps trying to say that that is exactly
her point, why should women have to
march around half-nude for tuition? But
each time Simonton starts to speak, she is
interrupted.

“Miss Simonton?” Cal Thomas asks with
a slight smirk. “You're an attractive wom-
an, if you don’t mind my saying so. You
have a nice smile. I hope you don’t find that
sexist?”

Simonton needs the media to make her
points known. And she knows her looks
don’t hurt. But she is aware of the dangers.
“Sometimes I feel the most exploited by the
media,” Simonton says. “They turn me into
a sideshow. ‘Here’s Ann Simonton, Former
Model and Gaaaang Raped.” And then
they bring out the pictures. ‘Now here sheis
in her meat outfit. And now here she is on
the cover of Sports Illustrated in a swim-
suit.””

Yet, her own poster advertising Media
Watch is a full-page blowup of her face.
And two photos on the poster are promi-
nently displayed. One is of her in the meat
outfit, the other of her on the cover of
Sports Illustrated.

IN MARCH 1971, AT THE AGE OF 18, ANN
Simonton left for New York City. Seventeen
had picked her a few months earlier in an
open call for California girls and offered
more work if she moved to Manhattan. Her
first day in New York she met Eileen Ford,
the godmother of modeling, legendary for
her imperious nature. To models who have
abandoned her nest, she has sent copies of
the Bible, Judas’s betrayal circled in red
pen. Ford looked Ann over and, satisfied,
sent her off to a half-dozen “go-sees.” Ann
got jobs right away: advertisers adored her
long red tresses. She was the hit of the hair
commercial: Adorn hair spray, Vidal Sas-
soon hair products, Clairol dyes. Pleased,
Ford invited Ann to live with her in her
Upper East Side brownstone, a practice she
extends to all of her best “girls.” Simonton
recalls the silent, formal dinners, Ford pre-
siding over the dinner table, arms wrapped
around her flat stomach, scowling at the
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girls she suspected of eating too much.

Two months into Simonton’s New York
modeling career, J. C. Penney asked her to
model its fall wardrobe on the steps of Co-
lumbia University. New to the city, Simon-
ton took the east side subway and got off at
116th Street, figuring she’d cut across town
on foot. She was on the stairs in Morn-
ingside Park in Harlem when three young
men approached. A dagger, a switchblade,
and a razor were held to her throat. “Don’t
open your mouth, motherfucker,” one
breathed in her ear. She didn’t. Afterward,
she lay on the steps for a long time. “The
thought of moving frightened me.”

A squad car took her to a hospital. “I
kept feeling it was my fault. The police kept
wanting to know what I was doing in
Harlem, like I had come there looking for
it. After a while, I guess I half-believed
them.”

“The rape,” Simonton says now, “did
not have the effect of making me realize,
Oh this is terrible. I have to get out of this
business. Instead it just hardened me. I just
wanted to make more and more money.”

She may not have been as hardened as
she thought. As time passed, each photo
shoot seemed more agonizing. For an Avon
perfume commercial, a photographer
shouted at her: “Show me you are a real
woman. Prove to me you are mad with
desire, rapt with lust.” For Camay, she sat
for 12 hours in a tub while men dumped
buckets of soapy water on her head. For a
lingerie ad, she recalls: “I found myself bent
over in a girdle with a grown man and wom-
an studying my derriere, saying ‘Well, what
do you think?". . . ‘'m not sure, what do
you think?’ And all the while I was think-
ing, What the hell am I doing here and why
do I keep coming back for more?”

Simonton started smoking dope before
photo sessions. “Marijuana kept me going.
I didn’t have to think about what I was
doing. With Visine to clear my red eyes, I
could smile indefinitely.” She also began to
eat with a vengeance. “I was up to 140
pounds, and I figured they would throw me
out. But they just put me in maternity and
wedding gown ads.” Eventually, Eileen
Ford prescribed a diet: stay in bed for a
week, she told Simonton, and allow your-
self nothing but water.

More than a year after the rape, Simon-
ton packed and left for Los Angeles. She
told no one at the agency what had hap-
pened to her in New York; it would take five
years just to tell her parents.

When I reach Eileen Ford by phone in
New York, she at first says she does not
remember Simonton. Then, “Oh, freckle-
faced all-American girl? A very successful
junior model.” What could have made Si-
monton so disenchanted with modeling? I
ask Ford. “I could not give you a clue on
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earth,” she says. When I mention the rape,
she says, “Well, that will do it. It isn’t that
she was angry at modeling. It was that she
was raped.”

WHEN SIMONTON RETURNED TO Los AN-
geles at 20, she was “like a different per-
son,” her sister Catey Simonton recalls.
“She was depressed most of the time.” Ann
retreated to an artist’s community in Car-
bon Canyon, far from the center of the city,
and enrolled at California State University
at Fullerton. Yet, she continued to model.
The money was hard to resist; she was
bringing home $750 a day. “There are few
jobs in which a woman can make that kind
of money on her looks,” Simonton says,
“except maybe prostitution.”

Nonetheless, she began to stage small
rebellions. She had transferred to the Uni-
versity of California at Santa Cruz, a cam-
pus with a strong radical and feminist com-
munity, and was modeling in San Francisco.
One of her last modeling interviews was for
a “Miss Chevron” ad. “They wanted me to
stand there with air cleaners between my
legs,” she recalls. “I told them, “This cam-
paign stinks and it belongs in the “No Com-
ment” section of Ms.” And I walked out.”

Finally, Simonton made her break. She
dates her departure to June 24, 1979, the
eighth anniversary of her rape. On that day,
she picked up the Sunday edition of the San
Francisco Chronicle and saw her face in an
Emporium linen ad. She was peeking from
under a down comforter, “‘wearing the
come-hither look.” “The connection be-
tween what I was doing and my rape just hit
me then full force. I knew I had to stop.”
The ad, she said, also illuminated for her a
recurring dream. “Finally,” she says, she
knew she must “take personal responsibil-
ity for being the ‘accomplice’ that I had
subconsciously known I was.”

Not everyone would make such a con-
nection, or take such a share of the blame,
but it seems central to Simonton’s empathic
nature to perceive the predicament of other
women as her own. “The bottom line,” says
Susan Nash, wife of rock musician Graham
Nash and an old friend of Simonton, “is
Ann’s heart. Itis deep and wide and encom-
passing.”

The night after Simonton spotted the
Emporium comforter ad, an old friend,
artist John McNamara, came to visit. She
feared her resolve to leave modeling might
weaken; she needed a guarantee. When
McNamara arrived, he was handed a pair of
pinking shears. “Cut off all my hair,” she
told him.

That summer Simonton stuck close to
home. She built a fence around her house,
renovated a fireplace in the living room. At
the end of the summer, Simonton emerged
from her refurbished house, flew to Wash-
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ington, D.C., and met with women in the
Media Project of the National Organization
for Women. She was going to start her own
media project in Los Angeles. But then, on
a February day in Santa Cruz in 1981, she
met Nikki Craft.

The two women could not be more dif-
ferent. A plain and plain-spoken woman
from a working class home in Texas, Nikki
Craft was a political activist by the time she
could vote. She was protesting for abortion
and prostitutes’ rights in her teens. She,
too, had been raped, at 15, in a drainage
ditch at knife point. But she ultimately re-
acted by organizing a self-defense group
that taught women riflery.

By the time Simonton met her, Craft’s
high-shock-value stunts were known all
over Santa Cruz. To protest the damage
done to women from dieting binges, Craft
staged a “public vomiting.” To assail Hus-
tler, she built the Porn Machine, a giant
bronze dildo that sprayed a buttermilk and
Cream of Wheat goo on girlie magazines.

Simonton sent Craft a donation and vol-
unteered her time. “Can you type?” Craft
asked her when Simonton showed up to
work. When Simonton let on that she was
once a model, Craft “turned to me, her face
beaming, and in her Texas drawl she said,
‘Honey, you're fixing to do lots of work with
me.”” But Simonton did not want her mod-
eling days rehashed in the press.

Soon Simonton was devoting all her free
time to helping Craft, and was pouring
money into Craft’s projects. For their first
demonstration together, a protest of Hus-
tler, Craft wanted to make a poster depict-
ing male readers of pornography trampling
on a woman. She talked Simonton into
lying down nude for the shot. While the
camera motor drive whirred, three men
each placed a foot on her, holding a sign
saying, “We Stand On Our First Amend-
ment Rights.”

“That was really hard on me,” Simonton
says slowly, reluctant to be critical of her
friend. “But at the time, I was still in the
mode of being too scared to speak up.”

Then Craft turned her attention to
nudity laws, which she argued were simply
a way for the state to take control of wom-
en’s bodies. She talked an at first dubious
Simonton and several other women into
removing their shirts in public. “It attracted
more private video cameras and male pho-
tographers than I've ever seen,” Simonton
says. “Our audience began to cheer.”

One day in front of a TV reporter, Craft
inadvertently blurted out Simonton’s se-
cret: she’s a model. The television lights
trained on Simonton at once. “That night
on the news,” she remembers, “they
showed this close-up of cellulite on my legs
and the reporter said, “This woman claims
to have once been on the cover of Sports



lllustrated.”” From then on, the press fol-
lowed her everywhere.

Craft moved on to Oshkosh, Wisconsin,
in 1984, to join her boyfriend, president of
the Naturist Society, and to continue her
work. “A lot of people are intimidated by
me,” Craft says, not without pride, “but my
whole purpose in life is to instill rebellion in
women. Ann is one of the rebels I have
inspired. She’s used the strategies I've laid
out. Every strategy. I put her in her first
meat dress.”

SIMONTON AND I ARE SEATED IN THE SUNNY
dining room of her Santa Cruz home, which
she was able to buy with her modeling
wages. It is one of the tricky compromises,
the financial independence afforded by her
renounced profession.

We are waiting to meet her boyfriend,
Joseph Schultz, restaurateur at the popular
India Joze in Santa Cruz. Simonton is por-
ing over her file of subliminal seduction ads.
She shows me a detailed questionnaire she
mailed to models on the issue. None of
them responded. Simonton has had diffi-
culty converting models and beauty queens
to her cause. “The contestants think she’s a
laugh,” says Sue Stolle, a longtime official
with the Miss California Pageant. “She
comes completely from emotionalism, and
a lot of what she says doesn’t make sense.”
Simonton tried talking some models into
fighting a standard provision in agency con-
tracts that allows for the alteration of nega-
tives. None of them were interested.

Simonton has received much well-de-
served praise and sympathy in Santa Cruz.
And she has made some changes there. The
pageant is gone. Twenty-eight stores
stopped selling Hustler after her protests.
And the movie theater playing the slasher
film The Texas Chainsaw Massacre halted
the screening after Simonton and several
other feminists leaped onstage and decried
the film.

But this is a sympathetic town. As Si-
monton is the first to point out, “even our
mayor and vice-mayor were quoted in the
newspaper saying the pageant was ‘institu-
tionalized sexism’ and ‘generally repug-
nant.”” And as for Texas Chainsaw, it was
the theater manager who called the women
in the first place because /e hated the film.

One evening in October, Simonton is
asked to appear on a panel at Stanford Uni-
versity on women’s career and family
choices; she is the only single woman. The
other panelists—a lawyer, a trustee, an ex-
ecutive—are conservative women who
speak with lockjawed moderation. When it
is Simonton’s turn, she launches into a
speech about how “one half of society is
dominating the other half.” People start
shifting in their seats. “I sense a discom-
fort,” Simonton finally tells the audience,
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her own voice beginning to tremble. “You
don’t want to hear this; it makes you itch.”
The crowd is silent. Afterward, she looks a
little shaken. “I don’t think people here
want to question anything.”

One mainstream supporter of Simon-
ton’s message is longtime friend Kathy
Mayhorn, a former Visual Girl, now a
mortgage loan processor who lives in Hol-
lister, California. “I envy her ability to do
what she does,” Mayhorn says. “But I don’t
think Ann is going to make a big difference
until she changes some of her tactics.
There’s just so many times you can throw
blood on the steps of the Miss California
Pageant.”

Simonton says she is not willing to give
up the Santa Cruz-vintage protest style yet.
“I may never reach those women in the
pageant,” Simonton concedes. “But what
the street theater does is allow those of us
who are protesting to say what has been
silenced all our lives. And for me, that’s
very profound.”

That does not, however, answer the
other niggling question, why Simonton
feels compelled to subject herself again to
the public and photographic scrutiny she so
dreads.

“I've agonized about it a lot,” Simonton
says. “But I feel I can use my looks as a gift.
Maybe I’'m still being used as an image, but
at least it’s one I believe in.”

Her friends, though, who sense her dis-
tress when on display, at times wish she
would reconsider. “To march, to wave from
a float, to dress up in meat, all of it calls
attention to Ann’s physical self,” Mayhorn
says. “And that’s not a good feeling for
Ann, just as it wasn’t a good feeling when
she modeled.”

The presentation of her physical self has
also attracted unwanted attention. There
are obscene phone calls, veiled threats. Be-
fore one of the shirtless demonstrations, a
man left a message on her organization’s
answering machine that said, “I want to see
Ann Simonton’s breasts.” At home one
day, Ann looked up to see a man peering in
her window. Then her house was bur-
glarized, just one item taken: her modeling
portfolio. Later, she would find black lin-
gerie arranged outside her bedroom win-
dow, like a present.

ON A LATE FALL EVENING IN SANTA BARBARA,
Ann Simonton is tramping through the
streets with hundreds of college students; a
Take Back the Night march to protest rape
is in progress. Simonton was the guest
speaker earlier at the rally, and she was
tense and worried before the speech. “It’s
sometimes hard for me still to get out there
before the public,” she says. “Sometimes I
panic.” Why does she continue? “It’s my
responsibility to be a mirror, to hold my
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experience up to the light.”

As we march along, Simonton only occa-
sionally joins in the shouted chants. Her
eyes dart around, scanning the rows of fra-
ternity men who line the sidewalks, gaping.

Only once, she says, did this feeling of
being looked at, inspected, go away. “I was
taking a dance class. And they turned all the
lights off. There I was, dancing with this
darkness all around me. For the first time, I
felt I could move through the world without
being judged.”

But then the lights came on. And Ann
Simonton went out in the world, to face the
cameras once more.

Susan Faludi is a staff writer for West, the
Sunday magazine of the San Jose Mercury
News. She is working on a book about single
women.

PALESTINIANS

(Continued from page 23) determination,
though not a great deal. More important
is the Israeli concern about demographics:
given differences in birthrates, within a
few years more Palestinians than Jews will
be living under the Israeli flag. Israelis
also worry that their country’s permanent
rule over a foreign people is destroying
the democratic values of the society. And
since December, there is the recognition
that the Palestinians will no longer serve
passively as accomplices in their own oc-
cupation. :

And Israel’s political system, at its best,
discourages change. Based on party
rather than individual representation, it
forces would-be members of the parlia-
ment to defer to party leaders, for fear of
being dropped from the party’s electoral
list. It is thus a barrier to the emergence of
courageous leadership, penalizing those
who would search for a new course,
whether for the party or the country. In_
the coming months, furthermore, the sys-
tem will not be at its best. The campaign
for the parliamentary election in
November means that the system will be
dominated by a don’t-rock-the-boat men-
tality, fed by the awareness that the Unit-
ed States, too, is having an election that
may lead to a new U.S. foreign policy in
the Middle East. Nonetheless, since the
first stones were thrown in Gaza, the
sense has risen in Israel—on the hawkish
right as well as on the dovish left—that the
country has passed a watershed, from
which there is no returning.

Milton Viorst, a Washington writer who
specializes in the Middle East, is the author
of Sands of Sorrow: Israel’s Journey from
Independence (Harper & Row).
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Model Media No More

nn Simonton seems to be asincere and
dedicated woman who is succeeding
inincreasing awareness of the exploitation
of women in advertising (“Miss Teen
Covina’s Revenge,” April "88). It hardly
seems fair, however, to call her the “chief
critic of her old profession™ in light of the
work that Jean Kilbourne has been doing
in this field for such a long time.
Kilbourne has been presenting her
slide show on the image of advertising for
over ten years nationally. She lectures at
about 100 colleges every year and was
recently named 1988 Lecturer of the Year
by the National Association for Campus
Activities. Her films, Killing Us Softly:
Adbvertising’s Image of Women and the
recent update, Still Killing Us Softly, are
enormously popular and effective.
Constance Lorman, Ed.D.
Lesley College Graduate School
Cambridge, Massachusetts

he media have called me many

things: provocative, incendiary,
sassy, obnoxious, wickedly witty, an au-
dacious prankster, and a firebrand, to
name only a few. But in two decades of
activism, I have never been accused of
being “plain,” as Susan Faludi did in
“Miss Teen Covina’s Revenge.”

Faludi’s journalism uses a plethora of
trivializations and veiled accusations to
discredit both the activist and the activism
without appearing to do so. Her descrip-
tion of my relationship with Ann Simon-
ton is unfair and highly distorted.

It is true Ann has incorporated my
political strategies into her own activism,
but to imply, as Faludi does, that Ann had

no mind of her own, was used (her skills
and time, her money and body) and mis-
led by me, through intimidation, is untrue
to our personal and political relationship.

Faludi, it seems, believes we debase
our work by seeking to have the media
amplify their impact, suggesting we do
our work more for fame than for change.
Of the first Miss California protest,
Faludi says, “Emboldened by live cover-
age, the women returned the following
year.” In fact, there was no television
coverage of that action. No local news-
caster mentioned it, and live cameras
switched to a McDonald’s commercial
the instant the meat hit the stage. We had
only a one-sentence mention in the local
newspaper and one hostile editorial—
none of the marquee lights that Faludi
alludes to, only the darkness of the walk
home with the knowledge that we had
done some important work that night.
We returned the next year despite the fact
that we’d been ignored, as we did for ten
subsequent years of other political ac-
tivities with little or no media attention.
We always expected to be ignored, triv-
ialized, misunderstood, and packaged by
the mainstream media, but had hoped for
more from MJ.

Mother Jones has had 12 years to run
in-depth coverage of these actions by to-
day’s determined feminist trouble-
makers, which is among the most cre-
ative, humorous, and courageous politi-
cal work to evolve from '70s and ’80s
activism—work that Faludi dismisses as
“high-shock-value stunts.” By offering
these entertaining, star-fucking, person-
ality profiles, void of substance and anal-
ysis, you do a disservice to activism and to
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your readers, while further removing

yourself from the cutting edge of social
and political change.

Nikki Craft

Citizens for Media Responsibility

Oshkosh, Wisconsin

often take the risk of being portrayed

as “foolish,” yet “Miss Teen Covina’s
Revenge” sets a new standard. Media
Watch and I both are staunchly anticen-
sorship, pronudity, and prosexuality,
which was never mentioned. This troub-
ling omission gives the reader the impres-
sion that our work condones censorship.
Our work is based on educating people
about the inextricable effects the media
have on our lives. We offer alternative
viewpoints to facilitate a more critical
analysis of the media’s insular and myopic
image of life.

For Faludi to describe my modus oper-
andi in catchy phrases such as “wary but
compliant,” one who “looks uncomfort-
able, but goes along with it,” does as she is
told, and a “good model, always smiling,”
is to dismiss the very essence of my trans-
formation into a feminist. According to
Faludi, my transition somehow isn’t com-
plete. For her I am haplessly caught in
those murky shadows of my former self,
dreading public and photographic scru-
tiny. Wrong. I consciously make choices
about my life in hopes of promoting the
wonders of feminism and ending male su-
premacy. I alone decide what cameras I
face and what strategies I use. I use my
work to heal the wound inflicted upon me
for being born female in this woman-hat-
ing world.

Ann Simonton
Santa Cruz, California
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background meant to help us understand
what led to the Palestinians’ new ap-
proach to Israeli occupation. However, he
failed to remind us that Jordan, like Isra-
el, emerged from the division of Palestine.
He also forgot to mention Jordan’s Pales-
tinian massacre, which occurred in Sep-
tember 1970, and which led to the
emergence of the organization “Black
September.”

Obviously the Israeli government has
missed more than one opportunity to talk
with Palestinian leaders. There have been
Palestinians ready to talk (like the late
Isam Sirtawi), as well as a number of Isra-
eli citizens. Contacts were made. The
present situation tells us that times have
changed. Although Viorst’s “letter” does
not pretend to give us a thorough analysis
of the situation, it should have respected
history better.

Yvette Chalom
Oakland, California

Front Cover-Up?
Aprogress report on El Salvador from
an observer of the caliber of Latin
America hand Janet Shenk would always
promise to be a treasure; her latest fulfills
that promise (“Can the Guerrillas Win?”
April '88).

The advertisement of it is something
else again. The front cover is a portrait of
one guerrilla commander out of five
[Joaquin Villalobos of the People’s Revo-
lutionary Army], captioned, “You’ve
Spent $3 Billion to Defeat This Man—
Why Hasn’t It Worked?” This attempt to
manufacture a celebrity offends the Sal-
vadoran rebel movement’s excruciating
attainment of collective leadership, not to
mention that it misrepresents the article,
which did not make Villalobos its center-
piece.

Dale Chock
Seattle, Washington

Tbehy Pay to Watch
hrenreich on couch potatoes (“Ode

to a Couch Potato,” April '88) re-
minded me of our efforts to cope with our
children’s appetite for the tube’s fare.
When our first kids were born in the
mid-"60s we hadn’t come around to own-
ing a TV. By the time our eldest was five,
he was seldom home because of watching
TV at a friend’s house. In an effort to see
more of him we succumbed and bought a
TV. Before long he and his brothers were
well on the way to addiction. What to do?
Limiting hours in front of the tube would
saddle us with endless hassling and with
the unwanted role of police persons. On
the other hand, telling them what they

could or couldn’t watch offended our civil
libertarian values.

Then one day when the kids were three,
five, eight, and ten, inspiration struck. We
purchased a money meter to which we
attached the television set. Money had to
be inserted to activate the TV. A dime
bought you 20 minutes; a quarter gave an
hour. Parents as well as kids had to pay.
Deciding to watch now became a major
decision. Great debates on the merits of
each show took place. Intensive lobbying
to get the other guy to pay was common.
Joint ventures were formed.

Time spent in front of the tube de-
creased drastically. When we asked why
no one watched a previously popular pro-
gram, we were told that it wasn’t worth a
quarter! Voila! Values that all of our
preaching and exhortation had failed to
instill took root quite naturally. We seem
to have invented the perfect priority-set-
ting machine.

Barry M. Freeman
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

Only One Life to Live
our April ‘88 issue has saved M/ from
being coffee tabled into oblivion.
Four articles, “Miss Teen Covina’s Re-
venge,” “The Spy Who Said No,” “Reel
Life,” and “Can the Guerrillas Win?” car-
ried a theme that helps clarify why these
last eight years have been so empty for
me. In each story individuals make diffi-
cult personal commitments and sacrifices
for ideals outside of themselves. In each
case, the individuals must continually live
in doubt about the value of their sacrifice,
yet they continue their work. These are
not Mother Teresas or goody two shoes,
but pretty normal folks who have had to
make decisions to defend an idea or stop
living with contradictions that were killing
them. At no time in these last eight years
has the party in power presented any
models for living that have had substance.
Instead, we have been presented with an
ethos of glorified self-interest and person-
al aggrandizement as legitimate social
purposes. I am pleased that MJ continues
to remind us that lives worth living em-
brace the challenge to live responsibly

outside of ourselves.

Robert S. Spich
Seattle, Washington

Write your Mother. Send your reactions
and suggestions to Back Talk, Mother
Jones, 1663 Mission Street, San Francisco,
CA 94103. Please be sure to include your
name, address, and daytime telephone
number. We reserve the right to edit let-
ters for publication. O
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