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to speak "like natives from their associa-
tion with Mexican workmen"—and show
her fearlessness about using the language
in spite of these difficulties. Other flaws
db not have this value. There is some
ambivalence about the audience for the
book; while it seems directed towards the
general reader, occasionally there are
details that could only be interesting to
Aunt Edna or Uncle Bob. The book
includes several excellent photographs; it
should have stayed with these and done
without the numerous maps reproduced
from outside sources. These add very lit-
tle information and in fact tend to be con-

fusing because they do not show the Mor-
mon colonies.

This is probably the last eyewitness
account of the Mexican colonies we will
have (Mrs. Thomas was 90 when she
wrote the book). In their introduction Mr.
and Mrs. Udall predict the book will
become a Mormon classic. Mormon clas-
sics are not easy to produce these days,
and it seems unlikely that the Udalls will
prove to have the gift of prophecy in this
case. Nevertheless, Uncertain Sanctuary is
a vivid memoir of pioneer life which
deserves to be read broadly and enjoyed.

Brief Notices

GENE A. SESSIONS

As the "ERA missionaries to Utah" were
knocking on their first doors in the late
spring of 1981, the Reagan administration
announced that Rex E. Lee, dean of BYU's
J. Reuben Clark Jr. Law School, had
accepted an appointment as U.S. solicitor
general. While only the most embittered
liberal might suggest that the two events
had any connection, anyone who had
read Lee's polemic against the proposed
amendment entitled A Lawyer Looks at the
Equal Rights Amendment (Provo: Brigham
Young University Press, 1980, 141 pp.,
$7.95) could not have missed the signifi-
cance of it all. Having previously served
as an assistant attorney general in Wash-
ington, and with his current service as
head of BYU's law school (is it really just
a "Jr. Law School?"), Lee comes to his
new job with eminent qualifications, and
with his distaste for ERA, he virtually
guaranteed himself a spot among the
legions of Mormons already in Reagan's
army. Lee's basic argument against pas-
sage of the Twenty-seventh Amendment
is the same one the Church applied on
page after page of its insert in the Ensign,

"ERA: A Moral Issue." The proposed
amendment is written in such ambiguous
and "broad terms," writes Lee, "that the
only way its meaning can be ascertained
is by adjudication . . .," which most cer-
tainly takes away from the people the
right to determine sexual distinctions in
such areas as combat, family law and
labor regulations and relegates these
decisions to five old men who might form
a majority on the Supreme Court. Presi-
dent Reagan has thus appointed to argue
government cases before that high court
a man who would have sided with the
anti-Federalists in 1787. Their argument,
after all, was that the proposed Consti-
tution was too ambiguous and cast in
such broad terms that it would require
constant interpretation and adjudication.

When Lee took office in that city of
Greek wedding cakes, he was undoubt-
edly able to rest easier knowing that
among the Mormons as among the
Reaganites he is in friendly territory. A
member of his ward in Virginia or Mary-
land will probably hand him a copy of
Maurine Ward's From Adam's Rib to
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Women's Lib (Salt Lake City: Bookcraft,
1981, 175 pp., $6.50) to assure him that
Mormons and Republicans are really the
best friends women ever had, and that
so-called "feminism" is something of a
fraud in that it denies this cardinal truth:
"Woman is equal to man; but though they
have many common abilities, she is not
identical to him. She and he are born with
some inherent differences that may lead
them to make different choices in life."
Lee may not wonder much about where
Ward's argument leads, such as to the
same old pasture in which Elsie chews
her cud and suckles the calves while
Elmer markets his glue and spreads the
bull, but inasmuch as Ward would have
us believe that women "have come a long
way, Baby, and that's far enough," we
bestow upon her our bovine bounty
known as the Milk the Mormons Award.
After all, because women are women and
men are men, milkmaids are milkmaids
and milkmen are milkmen. They thus
have to make such different choices when
they approach the great udder of life.

If life in America was ever full of irony
and difficult choices for women, then the
time must have been during and imme-
diately following World War II as Rosie
riveted and Alma plowed and Lucy wore
a uniform. But as the vacuum of war had
created dizzying opportunities for
women, so the pressures of returning sol-
diers at its end crushed expectations.
Wallace Stegner's short stories about
women and war (written at the time)
should be of particular interest to Mor-
mons who now contemplate the plight of
the modern American woman and who
are not attracted to such drivel as From
Adam's Rib to Women's Lib, not only
because of Stegner's Utah/Mormon con-
nection but because of his great skill as
an observer of life's complexities. Com-
prising eighteen Stegner stories, Women
on the Wall (Lincoln: University of
Nebraska Press, 1981, 277 pp., $16.50
cloth, $5.50 paper) represents the author
at his subtle best. He probes the lives and
frustrations of a whole spectrum of war-
time women, coming to the inevitable
realization that whatever we may wish,
there are and have never been easy
answers to the questions now raised
within the women's movement and the

resistance to it. Even in the one or two
stories in which women play only a cryp-
tic rather than direct role, the impression
comes through powerfully that woman's
place is somehow tied inevitably to man's
whims. In "The Volcano," an American
and a Puerto Rican are philosophizing
about three peasant girls whistling as
they labor in a field. "It is a strange
thing," says the American, "this whis-
tling." The Puerto Rican shrugs and
smiles. "Why not?" he says. "The mouth
is not made merely to spit with or curse
with. At times it may be used for whis-
tling, or even for kissing, verdad?"

The truth about women and woman-
hood is for most Mormons apparently
much simpler and less poignant than
Stegner's essays would have us believe.
Ann Terry, Marilyn Slaght-Griffin and
Elizabeth Terry, Mormons and Women
(Santa Barbara: Butterfly Publishing Inc.,
1980, 143 pp, index, biblio., $4.95), sug-
gest that since the Church is true, nothing
else matters, including such piddling
details as this: In female-headed house-
holds, the poverty rate runs some seven
times higher than in male-headed house-
holds; 61.4 percent of children under six
who live in female-headed households in
the United States (money income, 1974)
are in poverty. The insipidity and nar-
rowness of this little paperback comes
forth best in a chapter entitled "Can a
Good Mormon Be Pro-ERA?" Here, our
authors argue that even though the breth-
ren have not ordered court action for
those who support the proposed amend-
ment, anyone who violates counsel and
works for its passage has effectively
rejected the Prophet. "God has said that
his ways are not man's ways," they say,
so the duty of the true Saint is to forget
social issues that do not mesh with the
doings of the Church. The insensitivity
of such reasoning boggles the mind. Since
when are hungry children not God's busi-
ness?

The Terrys have no monopoly, by any
means, on the Mormon book market
when it comes to its appetite for melo-
drama about women. Jack Weyland,
Charly: A Novel (Salt Lake City: Deseret
Book Company, 1980, 98 pp., $6.95), pre-
sents a rip-off of Erich Segal's Love Story
in which boy meets girl, girl dies. The
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twist is that instead of Harvard and Bos-
ton, the setting is BYU and Provo, and
instead of the girl cussing like a steve-
dore, she says stuff like "special" and
"share" all the time. Charly is actually
beautiful but tom-boyish Charlene who
meets Sam (a handsome BYU computer
science major) and leads him around with
her charms like a bull on a nose chain.
Sam tames Charly only to lose her to
demon death. The stereotypes are com-
plete in this novel, so complete that any-
one seeking to know the "ideal" young
Mormon male and female need only read
Charly. And the old song said that
"They're all made out of ticky-tacky, and
they all look just the same."

Current novels (mostly disgusting)
aimed at Mormon readers universally
tend to perpetuate through stereotype the
traditional LDS position that woman's
place is in the home and that anything
that takes her away from it is a threat to
the nuclear family and hence to civiliza-
tion. This also is essentially the thrust of
Oscar W. McConkie's polemic, She Shall
Be Called Woman (Salt Lake City: Book-
craft, 1979, 136 pp., index, $5.50).
McConkie argues that when it comes to
the essential choices in life, a woman
must realize that her biological position
as childbearer and nurturer requires that
she eschew many possible roles in the
public domain in order to be the prover-
bial "wife and mother." The thing about
this shopworn diatribe is its stubborn
neglect of reality. Increasingly, women
find themselves in marital (or nonmarital)
situations that hardly fit the Relief Society
ideal—divorce, the empty nest, boredom
and wasted potential create enormous
frustrations in the lives of so many Mor-
mon women that the McConkie argument
becomes nothing more than rather silly.
Even such popular tripe as Daryl V.
Hoole's Our Own Society (Salt Lake City:
Bookcraft, 1979, 81 pp. illus., $4.50), fails
to recognize that all Mormon women sim-
ply do not and cannot fit into any sweet-
mama role, despite its effort to confront
the famous Mormon Mother Syndrome
with soothing words. Hoole seems to
think that there definitely are problems
with assuming that Mormon women are
all just like she is, a happily married
Bountiful homemaker with a quiver full

of kids, a perfect hairdo, a ruffled dress
and a sweet smile. But she sings her lyrics
to a tired tune—Relief Society gives a
Mormon lady all the outside activity she
needs or has time for. Amazing.

So we turn in frustration from novels
and apologetics to biographical materials
in order to see what the lives of Mormon
women in the flesh can tell us. Mary
Frances Sturlaugson, A Soul So Rebellious
(Salt Lake City: Deseret Book Company,
1981, 88 pp., $5.95), presents an autobi-
ography of a Mormon who is not only
female but black as well. Despite some-
thing of a scandal that developed around
the book when Sturlaugson's ghostwriter
sued her for failing to give him credit or
money for his efforts, the book remains
a hot item on LDS book lists. The novelty
of a black woman serving a mission for
the Church and then bearing her testi-
mony in print has piqued the curiosity of
Mormon readers, although the story itself
reveals little of her journey into the gospel
that these readers could not have guessed
ahead of time—her youth in the "ghetto"
of Chattanooga, Tennessee, her educa-
tion and subsequent job, her confronta-
tion with the missionaries, her decision
for baptism and a mission. The predict-
ability of what she says, however, does
not equal the frustration the reader expe-
riences when the book provides virtually
no meaningful insights into the questions
surrounding the plight of either minori-
ties or women in the Church.

But then, Elaine Cannon is really the
type of Mormon every LDS woman wants
to be. Reading her latest, The Seasoning
(Salt Lake City: Bookcraft, 1981, 70 pp.
$4.95), the reader becomes convinced that
the unusual is meaningless and the com-
monplace blessed as Cannon recites her
memories of the various times of the year.
Cannon comes across as so nauseatingly
normal in The Seasoning that the book
reads like a fairy story. And that seems to
be the continuing trouble in all this lit-
erature about and by Mormon women:
What is normal, anyhow? And is that
norm consistent with reality? Maybe
there just is no such thing as a normal
Mormon woman. Maybe there need to be
all kinds of niches for Mormon women to
fill. But is that not what the feminists
among us have been saying all along?


	Brief Notices

