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Louis C. Zucker

POPULAR EDUCATOR REFLECTS ON HIS LIFE
AMONG THE MORMON GENTILES

Editors’ Note
This Paper was delivered a~ the I981 Sunstone Theological Symposium

A ’Jew in Zion’ is my subject; or, "My personal
~.~.experience as a Jew (a conscious, positive,

~. ~involved Jew) living and working among the
Mormons, in the Mormon culture, of Salt Lake City and
Utah." Looking back from a distance of over half a
century, what story do I have to tell?

Jewish businessmen of Salt Lake City tell me that their
Jewish suppliers in New York, to whom the Mormons
are a mystery, still inquire, confidentially, "And what is
it like to be a Jew among the Mormons in Salt Lake
City?" I suppose the curious would like, in the same
breath, to ask, "And what kind of Jews are content to live
out their lives in Mormon country?" Strange Jews in a
strange land--they must be.

We (my wife and our five-year old son Anatole and I)
came to Salt Lake City from Madison, Wisconsin. I was a
new Ph.D. and had been writing around in search of a
more open future as a college teacher of English than I
could hope for at Wisconsin; and colleges or universities
that would consider a Jew for eventual promotion and
tenure in the English Department were still scarce.
Fortunately, the University of Utah was humble enough
to try me. More than that, the chance to exchange a
college town set on a prairie for the mountains of Utah
surrounding a central city and to live among a people
strange to us was appealing. We came prepared to love
the place and be fascinated with the people.

After we settled here, we learned gradually of the
traditional friendship of the Mormon church shown to
the Jews who were living here and in other parts of the.
world from the days of Brigham Young. Our personal
relations with Mormons were to be good.

Still, it would have been difficult for us, if not
impossible, to stay in Salt Lake City any longer than we
had to if there were not a permanent Jewish community
here, alive and well--maintaining the fundamental
Jewish institutions (Jewish cemetery, Jewish relief
society, and places of worship), caring about Jewish
interests, and devoting reasonable effort and money to
Jewish spiritual and cultural life, local and in the larger
world. At the same time, it would be good to be able to
transcend the provincial limitations. Los Angeles has
become, since World War II, in intellectual, philanthropic
and artistic leadership, the New York of the West. We
used to look to Denver, which remains important. We
also had to have more, not less, than we had in Madison,
of fine concerts, distinguished lectures, the activity of
artists going on around us. I don’t think we have been
disappointed in our requirements.

One day in May 1928, I had an interview with Dr.
Neff, then Head of the Department of English at the
University of Utah, who, apparently satisfied by my
Professors at Wisconsin, offered me an Assistant-
Professorship in his Department, which I then and there
accepted, believing that my wife would approve. When I
trotted home a little later for lunch and told her, she did
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approve; and, when I mentioned living in the Rocky
Mountains and among the Mormons, she said,
"Wonderful! Let us go." Between that day in May, and
departure time in late August, there were never any
second thoughts, doubts, regrets. So we were on our
way to Salt Lake City, to Mormon country, even before
we arrived here. The three of us arrived, from Madison
by way of Denver and Flaming Gorge, at the Denver and
Rio Grande Station, Labor Day noon, 1928. That was a
halcyon event in my life. I remember it as if it happened
yesterday. Although Salt Lake City was still farther
beyond the horizon of civilization in the sight of our
families in Philadelphia, to us it was not exile: we were
entering upon a larger, more fulfilling life. I don’t think
we wanted to move closer to our families; independence
was too dear to us. Many years later, when I was about
to retire from the English Department, my wife shyly
asked, should we move East? But she accepted my No
without rebuttal.

We fell in love with what we saw of Salt Lake City, the
City of the Mormons. During that first week, day after
day was sunny-bright, pleasantly warm, not hot. We
were resting at the Hotel Peery, while we looked for a
boarding house, because it was taking a while to find a
house for rent that would be an easy walk to the
University campus for me and to a suitable school for the
child. I walked out on Main Street, and Rabbi Gordon of
Temple B’nai Israel (our very first friend here) very soon
showed us around East South Temple from the Hotel
Utah to Governor Young’s House and around the inside
of Temple Square. Inspiring were the well-preserved

Temple and the elegant residential neighborhoods of the
middle class in the south-east we didn’t know about yet.
Surprizingly, these neighborhoods look as desirable
today, and the houses and grounds, as when they first
came to our ken, fifty years ago. Wherever I turned, I
looked up at undulating mountain majesty, close and
distant. Beyond the city, I could see rural spaciousness of
valley. With friends we soon frequented City Creek
Canyon by car, and our private Eden, Dry Fork Canyon,
on foot. About Bingham I learned from students. As our
horizons expanded, it was a pleasure too deep for words,
before. World War II, to drive at moderate speed through
the towns on the way to Provo and Springville and
through Cache Valley, Logan at the core. A phrase that
haunts these idyllic memories is "the youth of the
world." The tranquillity and the patina of time, the

"AND WHAT IS IT LIKE TO BE A JEW
AMONG THE MORMONS,

IN SALT LAKE CITY?"

Mormon buildings, history imbued with romance so
that I couldn’t tell these apart. Where else could we have
seen at the ends of one city block works of the range of
Eagle Gate and the Salt Lake Theatre, both of them
memorials of the same pioneering genius? The Angel
Moroni blowing his good tidings southeastward--I
think I’ll remember him in my dreams when I am dead.
As far as I could see, the wide, straight streets with the
long view; down town, the water running aimless in the
gutters. The people looked healthy, were animated but
unhurried, civil, looking out for people they knew.
Important-looking men greeted each other in the street.
This was the political and business capital of the state,
yet it was not a metropolis with stupendous buildings
and roaring crowds. It was a polis, a combination big city
and small town. I liked that, and always have. I noticed
the fine shops downtown, Gentile and Jewish owned,
and the lesser-breed Jewish shops and "loan offices" on
Second South and on State Street. The city was only
eighty-one years old, but it looked long settled, old
home, mellowed, almost venerable. I liked the
abundance of single family houses where people,
frequently old people, in modest circumstances can
enjoy space and privacy and their lovingly tended lawns
and flowers. I don’t think there were any white boxes,
private or commerical. I felt at home with the
Nineteenth Century architecture and with the
Twentieth Century American. The millionaires’
mansions which stood close together along East South

absence of wealth but the air of self-sufficiency, and
always the spaciousness and the mountain
background--how lovely, and the work of the
Mormons. Do you seek stately art from Mormon hands?
There’s the Logan Temple on its hill. And unforgettable
to me is the sudden vision I had of the Manti Temple on
its hill late one spring morning from a distance, many
years ago. It was like seeing a Parthenon revealed for one
brief transcendent moment.

I remember driving on summer mornings to Aspen
Grove, outside of Provo, where we were guests at a
small, modest, peaceful summer camp which a handful
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of professorial families of the BYU were maintaining
there. I alone survive of all the people who came
together then. That was a time which, in the present
age, is only possible as a dream. In those days, the
persons in your car could be the only human beings
looking up at the Bridal Veil Falls, in pure space and
peace. The world is crowded today. Instituti~)ns are great
as the numbers grow.

In my first years, in the summer, I could walk in the
cool freshness of early morning from Twelfth East to
the open country of Fort Douglas a few steps behind the
Park Building at the University of Utah and there work
on my students’ papers and on the literature for the day.
During the 1940s, it was an easy walk up above the City
Cemetery, from Second Avenue, to read papers or a
book sitting in the shade of a lonely tree on the bare

and corn and the loaded orchards, I couldn’t help crying
out: "There’s a part of the answer. The Mormons did
this. It wasn’t there before." Faces shining, friends
agreed. The farms, the Mormon towns, Salt Lake City--
all together are they not the lengthened shadow of the
early Mormon leaders? This is one thing that living in
Zion means to this Jew.

Coming now to our own relations with Mormon
individuals and institutions, I would like to relate a pair
of personal experiences as prologue. During the first
week in Salt Lake City, on the first day at the boarding
house, I remember how curious I was to meet a
Mormon. Doubtless, I had looked at hundreds of
Mormons on Main Street. But, to face a person who I
knew was a Mormon, to observe and talk with him
knowing he was a Mormon, for the very first time in my
life, --this was an experience I was impatient for.
Another boarder told us that a young workingman who
was a Mormon would be present at dinner, the only
Mormon at the table. He came--a sturdy laborer, polite,
relaxed, soft-spoken, proud to be a Mormon. What
stayed in my mind was that he told of a large activity
meeting that the Church authorities, had assembled in
Provo in a remarkably short time a few days before.
That, he solemnly affirmed, was "organ-i-zation" and, I
suppose, witness of church and religion.

Nineteen years later, in November 1947, when I
visited Snow College as a Jewish Chautauqua lecturer,
my professor-host vetoed out of hand the subject I
proposed, namely: "Shylock and the Merchant of
Venice." "Nobody down here has ever heard of The

I MAY HAVE EARNED THE TITLE OF
JEW IN RESIDENCE.

hillside, with a view over the valley, or to stroll with the
dog at twilight in and out of the untouched paths and
hiding places up there. These were pleasures for the
taking and eagerly embraced.

Have I been carried to far away from my subject "A
Jew in Zion?" Well, early this August, I was riding from
Salt Lake City to Logan with Jewish friends who were
back after thirty years" absence on a nostalgic
pilgrimage. They had asked me, How do you explain the
amazing growth of the Mormon Church? We guessed
this and that. But when we rode past the fields of alfalfa

Merchant of Venice," he said decisively. Ironically, he
supported my purpose a bit by taking me across the
street to the LDS Seminary (for, that was what the
grade plus high school amounted to) to introduce me to
the young people. And this is what he said (as nearly as I
can remember): "Boys and girls, this is Dr. Zucker from
the University of Utah in Salt Lake City. I want you to
take a good look at him, because he is a Jew. Take a good
look at this Jewish gentleman from Salt Lake." So they
learned, after World War II, that a Jew does not have
horns, as I had learned, thirty-three years after Utah
was admitted to statehood, that Mormons, so to speak,
did not have horns.

In Madison, the Mormon conception of "Zion" was
unknown to us. We knew next to nothing about the
Mormons; but, if we were going to make our home
among the Mormons, we wanted to take every
opportunity to learn the truth about them: their beliefs
and the life-style they connected with them. I was
prepared to like them and hoped they would care to
know and like me. I approached them as a Western,
original, questioned, and indomitable people. They fell
into a general category of outsiders with the Amish or
Shakers, or the Jews. In Madison, I had brushed off the
old Swiss grinning cliche, "O Dot:s ver de men have lots
of vimens." So, on my first trip to Ogden to teach an
Extension class, I rode with Elbert Thomas: his answers
to my non-stop elementary questions I was disposed to
remember and think about. On the way back, I rode with
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a young man from the class;who wished to fill my head
with wild tales about Mormon rascality and the
licentious behavior of the Mormon girls. To these tales, I
closed my mind. I was not disposed to believe these at
all--not yet, if ever.

We have been burned by acquisitive Mormons, but
they were exceptions. Other Jews have been
disillusioned by the dealings of Mormons in business, to
the point of indignation and litigation. But we, in our
business dealings with Mormons and meetings with
Mormons in the everyday world, did not find them
wanting in integrity, friendliness, neighborliness. The
bank where Rabbi Gordon introduced us is still my bank.
The Mormon medical men--surgeons, dentists,
oculists--whose patients we have been and are reliable
and honorable men. I state, without any intention of
irony, that a goodly number of our friends have been
Mormons, of various degrees of piety.

What about our son Anatole? Utah, we found, was the
best place to bring up a boy. I have heard non-Mormon
parents complain that their children were in a minority
of one or two in most classrooms at grade school, usually
with a Mormon teacher, overwhelmed by Mormons. It
never occurred to our son or his mother that this was a
humiliating, depressing situation. In fact, our boy had
more comradeship and joy at the Stewart School than he
did at the all-Jewish religious school. And besides, the
Mormons were the ones who prepared this home for us.
Thanks! At the Stewart Training School (for the
training of teachers), where Anatole went from age five
through Junior High School, the teachers knew the kids,

DO YOU SEEK STATELY ART FROM
MORMON HANDS? THERE’S THE

LOGAN TEMPLE ON ITS HILL.

and the kids had fun working. At Stewart Anatole early
became infatuated with the trumpet, because of
Clarence Hawkins, the school’s bandmaster. Mr.
Hawkins was a large, hearty man, always in good
humor, who corrected gently and was never visibly
embarrassed by a pupil performer’s mistakes, believing
that encouraging the youngster to experiment and let
himself go was, at that stage, more important than
playing without errors. There were several sons in the
Hawkins home, all resembling their father--all
outgoing, all happy, all musicians. Anatole was always
welcome in that environment. They were Mormons. So
were the members of the independent band he
organized, and the two other players who, with him,
constituted the Trumpet Trio, which played at wards all
over the Valley. The homes of these boys, populous with
children of various ages, resounding with youth and
harmony, which I think of as benign club-houses, were
our boy’s home, too. There were yet other Mormon pals,
not musicians, sons of parents of pure goodness and
parental intelligence, with whom he talked, skied at Alta,
and occasionally went to Primary or Sacrament meeting.
They enjoyed staying at one another’s homes overnight.
Do you wonder that we never worried about where our
child or growing son was and what he and his friends
were doing? The climate, the soil were ideal for an only
child’s childhood and ripening into youth. None of this
was distinctively Jewish, but it was in harmony with our
Jewish values, and there was Jewishness in our son’s

home. Besides, he was "confirmed" with the other
fifteen year olds at Temple B’nai Israel, after, at the age
of thirteen, being prepared for, and made, Bar Mitzvah
at the Montefiore synagogue. What became of this
Mormonized Jewish boy? With talent and commitment,
he went on, after graduation from East High School,
where his Mormon friendships continued, to education
in music at world-famous conservatories in the East and
has made a career of trumpet-playing. The aberrations
we deplore in many teenagers passed him by and have
never found him. This immunity seems to have carried
over to his three teenage sons. The home needs the
support of the environment, of the youth’s peers
especially. From the time he started piano as a six year
old, our son was increasingly immersed in the
disciplines, the enjoyment of life, the warmth of
Mormon people. I cannot think of this history apart
from the Mormon environment.

I came to live in Salt Lake City, as you know, in order
to teach "English" as the University of Utah. "English"
was to be English Literature (certain small portions) and
Freshman English, for starters. At Victorian literature,
the milieu of my dissertation, I would have a chance
years later. But I was content, and hopeful.

At Utah, I was the first Jewish professor in her annals.
Dr. Neff, when he offered me the job, knew I was a Jew
and, he may have been told before he spoke to me, an
activist, not self-effacing, Jew. When I went to pay my
newcomer’s respects to President George Thomas, he
not only welcomed me as a Jew but queried me about
points of Judaism (he was a lukewarm Mormon who was
an amateur of comparative religion) as if I was supposed
to know and care. Between 1928 and December 1943
there were never more than two or three Jews besides
me; one was a woman professor in the new Graduate
School of Social Work. They did not stay long. Then,
with the opening of the four year Medical School, three
Jewish medical scientists were gathered here, men of
renown, needed to lift the new school out of obscurity at
once. Two of these have stayed. Today, there are in
Medicine and Pharmacy several brilliant young men
who are developing new departments. All told, the count
of Jewish faculty in the sciences and humanities may
exceed a hundred--almost all of them, professors, and
four of them Deans. What Jews may be traced in the
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large English Department are invisible. A majority of the
total number are known to be Jews; few show an interest
in Jewish causes, share in the responsibility for the
future of Judaism anywhere. However, several brilliant
young medical scientists raise high hopes of creative
usefulness to the community.

I return to my story, and begin with a windfall. In
1930, there came my way the courses on World
Literature and The Old Testament as English Literature
which Professor George Marshall, about to retire, was
relinquishing. I could have them if I wanted them. I
thought these"comp, lit." courses were as if invented for
my temperament. Reaching back to "Athens, Rome, and
Jerusalem," the reading in these courses and in English
literature would come together and illuminate one other
in my mind, as they did, quite independently, in my
brighter students’ minds. About the same time, it seems
to me, I was enjoying the friendlieness of mature young
men and women in Advanced Composition. By the war
years, I was familiarizing myself anew with Nineteenth
Century American literature, in which I found
American Scriptures. So, with the connivance of
administration and students, I got myself an unbounded
liberal education. "English" was indeed a stretchable,
commodious tent. I was all over the place in literature--
in terms of the era ending in the early 1960s. In the
current era, I would be out of place as a college teacher.
Except, I think, in Advanced Composition, one of the
courses I most enjoyed teaching.

So, after eight or ten years of discouragement, I was,
thanks to the local situation, allowed into the very

Maurine Whipple’s novel The Giant ]ostiua, a review of it
was the program at a home dinner party. I was appointed
the reviewer. At the request of Joseph J. Cannon, the
editor of the Deseret News in the early 1930s, I reviewed at
length for the News every one of Vardis Fisher’s
autobiographical novels (the tetralogy) as it came out.
When, in conversation with Mr. Cannon, I mentioned
that a World Zionist Congress was imminent, he bade
me dictate an editorial, extemporaneously, then and
there, to inform his readers fully about it. (This interest
in the problems of the Jews of Europe was an old
Mormon tradition.) Now, if all these gentiles were
Protestants of various denominations, it may be that our
experience would have been the same. However, the fact
is that they were "heavily" Mormon. Wherefore, I
postulate a rapport, a profound rapport, between the
Mormons and my wife and me.

Mind you, my wife and I were not assimilated Jews.
Our lifestyle and theirs diverged. We had our own
Sabbath, our own holy days and historical
commemorations, I did not eat certain prohibited foods,
the synagogue was our church, we had our own
symbols, we had interests and concerns as son and
daughter of the Jewish people, we had substantial
knowledge about Jewish matters that they did not have.
My wife had her Jewish women’s societies, and our son
had the Jewish religious school. On the Jewish New Year
and Day of Atonement, I arranged for others to take my
classes. Could it be there would not have been so much
rapport between them and us had we been assimilated
lews?

THE ANGEL MORONI BLOWING HIS GOOD TIDINGS SOUTHEASTWARD--I THINK
I’LL REMEMBER HIM IN MY DREAMS WHEN I AM DEAD.

citadel, the sanctuary of the Anglo-Saxon culture. I was
not the first Jewish aspirant to have been earnestly
informed that no Jew could understand and appreciate
Shakespeare, Shelley, or Emerson. We "got in" because
we were needed as man power. And here, very likely,
because the President Thomas who stood up for a
Japanese candidate for the faculty in the early 1930s was
capable of standing up for a Jewish candidate in 1928. I
think that., to balance inherited lopsidednesses in the
faculty, he not only wanted more young men who would
grow into permanent faculty but also a wider spectrum
of difference. It may have been his Mormon mentality
that favored me as a part of this design.

Soon after the Fall Quarter of 1928 opened at the
University, my wife and I were drawn into professorial
society--being invited, and inviting, to dinner-bridge at
one another’s homes. The other couples were older than
we, long established, old friends, from a variety of
departments. There was informed, varied conversation,
seeking understanding; no gossip, no jokes. Humor, yes,
of course. These people enjoyed society, but also were
serious. They were, in general, Mormons. The
professors who started the Aztec Club, a dinner-lecture-
discussion club, invited us to be charter members.
President Thomas and others of the best minds of the
campus, Mormons, were active members. When Hitler
became the Fuehrer, they thought I was the one to
present a paper attempting to explain why the Nazis
were oppressing the Jews. I tried. On the publication of

When in class, students are free to question a
professor’s statements or to propound ideas of their
own, and if, at times, the rapport between the professor
and the class rises to exaltation; and when, at the office,
the student’s time is the professor’s time, as a rule, and
the talk leaps the fence of the formal perimeters of the
course or moves from academic matters to the personal
present or future of the student, perhaps releasing
painful emotion; or when an admonition is administered
to the student not before others but to the student alone
in private;--then a student has reason to remember the
professor and the course with gratitude. Neither party
needs to have been a Mormon. However, in all
probability, many if not most of them are Mormons~
the men and women who speak to me in public places
and ask about my health and say heart-warming things
about our encounter years ago. I have been fortunate. I
thank every man and woman, Mormon or not, who
wants me to know ~that he or she remembers me, and
remembers me kindly.

A venerable institution or a lifetime of teaching at a
good institution--fifty-three years in my case; actually,
thirty-five years in the Department of English--is
bound to have produced students who, because of it or in
spite of it, have attained distinction or eminence in
church and state, the arts and sciences. I have had my
fair share of such positive or dubious glory. Men and
women who were in my classes excelled at illustrious
graduate schools (and continued to commend us); have
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done classical work in folklore, history, and biography,
and philosophy; are, or were, important members of
college faculties at the U of U, the BYU and the USU, and
further south and north. In a vaunting mood, I might
assert that my influence has been carried into California
and India. The persons I have in mind are,
predominantly, Mormons more or less. There is no
question at all about the few who stand high in the
hierarchy of the LDS Church.

Reflections: An hour in which my mind was not
opened to new questions by"the interchange with
students or startled by new insights, I felt was less than a
good hour. It was a good sign vchen I said to myself in
front of the class, "I should paythe University!" I used to
exclaim to my wife (in thinking of school), "Thank God
for the Mormons!" An incident: I did not mind the
Freshman English classes; when I was taken from them
altogether, I did not regret having had them. When
America was engulfed in the Great Depression, the
proportion of thoughtful students impelled to think
critically about contemporary social problems and to
know the real world and who, therefore, had things they
wanted to say, increased, so that I certainly did not feel
sorry for myself because much of my time was
committed to them. (Our Readers in those days were
compilations of challenge.) An ardently Mormon
statesman personally thanked me for "making my sons
think," although he is a staunch conservative. And there
arose dissenters, malcontents--I was sympathetic but
not the prime fomenter--.minds that were reaching out
in various directions hungrily (not dilletantes) towards

work was told, he was said to. have remarked, "What is
this newcomer trying to do?" He was at that time, I
think, the ordy faithful Mormon on the English
Department faculty, a Patriarch. He never mentioned
the matter to me. We became friends; he was fatherly,
kind to me, helpful at every opportunity. I was by
temperament in sympathy with his conservatism at
numerous points. Where we were irreconcilably apart,
we never argued. We respected each other’s differences.
I have a scholarly Hebrew book which he gave me out of
his family library. I had no int~ntion of being a firebrand,
an iconoclast. To this day, everyone I know in the
hierarchy of the LDS Church or at the Church Offices
meets me graciously and grants my wishes whenever
possible.

I did not know everything in the beginning. When a
freshman referred to "the Church," I asked, "what
church?" I did not know. I corrected a student who used
the term "bishopric" to mean people and not a district.
Down town, the name Pocatello on busses was a
tantalizing riddle to me.

One more i~cident: One day during the Depression,
in a class discussion of an essay on a socio-economic
theme, I commented that, sooner or later, the sheep rise
up and rend the wolves. A pretty blonde in the class not
very bright was perceptive enough to alarm her father, a
corporation lawyer down town. He quickly got on the
phone and hectored President Thomas about "this
Communistic young instructor." The President, a Ph.D.
in Economics from the University of Halle, backed me
up, because, he said, my statement was true. What he

MORMONS ARE IN THE HABIT OF MAGNIFYING SIMILARITIES BETWEEN JUDAISM
AND MORMONISM AND ETHEREALIZING THE DIFFERENCI~S INTO SHADOW.

the contemporary mainstream of literature, philosophy, required of his; faculty was scholarly responsibility, he
and art. Unfortunately, I lost track of them, those
splendid, unhappy individuals!

But, in the fall of 1928, my beginning Freshmen were
polite, "good kids," who, except for two or three
individuals who shone with independent mental life,
acted like an imperturbable, uncritical mass, as if they
had just come from the scatter of the then still rather
pristine small towns and remote settlements of Utah.
My impression was that there was no one from the East,
Middle West, or West. There was a solitary Jewish boy, a
native of Salt Lake. The collective appeared firm in the
belief that they were already complete. I saw a room full
of mass inertia. Someone needed to light a firecracke’r
under them, to make them mad about something close to
themselves. So, this was my assignment: For the
"research paper" which was to be the term paper of the
second quarter, the class should read the article by
Bernard DeVoto on Utah, published in the American
Mercury three years before. In this article, the author,
item by item, judged civilization arid the culture in Utah
to be overrated by the Mormons, backwater, dull. Then
let every student select one of these items and, with a
structure of facts, as in a courtroom, prove that Mr.
DeVoto was more or less wrong. The papers were
disappointing, and the idea behind the assignment
distrubing to some observors. So that when a senior
colleague in the English Department who afterwards
returned from a leave of absence to pursue graduate

added. This was commitment to the Bill of Rights by an
administrator who, also, strove to the last to keep the
Church out of the University. The principle of academic
integrity shall be inviolable! After George Thornas’s
time, in a time of nation-v¢ide panic, the Board of
Regents of the University of: Utah resolved absolutely
not to permit -the imposition of a "loyalty oath" at this
university. We have never had a loyalty oath. In this
context, I am reminded of Senator Arthur Watkins and
the judicial condemnation of Senator "Joe" McCalcthy
over which he presided--Senator McCarthy, the "grand
inquisitor" who.was demanding the loyalty oath of every
college teacher in the land. Was there at work in all three
cases a Mormon aversion, the residue of: their
experience with persecution*.,’ I think so.

No other course of mine has been so fetching and
contagious, memorable to sc, many kinds of people, so
influential in their education as the course on the Bible.
Tout le monde, it seems, almost every category of men
and women, in college and out, young and old, who
would "thirst" for better knowledge of the Old
Testament as it in itself is or who would dare the
experiment of reading it like a five-foot shelf of secular
classics, has taken the course. I reoriented the course
from one on the English Bib]e--that is, the King James
Translation or Authorized Version--as Literature to a
course on the Old Testament itself, the Holy Scriptures
of the Jewish people, as literature, even as a branch of
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world literature. At the first meeting of the class, I
stressed the fact that the Christian-named Old
Testament was a Hebrew five-foot shelf of books,
composed by Hebrews for Hebrews, over a stretch of
about a thousand years (which means all kinds of change
in the environment) to deal with certain needs of the
immediate audience in the present and its own prospects
for the future. So we read units, in their obvious
contexts. Novel to many students was the attention to
form and style. Like other literature, biblical literature is
saying something through its medium; therefore, the
medium is a key to the message. Perspectives derived
from outside the Old Testament were not of primary
authority; since we did not intend to prove anything,
proof-text logic was irrelevant; for the meaning of a
word, phrase, or sentence, not any translation but the
Hebrew text was the final authority. I weighed the
modernist understanding over against the Jewish
traditional and Christian fundamentalist translations
and interpretations as judicially as I could. I did not think
the opposite to tradition was necessarily right; that the
newest was the truest. My preferred arbitrator between
modernist and fundamentalist was the liberal-
conservative Anglican New Commentary.

Institute on University Street to visit the class. The
result was that the Director and I became warm friends
and co-workers in education.

Once, when I returned from the East, I was told to
rush to a funeral. The young widow had tried frantically
to reach me. Her young husband Chris, who was about
to be buried, had shared the Bible course with her day by
day, so that she felt she knew me and that I belonged and
would want to take part in Chris’s funeral. I arrived at
the church in time and was one of the many who kissed
his cold forehead. I was, probably, the only Jew in the
Holy Trinity Church packed with mourners. Was it
because the literary beauty and power (of which the
meaning, of~course, was an essential element-- held and
moved them that the believing Mormons listened to my
undogmatic reading? And did they welcome the chance
to take a fresh look at Scripture from outside the
dogmatic confines of the Church? Was this an adventure
in freedom?

I suppose I deemed it academically obligatory to
redeem the Holy Scriptures from the fabric of meaning
which Christianity and Mormonism had imposed on it,
largely on the basis of a Sixteenth Century translation.
Therefore, I strove to be objectively and gently
persuasive.

I felt gratified, over forty years ago, at what was then
the Utah State Agricultural College, when a
handicapped, unmarried woman to whom (as she
declared to me) her Mormon faith was everything, she
dared not let go of it, said to me the last day of the course,
"I still believe as I did, but I thank you for a different

On the whole, the "’Bible course" has drawn more
compliments and testimonials than any other of my
courses. It was certainly not underpinning to anybody’s
Sunday School or doctrinal construct of the Holy Bible.
Remember, the enrollment was overwhelmingly
Mormon, and aid was not lent to "peculiarly" Mormon
interpretations. Yet the rapport between the class and
the teacher was better than good, normally, and, at
times, we coalesced into one exalted consciousness. (I
nearly refrained from writing this, since many of the
students were women.) An occasional Protestant
headed for the ministry or returned Mormon
missionary bridled at an interpretation which he
thought threatened a pivotal belief. For instance, "I
know that my Redeemer liveth" was de-Christianized in
my interpretation, as was Isaiah 7:14. The "two sticks"
metaphor was de-Mormonized. (Sorry, but Ezekiel was
reaffirming the then familiar dream of the reunification
of what had been the Solomonic kingdom.) Students so
troubled were referred to the Anglican New Commentary.
Mormons students caused the then Director of the LDS

THE CLIMATE, THE SOIL WERE IDEAL
FOR AN ONLY CHILD’S CHILDHOOD

AND RIPENING INTO YOUTH.

point of view." This was brave, this was admirable. Of
course, I did not want to take away her faith.

The role of Jewish teacher of Mormons has taken me
to wards all over Salt Lake City and into the suburbs. A
ward member requests me to come and explain Judaism
to the adults of the ward at Sunday morning or evening
meeting. It is a labor of love which I have never willingly
refused to perform. The teacher loves an audience, all
the more so when it is polite, educated, attractive-
looking, curious, thoughtful. Many faces reveal
response from mind and heart, for I am talking, in the
final analysis, about the issues of life. I do not compare
values or say whether either religion is the more
satisfying one or the true one. I describe and define.
When the meeting is over, the people are usually
appreciative, gracious, especially the women. Mormons,
I think, are in the habit of magnifying similarities
between Judaism and Mormonism and etherealizing the
differences into shadow. We should have a clearer and
truer knowledge of each other.

The similarities are quickly recited, superficially. For
instance, I mention God, the Sabbath, dietary laws, the
Chosen People, Zion, the centrality of the family and
home, the Old Testament as foundation. Closely
regarded, under the surface, important distinctions need
to be made. These distinctions ar6 consequent on the
differences in theology and ecclesiastical system. There
is no way to bridge over these differences and, therefore,
also the differences in life-style. Briefly to elaborate on
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these would take pages. Suffice it here to point to the
Christ idea, which seems to me heart-central in
Mormonism, and to the Talmud, which, these two
thousand years almost, has been central to Judaism, its
heart and soul. And basic to both of these irreconcilable
differences is the difference in the conception of
Prophecy. From these core insurmountables follow
innumerable divergences. Fortunately, we are in
harmony on the principles which govern every day
human relations, we both honor the Ten
Commandments and the Constitution of the United
States, we equally believe in the sacredness of justice and
righteousness and, in theory at least, agree on the
nature of these. Happily, we can, and do, live together in
concord and affection. Let each of us follow the
traditions sacred to us and learn and know the truth
about each other and not harbor demeaning falsehoods.
(Falsehoods like the one I heard the other day from an
"enlightened" Mormon girl who believed" it, that food
becomes kosher when a rabbi has blessed it. It would
take too much time to show how absurd this is. One
word: a rabbi is not a priest.)

Following the talk, I like to have questions to answer.
With a middleclass, decorous audience, the challenge is
fun. A question that recurs is, Could I become a Jew?-
usually from an attractive man of substance in his late
forties. I anwer, Yes! and tell him how, what changes he
would have to make in thought and action. He would
have to renounce the belief in the divinity of Christ, to
begin with.

Only in one ward, a working people’s ward on the

extended to me to enlighten the Mormons about the
Pharisees. At the instigation of Sterling McMurrin, a
few years before, I peregrinated with Dr. Russell
Swenson of the BYU as teammate from campus to
campus between Provo and Logan to convince the
Mormon audiences that the portrayal of the Pharisees as
a party in the Gospels was a malicious caricature. I spoke
to this effect drawing on Jewish sources, and Dr.
Swenson corroborated my testimony from University
of Chicago style scholarship and the writings of Travers
Herford. Try to imagine: where else but here in Zion
could such a mission to the Mormons have been
conceived and carried out? But could it be repeated
today7 It was an ephemeral kind of action, I am afraid.

"Ephemeral!" To have been ephemeral is the doom of
another action that deserves to be delivered from
oblivion: For whatever reasons, it was possible here in
1930-1931 for a young Jew, a relative newcomer, to
propose University Extension lectures at the Hotel Utah
on Ludwig Lewisohn and the Hebrew poet Chayyim
Nachman Bialik and to be told to go ahead. Which I did.

WHEN A FRESHMAN REFERRED TO "THE
CHURCH," I ASKED, "WHAT CHURCH?"

West side of Salt Lake, with many middle-aged women,
did the audience turn on me during the question period,
as though I had come there to "sell them on" my religion.
They rejected Jewish beliefs as wrong and unsatisfying
and defended their own, embracing them as if they were
children they were sheltering from danger. Nobody was
going to take away from them their belief in the Eternal
Progression and Eternal Life! I did not argue. That was
where a handsome lady who could have been a
grandmother comforted me afterwards with the
assurance that the Lord would yet soften my heart of
stone. Two days later, an older Mormon woman who
was in one of my Judaic classes, who had been told about
this minor riot, apologized for her friends and
neighbors. I had taken it as an experience, keeping my
poise amidst the.raging waters. No one had insulted or
injured me.

As a Jewish teacher of Mormons, I have reached a
wider audience in print. In the mid-1960s, the late Boyd
Hatch, as editor of The Instructor, asked me to write an
article on the Pharisaic way of life: someone had told him
I was a Pharisee. Of course, few of the readers of this
article will not know that traditional or historic Judaism
is Rabbinic Judaism, Talmudic Judaism, Pharisaic
Judaism. All these terms are synonyms. The article was
printed as I wrote it, but it should have been entitled
"The Pharisaic Way of Life" rather than "The
Pharisees." Mr. Hatch told me to make it a personal
documentary. Nor was this the only opportunity

Nobody, Jew or Greek, is interested in displaying Jewish
authors like them to the public today, not even in Zion.

The article on the Pharisees was followed, at short
intervals, by the article on Joseph Smith and Professor
Seixas in Kirtland and by an epitome of my Bible course
("ordered" by the Ensign, but not published); and now,
after nine years, by this article. The "bibliography" is
slight but, for a Jewish exponent in Mormondom,
unique.

A Poet in Residence or A Painter in Residence makes
himself useful in a variety of ways. But also, things are
found for him to do because he is handy and trusted. In
both directions, I may have earned the title of Jew in
Residence. Friends and strangers call me for information
about all sorts of Jewish matters. The strangers are
nearly always Mormons. This is a chance to clear away
much misinformation. On the campus, musicians,
theatre people, a painter have sought my help when a
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knowledge of Hebrew was needed. I translated
"Hatikvah," the national anthem of Israel, into the
English version which LeRoy Robertson used for his
symphonic setting, and helped Lee Greene Richards, the
painter, get the Hebrew letters right in his mural of the
Humanities in the Park Building at the University of
Utah. Sterling McMurrin, for the annual lecture series
on religion which he engineered in the 1950s, appointed
me as the Jewish spokesman, year after year. So the
Mormons and I have shared and worked congenially
together, and I have gained in life and growth.

"Have you personally been the object of anti-Semitism
from the Mormons?" I have been asked.

I know that anti-Semitism festers in varying degrees
in some Mormons as in other Gentiles and that anti-
Semitic publications have been widely distributed from
places in Utah. But, short of Micah’s and Isaiah’s one
world, there will always be an irreducible minimum of
resentment, envy, and cowardly self-pity directed at
Jewish existence.

So far as I am aware, I have not personally suffered
from anti-Semitism. I doubt I shall ever be sought as a
member of a patrician social club, although I have freely
enjoyed the amenities as a guest, at both such clubs in
this city. (I wonder why these clubs have not elected
Jews as members for a long time now.)

My wife was, for many years, the Executive Secretary
of the Salt Lake’s Jewish Relief Society, and a volunteer
besides. So she served on a wide variety of committees
and boards, in peace-time and war, in city and state,
equally with Christians and Mormons. Spring was a

Jew.
I have perceived no sign of anti-Semitism in any office,

school or government, where I was known, and known
to be a Jew.

I had the fullest cooperation of President Olpin and
President Fletcher when I strove to enlarge rapidly,
massively the Judaic resources in the University Library
to the point where we could inaugurate a Jewish Studies
Program--an effort which required, and got, the
support of the Chairman of the Department of
Languages and the Director of the Middle East Center.

And when, in the 1940s and 1950s, I thought the
University community should be apprized of the
substantial growth of the Judaica in the Library, by
means of displays of selections of books, the Library
people worked--I could say, labored--with me. If I was
subjected to frustration, I hate to hurt anyone’s feelings
out of season with any reference. In any case, those I
have mentioned or referred to had nothing to do with it.

And, in my zeal to bring to fruition and then to
support a Jewish state in Palestine, when I was host to a
Zionist advocate or to an Israeli architect or eminent
Israeli physician who was traversing this country as a
guest of the State Department for the purpose of
conferring with American colleagues, I was able to
gather a large, varied audience at a luncheon-meeting in
the old Union Building or arrange a quiet private
luncheon in a room at a hotel downtown, because there
were friends to help. I served for many years on the
Board of the Civic Music Association and am a prolonged
member of the Friends of the Salt Lake Public Library.

THE ROLE OF JEWISH TEACHER OF MORMONS IS A LABOR OF LOVE I
HAVE NEVER WILLINGLY REFUSED TO PERFORM.

right busy season for her, because she was invited to
attend the annual meetings of practically all the leading
social agencies, including the Catholic. She was the
Jewish representative. All that mattered was that she
cared, had experience, and was ready to give of herself as
needed. It was right and beautiful. I attended sessions of
the State Parole Board with her, when she was to
advocate the release of one or another Jewish man from
the State Prison. I was touched by the Governor’s gentle
courtesy towards her. (The Governor was a Mormon,
and a friend from old Faculty days.)

She was long active in the Faculty Women’s Club at
the University of Utah and felt at home among all those
Gentile women, Mormon many of them. I think she was
appreciated, in a measure, because she was the Jewess
she was. She stood out as a Jewess because she was one
of the few Jewish women who were active in that
sorority.

As for me, I had the goodwill of the Presidents of the
University, all Mormons, from George Thomas, who
approved rny appointment and welcomed me as a Jew, to
Alfred Emery, who has told more than one audience that
I was one of his important teachers. The goodwill, also,
of the Deans of: the College of Arts and Sciences, two of
whom, Mormons, had been students with me. I was
accorded ~tot preference but equity.

I have no reason to suppose that my rate of promotion
from Assistant to Full Professor of English was affected
in the slightest by anyone’s antipathy towards me as a

Perhaps others have seen and heard anti-Semitic
attitudes and remarks among Mormons beyond my
awareness. This my safely be said: There is probably no
Christian-Gentile culture which is less disposed to anti-
Semitism than the Mormon culture here in Zion.

"Haven’t the Mormon missionaries tried to convert
you?"

High officers of the Church, who have had a chance to
turn my thoughts seriously towards the Mormon truth,
have never touched on religion in our conversation.
Over the many years, not more than five or six times has
someone started to involve me in a discussion of the
Mormon religion, even just an academic discussion. I
have never been willing to enter a discussion with any
type of missionary. I do ask questions of persons as I do
of books, in order to know and understand. No one with
missionary intent has pursued me.

It is not mere hardness of heart that precludes a Jew
knowledgeable in Judaism from taking seriously the
Mormon argument from the Old Testament. There
simply is no meeting ground between the Mormon line
of argument and the Pharisaic or Rabbinic development
of Scripture into the Talmud. The one speaks of
Salvation in the next world; the other speaks of
Halachah, the Way, ethical conduct in human relations.
The knowledgeable Jew is also aware of over 2000 years
of Jewish experience and thought, of challenge and
response, after the Old Testament. And he cannot abide
the proof-text method.
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One Mormon gentleman started by saying that he
wanted to share something very precious with a friend.
We were acquaintances. A mature student from
California, who had been a helpful friend around my
office in OSH during the quarter, suddenly stopped
what he was doing and said, "Dr. Zucker, you are a
scholar and don’t accept any statement as true without
evidence. Have you investigated the evidence for the
Mormon religion?" I answered, No, surprised. I have not
made a scientific study of the Mormon religion, but I
have gained some knowledge of its fundamentals. And I
went on: "If I had been brought up the way you were, the
chances are I would be a Mormon. And if you had been
brought up the way I was, the chances are you would be
a Jew." People don’t adopt religions because they are true
but because the people feel deep, vital needs which are
better satisfied for them by the new religion than by the
one they already had.

A certain lady had long hoped that I would, by
association, be influenced to advance from inquirer to
investigator. After some years, she invited me, the only
Jew, to a dinner party at her home, the only time she ever
has, at which a member of the Council of the Twelve also
was a guest. After we had eaten a very elegant dinner,
the hostess asked this gentleman if he would kindly
explain the central teachings of the Mormon religion. He
spoke, briefly. Then I was asked to say what I thought.
Bravely, I opposed my conception of Old Testament
prophecy to his, evidence that I remained not ready for
conversion. This Elder, I thought afterwards, was
perhaps the one my hostess had at another time quoted,
meaning me: "That man will yet be a prophet unto his
people." I have been let pretty much alone. With all due
respect, I feel no need to change religions.

"There are no negatives?" people hearing all this are
bound to wonder. I should criticize the Authorities of
Zion? or the faithful of Zion? The Church has not thrust
itself upon me--the Church is not, in the new Englislh,
on my back. So, very humbly, I dare to say a negative
word or two.

(1) I wish the LDS Church would say something wise
and strong, something spiritual-statesmanly, warning
its people against the revived KKK. I believe the KKK
movement is a sickness in our society, and it is
appropriate for a Prophet of God to try to cleanse the
society of it or choke off its growth. The statement
against MX was a precedent. (2) I wish the Church
would preserve--if only as local historical shrines--such
fine old folk-designed and built church buildings as it has
been demolishing for reasons of cost. Such buildings,
the final analysis, are precious, unique souls, too. The
souls of the builders and users !ive in them. (3) In
general, the Mormon middle class here in Zion, while
authoritarian in religion, leans towards individualism--
rugged, acquisitive individualism--in economics and
government. The retired among them (I am speaking of
people of means), many of them (it is my impression),
vote down, or don’t vote for, proposed bond issues and
new taxes, which are intended to pay for civic
enhancements, not frills, because they won’t themselw~s
benefit from them. Myself aging and retired, I think this
is a serious criticism, if true.

"A Jew in Zion"--a Jew dwelling in the domain of the
Church--the LDS Church, of course--is similar to a Jew
dwelling close to the precincts of the Church of Rome. I

think of the LDS Church as couchant astride Main
Street--a sphinx, gigantical]!y present, alive and alert,
mysterious, her mind embracing the whole world,
smiling the smile of certainty of timelessness, in a world
constantly in flux, or slowly awakening. I think of the
Church Offices down town as a Victorian Number 10
Downing Street--the helm of a world-wide empire. In
fact, the LDS Church and Salt Lake Jewry have, to a
substantial degree, been as the two sticks of Ezekiel--
the stick of Judah (the Children of Israel) and the stick of
Joseph (the Mormons) have stayed close together in
concord.

The Church has done the Jews deeds of kindness: in
the early days, the gift of the Jews’ original cemetery,
incorporated now in the larger B’nai Israel cemetery,, and
the loan of Church buildings in Temple Square for High
Holyday worship before there was a synagogue--
Brigham Young, the benefactor in both ways; the
brotherly hand extended in gratitude with a nice check
to Congregation Montefiore, seventy-five years ago; a
similar act of brotherhood in Displaced Persons times
following World War II; and active help in the Jewish
effort to bring a Jewish state to birth in Palestine.
President George Albert Smith accepted Honorary
Chairmanship of the huge il.uncheon meeting held in
honor of Dr. James. MacDonald, later the first American
Minister to the State of Israel, in the Lafayette Ballroom
of the Hotel Utah. The meeting was sponsored by the
local Zionist organization, but the guests were gentile
notables, which means many Mormons. The date was
January 1948. Shortly after, at dinner-time, President
Smith called Louis Zucker at home, to assure him that
the Church was working for a Jewish state in Palestine
but doing so quietly because this was the effectual way
for the Church to help.

Dominant as the Church has been in Utah from the
beginning, the Jews of Salt Lake City have been perfectly
free to develop their communal life--of synagogue (both
Reform and Orthodox) and philanthropy and culture; it
is taken for granted that the Church approves of the
strengthening of Judaic Studies at the University of
Utah, and I know that the study of Judaic subjects should
not ignore the increasing resources at the Library of the
BYU. The Church has, from the early days, been
affirmative of Jewish existence in the world. The rabbis
of this city are received with ~:espect and good-will. The
Church has been a pillar of strength to our Sefardi,
Maurice Abravanel, in the growth to maturity of the
Utah Symphony Orchestra. She joins in honoring local
Jews. She takes pleasure in welcoming and entertaining
Jewish visitors to the city who merit this quality of
reception. She awaits with patience the day she hopes
for when the stick of Judah will be combined with the
stick of Joseph to make one stick to be divided
nevermore. Meanwhile, I will thrill as long as I live to the
spiritual romance of the boy praying in the grove (not
too unlike young Buddha) and of the Angel announcing,
summoning, assuring, above the city which is my good
home:

The lines have fallen for me in pleasant places. (Psalm
16:6)

Behold, how’ good and pleasant it is
When brothers dwell in u~dty! (Psalm 133:1)     ~
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