
SUNSTONESUNSTONE
MORMON EXPERIENCE, SCHOLARSHIP, ISSUES, AND ART

Landscape and the AmericanWest:
The Sacred, the Sublime, and the Suburbs

The Art of
Lane
Twitchell

By
Cherie K.
Woodworth

October 2002—$5.95 Issue 124

cover_124.qxd  10/8/02  12:16 PM  Page 2



U
P
C
O
M
I
N
G

S
Y
M
P
O
S
I
U
M
S

SAN FRANCISCO
SYMPOSIUM WEST
18–19 April 2003
Clarion Airport

San Francisco Hotel
Kim McCall <kim@kimmccall.org>
Richard Rands <rands7@aol.com>

John Hatch <SunstoneSY@aol.com>
Please email queries to all three addresses.

WASHINGTON, D.C.
2–3 May 2003
Site still being negotiated

Kirk and Becky Linford <efu82@cox.net>
John Hatch <SunstoneSY@aol.com>
Please email queries to both address.

Sunstone seeks to celebrate and
explore Mormon experience,

scholarship issues, and art through
diverse approaches and from

many perspectives. From
reflective essay to artistic

expression, we strive for excellence
in thought and quality in

presentation. Sessions may be
scholarly papers, panel discussions,

interviews, personal essays,
sermons, dramatic performances,
literary readings, debates, comic
routines, art displays, or musical

presentations.

Please consider making a proposal
for a paper, panel, or other type of

presentation. A detailed call for
papers will be sent soon to past

symposium attenders, presenters,
and subscribers who live

in that region, and calls will also be
available on Sunstone’s website

<www.sunstoneonline.com>. To be
assured of receiving a notice, or to
ask about an idea you have, please

contact the listed symposium
organizers by email.

SALT LAKE CITY
13–16 AUGUST 2003

John Hatch <SunstoneSY@aol.com>
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CULTURAL BLINDERS

I APPRECIATE JAY Stirling’s enlightened
observations about racial and ethnic prej-

udice in his essay, “Complicity” (SUNSTONE,
July 2002). Having spent many of my forma-
tive years in a culturally monolithic environ-
ment like Stirling’s, (the only African-
American family in my parents’ neighbor-
hood was Utah Jazz star, Karl Malone’s), I’m
impressed by the young author’s sensitivity
and sophistication regarding racism in the
Church. The people of Switzerland will be
well served for the next two years by this
missionary.

Stirling presents many contemporary
manifestations of prejudice and concludes,
“Racism in the Church is not a product of
doctrine but a product of culture.” This begs
the question: To what extent are doctrine and
culture connected? Nowhere does Stirling
mention the prejudicial passages in the scrip-
tures. I find the recurrent racist themes in the
Book of Mormon most distressing. I wonder
how these passages contribute to racism oc-
curring in Mormon culture.

For instance, why among white-skinned
cultures does it seem perfectly reasonable for
the Lord to cause a black skin to come upon
the Lamanites because of their wickedness (2
Ne. 5:21)? Is the oft-repeated description
“dark and loathesome” intended to be figura-
tive? Why would bi-racial offspring of a
Nephite and Lamanite be cursed? And a re-
lated question: What kind of society deems
darker skin a curse anyway? (My spouse,
who is of minority race, has joked that my
own “white and delightsome” skin is prone
to sunburn.) But seriously, how will I explain
to my future children, who will likely have a
darker complexion than mine, the messy im-
plications of the verses that describe how the
skin of Lamanites who later joined with the
righteous “became white . . . and their young
men and their daughters became exceedingly
fair” (3 Ne. 2:14–16)? 

In fairness, other Book of Mormon pas-
sages serve as counters to this question of
“cursed skin.” In Jacob 3:9, the Lord com-
mands the Nephites to “revile no more
against them [the Lamanites] because of the
darkness of their skins.” And during my own
mission experience, I frequently referred to
the verse where God “inviteth them all to
come unto him and partake of his goodness;
and he denieth none that come unto him,
black and white, bond and free, male and fe-
male;” (2 Ne. 26:33).

Coming to terms with our biases, whether
they be towards those of a different race, eth-
nicity, sexual orientation, or theoretical tem-
perament is liberating even as it is painful.
Recognizing some of the cultural and doctri-
nal sources of these views is painful as well.
So I applaud efforts by column editor Darron
Smith and others who are attempting to ad-
dress these challenging issues honestly. By
discussing our prejudice, and its sources, we
Mormons may evolve into a more peculiar—
and less dysfunctional—people.

W. PRESTON LEAR
Winters, California

FORBIDDEN TALENTS

I VERY MUCH enjoyed reading Wayne
Schow’s essay, “Spiritual Communities

and Individual Needs” (SUNSTONE, July
2002). When I consider the words and ex-
amples of Jesus in the New Testament, they
seem preponderantly sympathetic toward the
community side of the continuum Schow de-
scribes. Jesus consistently challenged rigid
laws, forums, and institutions in order to
minister uniquely to individuals of all walks
of life and soul states. Schow asks, “Are men
and women made for the Church, or is the
Church made for men and women?” When I
read President Hinckley’s message in the
September Ensign about a Bishop’s effort to
use the talents of a young man to get him ac-
tive in the Church, I wondered why no one
seems to comment on how many enthusias-
tic and honorable members are rejected and
forbidden to share their talents within the
Church!

From my own experiences, I have learned
that individual acquisition of knowledge and
truth is not to be accepted unless it agrees
with the teachings of today’s prophets. It is
clear that dead prophets can be accused of
preaching false doctrines. Does this mean
that the teachings of prophets now living will
also be fair game when they are dead? 

RHODA THURSTON
Hatch, New Mexico

RUTH REVISITED

I N HIS REFLECTIONS on the historicity
of the Book of Ruth in the July 2002

SUNSTONE, Brian Stuy suggests that the
writer of Ruth meant to subvert Ezra’s cam-
paign “to require all men to divorce and ex-
pel from their families wives and children
who were not pure Israelites” (Ezra 10). The
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HELLO!
Sunstone welcomes a new 

member to its family,
ETHAN JOHN HATCH

son of John and Emily Hatch
born 3 September 2002
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writer enlists readers sympathy and admira-
tion for widowed Moabitess Ruth and her
widowed Israelite mother-in-law Naomi as
they try to make a life in Naomi’s former
hometown.

I think Stuy is right about the value and
function of the real or imaginary Ruth, for
why else would the writer add all the details
we read? Why would Naomi send Ruth into
Boaz’s bed by night and why would Boaz
would let her stay for a while? Are these the
noblest professions writers could create for
Old Testament women? Then the writer em-
phasizes how Boaz dutifully pays off a nearer
kinsman to wed Ruth. Soon Ruth bears son
Obed, clearly not a pure Israelite, and Obed
ultimately begats Jesse, who begats the future
King David. But Ruth’s ancestry is never
itemized—only male lineage seems impor-
tant and recorded. (The recorded lineage of
Mary, mortal mother of Christ, is not the ma-
ternal one, either.) Since it is fair to conjec-
ture that Boaz, whose lineage does rate, could
have sired Obed by any woman,  Stuy’s thesis
about the writer choosing Ruth to serve a
specific polemical purpose seems quite plau-
sible.

RICKY SHAW
Spokane, Washington

NOT A TYPICAL MORMON

I HAVE JUST finished reading the wonder-
ful tributes to Eugene England in

SUNSTONE’s January 2002 issue. I knew
Gene only briefly and superficially in the late
1970s when he and Charlotte moved into the
Kaysville 2nd Ward. The first time he spoke
in sacrament meeting, I knew he was not
your typical Mormon. His was the first talk in
the eight years since I had converted to
Mormonism that struck the chords of my in-
tellect. Sacrament meeting talks were gener-
ally shallow, superficial, and not very well
delivered. Few Mormons plumb the depths
of theology and ask the larger questions of
faith as I had been taught to do in my liberal
Protestant upbringing. Brother England was
different. I just didn’t know how different he
was. I left Kaysville and the Church, in 1981,
after several years of struggle with the con-
fines of Mormon dogma.

In the mid-1980s, I returned to attend a
Sunstone symposium and had the opportu-
nity to sit down and talk with Gene. It was an
eye-opening experience. We discussed the
Church, how I could not survive spiritually in
the confines it placed on individuals, and
how he could not only survive but thrive in it.
I found it difficult to understand how, given
his deep intellect, he could be content, even

happy, within Mormonism’s walls. I so ad-
mired how he was willing to ask questions
and even more willing to accept the answers
and not be afraid of the consequences.

After reading this issue detailing the per-
son he had become, I now understand better
why he stayed in Mormonism. He brought
strength to those who were weakened spiri-
tually by Church authority and dogma; he
helped people believe in their own faith and
not be afraid to ask questions or explore is-
sues. He gave people who otherwise might
have left Mormonism a reason to stay and de-
velop their faith. And he offered me an ac-
ceptance, even an understanding, of my own
path that had led me out of Mormonism and
to a rediscovery of my Christian roots.

What a wonderful legacy! I am privileged
to have known him, even if so briefly. Thank
you for doing such a wonderful tribute to this
man who truly touched everyone he met.

CLARE GOLDSBERRY
Phoenix, Arizona

Letters for publication are edited for clarity, tone,
and space. Send to <SunstoneUT@aol.com>.
Letters to authors are forwarded, unopened. 

Visit <www.Sunstoneonline.com> to
comment or to read comments by others. 

WORDS OF MORMONS
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AT THE 2002 Salt
Lake Symposium,
the Sunstone Board

of Trustees and Sunstone
staff held their second an-
nual “town meeting.” This
session allowed the Board
to renew its commitment
to maintaining an open
forum within Mormonism,

report a stronger organization, boast about
achievements of the past year, and seek feed-
back from interested members of the
Sunstone community. 

OPEN FORUM: The creation and maintenance
of an “open forum” has always been the core
reason for Sunstone’s existence, and we want
to continue. We seek to carry on the tradition
of balanced presentations of Mormon topics
with various points of view expressed.
Obtaining representative ideas from some
segments of the community remains prob-
lematic because of discouragement commu-
nicated formally and informally by Church
and BYU officials against publishing and pre-
senting. We continue to strive to have those
positions modified because all major sides of
issues need to be heard.

SUNSTONE STAFF: Since Sunstone’s incep-
tion, the very real problem of having enough
staff and paying them enough money to
allow them to stay on has cast a shadow on
its bright history. Those few wonderful souls
who have run the enterprise were forced to
wear many hats and carry immense adminis-
trative and creative burdens. And ultimately,
each burned out to some degree. It became
clear that if Sunstone were to have a hopeful
future, the organization would have to take a
gamble and hire additional staff at more pro-
fessional wages, trusting that if efficiency, ser-
vices, and subscriptions increased, Sunstone
would be able to raise additional funds to
match the increased overhead.

So far, this gamble has paid off. In the past
two years, we have obtained the services of

three bright minds to go with the veteran
mercantile director and associate editor,
Carol Quist. Dan Wotherspoon, who has a
Ph.D. in religion from Claremont, directs the
effort as editor and executive director.
William Stanford, CPA, (whom you will be
able to meet better in the pages which
follow) came aboard as Sunstone’s publisher
and has done a great job professionalizing
the organization’s financial management
practices and has brought the Sunstone
Education Foundation into full compliance
with government regulations. John Hatch,
who joined the staff this past January, pro-
vides much needed support as the magazine’s
managing editor and coordinator of our sym-
posiums.

MAGAZINE: We are pleased to note that the
bolstered, reorganized staff has been able to
return SUNSTONE to a much more regular
publishing schedule with three issues in
2001 and a total of five projected for this
year. This is the fourth issue this year. A fifth
is scheduled for December. We continue to
receive an abundance of good articles and
other types of submissions that stretch our
capacity to use them—a problem we en-
courage and appreciate. Judging from the
mainly positive comments we receive,
readers seem pleased by the magazine’s gen-
eral format and mix of topics. We encourage
even more feedback, either through letters to
the editor or more informal channels.

SYMPOSIUMS: We have held five symposiums
in 2001–02, and a sixth is scheduled in
Seattle on 19 October. Judging from our up-
dated, more-reliable information system, at-
tendance and participation have shown
moderate to strong increases during both
years. Our aim to have history, current
events, religious experience, humor, faith,
doubt, reverence, politics, morality, contro-
versy, and critical thinking mix in one pot-
pourri celebrating Mormon experience
appears to have been met during these
events. Our experiment this year to hold

workshops in connection with the sympo-
sium drew positive reviews by the partici-
pants. Having learned several important
lessons from this year’s event, we plan to try
workshops again next year. We are also very
much looking forward to next year’s Salt
Lake Symposium scheduled for 13–16
August. 2003 marks the twenty-fifth an-
niversary of the lifting of the priesthood ban
for men of African descent, as well as the
tenth anniversary of the Church actions
taken against several prominent LDS intellec-
tuals. We anticipate many exciting presenta-
tions dealing with these and other topics.

WEBSITE: Our website, <www.sunstoneon-
line.com>, vastly improved this year. It now
allows interested parties to buy the books we
carry, renew subscriptions, register for sym-
posiums, find out what’s going on at
Sunstone, and other dot.com kinds of activi-
ties. We are committed to making it even
more functional and user-friendly, especially
adding more information to the database
which provides the information for the site
searches. If you have a computer and the in-
clination, please volunteer to help in catego-
rizing and entering data regarding past
magazine issues and symposiums.

FINANCIAL STATUS: Virtually all not-for-profit
endeavors suffer from chronic financial
stress. Funds received from magazine sub-
scriptions and symposium attendance are
not sufficient to cover their production costs
and sustain the organization’s infrastructure
Hence, the need remains for us to ask again
and again for cash and other contributions to
the organization. The generosity of our sup-
porters during the past year has provided us
a better financial base than we have experi-
enced in previous years, but we will still need
more. (More complete financial details are
contained in William Stanford’s report in the
pages that follow.) Expanding our subscriber
base by finding those Mormons with in-
quiring minds remains a constant priority.
Help us by contacting the office with names
and addresses of potential subscribers. We
will send a complimentary issue to show
them what we offer. 

THE FUTURE: The trustees and staff are
strongly committed to continuing the Sun-
stone venture you have known, loved, and
supported for these past twenty-eight years.
We are working to attract more and younger
participants, increase the subscription base,
build up financial resources, and find new
and interesting topics for consideration. We
solicit your help in all these areas.

F R O M  T H E  B O A R D  O F  T R U S T E E S

NOTES FROM A TOWN MEETING

By J. Frederick (Toby) Pingree, Chair
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I WAS FORTUNATE to arrive at a time of
transition for Sunstone. The Board of
Trustees had many new members. A

new editor was hired shortly after I was.
Sunstone faced daunting financial chal-
lenges. But fortunately, it also had a hard-
fought, quarter-century history of doing a lot
of great and wonderful things. In other
words, it was controlled chaos—my spe-
cialty. I try to identify problems, offer pos-
sible solutions, and establish priorities while
also doing things on a current basis that will
keep the water bailed out of the boat. In
Sunstone’s case, the bailing involved juggling
IRS and State of Utah demands, creditors, an
outdated database, an aging core of sup-
porters, a few egos, computer viruses, de-
clining resources, and increased costs—just
to name a few.

With Board patience, help, and a unified
staff, our team has established order and
Sunstone is heading forward again. But be-
cause my personal mantra is “History is
great, but what have we done lately?” I am
looking beyond the current horizon and
hoping we’ll be able to establish a more per-
manent Sunstone future. As the Church ex-
pands, I believe Sunstone, too, must reach
farther out of the comfort of the Wasatch
front and our limited operations and ser-
vices..

If Sunstone is to “think globally and act
regionally,” as corporate America trumpets
today, we need fresh new ideas, the courage
to take chances, and the additional resources
that the future will require. One problem is
that our subscription base is declining even
as the Church is growing faster than all other
U.S. denominations. Are fewer people asking
questions? Are reflections on “scholarship, is-
sues, and art” no longer significant? Have we
lost touch with our constituency? Are our
ways of presenting our forums no longer ap-
pealing to a large audience more impressed
by the Internet and high-speed communica-
tion? We are asking these questions at
Sunstone, and we welcome comments and
suggestions from all of you.

HOW’D A NICE BOY FROM TEXAS
END UP A MORMON IN UTAH?

I AM A fifth-generation Texan with a de-
gree in accounting from the University of
Texas in Austin. I gained extensive work

experience in industry, non-profit organiza-
tions, and public accounting in various ca-
pacities over the years. In 1999, I developed
an interest in a startup company that sold
golf products and conducted golf tourna-
ments around the U. S. At the time, I had my
own CPA practice in Austin. As the startup’s
chief financial officer and developer of the
specialized software that tracked its activities
nation-wide, competing demands on my
time forced me to choose between my prac-
tice and the potential of this dot.com com-
pany. I sold my CPA practice.

Unfortunately, after we had spent a year
working very hard to build this company to
the break-even point, the controlling stock-
holder decided to sell his interest to a com-
pany in Draper, Utah, who was affiliated with
Fila, a giant in the sports apparel market. I
had no choice but to sell my minority in-
terest. It then fell upon me to help the busi-
ness transition to Utah and its new owner. I
agreed to do this with the understanding that
this process would take no more than three
weeks in Utah and I would then return to
Texas. Three weeks stretched to three
months, and the new owners asked me to be
the controller for the acquiring company. By
then, I had developed a strong attachment to
the mountains and an appreciation of the
people I had met. 

Salt Lake and Austin were very similar.
Both were highly rated as desirable places to
live, had a strong high-tech industry, were of
comparable size, and had highly rated uni-
versities. And both were growing rapidly. So I
invited my wife RoeSharon and my son
Collin to visit Utah and decide if our family
might have a future here. The decision had to
be unanimous.

My family arrived in a snow storm (it
snows in Austin only every ten years), and

through rain, snow, and slush, we made a 48-
hour whirlwind tour of the valley—schools,
housing, shopping, Temple Square, and
more. At the last moment, the weather
cleared and the valley glowed in the warmth
of the afternoon sun. The vote was 3–0 to
move to Utah. 

While I continued to commute between
Texas and Utah, my wife busily tried to sell
our house and learn more about Utah and its
people. I didn’t know she had even ordered
materials from the “Mormons.” At first, she
had requested that no missionaries were to
call, but she soon after changed her mind and
began taking the lessons. And during one of
my return trips home, she was baptized in
Cedar Park, Texas. When the missionaries
began to focus on me, I ducked back to Utah.

Eventually, the family moved to the home
I had bought in Sandy, a new set of mission-
aries and the entire neighborhood began a
concentrated effort to drag me to the bap-
tismal font, and my new employer found in-
numerable ways to destroy itself. Result: I
found myself baptized and looking for em-
ployment in a foreign land.

While we were taking temple preparation
lessons, RoeSharon and I began asking
harder questions. About this same time, we
heard of something called Sunstone. But no
one in Sandy seemed to know much about it,
or they were reluctant to share their thoughts
with us. Fortunately, we found Sunstone
listed in the phone directory and obtained a
few back issues, which led us to the writings
of Karl Sandberg, Eugene England, and D.
Michael Quinn, among others—and we

F R O M  T H E  P U B L I S H E R

A NEW CHALLENGE
By William Stanford

WILLIAM STANFORD is Sunstone’s publisher and business manager. He is a CPA and has a B.A. in
accounting from the University of Texas at Austin.

A man of diverse talents, William Stanford
stands in front of the new sign he designed

and built for the Sunstone office.
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found their approaches to Mormonism to be
very positive.

I volunteered to help at the 2000 Salt
Lake Symposium, where I also had the op-
portunity to interview with members of the
Board of Trustees for the publisher and busi-
ness manager position. My accounting, man-
agement, Internet, and computer
background fit nicely with Sunstone’s needs.
A month later, I was hired.

OF BUDGETS AND BUILDING 
FOR A PERMANENT FUTURE

F OR ITS ENTIRE existence, the
Sunstone Foundation and its suc-
cessor, the Sunstone Education

Foundation,1 has depended upon the gen-
erosity of friends and believers in its mission

to carry out its activities and services. To view
a brief history of the level of this dependence,
visit <www.sunstoneonline.com>, click on
“About Sunstone” and then on “Financial
history” which gives a five-year overview.
This summary shows that about 59% of
Sunstone’s gross revenue is derived from do-
nations. Further, most of Sunstone’s revenue-
generating activities, such as the magazine,
symposiums, and bookstore, cover only their
direct and indirect costs, which exclude staff
salaries, office expenses, and related costs. In
short, donations primarily cover Sunstone’s
overhead costs.

For the past year, Sunstone has success-
fully operated within the constraints of an
annual budget, and we fully intend to con-
tinue to do so. With limited funds and a
small staff, we must concentrate our efforts in

those areas which will best serve our con-
stituency, and since we are also committed to
providing only high quality products and
services, the number of activities we can
properly manage is limited. But we have re-
quests for additional services that are both
worthy and needed if we are to meet the de-
mands of a changing Mormon world. We are
growing in controlled steps to meet these re-
quests only as we have the funds and staff to
deliver them. Simply put, we won’t en-
cumber Sunstone with debt that risks its fu-
ture in any way.

We are trying to prepare for a strong
Sunstone future in several ways. We believe a
logical first step is to build a separate “insur-
ance” fund equivalent to one year’s normal
overhead costs. Monies in this fund would be
invested and maintained by the Board, not

WOULD YOU PLEASE CONSIDER . . . 

. . . BEING A DESIGNATED CONTACT PERSON FOR SUNSTONE IN YOUR CITY, REGION, OR STATE?

Probably the most wistful but earnest calls to the Sunstone office are from people wanting to find
other Sunstoners. Usually callers are people who feel alone, thinking they’re the only one in their area
who is exploring the kinds of faith questions they are--but they hope it isn’t so. They crave a commu-
nity of fellow seekers, even just a few friends with thoughtful and sympathetic ears.

Because we keep our database confidential, we’ve been able only to encourage callers to attend our symposiums and strike up
conversations with other symposium enthusiasts. We tell them that perhaps they’ll even see people from their ward or stake who
they hadn’t known were Sunstone fans.

To help facilitate inquiries (and because it’s interesting), we’ve placed a United States map on our website, <www.sunstoneon-
line.com>. A web user can click on “About Sunstone,” find the map and then point the mouse at a particular state to immedi-
ately see how many Sunstoner subscribers and supporters live there, and (when you respond to this request!) learn who they
might contact to begin to get to know others in their area.

. . . HOSTING A SUNSTONE GATHERING IN YOUR AREA?

Sunstone’s staff and board would very much like to meet with more of you, to learn about your needs and hear your ideas for the
magazine and other Sunstone forums. Please contact us if you’d be willing to host a gathering in your area. These “cottage meet-
ings” could take many forms, from simple fireside-type meetings to more formal evenings that might include a meal. Let’s plan it
together. Sunstone can help underwrite some or all of the expenses.

. . . BECOMING A DATA ENTRY VOLUNTEER?

People regularly call us to help find a past magazine article or symposium presentation, and our memories and indexes are be-
hind the times! If you have a few hours to give, a good Internet connection, and a personal computer with Internet Explorer, we
want you!

Our first projects in this area involve asking you would look through past issues of Sunstone (which we can supply!) and from
an on-screen list of topics—such as Church history, world religions, marriage and family, Mormon theology—you would choose
as many as apply to each magazine feature. We ultimately hope to do the same thing with all past symposiums and our book-
store inventory. Once this categorization is complete, a web user will be able to cross-reference all of Sunstone’s historic informa-
tion, a powerful and free reference tool!

. . . COMPLETING THE SURVEY INSERTED IN THIS ISSUE?

It will cost you a 37-cent stamp (or more, if you feel inspired to enclose a check, too!), but we’d very much like to learn more
about you and the reasons for your interest in Sunstone. The survey itself has only a few short questions, but we encourage you
comment at any length you prefer and send them along in the same envelope!
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the staff. It could be used for normal opera-
tions only should an emergency arise, such
as a sudden drop in the normal level of dona-
tions, and only then with Board approval. We
will be soliciting for this fund on a direct ap-
peal basis. Through our successes in control-
ling costs and increasing income this year, we
have already deposited $20,000 into this
separate bank account.

A second step involves “planned giving.”
The focus of this approach is to ask loyal
supporters to consider including Sunstone in
their financial and estate planning. Under
current U. S. Treasury law and regulations,
planned giving often yields many potential
immediate and future financial and tax bene-
fits for both the individual and recipient or-
ganization. In no way is Sunstone in the
business of giving financial or tax advice. We
are simply pointing out that options such as
specific bequests in a will, the establishment
of a trust, various life income arrangements
(such as charitable gift annuities or charitable
remainder trusts), and gifts other than cash
(such as real estate, life insurance, appreci-
ated securities, or retirement funds) are being
recognized by many as wonderful ways to

support non-profit organizations while also
accruing benefits to themselves.

Since funds received from the planned
giving arena are unpredictable and may at
times be quite sizeable, they are being placed
into what will become a permanent endow-
ment fund. As the endowment grows, earn-
ings from conservative investments will
begin to cover more and more of Sunstone’s
overhead costs without impacting the prin-
cipal. 

The Sunstone staff consists of only four
employees, and there are only so many hours
in a workday—we can accomplish only so
much. We could use an extra hand or two.
Fortunately, we have a loyal group of local
volunteers who help us with recurring and
special projects, such as stuffing and
stamping, mailings, filling special orders, and
staffing registration tables at symposiums.
However, we have several more needs for
help. And we have set up ways you may help
both at the Sunstone office and around the
county. Please see the sidebar on page 6, or
contact us if you are interesting in volun-
teering in some way. I look forward to
working with you!

A CALL FOR EDITORS 
TO EDIT

Dialogue: A Journal of Mormon Thought
For a 5-Year Term from January 1, 2004 through December 31, 2008 

EDITOR’S JOB DESCRIPTION: Organize an editorial team to produce a quarterly journal of
about 200 pages per issue. Tasks include soliciting, editing and publishing in the fields of his-
tory, theology and scriptural studies, arts and sciences, personal essays, fiction, poetry, re-
views, and letters. The editors will work with the Board of Directors who will provide
resource support as well as editorial and foundation policy. The new editors will work with
the current editors for a transition period of several months during which they will learn the
tasks needed to produce the journal.

DESIRED QUALIFICATIONS: Experience as an editor or reviewer for scholarly or literary jour-
nals, magazines or books; familiarity with the literature of Mormon and religious studies;
commitment to balance, fairness, relevance and to spending the effort needed to publish the
journal on time and within budget while maintaining the journal’s high level of quality. 

COMPENSATION AND COMMENTS: Compensation will be comparable to that of similar schol-
arly and literary journals. We invite individuals or teams to propose themselves or recom-
mend others. The search and selection process will be competitive. The Dialogue Editors
Selection Committee will review all proposals, which should be submitted by Dec. 1, 2002.
Send inquiries regarding additional proposal requirements to Allen Roberts at 130 S. 1300 E.
#806, Salt Lake City, Utah 84102; phone (801)-364-3262 (H), (801)-355-5915 (W) or e-mail:
allen@crsarchitects.com.

Dialogue Business Office: Box 58423, SLC, UT 84158 • 801-274-8210
e-mail: dialoguebusiness@peoplepc.com or www.dialoguejournal.com
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I BEGAN AT Sunstone in January 2001
and enjoyed a whirlwind few months
apprenticing with Elbert Peck. We

worked on the mechanics of putting together
a magazine, talking about everything from
serif and non-serif fonts to layout to how to
tweak boxes and paragraphs to make every-
thing fit in the space we’ve allowed. I lis-
tened, watched, practiced, remembered, and
have kept Elbert’s voice and insights in mind
even as we’ve become more confident in our
own experimentations with different looks
and features. But mostly, Elbert and I talked
about Sunstone—what it is, what it isn’t,
where it had been, and what challenges lay
ahead. Anyone who has ever heard Elbert re-
flect on such things knows what a wonderful
experience this was!

As I listened to Elbert recount stories of
Sunstone’s founding and the struggles and
triumphs of its youthful early leaders—and
without Elbert’s ever saying so—I began to
understand that although my name would
now be forever linked with his and Scott’s,
Peggy’s, Allen’s, and Daniel’s, I really wasn’t of
that generation of Sunstone leaders. Oh, I’m
close enough in age to fit comfortably with
them that way, but generations are really de-
fined by experiential touchstones, and,
Sunstone-wise, our experiences will always
be too different. We’ll always be together on
the masthead, and I’ll always consider them
prized friends and mentors, but they’ll al-
ways be the “Sunbeams” (a name given them
at a recent symposium), and our current
gang and our successors will never be.

As many readers know, the world lost one
of its happiest and most compassionate sons,
and Sunstone lost one of its Sunbeams, with
the sudden, tragic passing of Daniel Hartman
Rector. And, like everyone else who felt a
connection with him, I’ve been mourning
and trying to come to terms with his loss. I’ve
been greatly blessed to be able to work with
his family and some of his closest friends in
readying the tributes and reflections that
follow. As you read them, I hope you, too,
will scream against his death most unfair but
will also be moved, like those who knew him
in life were, to be more graceful and forgiving
towards yourself and others. 

In addition to their falling directly in front
of Daniel’s In Memoriam section, my reflec-
tions here are also influenced by their imme-
diately following a “State of the Foundation”
report from Toby Pingree, chair of Sunstone’s
board of trustees, and a sort of “stepping out
of the shadows” introduction to and reflec-
tion from our talented publisher, William
Stanford. The stories on those pages also evi-
dence a generational change: today’s
Sunstone is not yesterday’s Sunstone.

S UNSTONE was founded by bright and
energetic students eager to bring in-
sights from their studies and their ex-

citement about ideas, contemporary issues,
art, and everything else into conversation
with their faith. They had expansive views
about human potential and trusted fully that
the gospel and church they loved could stand
up to and even grow in response to their
questions and insights. They had an inno-
cence and shared a consciousness with many
other Latter-day Saints, then found those
folks and invited them to write for the maga-
zine and speak at the conferences they orga-
nized. And within a short time, SUNSTONE
became an exciting place to publish, and
Sunstone symposiums the best place for
scholars, professionals, and free-lance
thinkers from every place along the theolog-
ical spectrum to introduce their studies and
test their hypotheses before an intelligent,
engaged, and good-hearted audience.

Intellect, energy, creativity, and faith do
not always translate into a sound financial
base, so Sunstone was almost always in the
red. Even as they put on great symposiums
and produced thoughtful publications, those
staff members lived lives of near-complete
consecration. Still, they worked and dreamed
and moved valiantly ahead until their fami-
lies grew so large or the pain and scars from
years of fighting the good fight became so
great that, given their poverty and Sunstone’s
uncertain future, they just couldn’t answer
another bell. It is their sacrifices—of com-
fort, of security, of innocence about how or-
ganizations like churches work—that will
always keep them the Sunbeams and will for-
ever keep us of the next generation from

being full-fledged members of their cohort. 
But that’s OK. The world never stays the

same, and neither can organizations. As
Toby’s and William’s reports describe,
Sunstone has begun writing a new chapter
and is fiscally off to a very sound start. Our
staff wages are those of a new generation,
providing greater stability for the organiza-
tion and allowing us to support our families.
We have good production equipment. We’re
budgeting wisely. And we are new in another
way, for we’ve begun operating under a dif-
ferent name, the Sunstone Education
Foundation, Inc. This change was initiated
by the discovery of an incorporation mistake
made years ago that, if not dealt with, could
have threatened the deductibility of dona-
tions made to Sunstone. But through
William’s and Toby’s good CPA minds and
wonderful (and free!) guidance by a local tax
attorney (who prefers to keep his good works
private), tax-deductibility has been protected
and we’ve been reborn under this new impri-
matur debt-free and fully certified as a sec-
tion 501 (c) (3) non-profit organization.
Now that’s turning lemons into lemonade!

The events of the past decade have also
made us a much more sober organization.
Now, I don’t mean we’ve quit laughing (just
order a few symposium tapes, and you’ll find
out that’s not true!), nor have we changed
our mission to help foster a welcome and af-
firming environment for Latter-day Saints of
all varieties to share their best thinking and
authentic experiences. Like the Sunbeams,
we’re still idealistic, but perhaps our resolve
to fight for an open forum within
Mormonism is a quieter one than that of past
years. We know it is time to build a secure
foundation that will allow Sunstone to exist
as long as there are Latter-day Saints who are
striving to bring deep loving and deep
thinking together in their spiritual lives but
who aren’t finding the support or community
needed within their home wards and stakes.
We’re an organization that still needs its
hares, of course, but now, more than ever,
needs steady and solid tortoises.

I hope we’re growing in other ways, as
well. We as individuals and an organization
know even more fully the pain that comes
from others not seeing us as we see ourselves.
But I think we’re beginning to understand
better that when the day comes that
Sunstone’s gifts to our beloved tradition be-
come known, it will be through
acclamation—they will be apparent to all!—
not proclamation. We’re sobered, under-
standing better that the magic or Spirit that
transforms worthy ideas into powerful agents
that strike hearts and inspire life more abun-

F R O M  T H E  E D I T O R

INNOCENCE LOST

By Dan Wotherspoon
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dant is something holy that operates only in
an environment of love and respect. We still
know the importance of keeping eyes open
to irony and incongruity, and we still want to
say something about the things we spot, but
we’ve learned that sarcasm is usually best left
outside the door. I also think we’ve caught on
better to what Elbert, especially, had been
working very hard to help us see: that
Sunstone must be marked by true inclusive-
ness and a willingness to hear and truly listen
to the insights and experiences from all quar-
ters of the Church and not by perpetuating
some image or the other as the “typical
Sunstoner.” 

W E cry out from hearts broken by
Daniel’s death, and a part of us
wants to stay angry, to remain

uncomforted. But find healing we must.
Many among us are crying out from injus-
tices of other kinds, from the unimaginable
pain of abuse, the deep sadness that comes
when we’re misunderstood, the loneliness of
not having someone with whom we can
share all of ourselves, all parts of our faith
journeys. But live on we must. Our inno-
cence may be lost, but our resolve is not. 

OF THE FOUR subjects listed on SUNSTONE covers as primary areas of focus—Mormon experience,
scholarship, issues, and art—the one listed last is, too often, the least covered, especially the visual arts.
We’re trying to rectify this somewhat by this issue that features a cover story about Lane Twitchell, a young
LDS artist whose work is beginning to make a splash on the national and international scene, and also that
celebrates through a portrait and short biographical sketch, Kathy Wilson, Sunstone’s favorite gallery
owner and tireless organizer of many of the benefit art sales and auctions held in connection with Salt
Lake symposiums.

In keeping with this theme, I’m pleased to introduce a young artist, Jonathan Coombs, whose tal-
ents and help we’ve grown to appreciate very much this past year. We first met Jonathan when he an-

swered a flyer we placed with the University of Utah art department advertising our need for illustrators and
cartoonists who would be interested in “building their portfolio” (read: working for very little money). We were excited by the work Jonathan
showed us at our first meeting and were even more pleased by the first piece he produced for us, a painting for Susan Palmer’s short story,
“Breakthrough” (SUNSTONE, Apr. 2002). At the time he delivered that painting to us, we had been brainstorming what we might do for the
Salt Lake Winter Olympics-themed cover we were planning for our April issue. So we asked him if he wanted to develop a few concepts for
us. He did, and we ended up working with him in a splendid collaboration that ultimately led to the “Moroni with the torch” image on that
cover.

Since then, we’ve used Jonathan for two other projects many of you have already seen: our Sunstone Workshops logo (top left) and the
design for this year’s symposium T-shirt (Jonathan’s modeling it above). He’s also produced something you haven’t seen until now, a billboard
concept (see below), we hope to use for the next several years to advertise our Salt Lake symposiums and workshops. (The design allows for
changing the dates from year to year.)

Jonathan is in his final semester before gradu-
ating with a B.F.A. in illustration, and he is just
now starting his own graphics design company.
And for good measure, he just recently married.
We’re excited for him!

If you are interested in contacting Jonathan
about design work, please use: (801)-486-1833 or
<visualfunction@hotmail.com>.

—DAN WOTHERSPOON

sUNSTONE
cHRISTMAS pARTY

please join us for

Great music and laughs

fun conversations

tasty refreshments

christmas gift book shopping

author signings AND witty toasts

make merry with great friends

help decorate the famous sunstone tree

in suns, moons. stars, all-seeing eyes,

and other judeo-christian icons

If you can, please bring an
unwrapped toys for tots gift

tHURSDAY 5 dECEMBER 2002, 6–8 PM
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In Memoriam

Daniel Hart

1956–2002
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W ITHOUT DANIEL RECTOR,
Sunstone would not be alive.
And now, without Daniel our

sunlight is less: he shined so! While
climbing Mt. Superior in Utah’s Little
Cottonwood Canyon with a friend early
on the morning of 4 September 2002,
Daniel died as he lived—engaging life
with passion and joy.

In 1986, after a futile year of trying to
recruit a successor, the great but burned-
out SUNSTONE editor Peggy Fletcher, in
desperation, announced her departure
date, leaving the organization’s fate uncer-
tain, and many insiders predicted demise
without the great leader. At Peggy’s
farewell banquet, needing to announce
some succession, the search committee
punted with an unknown—the part-time
business manager Sunstone had hired
only three months earlier. When the
name Daniel H. Rector was announced as the
new Foundation president, there were gasps
and whispered doubts. Would the son of a
General Authority try to remake SUNSTONE
into the Ensign?

But Daniel had the right stuff, barrels of it:
self-confidence, intelligence, passion, and
pure energy. After going on a bike ride with
Daniel, Mormon cartoonist Pat Bagley, who
runs marathons, said he wasn’t sure about
going again: “Daniel’s idea of fun is racing up
a 90-degree incline!” Daniel gave the same to
Sunstone, and he immediately began re-
building and recruiting. After three days of
relentless lobbying, Daniel persuaded me to
join his team, and for the next five years we
worked in a joyful companionship as pub-
lisher and editor. 

Those early days were hard. Every office
system had to be recreated. Even when we
had to work for months out of boxes and fur-
niture stacked in a basement hall, Daniel was
cheerful, plodding one by one through his in-
finite list of tasks. While draining the swamp,
we looked at the stars and dreamed grand
possibilities for Sunstone and the Church. He

wanted to start a Sunstone theological book-
store/cafe that would host regular speakers
and be the main hang-out for Mormon intel-
lectuals. He loved being with people of good
will and discussing good things.

Daniel’s achievements were considerable.
He staged regular, new-subscriber mass-
mailings that offered free books to names on
every mailing list he could get. Sunstone was
deep in debt, owing almost two hundred
thousand dollars to creditors and the IRS.
The IRS agreed to his payment plan only after
they made it clear Daniel would lose his
house if it weren’t met. But when the bill col-
lectors called, and they called all day long,
he’d calmly say, “Well, we’re broke. I can pay
you two thousand dollars if you’ll call our
eight-thousand-dollar bill paid.” His bold-
ness awed us, but it just seemed normal 
to him—just stating the truth. He was simi-
larly bold in asking supporters to donate 
outrageous amounts. His multi-year, semi-
annual, “put-Sunstone-in-the-black” fund-
raising campaign made giving annually a
habit for many that continues to this day.
Monthly, he graphed his progress, and when

he left, Sunstone was in the black, no one
minded answering the phone any more,
and subscribers numbered the most ever.

This behind-the-scenes work was
often not fun, but Daniel made working
at Sunstone fun. And while penny-
pinching, Sunstone expanded. Regional
symposiums multiplied, and the Salt Lake
symposium’s speakers and attendees grew
in number and breadth. Daniel made the
selling of conference tapes popular and
profitable. He particularly enjoyed organ-
izing the monthly scripture lecture series,
for he loved careful scriptural scholarship.
Those heady years were full of achieve-
ments, friendships, ideas, growth, and
passion. Daniel made it all possible: he’d
laugh and joke and listen and share—and
work. Each year everything came together
at the symposium’s closing hymn.
Exhausted, Daniel would sing boister-

ously, get teary-eyed, and run around hug-
ging everyone: his beliefs, his work, and his
friends were all joined in one.

D ANIEL was easy to like. He prized
friendship and loved deeply. He
ranks among the most honest

people—ever. Sometimes I wished he would
learn the language of diplomacy, for his
straightforwardness unintentionally, and
usually unknowingly, would occasionally of-
fend people. He was pained when he learned
of it, and he’d rush to make amends. But he
didn’t change his style. Daniel had no guile.
He didn’t obscure or boast or plot or pretend
or hold grudges; he was as he appeared, and
he assumed the same about others. I came to
value his candor, and I am more honest be-
cause of his friendship. He didn’t cover his
mistakes or try to justify them. Void of tradi-
tional Mormon guilt, he was comfortable
with his flawed humanness while he worked
hard on improving himself. 

Working with him was sweet collabora-
tion, each of us engaging the other in big-pic-
ture and picky-detail conversations about the
other’s tasks. Such cross-fertilization
strengthened Sunstone and deepened our
personal love and respect. After spending a

I N  M E M O R I A M

DANIEL HARTMAN RECTOR
By Elbert Eugene Peck

ELBERT EUGENE PECK was editor of SUNSTONE from 1986–2001. The picture on the facing page
is of Elbert and Daniel at the end of a symposium.
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weekend reading Lynn Packer’s
manuscript detailing Elder Paul
H. Dunn’s fictionalized war and
baseball stories, Daniel gathered
the staff and shared his impres-
sions. It had been a hell of a
weekend, he said. Elder Dunn
was a family friend, and the alle-
gations deeply troubled him. He
had done some investigation to
confirm the facts. “Is it true?” he
concluded. “And, if so, should it
be published?” There was a long
silence, then he said: “Yes. And
yes.” Others approached such
topics with judgment and anger;
Daniel engaged them with honesty and com-
passion.

L IKE most, Daniel had his hobby-horse
theologies, but he did not ride them
often in public nor impose them on

others. He liked ideas, but he liked people
more. And through working with Sunstone’s
readers, donors, and participants, he made
many dear friends. Rooted in personal
epiphanies, at the core of his theology was
grace. Some who knew a younger Daniel say
he had a strong, annoying, self-confident,
self-righteous streak, which could be quite
imposing. The Book of Mormon tells us to be
bold but not overbearing (Alma 38:12); that
combination was a work of grace in Daniel.
By the time I met him, grace had wrought in
him his trademark, guilt-free repenting heart
and a humility about his abilities that de-
manded action, required truthfulness, and
cultivated an impressive tolerance for the di-
vergent paths of others. He had no desire to
remake others into his image of God and
grace. Once when we were discussing the
public fall and humiliation of a prominent
Salt Lake Mormon, Daniel expressed sadness
about the affair that had hurt so many, but he
eschewed shame and judgment, accepting
human messiness as the unavoidable and glo-
rious consequence of being human and
through which grace works.

Since the office at Sunstone was one big
room partitioned by six-foot high dividers,
without trying, one heard at least snippets of
everyone’s phone conversations (and more if
they were interesting). But when Daniel was
talking with his wife, Lisa, the rest of us
wished we couldn’t hear anything at all—too
much information. His raw honesty and
candor in their relationship was as breath-
taking as it was unnerving, and so was his
love. His open and adult conversations with
his children were the envy of every parent in
the office. During those first years when I,

being single, spent most nights and week-
ends at the office, to his credit Daniel went
home to his family. He knew his priorities; in
fact, he was climbing early in the morning on
the day he fell and died so he could spend
that evening with them.

S UNSTONE expanded under Daniel,
and he had the good fortune to leave it
just before the wave crested. As with

all of the preceding Sunstone gurus, he left
because he couldn’t support his family on his
scant salary. Some speculated that he left be-
cause of the stress surrounding the General
Authority “Statement on Symposia,” which
had followed the 1991 Salt Lake symposium.
I don’t believe it. A week before the sympo-
sium, he proposed that we go out for lunch.
In quirky Daniel fashion, for some reason, he
was determined to dine at a well-known “pri-
vate club” (meaning it serves liquor), al-
though neither of us were a club member nor
drank alcohol. After we had ordered, and just
as Daniel began to speak, some announcer-
guy broadcasted, “Well, you all know what
today is—it’s our monthly lingerie show!”
So, while Daniel is detailing his painful deci-
sion to leave Sunstone, there are a swarm of
scantily clad women hovering around us.
That memory embodies for me so many en-
dearing things about him: the humorous in-
congruities that constantly shadowed him,
the intellectual thoughts and the practical
concerns, and, most of all, the love and
friendship.

After leaving Sunstone’s employment,
Daniel continued to serve on its board and
comment at symposiums. He settled in
working for eXegeSys, Inc, a computer soft-
ware company. The increasing tensions be-
tween the Church and its intellectuals
troubled him because he loved the Church,
he loved the intellectuals (many were close
friends), and he loved open exploration. But
his grace-motivated tolerance did not match

the intolerant times, and with the excommu-
nications of the “September Six,” like many
invisible others, Daniel became collateral
damage. His involvement in institutional reli-
gion lessened, and his spirituality became
more relational, finding grace and making
joy in family and friendships, and in God’s
natural creation. It was a healthy spiritual
journey for him, and he did not lose his pas-
sion in life. Through that last decade, Daniel
increased in love. When we talked at the
symposium this past August, he was serenely
happy, full of love, and very much at peace.

Daniel’s funeral, held 9 September 2002,
nearly filled the overflow gym of the capa-
cious Cottonwood Stake Center. His father,
Hartman Rector Jr., recounted Daniel’s sto-
ried and wildly baptizing missionary labors,
where I suspect Daniel’s boldness was at
times overbearing, but his love then was no
doubt overwhelming, too. Family members
remembered his nurturing, and his adven-
ture buddies shared intimacies gained while
skiing, biking, and climbing. All remem-
bered the intensity with which he met life—
energetic activity coupled with deep and
loving and accepting relationships. To have
that life unexpectedly end after only forty-six
years makes his departure pronounced. At
John Kennedy Jr.’s funeral, Edward Kennedy
said, “He had every gift but length of years.”
Similarly, Daniel had a full and complete life;
just a short one. It was abundant in passion
and joy and brimming with love and friend-
ship; like God’s sun, it democratically shined
light on everyone. I was a small part of
Daniel Rector’s life, but my life is larger be-
cause of his. So, too, is Sunstone’s. 

Exhausted, Daniel 
would sing boisterously, 
get teary-eyed, and run

around hugging everyone: 
his beliefs, his work, and 

his friends were all 
joined in one.

Daniel helped Sunstone in its hour of need.
Those who can, please reciprocate his gift by
donating to the Daniel Rector Memorial
Fund at any Zions Bank.. Thank you.  —E.P.
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T HIS IS A SAD AND UNWELCOME OCCASION. DEATH 
is a part of life, as much a part as birth is: as surely as we are
born, we shall all surely die. We know this. None are ex-

empt. I am not; you are not; Daniel was not. This is no surprise.
But that he should leave now is inconceivable. A young forty-six,

Daniel was more alive than anyone I know, in both mind and body.
He lived life with gusto. Whether cross-country skiing, discussing the
scriptures, or singing “Twist and Shout” and “Abide With Me” around
a campfire, Daniel was fully present, fully alive. 

So when we heard of his fall, we all reacted alike: there must be
some mistake. He cannot be gone. Not Daniel. That radiant smile
cannot be snuffed out yet. We identify with the poet who wrote:

I am not resigned to the shutting away of loving hearts in the hard ground.
So it is, and so it will be, for so it has been, time out of mind;
Into the darkness they go, the wise and the lovely.
Crowned with lilies and with laurel they go; but I am not resigned.

Lovers and thinkers, into the earth with you.
Be one with the dull, the indiscriminate dust.
A fragment of what you felt, of what you knew,
A formula, a phrase remains,—but the best is lost.

The answers quick and keen, the honest look, the laughter, the love,
They are gone. They are gone to feed the roses. Elegant and curled
Is the blossom. Fragrant is the blossom. I know. But I do not approve.
More precious was the light in your eyes than all the roses in the world.

Down, down, down into the darkness of the grave
Gently they go, the beautiful, the tender, the kind;
Quietly they go, the intelligent, the witty, the brave.
I know. But I do not approve. And I am not resigned.1

W ISE AND LOVELY, kind, intelligent, and brave—
Daniel was all these. But, in the words of a friend,
Daniel was “first and foremost a gracer.”2 As a young

man, Daniel had an encounter with Jesus Christ; he heard the sweet
sound of amazing grace. He saw, as the scripture says, that eternal life
is the gift of God (Rom. 6:23). We cannot earn, we need not earn,
that gift. Daniel found this doctrine, among other places, in the Book
of Mormon: “Come, my brethren, every one that thirsteth, come ye
to the waters; and he that hath no money, come buy and eat; yea,
come buy wine and milk without money and without price” (2 Ne.
9:50).

I remember Daniel’s Sunstone symposium paper on “Joseph
Smith’s Amplified Doctrine of Grace.” Salvation comes through grace
but, he noted, for Mormons that is only the beginning. Consider, for
example, the sheer generosity of the Mormon afterlife: kingdoms of
glory all around. Even liars and adulterers inherit a kingdom of
glory—one which they surely did not earn in mortality.

Daniel reflected this spirit of generosity. He respected everyone.
He wrote off no one. As another friend has said, “He was a seeker of
truth but also fairness and, above all, good will. He never let dis-
agreement ruin a friendship. He valued people more than ideas.”3

Another friend, a psychotherapist, told me, “Dan didn’t waste his
time with a lot of conflict or guilt or shame. He’d put people like me
out of business.”4 I doubt that I will ever see another come so close to
being, as Jesus said of Nathanael, a person “in whom is no guile”
(John 1:47)

To have known such a man, even for too short a season, is a great
blessing. I only wish I had known him better: talked more, sung
more, laughed more. We all feel this. 

Jesus himself wept at the death of a friend. Seeing this, the Jews
remarked, “Behold how he loved him!” (John 11:35–36). On the
same occasion Jesus said, “I am the resurrection and the life: he that
believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he live” (John 11:25).
Daniel’s body lies before us in a box of polished wood. Maddeningly,
Jesus is not here to raise him as He did Lazarus. But in due time He
will: we will see that smile again. In the meantime, his spirit is “taken
home to that God who gave [him] life” (Alma 40:11). He has gone
ahead; we will follow. And then,

When we’ve been there ten thousand years,
Bright shining as the sun,
We’ve no less days to sing God’s praise
Than when we’d first begun.5

For like St. Paul, “I am persuaded, that neither death, nor life, nor
angels, nor principalities, nor powers, nor things present, nor things
to come, nor height, nor depth, nor any other creature, shall be able
to separate us from the love of God, which is in Christ Jesus our
Lord.” (Rom. 8:38–39). We will miss you, Daniel. In the name of
Jesus Christ, amen.

NOTES

1. Edna St. Vincent Millay, Dirge Without Music (1928).
2. Barbara Haugsoen, email dated 5 September 2002.
3. Maxine Hanks, email dated 4 September 2002.
4. Glen Lambert, interview, 8 September 2002
5. John Newton, Amazing Grace, verse 4.
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I AM NOT RESIGNED

By J. Frederic Voros, Jr.

J. FREDERIC VOROS, JR. is a lawyer and writer living in Salt Lake City.
These are the remarks he offered at Daniel’s funeral immediately following 
a rendition of the song, “Amazing Grace.”
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DADDY, THERE WAS A LARGE SPIDER IN THE KITCHEN
last night. I caught it and took it outside for you. Same with
that silly moth that kept hitting the bedroom light. I thought

twice when I wanted to throw my gum out the car window, and got
frustrated for you over the extra food that will probably be wasted
from last night’s dinner.

I read to Stacy and Kristin until they fell asleep on Wednesday.
Enchanted, mysterious lands such as Narnia and Middle Earth were
brought to life through your voice by our bedside for so many years.
And I can still hear Hartman’s little voice crying, “Read!  Read!” when
you’d interrupt a passage to quiz us on what a difficult word meant.

This morning I looked at my skin, dotted with moles and constel-
lations of freckles and suddenly became very fond of my dark hair,
eyesight, and skin that reflects your features.

I smiled too this morning when I made toast and put applesauce
on it, and when I noticed the nine open boxes of cold cereal and two
canisters of oatmeal we have stashed in our cupboard.

It was always the simple things in life that made you the most
happy—all those little things that you’d tell me were “one of life’s
simple pleasures . . . . ” Like cereal.

After the rain yesterday, the valley was so clean and clear. I looked
at all the mountain peaks and missed you quizzing me on their
names, or telling me how the canyons were formed: “What kind of
rock is that?” and “How was it made?” You used to scare us driving
down the canyon as you neglected the road to gaze up at Mount
Raymond, or God’s Lawnmower, or the Y-Couloir.

I noticed that our speed-dial still has the phone number for the
Avalanche Forecast Center on it. I wish you would be here this winter
to dial it religiously, and so you could tell me how many layers I
should wear under my ski parka if the message says high winds are
blowing up Little Cottonwood Canyon.

Remember that time we had a talent show in our living room, and
you recited the entire Alice in Wonderland poem “You are Old, Father
William” while doing a headstand? Or how you never thought twice
about grabbing our hands to vigorously skip with us through large
crowds of people? Life was always incredibly real when I was with you.
And you taught us to love every second of it through your example.

I’ve always loved your perspective on history, religion, faith, and
life, though I thought I’d have years to hear it all from you in that
wonderful way in which you can mix reason, knowledge, faith, and
logic. You were always learning. Always teaching. And we’ve picked
up much of your convictions through example. But there are still
questions that I never got to ask you.

I miss your laughter and your voice so much I can hardly stand it.
You always told me about your adventures—with maps out, showing
me the peak you hiked this morning, the drainage you plan on skiing
this winter—like a little school boy telling his class what he did over
the summer. Daddy, what kind of an adventure are you on right now?
I long for you to be able to tell me about it.

N OT TOO LONG ago you told me that when I’m older I will
always remember you as my young, fit, fun dad. You were
right. I always will.

Oh Daddy, you loved your mountains, and you wanted everyone
to love them as much as you did. Mom always worried about your
morning outings, but I never did. You were Superman. You were in-
vincible. You were superior, both physically and mentally. Superior in
strength, knowledge, unconditional love. That’s why I couldn’t be-
lieve when I learned that the mountain you loved so much, the
mountain we recently hiked together, was the same mountain that
took you far too soon.

I had laughed upon that Mount Superior Ridge when you told me
you’d like a memorial placed, and your life remembered there on that
mountain when you had someday gone. I thought someday was so
very far away.

And I miss you terribly.
Daddy, I know you loved me. Your hugs always healed, your

hands always comforted and helped. Thanks for always carrying the
extra water on our hikes, for backing up my arguments, for always
believing in all of us. Thanks for teaching me to love this beautiful
world, to love learning, love people, and love life.

I love you, my best friend, My Daddy.
Always,
Your Pal
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I MISS YOU TERRIBLY

By Sally Rector

SALLY RECTOR is a senior majoring in behavioral science and health at
the University of Utah. Like her father, Sally loves the outdoors and was
Daniel’s frequent climbing, biking, and skiing partner.

THE RECTOR FAMILY. Clockwise: Daniel, Kristin (8), Sally (20), 
Hartman (21), Stacy (13), Lisa
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All men are mortal.
Daniel Rector was a man.
Therefore, Daniel Rector was mortal—
Though you wouldn’t have known it to look at him.
And I suppose he had his imperfections, too—
Though to save my life I couldn’t name one now.

His family says he was an unblemished child,
A flawless father and husband.
To those who knew him best, he seemed
A man perfect in his generation—
Though they might not put it quite that way.

I should have realized this about him while he lived.
But I couldn’t quite see it.
The grace that perfected him—
The grace in which he so much believed—
So filled him that it spilled over and touched all around him,
Convincing us we were his equals,
Perhaps, even his betters.
His perfection was such
It did not make us think of our imperfections.
His uncommon gift was to provoke admiration without envy.

I knew him long and well.
And should have spent more time in his company.
I thought there would be more time to spend.
It seems ridiculous to me now
That I should have been born before him
And should live after him.
I had imagined him speaking at my passing.
Not me at his.

The way now seems cut off
To mete out grace for grace.
And I am left with thoughts both troubled and dark:
I cannot free my mind of beautiful Daniel’s broken bones.

Of you, poor Jesus, it is written that, 
Despite your agony in Gethsemane
Your scourging in Jerusalem,
Your crucifixion on Golgotha,
Not a bone of your body was broken.

But poor Daniel!
How different was your passing.
In my mind I see you falling—
Falling from the cliff face
And breaking on the rocks below,
Breaking like the Red Sea,
Breaking like the white bread of the sacrament
In the hands of a careless priest—
As the beauty of your soul escaped
Into the breaking sunrise
Like a bone-white bird soaring out of reach.

What meaning—if any—can be made of this?
What can we find in the fearful symmetry
Of bones broken and unbroken,
Hidden in the earth
Like the treasure of 
Monte Cristo?

I have searched my mind,
But meaning eludes me;
My thoughts are snagged—
Riveted—
On your fall, Daniel,
On the unsupportable loss
Of a faultless friend
Shared in common by so many.

My thoughts are riveted on your broken bones.
I dwell on them,
But, God forgive me,
I cannot find a reason for their breaking;
My mind turns upon nothing,
But a single point, burrowing in my mind
Like a splinter:

Perfection has no sure footing in this place.
The best of us are doomed to climb against the pull of earth.
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A EULOGY ON DANIEL’S BONES

By Paul Toscano

PAUL TOSCANO is a Salt Lake City attorney and long-time friend of the
Rector family, and especially of Daniel’s. He read this tribute during the
graveside service at Daniel’s interment.
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And in the curve of space and time all inevitably fall.
All fall.
Nations fall.
Kings and judges fall.
Armies fall, and governments.
Markets fall, and memories and metaphors.
Hopes and dreams and aspirations fall.
And all the workmanship of man and woman, too.
And all we love.
All,
Falling on the rocks below
Like flecks of snow
As white as bone.

And in the midst of this
White cataract of death,
We are asked to believe—

That falling bodies take to light, 
That life is more than mortality,
That the bonds of love are stronger than the cords of death,
That the uncertain grace of an invisible God
Is sufficient to deliver us from
The infinite indifference of the universe and
The pointless zero of our own doubts.

Who can believe this?
Who?

Daniel.
Daniel could.
Daniel did.

He believed the good news
That Christ died so we might live,
That those who count themselves righteous are sinners,
While those who count themselves sinners
Stand on the threshold of the Kingdom of God.

He believed
In making allowance for doubt and disappointment,
In giving and forgiving with an open hand,
In uttering no derogatory word,
In being fair.

Daniel was fair—
Fair as the meadows,
Fair as the woodlands he loved so much.
He was favored with a complex, searching mind
And boundless energy
And matchless hope—
Hope for reconciliation.

His great heart longed for the gathering together
Of all that, in his life,
He had seen broken and dashed to pieces.
For him life was never a game,
Nor a play,
Nor a test.
It was for him always
A mystery—
Pressed upon us by necessity,
To be accepted 
Without the consolation of understanding.

If we were to climb, as he did, into the mountains in the night
And look into the deep, starry sky,
We would behold for ourselves this mystery—
There in plain sight,
All around us,
Reaching out to us,

The dread and awe of it chilling our bones.

That mystery now enfolds him.
And we are left shattered by his fall,
And cannot be reconciled to it—
Not by the first faith gifted to our youthful hearts,
Nor by the hard won faith of our aging minds,
But by the final faith we choose in grief and in despair.

Death and amnesia are the burden of the living—
But those of us who loved him best
Will carry the memory of his bones
In the empty tomb of our hearts
Through all the remains of our lives.
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This essay was originally published in SUNSTONE, September 1987.

MY FIRST CRISIS OF FAITH WAS CAUSED BY SANTA
Claus. I can remember walking out of opening exer-
cises in the Fairfax Ward Junior Sunday School at

Christmas time with the devastating thought that if Santa
Claus isn’t real, then maybe the baby Jesus isn’t either. The
crisis passed soon enough when I became convinced that my
parents were very serious about religion. And, like a Lamanite
stripling warrior, once I had no doubt that my parents be-
lieved, that was enough for me.

My trouble with Santa Claus shows that my child-like faith
was dangerously bound up in a child’s understanding. Since
then I’ve discovered a process that bible scholars call “decon-
struction and reconstruction” which allows understanding to
change without jeopardizing the fundamentals of faith. This
process is illustrated by my recent re-examination of the New
Testament Christmas stories using the best source available,
Raymond Brown’s The Birth of the Messiah. Brown is a Catholic
priest and a believer in many of the supernatural elements of
the bible. Using the same critical methods that have caused
him to affirm the historicity of the synoptic gospels generally,
Brown presents evidence for the conclusion of many mainline
bible scholars that the infancy narratives in Matthew and Luke
are figurative and theological rather than historical in nature.

The consensus among these scholars is that the nativity tra-
ditions developed late and were added to the existing text of
the gospels because they portrayed in historical terms what the
Christian community was coming to understand through rev-
elation: that Jesus was divine from his mother’s womb. If the
newer, more theologically developed infancy stories were
tacked in front of an older, more historical Gospel collection, it
would explain why the common knowledge of the baby’s di-
vinity in these chapters disappears later on. The cut and paste
theory also explains a complete lack of corroboration, even in
the subsequent chapters of Matthew and Luke, for the annun-
ciations, the virgin conception, or the birth at Bethlehem.

Inconsistencies between the accounts also argue against
their historicity. Brown’s analysis reveals irreconcilable con-
flicts: where the family comes from, why they are in
Bethlehem, and how they get to Nazareth afterwards.

Portions of the stories can be understood as reworked Old
Testament themes: Herod is Pharaoh, slaughtering the inno-
cents, and The Magi are Balaam who saw a star rise out of
Jacob. Joseph has dreams and goes to Egypt like his namesake
patriarch, and John the Baptist’s parents quote verbatim from
Abraham and Sarah. These allusions illustrate the evangelists’
message that Jesus embodied the literal fulfillment of Israel’s
hopes throughout history.

The major events of Christ’s ministry are foreshadowed sim-
ilarly. The miracles and signs, the heavenly declarations, the
joyful acceptance by the lowly and contrite, the violent rejec-
tion by the proud and powerful, the Messiah’s humiliation and
his final victory are dramatized to convey the significance of
Christ’s birth for all that would follow. The meaning is clear:
Christmas is the center of all history.

Viewing the accounts figuratively does not necessarily deny
them a factual basis. Those points common to both Matthew
and Luke such as the virgin birth may be part of a single orig-
inal tradition which evolved into two very different stories.
From this perspective, a shortage of historical constraints
would have worked in the authors’ favor, permitting them to
freely express their theology in the characters of the story. After
all, Matthew and Luke were not biographers but prophets; tes-
tators of a truth not fully revealed in history.

T HIS BRINGS ME back to Junior Sunday School, but
with a difference. “Finding out” about the manger, the
wise men and the star has not precipitated a crisis of

faith similar to what I encountered because of Santa Claus.
Since then I’ve learned to differentiate between the founda-
tions of my faith anchored in religious experience, and the
sometimes inaccurate assumptions and interpretations sur-
rounding them.

Much of what I assume to be revealed truth is in reality my
own interpretation. This fact becomes painfully clear when the
weight of evidence makes a belief no longer tenable. At that
point, my challenge is to deconstruct and reconstruct rather
than abandon the belief. This involves separating revelation
from interpretation, changing the interpretation based on the
new information, and then joining the two again to form a new
synthesis—a stronger testimony built on new revelation as
well as new evidence. If a synthesis is not forthcoming, I sus-
pend judgment, shelving momentous conclusions until I have
enough information to reconcile the evidence with my experi-
ence.

As it applies to the infancy narratives, the process of decon-
struction and reconstruction has shown me that my faith rests
on much firmer foundations than the ones supporting the
manger in Bethlehem. I had assumed that the historicity of the
infancy stories was necessary to the doctrine of Jesus’ divinity.
Now I’m convinced that my faith in Jesus Christ rests on my
own experiences with him rather than on historical evidence.
This appears to also have been the case with the first Christians
who, if we credit Brown, were trusting in Christ’s divinity a
generation before the nativity stories.

This brings me to a new synthesis of faith and under-
standing about the infancy narratives. I see that they are an 
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FINDING CHRISTMAS AT THE CENTER OF HISTORY
By Daniel H. Rector
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effect rather than the cause of Christian faith in Jesus as Lord—
outgrowths of the redemptive experience which is the true
bedrock of Christianity. They are also a testimony to the truth
that all God’s works in history, past and future, and all the
hopes and dreams of God’s people converge at the coming of
his son into the world.

My study of the New Testament Christmas stories forces me
to rely more on my own religious experience than external evi-
dence. However, I’ve found that my testimony is more reliable

after weathering the challenge. The process has also focused
my attention on the message of the stories rather than on the
mere sequence of events. More than ever, I am moved by the
irony of God’s condescension in coming to the world as a king
born in a stable. And I see that we can no more avoid a deci-
sion for or against Christ than could Herod or the shepherds.
The power of these stories is not in their evidence, but in the
crucial centrality and the universal implications of Christ’s ad-
vent which they so dramatically and compellingly portray. 
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TO ME, DANIEL Rector was always Jack Armstrong, the All-
American Boy with Jay Gatsby good looks. I first met him in
Tallahassee, Florida, where his parents were serving as mission
presidents. Daniel, a young Aaronic priesthood holder, was as-
signed as my home teaching companion. He was a clean-cut, good-
looking kid eager to serve. Everybody liked him. And I had rotating
crushes on President Rector’s very attractive daughters and there-
fore let no excuse pass to hang out at the mission home. 

I didn’t see him again for fifteen years, then encountered him at
a Sunstone symposium. Same Daniel. I recognized him instantly.
He had that same young boy glow about him. He was always
cheerful, inquisitive, and enthusiastic about life. He made everyone
feel he was delighted to see them. He was so sincere you just had to
trust him. You walked away from a conversation with him feeling
refreshed, happy from the experience. He was impossible to dislike.

And he always stood for good things. He represented what I con-
sider to be the best of Mormon life and community. I have not seen
his parents since they served in Tallahassee, but they have every
reason to be proud of him. He left something good in this life.

—KEN DRIGGS
Atlanta, Georgia

ONE OF MY earliest encounters with Daniel came soon after he’d
become Sunstone’s publisher. In the early 1980s, I lived in Denver
but had come to Salt Lake for the annual symposium. The art sale
that year included an auction of several original Calvin Grondahl
cartoons, and I immediately coveted the “Are You Still Single?” 
cartoon (Faith-Promoting Rumors, page 50) I entered the first 
bid: $50.

A short time later, I found that someone named Jeff Johnson had
bid $55. (I guessed that Johnson also belonged to the never-been-
married club and, like me, found this cartoon particularly hilar-
ious.) I upped my bid to $60. Later, Johnson bid $65. Bidding con-
tinued for three days until Johnson’s bid was $200. I took a deep
breath and bid $205 and wrote underneath: “Back off, Johnson!
This is mine!”

A short time later, Daniel said that my last bid was final and, for
$205, the cartoon was mine. In fact, he said, since I had bid the
most for any of the Grondahl cartoons, he would personally deliver
it to me in Denver the following month. Wow, I thought, what a
great guy!

A year or so later, I met Jeff Johnson for the first time and began
teasing him about our past bidding war. Looking perplexed, he said
he had bid only $55 and had then left town on business. Not far
from us stood Daniel Rector, with a big, Cheshire cat grin. He never
openly admitted it, but I knew immediately that he’d been bidding
against me in Jeff’s name. And ever since then, Daniel always found
great joy in telling others that story whenever I was around. 

Whenever I see Daniel’s photo with that huge smile, I always 
remember his dastardly bidding deed—and I will miss him.

—STEVE MAYFIELD
Salt Lake City, Utah

The challenge is to deconstruct and 
reconstruct rather than abandon the belief.

This involves separating revelation from 
interpretation, changing the interpretation 
based on the new information, and then 

joining the two again to form a new 
synthesis—a stronger testimony built on 
new revelation as well as new evidence. DANIEL WITH HIS PARENTS, BROTHER, AND SISTERS

(L to R): Hartman Rector, Jr., Connie Rector, Daniel, Lila Tueller, 
John Rector, Laura Aston, Kathy Anderson, Lucy Morey

FRIENDS REMEMBER

We welcome your memories of Daniel. Please post 
them on Sunstone’s website, <www.sunstoneonline.com>,
email them to <SunstoneUT@aol.com>, or send them to

us: 343 N. Third West, Salt Lake City, UT 84103. 
We’ll gladly send them along to his family.
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I N A REMARKABLE passage of scripture,
we learn that soon after Solomon be-
came king, God visited him in a dream

in which God said to the young ruler, “Ask
what I shall give thee.”

Before answering the question directly,
Solomon replied that he had a lot on his plate;
he was now king in the place of David, his fa-
ther, and he felt “but a little child: I know not
how to go out or come in.” Finally he an-
swered God, saying, “Give your servant a lis-
tening heart.”1 He asked for a listening heart
that “I may discern between good and bad: for
who is able to judge this thy so great a people?”
We are then told that the Lord was pleased
with Solomon’s request (I Kings 3:5–9).

Solomon could have asked for riches,
power, health, the death of enemies; but he
asked for a listening heart. A listening heart. 

Perhaps a prayer for a listening heart is a
fitting prayer for us here at the Sunstone
Symposium. Like Solomon, we have much to
discern. We must make decisions and judg-
ments. We must consider when to speak and
when to keep silent. We must determine
when to remain loyal to an established order
and when to break free. We must decide
when to listen to one voice and not to an-
other. We must discern when is the time for
contemplation and when for action—how to
go out or come in.

These decisions accumulate. They affect
others. They define who we are. They give
form and direction to a life. If we are not
careful, our lives get shaped by what we are
against, rather than by what we are for, by
what we hate rather than by what we love.

I SUSPECT most families have stories that
shape their understandings—their no-
tions of who they are. I have a story like

this. When I was growing up, I heard this

story many times from my grandfather,
Joseph E. Greaves, a professor of bacteriology
at the Agricultural College of Utah, now Utah
State University. The moral to the story
shifted, depending on the lesson Granddad
wanted to stress, but the story itself was al-
ways the same.

The event takes place in Logan, Utah, in
the early 1900s. One Sunday, Granddad sat
in church, toward the back. He watched the
young deacons pass the cup of sacrament
water down the row, each person taking a
tiny sip and passing it on. 

He knew Sister Brown siting in front of
him had tuberculosis. After the meeting,
Granddad went to see the Bishop and ex-
plained how unsanitary it was to have
people drink from the same cup. He gave
the Bishop a mini (or perhaps not so mini)
lecture on bacteria. Germs are spread.
Diseases are transmitted.

“Brother Greaves,” the bishop huffed, “Do
you really think that God would allow his sa-
cred water, which has been blessed by the
priesthood, to cause disease—to make
people sick?”

“Bishop” Granddad replied, “Do you re-
ally think that God would have given us
brains if he didn’t expect us to use them?”

Finally the Bishop admonished my grand-
father to go home and repent. Granddad’s
reply to that suggestion was a resounding,
“Horse feathers.”

The story doesn’t end there. Granddad
enlisted the aid of his friend and fellow scien-
tist, Apostle John Widtsoe. The practice was
changed. Individual cups replaced the
common cup. 

If my Granddad, who had a vocabulary at
least as spicy as J. Golden Kimball’s, was dis-
gruntled about something going on in his
ward, he would tell this story and the moral

would be, “Men in authority are often jack-
asses.” On another occasion, in another
mood, he might point out how good the
Church is at eventually righting itself, with
the help of heroes such as Apostle Widtsoe
(and, not incidentally, my grandfather).

The most frequent moral of this story,
however, was, “Never let obedience trump
conscience.” In the final analysis, follow your
conscience. Always. There is a need to have
an informed conscience. Don’t just call any
impulse your conscience and plow ahead. But
finally, always, follow your conscience. To do
anything less would be to deliberately take an
action or accept a proposition which you be-
lieve to be wrong. Loyalty to a country or a
church should never be uncritical loyalty.
Sometimes in the interest of truth, criticism is
not only justifiable but also morally required.

“Never let obedience trump conscience”
is a maxim that has stayed with me. In its
best moments, I believe this is also the posi-
tion of the Church. I believe it is a part of
wisdom.

S OLOMON was noted for his wisdom.
The bible has a lot to say about
wisdom. One scholar describes bib-

lical wisdom as an “approach to reality.”
“Because life is ever-changing, and because
few circumstances repeat themselves exactly,
the wise are the ones with the vigilance, flex-
ibility and right thinking to meet life in all its
contingencies with grace, compassion and
understanding.”2

A pair of psychologists designed a test to
see if they could measure wisdom—if they
could differentiate between people who were
singled out as “wise” by others who knew
them.3

Here is one question they asked on their
test: “A fifteen-year-old girl wants to get mar-
ried right away. What should she do and con-
sider?” That’s the question. How would you
respond?

Here is an example of a low scoring re-
sponse: “A fifteen-year-old girl wants to get
married? No, no way. Marrying at age fifteen
would be utterly wrong. One has to tell the
girl that marriage is not possible. It would be
irresponsible to support such an idea. No,
this is just a crazy idea.”

Examples of responses that scored higher
on wisdom are much more thoughtful and
nuanced. Listen to this high-scoring answer:
“Well, on the surface, this seems like an easy
problem. On average, marriage for fifteen-
year-old girls is not a good thing. I guess
many girls might think about it when they fall
in love for the first time. And then, there are
situations where the average case does not fit.

FRANCES LEE MENLOVE, one of the founders of Dialogue: A Journal of
Mormon Thought, holds a Ph.D. in psychology from the University of Michigan 
and a Masters of Divinity from Pacific School of Religion in Berkeley, California.
She has four children, five grandchildren, and lives in Oregon. This essay was

delivered  as a devotional address at the 2002 Salt Lake Sunstone Symposium.

DEVOTIONAL

A LISTENING HEART
REFLECTIONS ON 1 KINGS 3:5–9

By Frances Lee Menlove
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Perhaps in this instance, special life circum-
stances are involved, such that the girl has a
terminal illness. Or this girl may not be from
this country. Perhaps she lives in another cul-
ture and historical period. Before I offer a final
evaluation, I would need more information.”

I need more information. This respondent
listened to the problem, listened with her
heart, and knew she didn’t have enough in-
formation to make a judgment.

I N the spring of 1998, I spent two months
in London with Gene England in his
London Theatre Study Abroad Program

for BYU students. We attended classes and dis-
cussions and saw almost twenty plays. One
Friday evening, we went to see Sebastian
Barry’s play, Our Lady of Sligo, at the National
Theatre. The stage was a room in a Catholic
Hospital in Ireland. Mai O’Hara lay dying. The
conversations she had with visitors and with
the nuns, who were her nurses, gradually illu-
minated her past and anguished present. In
one scene, her condition had worsened and
she could no longer leave the bed to bathe or
use the bathroom. A nun began slowly and
gently to give her a sponge bath, all the time
listening to Mai carry on, her voice growing
more and more labored. The nun washed one
arm then another, then carefully drew Mai’s
gown aside and washed her neck and breast
and stomach. It was a deeply moving scene, a
stunning portrayal of both compassion and
suffering. I blinked back tears.

The next day, we gathered for discussion.
One student immediately brought up the
subject of nudity on stage. “You know,” she
said, “before I saw that play, I would have
said there was never any excuse, any reason
to depict nudity. But, that was so deeply
moving. A well-known and aging actress,
gradually dying, allows her saggy breasts to
be washed on stage. I feel like I know a little
more about the dependency of the old, a
little more about dying, and I hope I have a
little more compassion.” 

I thought about the test of wisdom, about
the wise person needing a little more infor-
mation to make a judgment. I hear echoes of
the wisdom of Solomon. Echoes of a lis-
tening heart.

I WAS part of the Sixties’ idealism that
generated Dialogue and SUNSTONE.
Striving for an “open forum” of ideas,

Sunstone symposiums foster open, honest
discourse. I treasure the open forum of
Sunstone and the profound faith that allows
questioning of the most deeply held areas of
certitude. Throwing light into corners serves
us all. It is, after all, secrecy that compounds

the crisis today in the Catholic Church over
the abuse of children by the clergy. I am
grateful to our own light-throwers. I am
grateful to those scholars who protect us
against the disappearance of the past by
delving deep and presenting alternative nar-
ratives to those that have the sharp edges
rounded off, the humanity of the participants
submerged. 

Since the Sixties, however, I have learned
that not only the body changes with age. Also
changing is our relationship with God and

what we mean by spiritual life. As I listen to
my life, I find God is less easily spoken
about—more audible in the silence, or be-
tween the lines, than in theological formula-
tions. I no longer demand, expect, or even
want clarity. I relish the mystery. Saint
Augustine said that if we understand, then
what we have understood is not God. For
me, letting God be a mystery is a necessary
humility. For me, a God who is not a mystery
is a God who is too small. 

G OD said to Solomon, “Ask what I
shall give thee.” Solomon asked for a
listening heart. He was wise already.

He knew there was much he didn’t know. He
knew that the heart is at the center, open to
the joys and pains of others. Perhaps he
knew that a listening heart might compre-
hend and celebrate not what divides us, but
what we share as people of God. A listening
heart is not quick to judgment. A listening
heart does not cherish certainty over truth.

For instance,,  I believe that homosexual
orientation is beyond choice. In the spirit of
my grandfather’s admonitions, I disclaim the
Church’s position that puts our lesbian and
gay sisters and brothers on the margins of the
faith with a stigmatized identity. I believe that
women and men are equal in the eyes of God.
I disclaim the males-only priesthood policy
and look forward to the time when a more in-

clusive priesthood finds room for women. I
cannot allow my conscience to avert its gaze.

But I worry. I worry about how constantly
we divide ourselves from one another by our
opinions and convictions. I worry about the
many ways we find to divide ourselves be-
tween the “us” and the “them.” Jesus said,
“I’ve come that you might have life and have
it abundantly.” He didn’t say, “I’ve come that
you might believe the right things.” He didn’t
say, “I’ve come that you might be orthodox.”
He called people into the fullness of loving
and being. Jesus did not call his disciples to a
life of being afraid of religious difference. He
never said that discipleship is about de-
fending right belief.

A listening heart may save you and me
from that terrible and dangerous arrogance of
believing that we alone are right, that we
alone can see the truth and that others
cannot be right if they disagree.

OURS is not an absolutist faith. We are
not in sole possession of the truth,
and ours is not the one and only

pathway to God. We humbly appreciate that
whatever we grasp, it is only a tiny bit of all
there is to know of God. We know we must
leave room for what we might know next.

Like Solomon, we can pray for a “listening
heart.” A listening heart is a humble heart,
one that doesn’t presume to know all the
truth, all the time. We may find that our
shared humanity outweighs our differences.
You and I may be able to listen to the truth in
each other—to see in each other a beloved
person of God. Then, we may be able to do
the same with others.

As I close, let me ask you to observe one
minute of shared silence. A silent time to
think our own thoughts, pray our own
prayers. After the silence, I will conclude
with a quote from the ancient poet Rumi.

R UMI said: “Out beyond ideas of right-
doing and wrong-doing there is a
field. I’ll meet you there.”4

NOTES

1. The King James Version translates this last

phrase as an “understanding heart.” I am indebted to

Charles Busch for this rendering and also to David

Steindl-Rast in his book, A Listening Heart (New York:

Crossroad Publishing, 1983).

2. Kathleen M. O’Connor, The Wisdom Literature

(Collegeville, Minn.: The Liturgical Press, 1988), 34.

3. Paul B. Baltes and Ursula M. Staudinger, “The

Search for a Psychology of Wisdom,” Current

Directions in Psychological Science (1993):75–80.

4. Coleman Barks, trans., The Illuminated Rumi

(New York: Broadway Books, 1997), 98.

Solomon asked for a listening
heart. He was wise already. . . . 
Perhaps he knew that a listening
heart might comprehend and 

celebrate not what divides us, but
what we share as people of God. 

A listening heart is not quick 
to judgment. A listening heart 

does not cherish certainty 
over truth.
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O NE THING JOSEPH Smith undeni-
ably got right was something he
jotted down in his journal 8

February 1843: “This morning I read
German and visited with a brother and sister
from Michigan who thought that ‘a prophet
is always a prophet;’ but I told them that a
prophet was a prophet only when he was
acting as such.” This statement is undeniably
true as long as we make one assumption: that
Joseph Smith was in fact a prophet. In that
case, the statement is verified even if it’s false,
because if it’s false, then it’s an instance of a
prophet saying something false, which is not
something prophets do when they’re being
prophetic—and so it’s an example of a
prophet not being a prophet. In other words,
it’s not possible to believe Joseph Smith was a
prophet while also believing this particular
statement is false.

But even if Joseph’s claim didn’t have logic
on its side, I would still love it because it rep-
resents the only form of religion I can
imagine taking seriously. If Joseph Smith had
gotten everything right, if he had been a
prophet all the time, if he had never once let
his guard down to be just like the rest of us—
vain, suspicious, fearful, and fallible, full of
sound and fury, but for the most part signi-
fying nothing—then he would have been a
very boring person, and the church he
founded would be ridiculous. That church
would have no drama, no surprises, no in-
terest of any sort. It would be like sitting
through a really bad movie again and again.
The story would always have the same con-
clusion: the prophet is right and everyone
who disagreed with him along the way has
been proven wrong. Once you’ve seen the
film a few times, you would have to be pretty
dense to think it will end any other way. 

In this version of religion, the prophet
would be just as good as God in one sense,
because he always gets it right, and in an-
other sense, the prophet would be even

better than God because he is right here
among us—speaking at meetings, telling
jokes, shaking hands. We never get to shake
hands with God nor listen to his jokes; so
why not just ignore God and follow only the
prophet?

In a church led by a prophet who is not
capable of making mistakes, individuality
and freedom become meaningless abstrac-
tions. On the other hand, in a church led by
a prophet who is sometimes wrong, it’s worth
staying awake until the end of the movie.
There is real drama in a religion like that, be-
cause the story has more than one possible
ending. A religion where the prophet is al-
ways right would be no fun because people
would never have the chance to choose their
own values for themselves. They wouldn’t
have a real opportunity to decide, for ex-
ample, whether they like polygamy or
whether they hate it. Personally, I really hate
polygamy, but that’s also why I love it.

I HATE polygamy for all the standard
reasons: because it fostered one-sided,
often-abusive family relationships

which helped to sustain a larger patriarchal
culture where women were marginalized and
men were burdened with an illusion of in-
nate superiority, and because it was disguised
by the worst kind of lies and misuse of
power, leaving many deceived and damaged
people in its wake. But the main reason I hate
polygamy is because I don’t like the principal
value it represents: that it’s a good thing to be
married to more than one person. I like an-
other story far more than that one. This story
maintains that the best possible relationship
is one of infinite depth with just one person,
that people can find their highest enlighten-
ment and happiness in a single relationship
that is infinitely deep, rather than through a
multiplicity of superficial relationships. This,
I think, is a very beautiful story, and, in com-
parison, the polygamy story is quite ugly.

It’s at this point that many of us try des-
perately to give this story—which began so
badly—some kind of happy ending. Usually
we do so rather lazily, by merely pointing out
that the Church doesn’t practice polygamy
anymore. “And,” we hasten to add, “today we
even have our own Proclamation to the
World declaring our absolute commitment to
monogamy. Go into almost any Mormon
living room and you’ll find a framed copy on
the wall, proclaiming to anyone who hap-
pens to sit down on the couch that MOR-
MONS ARE NO LONGER POLYGAMISTS.”

Our determination not to be disturbed by
polygamy brings to mind something
Kierkegaard wrote about the story of
Abraham and Isaac:

We glorify Abraham, but how? We
recite the whole story in clichés:
“The great thing was that he loved
God in such a way that he was
willing to offer him the best.” This
is very true, but “the best” is a
vague term. Mentally and orally we
homologize Isaac and the best, and
the contemplator can very well
smoke his pipe while cogitating,
and the listener may very well
stretch out his legs comfortably. . . .
What is omitted from Abraham’s
story is the anxiety. . . . If a person
lacks the courage to think his
thought all the way through and
say that Abraham was a murderer,
then it is certainly better to attain
this courage than to waste time on
unmerited eulogies.

What generally is not thought all the way
through in polygamy are the values it repre-
sents, values that are supposed to be God’s
values. When polygamy is dismissed as a cu-
riosity of the past, a test, a trial, or a special
program for increasing the population, we
dodge the deeper questions: Do I like the
values represented by polygamy, or not? And
can I believe polygamy and the values in-
herent in its teaching and practice came from
God?

If it’s true, as William James said, that be-
hind every belief is a “will to believe,” or, as
Alma put it, the seed of faith is initially
planted in desire, it makes no sense to say we
believe in an idea that we don’t like. That’s
like saying we will to believe something
against our will, or we want to believe in
something that we don’t want to be true. The
subjective roots of all our beliefs—not just
religious beliefs—are generally regarded as
an embarrassment, and so we tend to pre-
tend either that the roots aren’t there, or that
we didn’t plant them (someone else must

TURNING THE TIME OVER TO .  .  .

Stuart Dalton

WHY I LOVE POLYGAMY

STUART DALTON lives in New Jersey with three kids and one wife. He appreciates the very helpful
comments on this essay he has received from Sara and Louisa Dalton, and he would very much enjoy
hearing from you. Please email him at: <stuartdalton@directtvinternet.com>.
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have). But this is an evasion of responsibility.
Our beliefs don’t fall from the sky fully
formed and then lie waiting for us to discover
them. Most of our thinking about ethics and
values is fantastically confused because we
never come to terms with this fact. The one
question we assiduously avoid in most dis-
cussions is the only question that really mat-
ters: “Is this belief or action a value for me, or
isn’t it? Do I really like this story, or is there
another story that I like better?”

T HIS confusion can perhaps be
glimpsed more clearly as we consider
that other embarrassing fact of nine-

teenth-century Mormon history: with-
holding the priesthood from black men and
thus effectively keeping almost all blacks out
of the Church. Take, for example, Eugene
England’s essay “The Mormon Cross.” In a
very noble attempt to make some sense of
priesthood denial in the early Church and
the racist rhetoric that accompanied it, even
though these things obviously don’t reflect
his own values, England ends up suggesting
the following:

Given its particular nature (lay
leadership, strict geographical or-
ganization), the restored Church
could not, during the period of
slavery and its bitter heritage when
American blacks and whites would
not relate as equals, ease the transi-
tion as other churches did by segre-
gating congregations or by keeping
blacks out of leadership and priest-
hood functions through high edu-
cational requirement, etc. Thus it
seems to me possible to understand
that, at least until quite recently,
giving blacks the priesthood would
have been greatly disruptive to
the Church because of reaction
both outside and within the

Church and thus not a blessing to
blacks themselves. 

Notice what this explanation implies
about God’s values. If it’s true, then strict ge-
ographical ward organization and the need
to maintain very tranquil, undisturbed
Sunday meetings (even if they are strictly
segregated) are some of God’s highest values,
while the ideals of human equality and fel-
lowship, regardless of one’s skin color, ap-
parently don’t matter so much to the creator
of the universe. And yet, even though we
find elitism and separatism deplorable and
would never profess such beliefs ourselves,
we are willing to accept a story that attrib-
utes the same values we despise to the God
we say we believe in. This is, at best, very
confused; at worst, very dishonest. It’s incon-
sistent for us to attribute values to God that
we personally dislike; why would we believe
in a God whose values are so radically dif-
ferent from our own sense of what is right
and good?

I DON’T like the values represented by
polygamy or withholding priesthood
from blacks, so I don’t believe God re-

vealed either of those ideas or supported
their practice. I think they are cases of rather
spectacular mistakes by two of Mormonism’s
founding prophets—polygamy was Joseph

Smith’s big mistake, and priesthood denial
was Brigham Young’s. Or perhaps they
weren’t really “mistakes” on the part of these
two prophets but rather incorrect doctrines
they deliberately introduced into the Church
because they knew it would be good for the
members of the Church to confront the fact
that their leaders would not always tell them
the truth—or perhaps God even inspired
them to teach these mistakes, even though
everyone involved (God and the prophets)
knew they were mistakes. All of those are in-
teresting possibilities. But it doesn’t really
matter to me if these were spectacular mis-
takes or oddly packaged pedagogical tools; I
still think Joseph Smith and Brigham Young
were prophets because they expressed so
many other ideas that to me are spectacularly
beautiful—ideas that express the values I
care about most of all, and, consequently,
ideas I believe express God’s essential values
as well.

And that’s why I love polygamy: because I
like the idea that God takes my freedom and
my values seriously enough that he is willing
to let a prophet make colossal errors and
even teach those mistakes as revealed truth
in order to create a religion where my
freedom and values mean something—a reli-
gion where individual intelligence, studied
and nurtured values, and personal revelation
really matter.

Many have suggested that polygamy
nearly destroyed the Church. And there’s
some evidence that even Joseph Smith came
to this conclusion. I used to agree with this
assessment: I wished that polygamy had
never happened. Now I’m glad it did.
Polygamy is my favorite part of Mormon his-
tory because it represents better than any-
thing else why I like being a Mormon. In our
history, it may be God’s greatest expression of
his respect for individual thought, values,
and freedom.

When polygamy is dismissed as a curiosity of
the past, a test, a trial, or a special program 

for increasing the population, we dodge 
the deeper questions: Do I like the values 

represented by polygamy, or not? And can I 
believe polygamy and the values inherent in 
its teaching and practice came from God?
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To comment on this essay or to read
comments by others, please visit our
website: <www.sunstoneonline.com>.
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M o r m o n  M u s i n g s

EVEN IF . . .

B EFORE OUR SON WAS BORN, MY WIFE, EMILY, AND
I, like most expectant parents, I’m sure, played the
“what if” game. This diabolical game works to scare ex-

pecting parents, making them think about serious possibilities
they rarely if ever considered as they were trying to conceive.
What if our son is born with a life-threatening illness? What if
he has a disability that severely affects him for the rest of his
life? What if he has a learning disability? What if, as a teenager,
he does drugs? What if he tells us when he’s fourteen that he’s
already sexually active? What if he tells us that he’s not only
sexually active, but also that he’s gay? What if he decides he
doesn’t want to be a Mormon? What if he tells us he’s an
atheist? And so on, and so on.

Emily and I pondered these possibilities (and dozens more)
in restaurants, on car rides, on the phone, while we lay awake
in bed, at the breakfast table, everywhere. As we wrestled with
these questions, we usually ended with self-congratulatory
comments about how loving, understanding, charitable, and
accepting we would be as parents. There would be challenges,
we knew, but we would love our son no matter what we faced.

Then, until a week before he was born, the most terrifying
prospect of all crossed my mind. How had I not thought of it
before? In all our what ifing, how could Emily and I not have
contemplated such a disturbing possibility? Yet there it was,
right in front of me. I had to confront it. What if . . . what if my
son became an iron-rod Latter-day Saint?

Suddenly, all the other possibilities overwhelmed me. What
if he likes Michael McLean music? What if he thinks Saturday’s
Warrior is a brilliant piece of work? What if Elder McConkie’s
Mormon Doctrine turns out to be his favorite book? What if he
likes seminary? What if he doesn’t think Church is boring—
ever? What if he is becomes of those people who writes Robert
Kirby to tell him he is going to hell? What if he thinks watching
Schindler’s List is a grievous sin? What if he thinks challenging
issues in Church history or doctrine don’t matter because they
aren’t “pertinent to his salvation”? My mind swirled!

Like many fathers, I look forward to watching football with
my son. I can hardly wait for him to get old enough to chal-
lenge me at video games. I’m anxious to teach him how to mow
the lawn and fix things around the house. But more than any-

thing, I want a boy whom I can talk Mormonism with when I’m
older. I’ve had lengthy daydreams about myself at age fifty, my
son at twenty-five, hanging out and discussing various aspects
of Mormon history, theology, and intellectualism. Yes, yes, I
know, it’s a long shot to have a child who is as interested in
these things as I am. And I also know that perhaps by then, I
may have lost my own love and fascination with these things.
But I was always aware of this possibility and have mentally
prepared for it. But to have a child who is the very antithesis of
what I am—I suddenly wasn’t sure I could handle that.

A week later, my wife and I were enjoying my birthday with
a quiet celebration at home. Our Scrabble game was inter-
rupted by labor pains and a trip to the hospital. (To this day, I
think this was a bit contrived, since I’d just gotten 78 points
for “shingle”) And then, finally, the time came. Our son was
born at 12:05 a.m., 3 September 2002, five minutes after his
father’s birthday. I would have loved to have shared a birthday
with him—but I suspect that in a few years, he will be very
grateful to have his own day. Perhaps this is his first rebellion
against me? Perhaps it’s a sign that my daydream won’t be
come true? Or, more likely, it doesn’t mean anything at all and
it’s just how nature worked that day. But
despite my disappointment at his just
missing my birthday, as I looked at him
while Emily held him, I knew that I really
could love him no matter what. Even if he
becomes an iron-rod Latter-day Saint.

—JOHN HATCH
Salt Lake City, Utah

Tw e n t y  Ye a r s  A g o  i n  S u n s t o n e

IN A DIFFERENT VOICE

FOR THE BETTER PART OF THE TWENTIETH CENTURY,
people have interchanged male and female roles and
stereotypes as a form of entertainment. Early on, in bur-

lesque shows or skits such as “If Men Played Cards as Women
Do,” men mostly imitated women (and almost never in the
cause of enlightenment). This changed, however, in the 1970s
and ’80s as various writers began experimenting with role-re-
versal as a powerful tool for highlighting underlying themes in
gendered discourse. Within Mormonism, Elouise Bell’s “The
Meeting” and Carol Lynn Pearson’s “Take a Walk in the Pink
Moccasins” were early examples of this type of experimental
writing. SUNSTONE also published a role-reversal piece in its
July/August 1982 issue, Richard K. Circuit’s “New Policies
(Tribute to Manhood),” from which the following is excerpted:
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The Church has announced that commencing 20 September
2082 (and each year thereafter except leap years) a special week of
activities will be convened for the purpose of honoring the men of the
Church. A spokeswoman for the Church said the new program is de-
signed to emphasize the major role that men have played in Church
History. She noted that Mormon men were some of the nation’s fore-
most nineteenth century suffragists, advocating the once-controver-
sial policy “One Man, One Vote.” . . . According to the Church
spokeswoman, although the Church has come under severe attack by
its enemies for opposing the so-called MRA (Male Rights
Amendment), it has always recognized the unique contribution of fa-
thers to the institution of the family and hopes the “Tribute to
Manhood Week” will demonstrate that Mormon men are loved and
respected by their Church.

SUGGESTED GUIDELINES FOR WARD ACTIVITIES
DURING “TRIBUTE TO MANHOOD WEEK”

1. FRIDAY EVENING: “Follow the Sisters”
The Friday evening program shall be entitled “Follow the Sisters”

and shall focus on the blessings that men receive by obeying the
counsel of the Sisters. You may want to . . . [host] a panel discussion
of three successful brothers on the topic “Perils of Fatherhood in the
Twenty Eighties.” At least one panel member should be a working fa-
ther; another, a father with several young children at home; and
third, a father with several grown children, including at least three
teenage daughters. This panel should be moderated by the Young
Women’s President. The meeting shall be conducted by the Relief
Society President. . . . The opening and closing prayers may be of-
fered by brothers. Light refreshments may be served.

2. SATURDAY AFTERNOON: Manhood Handicraft Fair
This activity shall be conducted in the ward cultural hall. Booths

shall be constructed so that all men in your ward can demonstrate
their handicrafts and hobbies. . . . Men should be allowed to actually
demonstrate their crafts and may want to wear their work-about
clothes. However, all Relief Society members should dress in Sunday
clothes to show proper respect for the manly crafts demonstrated at
the handicraft fair. 

3. SUNDAY EVENING: Dinner Honoring Men
. . . Suggested menu should emphasize healthy

non-fattening foods, but meat loaf, potatoes and
gravy, or casseroles are acceptable. After dinner,
show the new Church film strip “Nine Statues of
Manhood.” This unique film strip shows the nine
new statues which were created by a prominent
Church sculptress, Eva Farbank, for the new
Manhood Visitors Pavilion located in Orem, Utah.
Each statue depicts a phase of man’s traditional,
spiritual or temporal experience. The film strip was
developed for the Church by the Department of
Male Studies at Brigham Young University. 

C y b e r s a i n t s

SINCE PARALLEL LINES MEET
A fairly common query on LDS email lists concerns how others

maintain their faith in the face of challenging historical or doctrinal
incongruities. What is not so common is finding as thoughtful a 
response as the one we spotted and include here. It was posted on
the now-defunct e-list, “LDS Bookshelf” by Ardis Parshall, a geneal-
ogist and independent historian in Orem, Utah. We print it here
with her permission.

I DISCOVERED GEOMETRY WHEN I WAS THIRTEEN,
and that discovery was as exciting and illuminating to me
as religion or philosophy or literature is to other young

people. Geometry organized my world, gave me logical princi-
ples to analyze anything, banished ambiguity from every-
thing—“Euclid alone has looked on Beauty bare.” Sounds silly,
I know, but so do most teenager discoveries.

I discovered non-Euclidean geometry when I was twenty-
four, and it was unsettling. One of the key principles of
Euclidean geometry is, of course, that parallel lines never
meet. In some non-Euclidean geometries, parallel lines must
meet at one or even many points. Imagine the lines of longi-
tude drawn on a globe—the lines are parallel at the Equator,
but they all meet at a single point at the North Pole. Space
curves to follow the surface of the Earth (which it may in re-
ality do) rather than extending indefinitely in a flat table as
Euclid envisioned.

Did that mean that Euclidean geometry was false and that I
had to abandon it or live on in disillusioned disappointment?
Of course not. Everything I had learned about geometry was
still true, merely incomplete; I only had to adjust my under-
standing a tiny bit, and then go on to explore the new universes
opened by Gauss and Bolyai and Lobachevsky and Riemann.

That experience inoculated me against disillusionment
when I discovered Mormon history. What I learned in the past
doesn’t become false when I’m exposed to a new aspect of the
historical record: If Joseph Smith was a prophet when I was
fourteen (and I believed he was), he’s still a prophet now that I
know more about polygamy.
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L i g h t e r  m i n d s

Some of today’s best Mormon 
cultural critique and edgiest
humor can be found in 
the bi-weekly e-zine, The Sugar
Beet,<www.thesugarbeet.com>.
In the Beet almost everything
Mormon gets a turn on the slow
roaster. (Sunstone’s already had
a few good skewerings.) Here’s a
message from one of the Beet’s,
um . . . sponsors.
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The historical figures I honored when I thought of them as
marbleized demigods are still honorable now that I know
them as human beings: When I was fourteen, I thought
Brigham Young had accomplished miraculous feats, and I still
think he had access to divine assistance even though I now
know him to be someone who probably would have bullied
me had I been in his circle.

I know now that few people can tolerate much ambiguity,
and I recognize the tendency to invent seemingly logical expla-
nations of gospel principles we don’t understand. Explanations
of why blacks were denied the priesthood for so long are ob-
vious fabrications of this kind, without basis in revelation.
(Please note that I am referring to the rationalizations, such as
the “not valiant in the war in heaven” or “Abel’s unborn chil-
dren must be deified before Cain’s posterity will be redeemed”
theories, and I am not commenting on the priesthood ban it-
self.) Because human beings struggle to understand a principle
doesn’t mean that the principle is false—or that I am bound by

anyone’s fumbling attempts to explain the
difficulty.

I believe Joseph Smith saw visions and
received heavenly visitors; the fact of those
visions and revelations does not change be-
cause Michael Quinn explores folk magic,
or because Mark Hofmann produces a
“salamander letter,” or because Rick
Grunder locates undeniable parallels be-
tween Joseph Smith’s words and ideas
common in the wider culture of the day. I
realize no new discovery is ever going to be
the last word on the subject. Next year, the
year after that, and ten years from now, his-
torians are going to uncover as-yet-unimag-
ined documents that will modify the record
again. And yet, if Joseph Smith was a
prophet, as I believe him to have been,
those discoveries need not affect my faith,
only my understanding of chronology and
personalities and external forces.

In short, I keep my faith by admitting
that my childhood understanding was not
complete nor perfect. When some new
piece of history jars, I backtrack far enough
to find the root of the discord. I study
(through both faith and reason) to find
what is essential to the gospel, and what is
culture or assumption or faulty human in-
terpretation—and occasionally resort to
filing the matter away as “unresolved for
now.” I make the necessary adjustment in
my outlook and get on with life.

If God lives, and if he has a particular in-
terest in the human family and each indi-
vidual within it, and if he has a plan for our
eventual salvation and happiness, and if he
has revealed that plan, however incom-

pletely, to man, then none of that can be changed by the his-
torical record of the imperfect words and actions of man.

M a r g i n  N o t e s

“AND NOT OF MYSELF” 
There is a law, irrevocably decreed in heaven before the founda-

tions of this world, upon which all blessings are predicated. And
when we obtain any blessing from God, it is by obedience to that law
upon which it is predicated. —D&C 130:20-21

S O MANY LDS DISCUSSIONS ABOUT OBEDIENCE
and obtaining blessings revolve around this scripture
and its straightforward, formulaic explanation: When

we obey a law, we will receive the blessings attached.
Understandably, this interpretation has wide appeal—after all,
wouldn’t it be nice if we knew which, preferably not uncom-

PAGE 26 OCTOBER 2002

P r a i s e  t o  t h e  M a n

REALITY CHECK

UICK, THINK: “LIZ LEMON SWINDLE.” 
If warm, gooey, family-values-laden images of the Prophet Joseph don’t 
immediately flood your mind, you just might be out of touch with the

Mormon Zeitgeist.
Swindle has done thirty- or

forty-odd portraits of the
Prophet, in various action
poses, that have been very well
received by the Deseret Book-
loving crowd. In one painting,
Joseph wears a toothy grin and
a bleached white blouse as he
romps with his frolicsome
young sons; in another, he’s
clutching his father in a joy-
ously tearful, dripping, bap-
tismal embrace; in one more,

he’s gazing ponderously through the window at a leaden, autumn landscape, his
back darkly shadowed, his face to the light.

These paintings strive to be heroic, even titanic in spirit, while yet keeping
Joseph earthy, in the here-and-now, within arm’s reach. Swindle’s Joseph is often
stately and statuesque, and yet at other times, he is almost a huggable lug, a fa-
vorite uncle. But he is always virile, unspoiled, pristine, as if he himself were a
grand western landscape in human form. (Swindle was a wildlife painter before
finding Joseph as her objet d’art.) Though mawkish, these paintings perhaps sum
two natures we Latter-day Saints are wont to grant our Prophet: to us he is an al-
most mythical, God-sent rock for all ages who can yet be sensitive enough to
reach out and stroke Emma’s hair with soft, new-agey hands; he is big enough to
fulfill all the world’s dire needs, yet small enough to reside as a personal chum in
each of our hearts; we want him unknowably deep, and yet readily embraceable,
even if, alas, we accept a two-dimensional caricature of the real Joseph Smith in
order to have the prophet we can be comfortable with.

Q

My Beloved Emma, by Liz Lemon Swindle
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fortable, steps would guarantee a desired outcome? How many
parents would not love a sure-fire guide to raising toddlers and
teenagers, e.g. obey the Law of Correct Parenting embodied in
these 12 concrete steps, and you will be blessed with children
who honor you, serve honorable missions, and marry in the
temple? We also cling to these verses because great comfort
flows from the confidence that we will be rewarded for our
righteousness.

More fundamentally, this passage reassures because it re-
flects one aspect of God’s divine character: integrity. Indeed,
Joseph Smith taught in the Lectures on Faith that we cannot

have faith in a god who lies (3:22); the knowledge that such a
being could renege on his word and deny us the promised
blessings for which we work so diligently would spawn nag-
ging doubts incompatible with faith. Furthermore, Moroni
taught that if God changed, he would cease to be God (Morm.
9:19). This integrity is an essential character trait for becoming
a god; and given his perfect nature, we have every reason for
absolute confidence that God will honor his commitments. We
may even feel we have earned our blessings; after all, we’re
working within the framework God established, and obedi-
ence brings blessings. This feeling of entitlement is reminiscent
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Tr a n s l a t e d  C o r re c t l y

“FOR EVERY MAN MUST ‘SHOULDER HIS OWN PACK’”
GALATIANS 6: 1–10

KING JAMES VERSION

C H A P T E R 6

Brethren, if a man be overtaken in a fault,
ye which are spiritual, restore such an one
in the spirit of meekness; considering thy-
self, lest thou also be tempted.

2 Bear ye one another’s burdens, and so
fulfil the law of Christ.

3 For if a man think himself to be
something, when he is nothing, he de-
ceiveth himself.

4 But let every man prove his own
work, and then shall he have rejoicing in
himself alone, and not in another.

5 For every man shall bear his own
burden.

6 Let him that is taught in the word
communicate unto him that teacheth in all
good things.

7 Be not deceived; God is not mocked:
for whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he
also reap.

8 For he that soweth to his flesh shall of
the flesh reap corruption; but he that
soweth to the Spirit shall of the Spirit reap
life everlasting.

9 And let us not be weary in well
doing: for in due season we shall reap, if we
faint not.

10 As we have therefore opportunity,
let us do good unto all men, especially unto
them who are of the household of faith.

THE REVISED ENGLISH BIBLE
Oxford and Cambridge University Presses, 1989

6 1If anyone is caught doing something
wrong, you, my friends, who live by the

Spirit must gently set him right. Look to
yourself, each one of you: you also may be
tempted. 2Carry one another’s burdens, and
in this way you will fulfil the law of Christ.

3If anyone imagines himself to be some-
body when he is nothing, he is deluding
himself. 4Each of you should examine his
own conduct, and then he can measure his
achievement by comparing himself with
himself and not with anyone else; 5for
everyone has his own burden to bear.

6When anyone is under instruction in
the faith, he should give his teacher a share
of whatever good things he has.

7Make no mistake about this: God is not
to be fooled; everyone reaps what he sows.
8If he sows in the field of his unspiritual na-
ture, he will reap from it a harvest of cor-
ruption; but if he sows in the field of the
Spirit, he will reap from it a harvest of
eternal life. 9Let us never tire of doing
good, for if we do not slacken our efforts
we shall in due time reap our harvest.
10Therefore, as opportunity offers, let us
work for the good of all, especially mem-
bers of the household of the faith.

THE NEW TESTAMENT IN
MODERN ENGLISH (PHILLIPS)

MacMillan, 1972

CHAPTER 6
Some practical wisdom

EVEN if a man should be detected in some
sin, my brothers, the spiritual ones among
you should quietly set him back on the
right path, not with any feeling of superi-
ority but being yourselves on guard against
temptation. Carry each other’s burdens and
so live out the law of Christ.

If a man thinks he is “somebody” when
he is nobody, he is deceiving himself. Let
every man learn to assess properly the
value of his own work and he can then be
rightly proud when he has done something
worth doing, without depending on the ap-
proval of others. For every man must
“shoulder his own pack.”

The man under Christian instruction
should be willing to share the good things
of life with his teacher.

The inevitability of life’s harvest

Don’t be under any illusion: you cannot
make a fool of God! A man’s harvest in life
will depend entirely on what he sows. If he
sows for his own lower nature his harvest
will be the decay and death of this own na-
ture. But if he sows for the Spirit he will
reap the harvest of everlasting life from that
Spirit. Let us not grow tired of doing good,
for, unless we throw in our hand, the ulti-
mate harvest is assured. Let us then do
good to all men as opportunity offers, espe-
cially to those who belong to the Christian
household.
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of the Pilgrims’ pride that their prosperity was proof that they
were God’s elect.

An important perspective on divine blessings absent in this
Doctrine and Covenants passage emerges in Enoch’s words to
the Lord during his great vision of the course of human history,
“Thou hast made me, and given unto me a right to thy throne,
and not of myself, but through thine own grace” (Moses 7:59).
Despite our obedience, our right to God’s throne comes “not of
[ourselves], but through [God’s] own grace.” That God insti-
tuted this system such that we may ultimately become “joint-
heirs with Christ” (Rom 8:17), receiving all that God hath, is an
example of his love, an act of grace. That we were born as spirits
and that we now live on this earth with an opportunity to reap
the rewards of obedience are further manifestations of grace.
God’s system for blessing us is completely imbued with grace.

Living the gospel takes hard work and great sacrifice. In
my own experience, striving to overcome the “natural man”
and to establish Zion has required me to leave my comfort
zone, venture into many uncomfortable situations, and take
the types of risks I normally avoid; tracting as a missionary
and serving in the nursery as a childless adult were unfamiliar
and, initially, quite intimidating. But I am well rewarded as I
grow to love those whom I serve, and the fear fades away. I
find myself experiencing a change of heart with new desires
replacing the old, and I am confronted with the temptation to
take credit for God’s handiwork. “How awesome am I!” I am
inclined to think, as I see myself becoming more Christlike.
But such smug satisfaction leads me to to self-congratulatory
self-righteousness that diverts me from the path of disciple-
ship and impedes my caring for others. So while I strive to be-
come attuned to and obedient to God’s will and to trust his
system of rewards, I must also endeavor to recall God’s perfec-
tion and love—without which such a sublime system would
not exist.

ETHAN CANNON
Essex Junction, Vermont

T h e  R e s t  o f  t h e  S t o r y  

ROMANCING THE STONE

LIKE OTHER CHRISTIANS, MOST LATTER-
DAY SAINTS tend to read bible texts quite
uncritically, focusing primarily on their

messages and potential applications today rather
than on what the writers had in mind as they
wrote. One example in which Latter-day Saints
have applied to a text an understanding that is
quite at odds with how most biblical scholars in-
terpret its intent and meaning is
Nebuchadnezzar’s dream found in the Book of
Daniel.

Ostensibly, the book of Daniel was written
about and by a young man with that name who
lived in the Babylonian courts of 600 B.C., but
scholars have nearly unanimously concluded the
book was written much later. They point to the

languages (Hebrew and Aramaic) Daniel’s author uses, noting
that although ancient, the styles and construction employed
were not found during that period, arising only about 200 B.C.
Thus, on linguistic evidence alone, they assert a much later date
for Daniel’s composition.

But even stronger evidences for dating the text and under-
standing its author’s true purposes are internal to the book it-
self, most apparent in the passages about Nebuchadnezzar’s
dream in which he saw an image, described as a statue with a
head of gold, and with the remainder of the body composed of
lesser materials, including silver, bronze, iron, and clay (Daniel
2:31–35). In the dream, the king then saw a stone, cut from
the mountain without human hands, strike the statue in the
legs, causing it to shatter into bits. The stone then continued to
increase in size until it filled the whole earth.

Mormons have long interpreted this “stone” as a prophecy
concerning the latter-day restored church, but most biblical
scholars understand it quite differently. These scholars interpret
the gold head as representing Nebuchadnezzar’s kingdom,
which was overthrown by the Medes (silver kingdom), who in
turn were conquered by the Persians (bronze), led by Cyrus the
Great. The iron kingdom represents the time of Greek rule,
with the clay symbolizing the weakness of Alexander the Great’s
fragmented empire that was divided into the twin kingdoms of
the Ptolemys and the Seleucids. Because the dream recorded in
Daniel ignores the Roman empire that followed Alexander,
scholars again place the book’s composition near 200 B.C.

But chapter 8 of Daniel provides clues that help scholars
date the book even more precisely. The writer places Daniel
standing in Susa during the Babylonian Exile and predicting
the future. In a vision, Daniel sees a ram with two horns
pushing westward, northward, and southward, representing
the Median and Persian empires, which held lands to the west,
north and south. Daniel sees the ram challenged by a goat
from the west (Alexander the Great), whose horn is broken
and replaced by four smaller horns, representing the contested
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SYNCRETISM
SURROUNDED BY ICONS OF
THE Virgin Mary, LDS artist Del
Parson’s 1983 image, The Lord
Jesus Christ, stands next to the
Weeping Virgin Tree on the corner
of 700 South and 300 East in Salt
Lake City. Popular with Catholic
faithful, a shrine has existed at this
site since 1997 when a local resi-
dent discovered the image of the
Virgin Mary in one of the tree’s
knotholes.
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kingdoms of Alexander following his death. Scholars further
contend that the little horn in verse 9 which magnified itself
even to disturbing the temple offerings to God refers to King
Antiochus IV Epiphanes, who ruled from 175 to 164 B.C. The
Jews hated Antiochus for his attempts to hellenize them, in-
cluding forcing them to abandon their dietary laws. The
height of his infamy had come when, in 168 B.C., he erected a
statue of Zeus in the temple at Jerusalem, a sacrilege that be-
came known as the “abomination of desolation” (Daniel 9:27,
11:31, 12:11).

At the end of Daniel’s vision, he reports a conversation be-
tween two heavenly beings, in which was asked, 

How long will the vision about the regular sacrifice
apply, while the transgression causes horror, so as to
allow both the holy place [the temple] and the host
[the Jews] to be trampled? And he said to me, “For
2,300 evenings and mornings; then the holy place
will be properly restored (Daniel 8:13-14, N.A.S.).

This period of “2,300 evenings and mornings” can be in-
terpreted as 1,150 days, or three and a half years (Harry M.
Buck, People of the Lord: The History, Scriptures, and Faith of
Ancient Israel [New York: MacMillan Company, 1966], 539). It
is likely that the rededication of the temple by Judas the
Maccabee, in 165 B.C., three years after its desecration by
Antiochus, is the fulfillment of this prophecy.

From these evidences,
scholars place the writing of
Daniel sometime near 165 B.C.,
with the author interpreting the
Maccabean revolt as the start of
God’s hand in restoring his
kingdom to the earth—which
the author symbolizes as a stone
cut from a mountain without
hands. Ultimately, the revolt
failed to free the Jews from for-
eign rule, and the Romans soon
assumed control of Judea. 

Daniel’s “vision” failed—and
it is this failure that allows
scholars to date the text’s com-
position with such precision.
With the advantage of hind-
sight, the writer was able to pre-
dict events with great accuracy.
But once the writer attempted
genuine prophecy—the victory
of the Maccabean revolt—his
prophecies faltered, becoming
vague and ultimately, unful-
filled. Where actual history de-
viates from the timeline de-
scribed in Daniel’s vision, the
writer of Daniel and the stone
“cut out of the mountain
without hands” can be found.
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EXPLANATION OF DIAGRAM.
The time when the writer lives is point 1, 
a time when the author feels society is
moving towards destruction (point 2). The
writer describes a vision that occurred some time in the past (point 3) in
which a prophet accurately “predicts” events known up to point 1. The writer
then has the prophet continue to predict beyond this point to what the writer
believes will happen (point 4). However, to the extent events don’t continue
along the predicted trajectory (point 5 represents actual history), the 
prophecies beyond point 1 become increasingly inaccurate. The date the text
was written is located where this breach occurs. Scholars have applied this
same basic dating technique in studying John’s prophecies in the the book of
Revelation, and  this same tool could be helpful with some Book of Mormon
studies. But that would require another “rest of the story.”

“. . . and I thank thee for keeping us safe from the evils of cola drinks, 
body piercings and tattoos, and I pray that we may continue to be 

worthy of the privilege of consuming a disproportionate share 
of the world’s resources. . . .”

To comment on something you read, or to view comments made by
others, visit our website: <www.Sunstoneonline.com>.
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S U N S T O N E

I AM A SIXTH GENERATION MEMBER OF THE CHURCH
and a convert to it of thirteen years. My husband has not
joined and says he never will. I believe him. He says

Mormonism has taught him that truth and goodness are not
necessarily the same thing. He recognizes the Church as good,
but not as true in the way it says it is. He’s a philosopher by
profession and a serious seeker of both goodness and truth.
He attends the Catholic Church and calls himself a “practicing
non-Catholic.” Exactly what that means is known mostly to
him alone. When we married, almost thirty-eight years ago,
we were two young people with Protestant backgrounds who
consciously wanted to “search for God.” Eventually that de-
sire led us to convert to Catholicism and subsequently to
found an intentional community called the Families of St.
Benedict..

Our community was located next to the Abbey of
Gethsemani in Kentucky. The Cistercian monks who live there
are known as Trappists and are a contemplative order tradi-
tionally living in silence. By the time we took up residence in
the neighborhood, they had modernized to the point of
speaking freely, but silence was still the norm among them. We
did not seek to imitate them but were hugely drawn to their
reverent ways. But I am getting ahead of myself.

C ARL AND I married in the spring of 1965, in San
Francisco. We had been friends in philosophy class at
the University of Colorado in Boulder, and we had at

some point decided that San Francisco was the place to be. We
had both dropped out and headed there for different reasons
and at different times; he was single and I was divorced with a
five-year-old son from a teenage marriage. When we arrived a
year after he did, Carl invited us to stop temporarily with him
and his roommate, Bob, and within two months, I was a wife
instead of a guest.

At that point, Carl and I were what I’d call “pious
Bohemians” at the tail end of the Beat Generation. We were se-
riously romantic about setting aside convention for a life of
voluntary poverty in communion with those around us—
writers, artists, musicians, and street people. We had not yet
formally returned to the Christian identity of our youth, but
we were conscious of deep spiritual desires. One of my earliest
memories in the city is having my heart burn within me as I
watched Carl affectionately embrace a bum on the street.
Another part of this nascent spirituality was simply gratitude at
finding ourselves with each other. We have felt a soul connec-
tion even in hard times. And there have been plenty!

Yet along with our gratitude, we were fairly cynical, espe-
cially about the “establishment.” The trend at that time toward
materialism and military buildup disturbed us. We had many
longings to go in the other direction and were uncertain about
the future. For one thing, Carl had refused induction into the
armed forces in the spring of 1964, and he had known since
then that he might be arrested any time. Even with this realiza-
tion, our minds were mostly elsewhere. Our new relationship
and the fact that a year later he still wasn’t in trouble, allowed
us to hope that somehow he’d slipped through the cracks.

The San Francisco of 1965 was colorful and exciting. We
lived in a large, cheap, and handsome loft with no running
water except down the hall in a common shower. But life was
good. My son—who became Carl’s son too—went to nursery
school and was thriving with a second Dad and an “Uncle
Bob.” But when we learned we were expecting a second child,
we decided to leave the city for a calmer place. Plus, all of a
sudden, we missed being in the mountains. So Carl hired on
with the Forest Service in the Sierra Mountains. This choice
stabilized us financially and gave a new romantic slant to our
adventure. We were headed to a one-room cabin in the woods!
We found ourselves sixty-five miles from the nearest paved
road and 110 miles from Kernville, California, which was
ranger headquarters. We were not hiding out in this new job,
just honeymooning and bonding as a family.

In November of that year, when the fire season ended, we
left California and drove east to Boston shortly before our first
daughter, Jessica, was born. We envisioned ourselves going to
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A love story. A daring experiment trying to live full-blown Christianity. 
A continuing spiritual journey in a new/old home.

THE SEARCH FOR GOD IN 
INTENTIONAL COMMUNITY

By Marylee Mitcham

MARYLEE MITCHAM joined the Church in 1989.
She and her husband Carl divide their time between
an apartment in Golden, Colorado, and a house 
in rural southern Colorado. Marylee remains an ac-

tive member to the best of her ability.
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Spain and connecting with—who knows? An exotic
Catholicism perhaps. I had been raised Episcopalian, and had
always loved liturgy. Carl had Methodist roots, but was at-
tracted to cultures abroad which, being foreign, better re-
flected the mystery of life that so haunted us. As it turned out,
we only made it to Spain many years later. Financial realities
dictated the need to pay rent and maternity bills. So Carl
worked for the Peace Corps teaching carpentry skills to volun-
teers. He even made enough money for us to return to Boulder
where we had yet to finish our undergraduate degrees.

From 1966 through 1970, we stayed in Boulder, went to
school, had two more babies, became Catholics, and finally
got arrested for draft evasion. How we did it all financially, I
can’t imagine! But, those were the days of great second-hand
shopping. Three dollars for a beautiful quilt at the Good Will.
Lots of hand-smocked baby clothes for a quarter. The good old
days. We were resourceful and lucky. Blessed. It’s clear to me
now that, naïve or not, we were in a fast current of personal
destiny.

At no time were we alone—I mean that in the mystical
sense. In terms of family support, times were hard, especially
compared to the rich extended family circles that some people
are blessed with. Carl’s parents and sister were deeply dis-
turbed by his political intransigence. My only family member
was my mother. She supported our anti-war stand but was ill
with heart disease and not able to be around us much. Had we
not lived so deeply in hope for the future, we might have fal-
tered, but something held us steady.

During this time, we even became less anti-establishment.
The FBI man in charge of Carl’s case came to our home several
times to gather the information he needed. There was some-
thing special about him. He was a kind, decent man, and even
turned away one afternoon when I told him that Carl was
taking a nap and couldn’t see him. He tried hard to talk us out
of our convictions but couldn’t.

Eventually, he came to the house and told me the day we
had dreaded had come. But Carl wasn’t home—he was
studying in the library—so I drew a neat little map for our FBI
agent showing him exactly what carrel he would find him in.
He thanked me and told me I had a fine family. Then he left to
do his job, handcuffs and all.

Our experiences with this man remain a good memory.
There was no revulsion either way, and no real polarity, as in
the truth is either this or that, me or you. He, alone, left us more
respectful of our government. We were shortly advised by our
equally fine public defender that the best we could hope for
was a year of prison time for Carl. That sounded better than
we had expected, but we remained prepared for a heavier sen-
tence.

I remember the trial as though it were yesterday. Carl
brought along two books to read in jail, the Bible and War and
Peace. I was eight months pregnant with our fourth baby and
wore a lovely blue cotton dress a friend lent to me. It was very
hot outside, and in the courtroom, and we were trying to stand
tall, to live up to our convictions with some measure of
courage and dignity. I didn’t begin to cry until I realized the

judge had quit lecturing Carl and had begun lecturing the
prosecution for waiting so many years to make their arrest.

After the judge had spoken scathingly to just about
everyone, he turned to Carl and sentenced him “from the
bench.” He gave him three year’s probation. The first year Carl
could stay in school, but the next two years were to be spent
out of state doing alternative service. Case closed. This was a
total surprise—an almost embarrassing one.

Our government has been very good to us. Carl never asked
to be spared, only to serve in jail instead of on the battlefield.
Years later, Gerald Ford sent him a presidential pardon which,
according to the government’s own specifications, he theoreti-
cally didn’t qualify for. We were dumfounded ourselves. We
had escaped the war and jail, but little did we know how much
struggle and conflict lay ahead. As Pogo said, “We have met the
enemy, and he is us!”

A FTER TWO YEARS of alternative service in Kentucky
at Berea College, where we earned room and board by
being dorm directors, we felt ready to move on. We

had grown in our readiness to find a way of life that more fully
expressed our deeper desires. I was very deeply drawn to
prayer. Whenever I gave myself to it, it gave itself back to me. I
realized I must be “called” to it. This must be what it was like
to know you had a vocation to be a contemplative brother or
sister in a religious order. I was perfectly satisfied as a wife and
mother, but I could not deny that something else was hap-
pening too. And I wanted more of it. I wanted to hear what
there was to be heard.

As for Carl, he was trying to find a way to live in a world he
often felt estranged from. Our technological milieu was ex-
citing but not life-giving. He felt it vitiated both nature and
community, thereby dispersing the power to be had from both.
In order to stay in contact with deepest reality, we need that
power. Yet he saw how our culture neglects it. In fact, it hardly
recognizes power from those simple sources.

So together we began to think about what kind of group we
could form that would be meaningful to both of us. I was more
consciously searching for God in prayer and participating in
that effort. He was more consciously searching for a fellowship
of like-minded thinkers who worked and served cooperatively.
Both of us were consciously fascinated and inspired by the an-
cient traditions of monastic life within the Catholic Church,
where perfection was still a goal, and where mercy was still
practiced with something of its Christ-like vigor. At that time,
we felt ordinary parish life was somehow “not enough”.

The call to leave the world in order to really find it is per-
haps rooted in Jesus’ words to the young man who asked him
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what he should do to have eternal life. He was already keeping
the commandments but asked,”What lack I yet”? Jesus said
unto him, “If thou wilt be perfect, go and sell that thou hast,
and give to the poor, and thou shalt have treasure in heaven:
and come and follow me” (Matt. 19:20–21). 

I, quite frankly, wanted to be a saint. (I still do, though I
strive more for balance now and understand perfection more in
those terms.) But then we were both filled with naive hope, en-
ergy, and zeal. We began getting acquainted with the monks of
Our Lady of Gethsemani, a two-hour drive from Berea. Their
lives are devoted to “ora et labora,” prayer and work. They are
cloistered, which means they do not mingle much with others
or go out in the wider world to accomplish their acts of service.
Instead, they practice more hidden, quiet works of mercy in
honor of Mary whose life was also quiet and hidden but
nonetheless important. To support themselves, they farm and
make cheeses and wonderful fruitcakes laced with brandy.

I actually became a Catholic after reading The Seven Storey
Mountain, the autobiography of Thomas Merton, who had
been a monk in that very monastery until his death in 1968,
the year we joined the church. Believe me, monastic life is a
powerful spirituality for those who are called. And Carl and I
felt it. We decided if we, being “in the world,” felt we could in
some sense make monasticism our own, then there were prob-
ably others who would join us. And there were. 

Over the years Families of St. Benedict existed, there were
six families, ten singles, and more temporary guests than I can
count. Our life was arduously primitive on 120 acres of
forested knob-land loaned to us in a loose, friendly arrange-
ment with a well-to-do Catholic layman who was a friend of
the Abbey’s. With only part-time jobs to sustain us, we built
our own houses mostly out of scavenged materials. We also
grew our own food, kept a cow, goats, chickens, ducks, and
bees—and managed to stay very healthy for the most part.
Every morning we woke at 4 a.m., drove to Mass, came home
and chanted psalms as a group, ate breakfast, bundled chil-
dren off to Catholic school, chanted psalms twice more
throughout the day, and had lots of meetings. It was a whole
way of life.

In 1972, when the community was dedicated, our children
were twelve-, six-, four- and three-years-old. Within weeks,
another family with five children joined us, and we felt certain
then that this was right for us and were reassured that others
would actually come.  For me, intentional community was an
experiment with my faith. All my abilities were challenged
(read: stressed). The monks helped us in various ways, and
constantly brought visitors to us. Many other visitors found
their own way to our place.

One summer evening at dusk, a couple rode up our drive-
way on bicycles. They were Dutch and had ridden all the way
from Montreal to visit! They stayed two months and then rode
off toward their next stop—Central America! In those days,
everything seemed larger than life.

But in our search for God and transformation into new and
more perfect human beings, we were amazingly hard on each
other. We went straight for the truth, either face-to-face or be-
hind-the-back, depending on each person’s inclination. We
were trying to speak the truth in love, but, developmentally,
our love wasn’t that far along! I was especially proud of my
ability to give it and take it, and it ultimately took a nervous
breakdown to humble me. 

My ability to live in grief and pain was not as invincible as I
thought. Yet it hardly ever occurred to me that this life wasn’t
good for everybody. I remember one time when I almost un-
derstood this. One winter evening, I was trudging in the un-
electrified dark up an icy slope toward our house in the trees.
My only guide to the path was the way my feet felt on the fa-
miliar ground. Both arms were full of groceries, and I had to
cross a very slick, slatted bridge on my knees, pushing gro-
ceries ahead inch by inch. “No wonder it’s men who mostly
want to join this community,” I thought. But the pioneer in me
was still incredibly strong. I just took our situation for granted,
thinking that the harder it was, the better.

Our communal life lasted ten years. Carl and I were the last
ones in the group to accept the need to close the community. I
always think of our time there like a marriage in which we
shared love and many happy times. Yet we lacked the inner re-
sources. We were too immature emotionally and spiritually to
stay together. And too hurt. Living as we did, we upped the
ante—a lot—for all the members. And even though we played
our hands for all they were worth, we didn’t make it. We were
admired by the monks for our efforts, but it finally became
clear that we had damaged and disappointed each other in
many serious and important ways.

No matter how hard we tried, there were always different
points of view, different ways of doing things, different toler-
ances, different omissions and commissions. There is no like-
minded person except oneself, and there’s even conflict with
that person! Add to this sleep deprivation, one bathtub for the
whole community, unfinished buildings, and a never-ending
stream of guests to adjust to, and you have stress of major pro-
portions. Yet we also had nature and community and the life-
renewing power from both. On Mother’s Day some years later,
I received a card from one of my daughters that said, “My
childhood memories are full of wonderful times. . . . The neg-
ative memories do not have the power to erase or manipulate
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the positive ones. And the much, much larger part of my
childhood was the positive part. I hope you never feel or be-
lieve otherwise.” In spite of everything, I’m glad we did it.

Our experience with intentional community disillusioned
me. It helped me grow up. It purified me. It cost me a lot. It
damaged my psyche and many relationships. It developed my
capacity for compassion. It gave me my testimony—the one I
still speak from on fast days. I know God lives because I put
myself in a situation where I had to depend on him to lead and
uphold me—and he did. Even when my heart was finally
broken, I could feel his peace. I knew it was broken, and I also
knew in some sense everything was abundantly all right. He
was there, and he loved me.

Looking back, I feel sure I also felt the power of my
Mormon ancestors. (Actually, one of them had been sent by
Brigham Young to found a United Order community!) I’d like
to think they were perfect, but I know they were as deeply
flawed and disabled at times as I am. But, they were blessed
with deep beliefs, and I honor them for the times they failed as
well as the times they succeeded.

I am the daughter of three generations of polygamy. It’s not
much of a stretch for me to imagine what went into the effort
of those challenging arrangements. How much faith it took,
and how many failures there were to understand and see each
other through! Some Latter-day Saints today are ashamed to
talk about polygamy, but I’m not. I’m proud of that noble prin-
ciple, although I know I couldn’t live it myself.

The difficulties of life have taught me that fervor and zeal
are only sometimes good. St. Benedict said that monasteries
need to be structured in such a way that the strong have some-
thing to strive for and the weak are not easily discouraged. I
think that goes for intentional communities as well. At one
time or another, we all need tender care.

A FTER THE COMMUNITY disbanded, we re-entered
middle-class society with some amazing help from
Providence. Carl was offered a job at Polytechnic

University in Brooklyn, New York. But we found ourselves
stranded like beached whales: we could breathe the air, but we
couldn’t swim. On the one hand, we were grateful to be intact
as a family and comfortable, and on the other hand, we were
totally lost. Our dream had been destroyed. My husband fin-
ished his Ph.D., I became an R.N., and we were finally able to
help our children with college expenses. We really had no
reason to complain.

But neither of us was doing anything that felt like it
counted. We were in a new city and were without a firm home
in nature or community. Our parish of Brooklyn-born Italians
with strong family ties felt like another world. So we lan-
guished. We continued to live out of the past, licking our
wounds and being angry and hurt as we sifted through interior
debris looking for salvageable pieces of ourselves.

Not until I found Sunstone did I began to recover. (The
story of my conversion to Mormonism is another paper in it-
self.) By this time, 1982, both my parents had died and I felt
deeply alone in terms of family. But I had found out more

about my Mormon heritage, and that interest had led me to
buy a second-hand copy of Canyons of Grace by Levi Peterson.
It’s the first book I’d ever seen that brought to my mind
Catholics and Mormons both. For instance, Paul Horgan, a
Catholic writer I read often, endorsed Canyons on its back
cover. And one of Peterson’s stories was titled “The
Confessions of St. Augustine.” 

I read the book and liked it, wrote Levi and liked him. He
expressed himself honestly and well, and he’s the one who told
me about the magazine—which changed my life. Once again,
I had a connection with a group with whom I could relate.
Here were people who came together to winnow wheat from
chaff, to listen to each other’s stories honestly told, to dream
big dreams about what the Church could become, to feel their
way toward greater authenticity. If it weren’t for Sunstone and
that alternative bishop, Elbert Peck, I would not have found
my way into the larger Church. 

I found my way into Sunstone first and the Church second,
and now I feel like I have what I need to move forward in faith.
I can’t do without either organization.

Perfection for me now means something like the thirteenth
Article of Faith: I believe in being honest, true, chaste, benevo-
lent, virtuous and in doing good to all. I believe all things,
hope all things, have endured many things, and hope to be
able to endure all things. If there is anything virtuous, lovely,
or of good report or praiseworthy, I claim the right, by Joseph
Smith’s word, to seek after these things.

I try to open my mind and my heart and to give myself to
the kind of healing work worthy of a true church and the real
world. I even try to “hearken unto my husband’s counsel as he
hearkens unto Heavenly Father’s,” though when I left
Catholicism and became a Mormon without his emotional
permission, I badly damaged my credibility. Life is full of
ironies and paradox. But, my husband loves me. And I love
him. And, in some real way, Christ has organized our lives, if
not in the church, as church. Both of us would be much at
fault if we were anything but grateful for what we have re-
ceived on Earth so far. 

I was inspired by Catholicism and many other Christian
paths, and I still am. I am also inspired to be where I am, part
of the Church of my ancestors. I know the good news, the
Gospel, has been transmitted to me by grace over thousands of
years and by thousands of saints. I hold this knowledge with a
very full heart, and a deep desire to love others as I have been
loved, so that I may take my place in their company. It still
feels like quite the adventure! Amen.
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W HAT COULD A MORMON ARTIST HAVE TO SAY
in New York City, and more particularly, to the rar-
ified New York art world? What could he depict

that would so arrest the hustling, self-preoccupied world me-
tropolis, compelling viewers to stop and look at it and collec-
tors to own it? Lane Twitchell, native of Ogden and graduate of
the University of Utah, is coming off his third solo gallery
show in Manhattan with an impressive and growing sheaf of
reviews and critiques. What grabs their attention?

What Twitchell does is reinterpret the Western landscape—
landscape as kaleidoscope, as a quilt made of paper, as a wide-
open world refracted in a giant, man-made snowflake. It is the
landscape and the heart of the West—its natural grandeur, its
history, its modern-day suburbs. Twitchell’s landscape is a
labyrinthine desert rose blossoming in the midst of Manhattan.

In This Is the Place or In Our Lovely Deseret [see facing page],
Twitchell has turned images and symbols from Utah’s past into
a visual puzzle that is both complex and serene. The work is
full of details LDS viewers will recognize. The outline of the Salt
Lake Temple in each corner frames the cut-paper painting.
Moving in, we see an inner ring made of the more mundane—
traffic-sign symbols. The “U-turn” and “intersection” signs be-
come the letters UT, a visual joke that provokes teasing ques-
tions: is Utah a place where ideas, people, and currents
intersect, or a place people reach before turning around in their
journey, realizing this is not where they wanted to end up?

The Deseret alphabet is used in the inner square border, a
cryptic puzzle that would leave any but cognoscenti Mormons
without even a clue to decipher it. Although the piece is

overrun with details, these three frames create an overall struc-
ture of the work: a circle within the square (within a circle,
within a square, and so on), allusions to perfection, and also to
the impossible (squaring the circle). Within this microcosm of
one “snowflake,” Twitchell depicts the human-constructed
world of the square or grid within (or without?) the encircling
celestial dome.

T WITCHELL BEGAN WORKING with enormous, elab-
orate paper snowflakes several years ago, after com-
pleting a series of paintings of suburban tract houses. It

was a change of expression, but the underlying ideas were
connected. Thinking of the repetitive crystal structure of
snowflakes, of their overwhelming, blinding anonymity in
masses (despite their proverbial uniqueness as individuals), of
their regular, straight lines reminded him of the numbing
sameness of tract houses. The landscape of suburbia, gridded
and immense, became superimposed and embodied in some-
thing tiny, delicate, and fragile. As he turned these ideas into
symbolic landscapes, he found that he drew on strange and
contradictory traditions—women’s work in the folk arts and
crafts of lace, doily, and quilt making, the tracery of gothic
cathedral windows, bird’s-eye-view architectural drawings or
photographs of highway cloverleafs, intricate medallions of
Native American sand-paintings, and the nineteenth-century
American landscape artists of the Hudson River school, who
first brought the magnificent views of the wild and unspoiled
West to the civilized and urbanizing East.

Bringing these western landscapes to this new audience in a
new way, Twitchell draws particularly on two traditions: the
historical legacy of Mormons as pioneers who “civilized” the
West, and the landscape painting as the depiction of Nature
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Lane Twitchell’s art reflects a central paradox of Mormonism. It is both orderly, precise, 
and rational but also mystical, iconic, and shamanistic. His paintings, like Mormon temples, 

show an open face to outsiders but contain another meaning entirely to those who have eyes to see.

LANDSCAPE AND 
THE AMERICAN WEST

THE SACRED, THE SUBLIME, AND THE SUBURBS

By Cherie K. Woodworth

CHERIE K. WOODWORTH is currently visiting 
assistant professor of history at Wesleyan and lecturer in
humanities at Yale where, in 2001, she completed her
Ph.D. in medieval history. She lives in New Haven,

Connecticut, with her husband, Brad.
All photographs courtesy of Artemis, Greenberg Van Doren Gallery,
New York.
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This Is the Place or 
In Our Lovely Deseret

is inhabited by many Utah and
Mormon symbols and images, 
such as the Salt Lake Temple, 
the Deseret alphabet, beehives 

and honeycomb patterns,
the all-seeing eye, and others. 

Three frames of circles 
within squares create 

the work’s overall 
structure in allusions to 

perfection as well as 
to the impossible. 

This Is the Place or 
In Our Lovely Deseret

1999 (left: detail; 
below, full image)

Cut paper and pastel 
50 x 50 inches

Janice and Mickey 
Cartin collection

Hartford, Connecticut
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The Swirling World of Ersatz Earth, 2001
cut paper, acrylic, plastic, plexiglass

60 x 60 inches
The Progressive Corporation Collection, Mayfield, Ohio

Pluribus: State 31, 1999
cut paper, acrylic, plexiglas

61 x 61 inches
The Goetz Collection, Munich, Germany

Industry, 1998
cut paper, metallic paper, acrylic, plexiglass.

32 x 32 inches

Eureka! Stepping Through the Rearview Mirror 
One Discovers the Golden State, 2001

cut paper, acrylic, plastic, plexiglass
52 x 52 inches
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and the Sublime. As with Hudson River school painters
Frederic Church and Albert Bierstadt more than a century ago,
Twitchell shows the natural landscape overpowering man
(there are no human figures in his snowflake works), now
combined with a more ambivalent, but more suitably modern,
suggestion—the man-made landscape also overpowers man,
or at the least, individuality.

As for Mormon history in the West, Twitchell uses it to
convey the freighted ambiguity of our relationship with the
American landscape. For the nineteenth-century romantic
landscape artists, the great American wilderness was the locus
of transcendence, where a man could be transported beyond
himself through Nature as it becomes supernatural. Rays of
light breaking through clouds and gilding mountain crags or
forest meadows, visual devices which, though now hackneyed
and cliched, communicated in a new way a new concept: the
Sublime. But this transcendence occurred when the artist trav-
eled alone into this unspoiled wilderness; when the crowd fol-
lows, the wilderness disappears.
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When Joseph Smith left the plowed fields of the farm to
pray in a grove of trees, he prefigured the later Mormon
journey into the wilderness to find a new relationship with
God. But like others who later came to colonize the American
West, the Mormons transformed the Western landscape, in-
evitably through their very presence, but also deliberately by
their industry. We would not pave over the Sacred Grove to
turn it into housing subdivisions, but we have turned the
Promised Land into a comfortable suburb, like the Ogden
suburb where Twitchell himself grew up. It is the home we
love, but the one that also replaces the Lord’s own landscape
with one of our own making.

It is this ambivalence that comes out in Twitchell’s most re-
cent works such as One Nation Under God, Subdivisible (2001,
above) and Eureka! Stepping Through the Rearview Mirror One
Discovers the Golden State (2001, page 36), and the slightly
older work Industry (1998, page 36). These three works are in-
cluded in a three-person exhibition at the Brigham Young
University Museum of Art from October 2002 through May,

One Nation Under God, Subdivisble, 2001 (detail)
cut paper, acrylic, plastic, plexiglass. 56 x 81 inches
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2003. The exhibition, “Past Tense: a Contemporary Dialogue,”
investigates the way history influences the contemporary
world and, in Twitchell’s case, the contemporary landscape.

In One Nation Under God, Subdivisible, the pinwheel pattern
from traditional quilt making is superimposed on an ab-
stracted arrangement of the forty-eight contiguous states.
Twitchell intends the viewer to take a visual pilgrimage
through continental America, as if following a road map. The
green dot on the upper, right corner of the image represents
Maine, the starting point of the drive. On the bottom left
corner of the image, the red dot completes the journey in
California, taking the viewer from “sea to shining sea,” an indi-
rect reference to Manifest Destiny. 

Eureka! is perhaps Twitchell’s most ambivalent and con-
sciously sentimental work. As the title implies, it is the reflec-
tion of a westerner looking back on the neon-tinted, car-cul-
ture landscapes of his youth.

Industry is a honeycomb composition through which are
growing sego lilies, the state flower of Utah. Yet breaking
through this pastoral field is a tangle of spider-like power lines,
invading and irradicating the delicate mountain flower.

With the BYU show, Twitchell’s paintings come “home” to
the West. While Twitchell now considers himself a New
Yorker, critics and commentators there persist in calling him
a Utahn and a Mormon. It seems to provide them with an ir-
resistible certainty of place and meaning, a label they think
they understand (even though they don’t). And they are

right in ways they don’t even know because at its core,
Twitchell’s art reflects a central paradox of Mormonism. It is
both orderly, precise, and rational but also mystical, iconic,
and shamanistic. His paintings, like Mormon temples, show
an open face to outsiders but contain another meaning en-
tirely to those who have eyes to see. And it is not only nine-
teenth-century American landscape paintings that Twitchell
reflects; he reflects also Mormonism’s own distinct use and
tradition of the sublime in landscape, the landscapes of the
early temple murals when the world is God’s creation, both
Edenic and fallen.

Thus squares within circles, mysteries inside mysteries; the
Mormon core inside Lane Twitchell, the new New Yorker,
Mormon mysteries infiltrated (by the collusion of the buyers
themselves) into the New York art world, and now, soon, a
Mormon temple rising in the midst of the great city. From its
site on the west side of Manhattan, the new LDS temple will
face on one side Lincoln Center for the Arts and on the other,
will overlook New York’s own green heart of “wilderness,”
Central Park. Distantly, almost directly across the park, it mir-
rors another temple, an immense one built to honor Art—the
Metropolitan Museum. And within that great temple to Art
sits another temple, the ancient Egyptian temple of Dendur.
Art turned into a temple, a temple turned into art, a sacred
space created by men, a sublime wilderness in the midst of the
city—all are, like Twitchell’s art, both surface and symbol, an
open book that keeps, still, its mystery.
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I N Mythic America or How the West Was One (full image left,
color detail, front cover), Twitchell depicts a landscape in
history. At the center of the star, as in a kaleidoscope, are

multiple repetitions of the Golden Spike which tied together the
transcontinental railroad in 1869. The two halves of the U.S. rail
met at Promontory Point near the Great Salt Lake—one way that
Utah became, symbolically, the center of a country now united
through the might of industrial transportation. The railroad itself
is the most dominant motif of the work, as a black-crossed star
that traverses the painting in all four directions.

Within each point of the star is an echo of Robert Smithson’s
landscape artwork Spiral Jetty, built in the Great Salt Lake one
hundred years after the golden spike had been driven, and just
thirty miles south of Promontory Point. Smithson imagined the
jetty as a symbol of endlessly curving eternity. Twitchell contrasts
the jetty’s curves with the straightforward thrust of the railroad
(and the spike itself) as agents of the American vision of endless
expansion. Smithson built the jetty of black rocks set against the
background of the lake’s waters turned red by a bloom of the
lake’s brine shrimp (see color detail on cover). Spiral Jetty was
buried by the lake’s rising waters; when it reemerged in 1993,
salt deposits had turned the black jetty white, and the lake wa-
ters had returned to blue. It was submerged again for several
years, but Utah’s recent drought has lowered the lake’s level, and
the jetty is visible once more.

Mythic America or How the West Was One, 1998
cut paper, acrylic, pigment, newspaper, plexiglass

48 x 48 inches

Susan and Michael Hort Collection, New York
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Parallel Lines of Second Sight (Beginnings, Visions, Translations, and the State of the Union)
1999 (detail of the three center bands)

Cut paper, 60 x 84 inches
private collection, London, England

T HE SEVEN BANDS of a television test pattern serve as a
convenient layout for Twitchell’s Parallel Lines of Second
Sight (Beginnings, Visions, Translations, and the State of the

Union), a visual narrative highlighting similarities in the lives of
Mormon prophet Joseph Smith and television inventor, Philo T.
Farnsworth. (See full color image showing all seven bands on
back cover.) Parallel Lines “reads” from both directions, with im-
ages relating to Smith working from right to left and Farnsworth
from left to right, until they converge in the center band. 

BEGINNINGS (the outside bands)

Joseph Smith, Jr. and Philo T. Farnsworth were born almost ex-
actly a century apart—Smith in 1805, Farnsworth 1906—and
their lives share many parallels. Twitchell labels the two outside
bands of his work, “Beginnings,” and each contains images of
the state trees and birds of the two men’s boyhood homes—
Smith’s, Vermont and New York (maple leaves and the eastern
bluebird); Farnsworth’s, Utah and Idaho (evergreen trees and
the Rocky Mountain bluebird).

VISIONS (second and sixth bands)

At age fourteen, each man had what could be considered his
“first vision.” Smith, living in the settled East, had his now-fa-
mous epiphany in the close confines of a grove of trees.
Farnsworth, growing up in the expansive West, observed the
alignment of the rows of a wheat field and conceptualized that
electrons arranged in a similar pattern would be able to hold an
image (or a vision).

TRANSLATIONS (third and fifth bands)

The next two bands represent the translations or the bringing to
perfection of the seeds planted in the two men’s youthful vi-
sions. Through images of Mesoamerican architecture and icons
such as a hat, seer stones, and Egyptian characters, the band on
Smith’s side of Parallel Lines represents the translation of the
Book of Mormon. Farnsworth’s side depicts his first vacuum
tubes and the alignment patterns of his early device.

STATE OF THE UNION (center band)

This center band is composed around the motif of an inter-
locked Utah-style Mormon chapel (with accompanying satellite
dish) and the similar-looking spires of the Nauvoo Temple
(with horizontal angel Moroni) and Independence Hall, in
Philadelphia (where Farnsworth’s radio and television com-
pany was based). The visions of the two men have truly con-
verged for The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints now
owns one of the largest privately held broadcasting networks in
the world.

Smith’s and Farnsworth’s lives share many more fun and sometimes
intriguing similarities which are now listed on Sunstone’s website:
<www.sunstoneonline.com>. Follow the prompts to SUNSTONE issue
124, and click on Smith/Farnsworth parallels.
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SUNSTONE GALLERY

HEART AND HANDS

small village in India. Another is “Results,” a citizen lobby
that works on issues affecting the poor in the U.S. and
world-wide.

She believes life needs creative space—space to foster
individuality, thinking, the developing of literary, per-
forming, and visual arts. Space and the means by which
people can come together. A community of creators.

This is why Sunstone is important, she says, for it pro-
vides space for people to think, discuss, befriend, re-ener-
gize, or take a breather from the lock-step life we
Mormons very easily get into. Kathy considers. “I believe
everyone is given gifts and we’re to use them as best we can
to improve ourselves and others in this world.” 

She mentions her visits to India, where she observes and
relearns the world that’s different, not better nor worse,
than the Wasatch Front. She speaks of hearing a sage list
the three things needed to improve the world: education,
means, and will. “We Church members have the educa-
tion, means, and will. We just don’t realize how much
power we have to act.”

Y OU’VE SEEN HER elegant sunburst on the cover
of SUNSTONE’s 25th anniversary issue. You’ve
seen her deftly managing the Salt Lake Sunstone

Symposium art sale and auction each August. You may
have seen her remove a so-so frame and mat from a
painting and, like a jeweler, reset it in the color and size
that sell it instantly.

You see her here, gazing, appraising every facet of an
intriguing subject for a painting, or perhaps she’s plan-
ning, her clasped hands already fueling each other for the
joyful exercise ahead. She says, “I like to think I can do
anything hands can do, painting, gardening, remodeling,
cooking—tending grandchildren.”

She’s Kathy Wilson, former Sunstone board member,
owner of The Sego Gallery and Framing Center in Salt
Lake City.

“Mainly, I like to help people but stay in the background
while doing it.” She’s silent, possibly thinking of all the
projects she’s involved with. One is the University of Utah-
sponsored group that is building a school in Kotwara, a
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I N CHURCH THIS PAST JUNE, THE OPENING SONG
was an old round, “Father, I Adore You.” The fact that we
sang this traditional campfire song on a Sunday morning

was surprising, but what I found jarring was that this partic-
ular Sunday was Father’s Day. The lyrics of next two verses,
“Jesus, I adore you” followed by “Spirit, I adore you,” quickly
made it clear that this choice was a pun, intended to shift the
congregation’s focus from earthly to heavenly father. The word
play worked too well, however: The juxtaposition of God and
Father’s Day only served to emphasize the well-acknowledged
truth that for most of us, our earthly father serves as our first
image of God. This identification serves well those of us fortu-
nate to have adorable fathers, but for some, the metaphor does
not edify. For if “Heavenly Father” is the only image you have
of God, how do you relate to him when your earthly father
fails you, or heavens forbid, abuses you? How do you raise
children to trust God the Father if their earthly father aban-
dons them? 

Unfortunately, Christianity as a whole has come to empha-
size the image of God as father to the exclusion of other ways of
relating to him. But it does not pay to take too literally any
single, limited human metaphor for our limitless God. For ex-
ample, in verses too numerous to cite, the Old Testament tells
us that God is our rock. This statement conveys the steadfast
nature of God—an important point—but this does not mean
God is literally made of stone or that steadfastness is his only
important quality. Likewise, while the image of God as father
offers important insights, it cannot describe God comprehen-
sively. In particular, the creation account of Genesis tells us that
woman, like man, was made in God’s image. If this is true, it
follows that the female, and the mother, must also be part of
our image of God. And, in fact, these mother images exist in
the Bible. Appreciating God as mother as well as father adds a
rich and wonderful dimension to the parental metaphor. Taken

together, mother and father, they “approach a balance that re-
calls our basic metaphor, the image of God male and female.”1

I am not trying to convince you here that God is “really” a
woman, that you should become a goddess worshipper, or
that you should not adore Heavenly Father. But including and
appreciating the feminine images of God help us feel the full
wonder and beauty of our role as children of God, male and fe-
male.

IMAGE OF GOD AS FATHER

Have we not all one Father? Did not one God create us?
Why do we profane the covenant of our fathers by
breaking faith with one another? —Malachi 2:102

(Speaking to David of David’s future heir:) I will be his
father, and he will be my son. When he does wrong, I will
punish him with the rod of men, with floggings inflicted by
men. But my love will never be taken away from him, as I
took it away from Saul, whom I removed from before you.

—2 Samuel 7:14-15

Is this the way you repay the LORD, O foolish and unwise
people? Is he not your Father, your Creator, who made you
and formed you? —Deuteronomy 32:6

A father to the fatherless, a defender of widows, is God in
his holy dwelling. —Psalm 68:5

Yet, O Lord, you are our Father. We are the clay, you are
the potter; we are all the work of your hand. Do not be
angry beyond measure, O Lord; do not remember our sins
forever. —Isaiah 64:8-9

As a father has compassion on his children, so the LORD
has compassion on those who fear him. For he knows how
we are formed, he remembers that we are dust.

—Psalm 103:13–14

IN most of these passages, the father metaphor calls on “fa-
ther” as disciplinarian. God as Creator has occasion to be angry
at the wayward nature of his creation. Because God made us
from dust, we have an obligation to fear (respect) him and his
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The Bible’s authors often used feminine images and terms in describing Deity. 
In so doing, they challenge us to expand our own understanding of what it means 

to be male or female as created in God’s image.

GOD AS MOTHER
By Carrie A. Miles

CARRIE A. MILES has a doctorate in social and or-
ganizational psychology from the University of
Chicago. She currently lives in Fairfax, Virginia. She
is the author (with Laurence R. Iannaccone and
Linda M. Ikeda) of Male and Female in Christ:

Discover What the Bible Really Says About the Role of
Women—and of Men. This article has been adapted from that
book. 
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other children. But also because God remembers that he made
us from the dust, he has compassion on his children—and in
compassion, the line between father and mother begins to fade
away.

IMAGES OF GOD AS MOTHER

PERHAPS the best introduction to the evocative nature of
the biblical mother-images can be seen in a historic mistransla-
tion. In the King James Version, Deuteronomy 32:18 reads:

Of the Rock that begat thee thou art unmindful, and hast
forgotten the God that formed thee.

The New Revised Standard Version, however, offers a more
accurate translation of this verse: 

You were unmindful of the Rock that bore you; you forgot
the god who gave you birth (literally “writhed in labor
pains with you”).3

“Begetting” is the act of fathering, but only mothers bear
and give birth. And anyone who has been through childbirth,
either as a participant or as an observer, can tell you that there
is a big difference between conceiving a child and bringing one
forth. Invoking a maternal image, this graphic depiction of
God “writhing in labor” for us presents an immediate and
compelling picture of God’s love and sacrifice on our behalf.

Similarly, other passages that refer to God’s love for us do so
in terms of female physiology:

Is Ephraim my dear son? Is he a pleasant child? for since I
spake against him, I do earnestly remember him still:
therefore my bowels are troubled for him (literally: “my
womb trembles for him”); I will surely have mercy 
(literally: “motherly-womb-love”)4 upon him, saith the
Lord. —Jeremiah 31:20 

In combining masculine pronouns with feminine body
parts and actions, the Bible challenges rigid ways of thinking
about gender. For example, Isaiah 63:15–16 couples maternal
imagery with a direct address to God as “Father”:5

Look down from heaven and see, from thy holy and glo-
rious habitation. Where are thy zeal and thy might the
trembling of thy womb and thy compassion (literally:
“motherly-womb-love”) are withheld from me. For thou
art our Father, though Abraham does not know us and
Israel does not acknowledge us; Thou, O Lord, art our
Father, our redeemer from of old is thy name.

Several other verses likewise portray God’s steadfastness and
mother-love:

For thus says the LORD: I will extend prosperity to her
like a river, and the wealth of the nations like an over-

flowing stream; and you shall nurse and be carried on her
arm, and dandled on her knees. As a mother comforts her
child, so I will comfort you; you shall be comforted in
Jerusalem. —Isaiah 66:12-13, NRSV

Listen to me, O house of Jacob, all the remnants of the
house of Israel, who have been borne by me from your
birth, carried from the womb; even to your old age I am
he; even when you turn gray I will carry you. I have
made, and I will bear; I will carry and will save. 

—Isaiah 46:3-4
Can a woman forget her nursing child, or show no com-
passion for the child of her womb? Even these may forget,
yet I will not forget you. —Isaiah 49:15

Hosea 11:1-4 reads:

When Israel was a child, I loved him, and out of Egypt I
called my son. But the more I called Israel, the further
they went from me. They sacrificed to the Baals and they
burned incense to images. It was I who taught Ephraim to
walk, taking them by the arms; but they did not realize it
was I who healed them. I led them with cords of human
kindness, with ties of love. I lifted the yoke from their neck
and bent down to feed them.
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The actions described here—teaching a child to walk, leading
him by cords (which were used to support the toddling child),
nursing the sick, and feeding children—are all activities of
women. It was as mother that God said, “Out of Egypt I called
my son.” Further, one textual variant of Hosea 11:4b tells us
that God loves us “like someone who lifts an infant close
against his cheek”6—certainly a very evocative and motherly
image. Think of a time when you held an infant close against
your cheek. What feelings does this memory invoke for you?
Does it mean something to you to know that God feels this
way about you?

Two other passages provide a slightly different view of
motherhood: 

The LORD goes forth like a mighty man, like a man of
war he stirs up his fury; he cries out, he shouts aloud, he
shows himself mighty against his foes. For a long time I
have held my peace, I have kept still and restrained my-
self; now I will cry out like a woman in travail, I will gasp
and pant. —Isaiah 42:13-14

But when they had fed to the full, they were filled, and
their heart was lifted up; therefore they forgot me. So I will
be to them like a lion, like a leopard I will lurk beside the
way. I will fall upon them like a bear robbed of her cubs, I

will tear open their breast, and there I will devour them
like a lion, as a wild beast would rend them. 

—Hosea 13:6-8

These verses portray a fierce feminine god—a woman active in
childbirth (and in parallel with the mighty man) and as a fero-
cious bear defending her cubs. Interestingly, while the verses
referring to God as father speak of God’s anger towards his
wayward children, the mother defends them with a fury that is
even more graphic.

THE NAMES OF GOD

LEOPARDS, bears, women writhing in labor, and potters,
the Old Testament writers invoked many different metaphors
in their attempts to describe the indescribable deity. In the
same way, the various names and titles used to refer to God
throughout the Old Testament instruct us on different aspects
of his character. Elohim, usually translated “God,” is the
(plural) name used in the Creation account. Yahweh, translated
“LORD” or “GOD” and meaning “I am who I am” is the name
God used to introduce himself to Moses. Other names used for
God in the Old Testament are Adonai (Lord), Jehovah Elohim
(LORD God), Adonai Jehovah (Lord GOD), El Elyon (Most High
God), El Olam (Everlasting God), El or Elim (Almighty) and
Jehovah Sabaoth (LORD of Hosts).

When the Old Testament refers to God as God Almighty,
the underlying Hebrew word used is El Shaddai. El Shaddai is
the name God used when he first appeared to Abraham:

When Abram was ninety-nine years old the LORD ap-
peared to Abram, and said to him, “I am God Almighty
(El Shaddai); walk before me and be blameless. And I will
make my covenant between me and you, and will multiply
you exceedingly.” —Genesis 17:1-2

For me, the image of “God Almighty” has always been that
of a fierce, mighty warrior or general, perhaps analogous to
the mother bear. If “God Almighty” were translated into the
Greek pantheon, he would certainly be Zeus, throwing thun-
derbolts. But this understanding of El Shaddai is mistaken.
Some translators note that El Shaddai can also be translated,
“God of the Mountains.” But shaddai means “mountain” the
same way that “Grand Tetons” means mountain:7 the picture
evoked intends not majesty or power, but the female breast.
The word shaddai is derived from the word shadu, “breast” in
Hebrew. A literal rendition of El Shaddai would be “the
Breasted One.”8

It does not pay to take these metaphors too literally. I am
not suggesting that God has breasts. But in his book on the
names of God in holy scripture, Andrew Jukes writes that the
most accurate rendering of El Shaddai draws on the image of
God as a nursing mother: the Nourisher; the All Sufficient; the
One Who Satisfies—a god who is “almighty” not in arms and
in war, but in providing everything to his children.9 Besides re-
vealing himself to Abraham as El Shaddai, God is referred to by
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this name in the stories of Job and Ruth. This pattern of usage
suggests that “God Almighty” is the God who is all sufficient to
those who live by faith: Abraham (that God would multiply),
Ruth and Naomi (that the Almighty would provide), and Job
(that the Almighty would restore). 

Substituting the All Sufficient one, the Satisfier, or the
Nourisher for “God Almighty” in verses in which El Shaddai
appears often fits the passages better than our normal idea of
“God Almighty” as a fierce general:

When Abram was ninety-nine years old the LORD ap-
peared to Abram, and said to him, “I am the All Sufficient
One (El Shaddai); walk before me, and be blameless. And
I will make my covenant between men and you, and will
multiply you exceedingly. —Genesis 17:1

The Satisfier (El Shaddai) bless you and make you
fruitful and multiply you, that you may become a com-
pany of peoples. 

—Isaac’s blessing to Jacob as he sends him off 
to find a wife, Genesis 28:3

And Jacob said to Joseph, “The All Sufficient One (El
Shaddai) appeared to me at Luz in the land of Canaan
and blessed me, and said to me, ‘Behold, I will make you
fruitful, and multiply you, and I will make of you a com-
pany of peoples, and will give this land to your descen-
dants after you for an everlasting possession.” 
—Genesis 48:3

By the God of your father who will help you, by the
Nourisher (El Shaddai) who will bless you with blessings
of heaven, blessings of the breast and of the womb.

—Jacob’s blessing to Joseph, Genesis 49:25

“God Almighty,” then, is not Zeus, a warrior-God throwing
thunderbolts. Ironically, the Almighty God of the patriarchs is
instead a nursing mother, mighty in providing her children
with the “blessings of the breast and of the womb.” The use of
feminine imagery for God expands the notion of God as parent
to emphasize his faithfulness, compassion, care-giving, protec-
tion, and sacrifice.

JESUS AND FATHER

ALTHOUGH the Old Testament writers occasionally re-
ferred to God as a “father,” the prophets who wrote the verses
cited above would probably be surprised at the twentieth cen-
tury insistence on addressing God as “Heavenly Father” to the
exclusion of all other names.10 Although occasionally referred
to as “Father,” this was not one of the names of God. Further,
the authors of the New Testament did not commonly refer to
God as “Father” either. Only Jesus regularly addressed God
that way—and Jesus will be the exception that proves the rule
that God cannot be limited to a single category.

Jesus often called God Abba, a word rendered “father” in

most translations of the Bible. As Christians, we have the priv-
ilege of also calling God Abba. But in order fully to appreciate
the familial bond in which we are included, we have to under-
stand that abba was not the formal word for “father.” Instead, it
means “daddy” or “papa.” It is what little children called their
dear father, a term of intimacy and nurturance, more evocative
of the warmth of the nurturing mother of Hosea 11:1–4 than
of a wrathful disciplinarian.11

By calling God not Father but Abba and encouraging his fol-
lowers to do the same, Jesus invited us into a new type of rela-
tionship with the abstract and transcendent god of the Jews.
Like God when he introduced himself as El Shaddai, Jesus
shifted the parental image from that of Zeus with a thunder-
bolt (the Father God of the Greeks and Romans) to the picture
of a god who nourishes and guides, a god who could be called
“Papa.”

Perhaps Jesus’ use of the word abba vindicates those who
say that God wants us to think of him as male. But if this is so,
this male—who “writhes in labor” for our sakes, whose loves
us “like someone who lifts an infant close against his cheek,”
and who endures with the steadfastness of a nursing mother—
severely challenges our conventional notions of masculinity.
God himself does not scruple to be thought of in feminine
terms. If this god is male, then masculinity must be redefined
to include compassion, nurturance, self-sacrifice, tender love,
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and, for good measure, Jesus’ own abnegation of earthly power
and privilege. This would not be a bad outcome. Rather than
constrain God by our limited notions, the Bible challenges us
to expand our own definitions of male and female as created in
God’s image.

A FINAL CHALLENGE

A S I HAVE led Bible study groups through this material,
I have found this topic, more than most, touches
people on a personal level. For example, one single

mother commented on how happy she was to have a fuller
image to offer her two young sons, whose own father was too
unreliable to provide any positive image of God. Even if you
haven’t experienced a personal trauma with your parents, chil-
dren, or spouse, thinking about the verses comparing God to a
mother can be deeply meaningful, and on different levels. For
example, as a former nursing mother, I can easily understand
the very physical nature of the yearning God has for us. So I
ask you as you read the verses we’ve covered to consider, per-
haps with a study partner, some application questions:

•How might they enrich your relationship with God?
•Do they unearth any family baggage you are carrying around

that keep you from having a better relationship with him? 
•Is there any false scriptural understanding that you can prof-

itably dispense with?
•What does the image of God as mother and as father tell you

about your relationship with your own parents? About the kind of
parent, man, or woman, you should be?
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•If you absolutely can not relate to a feminine (or masculine)
image of God, why not? What images can you accept?

The various images of God used in scriptures have the pur-
pose of reaching each of us, at the places where we each are, to
take us into different levels, but ultimately, to draw us into
closer harmony with each other and with God.
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FUSION
If there’s anything left stirring above
the ground, I might think of it as an auger
or drill bit, a tool that could puncture
the ends of our history and string it from one
quasar to another (from the relative
span of their beginnings). Then watch my neighbors
as the fusion sings about something deeper
than its own language, something with the hum

of light so old that it still resonates
in its own ocean, waiting for a place 
to stand in all of its diversity,
with all of its hope dreaming in this long wait,
this long reach that just might penetrate
the confusion resting up and down this street

—BARRY BALLARD
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I am lonely, lonely
I was born to be lonely,
I am best so.

—William Carlos Williams, Danse Russe

E VERYONE IS ACQUAINTED WITH LONELINESS.
Even in the midst of a crowded room or in the presence
of those dearest to us, we sometimes are aware of our

existential loneliness, our aloneness. From infancy to our last
days there are times when we feel alone in the universe, dis-
connected from all beings, human and divine. As Thomas
Wolfe says in his novel You Can’t Go Home Again, “Loneliness 
. . . is and always has been the central and inevitable experi-
ence of every man [and woman].”

I was aware of being lonely from the time I was very young.
My parents separated and then divorced when I was an infant.
My mother, no doubt in despair as to what to do with her life
in the face of separation from my father and stark poverty, was
not able to provide the kind of nurturing that every child
needs. At times, she neglected my physical needs, and she was
often distant, partly, I realize now, out of her inability to handle
her own loneliness.

My childhood loneliness was rooted in many experiences,
most of which I was incapable of understanding and which are
not necessary to describe here in detail. A short version of my
childhood is that my brother and I (and later my sister from a
different father) were often shuffled back and forth between
our parents, who each had multiple marriages; once we were
even abandoned completely, causing us to be placed in foster
care for a time. This happened when my father had been
fighting in the war in the South Pacific. When he returned, I
went to live with him and never again lived with my mother.
Often, during the years I was growing up, I was so lonely for
her, or more accurately, for what I imagined she might have
been had she and my father not divorced.

One of the first moments I became acutely conscious of
the deep loneliness I felt during my childhood was, when, at
the age of six, I got a paper route. As I would walk down the
street throwing newspapers onto people’s lawns and front
porches, I remember looking into their houses. The lights
would be on, and a woman would be cooking dinner, or
people would be sitting around the table listening to a radio.
I was lonely for what I imagined was the warmth and com-
pleteness of those families. I wanted to walk into those fami-
lies’ houses and be their little boy—to eat at their table, to
sleep in their clean bed, to sit on some mother’s lap and have
her arms around me. But always I had to go back to my
house, where there was not enough food, where the beds
were dirty, and where chronic angers were never far from
anyone’s consciousness.

Years later, I experienced what, upon reflection, might be
the single loneliest day of my life. It was the day after I grad-
uated from the University of Wisconsin with my doctorate in
literature. By this time, Mom and Dad had each been mar-
ried four times, and she was soon to marry again. Mom flew
into Madison first, and the next day she and I went to the
airport to pick up my father. They hadn’t seen each other in
nearly fifteen years, and I was a little anxious about their
meeting.

When Dad saw Mom, he seemed surprised, even though I
had told him she would be there. Although they hadn’t been
married for nearly thirty years, he greeted her in his usual
charming way by saying, “Hello, Mrs. Rees,” a name that must
have sounded strange to her. I helped Mom into the back seat
of the car and then got in the front seat, expecting Dad to get in
opposite me. Instead, he sat next to her in the back seat. For
the next two days, they got along like old friends.

Dad went home first, and after Mom and I saw him off at
the airport and were driving back home, she was very quiet.
Turning to me, finally, she said, “Bobby, I have never stopped
loving your Dad.” Even as I write this, more than sixty-five
years after I was born to them, tears come to my eyes, tears of
loneliness for what might have been, for the mother and father
I never knew as parents together, for what they missed by
being too young and immature and too broken themselves to
make their marriage work. Later that night, a great sadness
washed over me, a sadness that sometimes still touches me in
the dark hours of the night.
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Y EARS AFTER MY mother died of heart failure at age
fifty-one, and at a point when I was trying to under-
stand her and her inability to love and nurture my sib-

lings and me, I found the key that unlocked the mystery she
had always been to me. On a trip to Colorado, my wife and I
visited my mother’s sister, Jessie, who was then taking care of
my ninety-six year old grandmother. Jessie, who had also had
a sad and tragic life, told me something that suddenly ex-
plained so much about my mother: from early girlhood, she
had been sexually molested by her father, my grandfather.
Jessie said that even the year before she died, when my grand-
father went to visit her, he was still coming on to her.

This disclosure stunned me, and yet I knew immediately it
was true. It was a shock of recognition like I had never before
experienced. It helped explain both my mother’s passivity and
her unquenchable thirst for male companionship. It explained
why as a teenager she had been sent across the state to live
with her uncle and aunt. It explained why she had run away to
marry my father. It helped explain her vulnerability to men
and her alcoholism. In reality, it explained everything about
her. Mom could not nurture because her whole identity had
been shattered before it had even been completely formed. No
doubt she married my father to try to escape a shame she
couldn’t name and to heal some deep wound in her soul.

Just before we left Jessie’s home, I had a sudden desire to
visit the place where my mother had been born in Southern
Colorado. Aunt Jessie directed me to my mother’s cousin,
Mavis Peterson, who still lived there. We drove south and then
west to the little town of Rye where Mom’s family had settled
in the latter part of the nineteenth century. We visited old
homesteads where my grandfather had lived and the home of
my mother’s paternal grandparents with whom she lived for a
period of her early childhood. We visited the places where her
family had been buried. As I saw where my mother had lived
and gone to school, I kept thinking about her and the tragic
loss of her innocence.

While we visited, Mavis took out some family photo al-
bums. She and Mom were the same age, and one picture
shows their eighth grade class. I studied the photograph care-
fully. There was my mother, a stunningly beautiful girl with
dark hair and eyes, dressed in a cotton middy, standing at the
back of the class. The photograph shows her slightly separate
from the group, an aura of mystery about her. I searched her
face, I studied her pose, and I looked into her eyes. What be-
fore would have been a hieroglyphic now shone in astonishing
clarity—I saw her as if for the first time, and my heart broke
for all the lonely days her heart had endured. Following are
two verses from a poem I penned about this experience:

ONA

That’s her, standing somewhat stiffly
with the others in Rye, Colorado,
the year of the Great Crash. 
Her cousin Mavis is there too, 
third girl from the left. She looks 
more poised than my mother, who

stands in a corner, her passive face 
lit like a cameo. 

The other boys and girls in the picture
look innocent, expectant, dreaming
of girlfriends, boyfriends, basketball 
and dresses for the school prom. 
My mother alone casts a shadow 
on the pastoral backdrop hung clumsily 
by the photographer, who cannot see 
what she knows and can never tell 
anyone, especially her classmates 
standing so full of promise before 
the black, one-eyed box.

D URING THE YEARS I spent trying to sort out my
childhood experiences, I would often dream about a
small boy. He was usually lost and alone, and he was

often in danger or searching for something. I would try to
rescue him from fires, floods, or other dangers, but I always
failed or awoke in terror. Gradually, I came to realize that I was
that little boy.

All of us at one time or another have felt alone, like mother-
less children, exiles from some safe haven or heaven. In an
essay entitled ‘Exile,” William H. Gass, says, 

Life is itself exile, and its inevitability does not lessen
our grief or alter the fact. It is a blow—un coup de
destin—from which only death will recover us, and
when we are told, as we lie dying, that we are going
home, we may even be ready to welcome the familiar
darkness, the slumbering emptiness of the grand old
days [in the womb] when days were nothing but
nights. . . . Perhaps that [the promise of a Day of
Redemption] is the last lie we shall be told, however,
for the advancing darkness is a darkness we shall
never even dream in.1

Although I admire Gass’s writing, I don’t share his nihilistic
view. Perhaps some of us will choose exile in some ultimate
sense, but it will be our choice. God invites us to end our exile,
not in the nothingness of death, not in some great black hole
of annihilation, but in the eternal light of his love. Ultimately,
we are promised that we can go home again, home with our
true, healed and whole selves, home to him and to her who
sent us into mortal exile in order that we might learn how ulti-
mately to end all our exiles in them. Perhaps Robert Frost’s de-
finition of home—“Home is where when you have to go there,
they have to take you in”—is as clear a definition of heaven as
we have.

Our loneliness can be both general and specific. Most often,
we long for someone. When we are estranged from someone we
love, our separation increases our loneliness. The story of the
Prodigal Son does not tell us that the son was lonely for the fa-
ther, although I believe it is fair to assume he was. And judging
from the father’s behavior when the son returned, there is no
question that he had missed his son enormously: “While he
was a long way off his father saw him and was moved with
compassion and ran to him and threw his arms around him
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and kissed him.” The father rejoices, not only that the son has
come home, but, because, as he tells the older brother, “Your
brother was dead, and he came back to life; he was lost, and is
found” (Luke 15:20, 32, trans. Steven Mitchell). 

In his commentary on this parable, Stephen Mitchell quotes
a parallel story from the Midrash: 

The son of a king was a hundred days’ journey away
from his father. His friends said to him, “Return to
your father.” He said, “I can’t; I’m too far away.” His fa-
ther sent to him and said, “Go as far as you can, and I
will come the rest of the way to you.” Thus the Holy
One, blessed be he, said to Israel, “Return to me, and
I will return to you” (Mal. 3:7).2

In addition to its thematic connection to the Prodigal Son,
this parable suggests that God, too, may experience loneliness.
The Hebrew Bible is full of God’s longing, his pleading en-
treaties to the Israelites to return to him. Christ, as well, seems
to have been lonely for human companionship—“The foxes
have holes, and the birds of the air [have] nests; but the Son of
man hath not where to lay [his] head” (Matt. 8:20)—and we
might even read his anguished cry, “My God, my God, why
hast thou forsaken me?” as an expression of his loneliness for
divine companionship during his last hours (Matt. 27:46).

At times, our loneliness is not tied to our separation from
any particular person. We long for something we cannot
name; we ache from what seems like a deep tear, a rent in our
innermost self, a wounding we can’t remember; we yearn for
another country which we vaguely recognize as home. As Paul
says, “For here we have no continuing city, but we seek one to
come” (Hebrews 13:14). This angst is particularly character-
istic of those of us who live in the postmodern world where, to
cite Matthew Arnold’s poem “Dover Beach,” there is “neither
joy, nor love, nor light,/ Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for
pain.” Existential loneliness may be the essential state of our
postmodern world.

I believe this deep, generalized loneliness comes not from
our separation from and consequent loneliness for others but
from our separation from God. Psychologists speak about the
trauma we experience in coming out of the soft, warm world
of our mothers’ wombs and of our longing to return there. Our
newest grandson, born two months prematurely, keeps
stretching out his miniscule hands as if searching for the walls
of the womb that no longer enclose him. He is swaddled and
kept in a heated, shaded crib to mimic the close warm night of
his first earthly home. All of us may indeed long for that safe,
warm place, but I believe it is the separation from our heavenly

parents, from the embrace of their unconditional love that
causes our deepest longing.

While our remembrances of that pre-mortal experience are
veiled, I believe that in the deepest recesses of our hearts and
souls, we have fragments of memory from that time when we
were at one with our Heavenly Father and, happiest of revela-
tions, our Heavenly Mother. I believe that heavenly state is im-
printed indelibly on our souls, and the actual impression of their
embrace on the chambers of our hearts and in the channels of
our minds. I believe we carry a remembrance of their words
spoken to us, to us alone, our own personal assurances of their
love; a remembrance of how this intimacy and knowledge en-
veloped us in a sort of spiritual amniotic fluid like liquid light.

Our knowledge that we must leave such a place and face
the risks of setting forth into mortality, that distant, dangerous
country, must have caused us deep anxiety. Such anxiety is
probably akin to that felt by the earliest explorers who left their
loves to go down to the seas in small uncertain ships. They
knew they had to go, but they and the loved ones they left on
the shore also knew that they might never see one another
again. As Keats expressed it in “When I Have Fears That I May
Cease to Be”:

When I feel, fair creature of an hour,
That I shall never look upon thee more,
Never have relish in the fairy power
Of unreflecting love;—then on the shore
Of the wide world I stand alone, and think
Till love and fame to nothingness do sink.

But standing as we do on the brink of eternity, we believe
that love at least does not sink to nothingness. From what
modern prophets have told us, we willingly undertook the risks
of mortality, even the risk of acute loneliness, for the promise of
returning to that heaven of the heart where God dwells. While
at times I still feel like a motherless child, still experience lone-
liness for what my mother might have been, I have a certain
witness that she is now whole and that someday in that whole-
ness, she will embrace me as she was unable to in this life. In
my loneliest hours, I dream of that embrace—and  of the other
embraces, human and divine, that await us there.

NOTES
1. William H. Gass, Finding a Form (Ithaca: Cornell University Press, 1996),

215.
2. Steven Mitchell, The Gospel According to Jesus (New York: Harper’s

Perennial, 1991), 227.
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“DeGraw Chôrô, I’m not going to sleep in here,” Christiansen
said in a loud whisper.

“Then sleep in the other room,” I said. I was in no mood for this
now. Let him sleep with my Aunts and my Grandma—my
Obachan.

“You know what the Handbook says about companions sleeping
in different rooms,” he said. “Besides, they’re women!” If they
weren’t just a few feet away, Christiansen would be shouting right
now. At least the sliding paper and wood door gave us the illusion of
privacy.

“It’s her home, not mine—you tell her,” I said.
“She’s your grandmother.”
“I am sleeping here,” I said, clenching my fists. The muscles in

my back tensed. “You do what you want.”
I turned away from him but I could still sense his angry stare.

Then I heard him slump down onto his futon. I took a couple of
measured breaths, then turned to my grandpa.

“Goodnight, Ojiichan,” I said as I looked down on my grandfa-
ther’s sleeping face underneath the glass. 

H E LOOKED PEACEFUL AND CALM, AND UNLIKE
the animated man who had been my Ojichan, my
Grampa. For a year, he had been my father. My par-

ents had sent me to live with him in my mother’s hometown of
Sasebo in the sub-tropical island of Kyushu. Sasebo was only
twenty miles away from Nagasaki, where the second atomic
bomb had been dropped. I had been sent there to learn
Japanese and so that my Grampa could have a son. He was
charismatic enough to persuade the stubborn principal of
Hachiman Elementary to let me into one of the fourth grade
classes, even though I spoke little Japanese at the time. He
yelled at me when I threw tantrums and laughed loudly when
I shared childish jokes with him. Together, we bought fresh
fish straight from the fishermen early every Sunday morning
and cheered on Japanese pro-wrestlers on Sunday afternoons.
With him, I was not the gaijin, the foreigner, or even hafu, a

half-Japanese. I was his grandson; I was his son.
I had felt no sorrow since I’d learned of his death less than

two days ago. Instead I felt a strange lack of emotion. I did not
even feel surprised that I was in Sasebo, hundreds of miles out-
side of the Japan Tokyo South mission, with my mission pres-
ident’s permission and blessing. It was the first time I had
stood in my childhood home since I’d joined the Church as a
teenager.

My grandmother had laid out futon for us in the small room
of tatami mats that my Ojiichan and Christiansen and I were
sharing tonight. Normally, two futon would be enough to fill
up a six-tatami room, but somehow Obaachan managed to
squeeze the two of us in there and leave enough room for her
husband and the stands for the incense, candles, flowers,
white sheets and other Buddhist ornaments that surround the
deceased during the Otsuya, which is to the Buddhist what a
‘wake’ is to a Christian. Obaachan and my two aunts set up
their futon in the neighboring room, although the four of us
would be taking turns keeping vigil and replacing the dying
incense and candles with freshly lit ones throughout the night.

I worked on a puzzle with my Aunt Tomoko for most of the
night, trying to stay awake. Occasionally we would check to
see if the smoking sticks of incense needed to be replaced. At
3:30 in the morning, my grandma hobbled into the room.

“Go to bed,” she said. “Ojiichan can light his own incense!”
I crawled into my futon. I was deathly tired, but woke up

once to see Obaachan lighting new candles and incense. I felt
sad for her for a moment, then sleep drowned out all thought
and emotion.

T HE NEXT DAY, we followed the hearse in my Uncle
Hisao’s minivan. He was always “Uncle” to me, al-
though he had never married my Aunt Kazumi. When

I was nine and living with my Ojiichan and Kazumi, I always
wanted to go over to Hisao’s house to play, but they always
laughed and said that I really wouldn’t like it there. Was it a
mess, I asked? They carefully avoided my questions, and I as-
sumed that there was something they were embarrassed to talk
about. Maybe his apartment was covered with playmate calen-
dars like the ones in his office. It wasn’t until years later that
they told me that he had a wife, children, and even grandchil-
dren! Kazumi, his mistress, was on polite terms with his wife
and even babysat the grandchildren on occasion. It wasn’t until
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a few years after my Ojiichan’s death
that I learned that he, too, had had a
mistress and an illegitimate child.

The vehicle my grandfather rode
in was a typical Japanese hearse; it
looked something like a polished
black pickup trick with a large
Chinese version of the Ark of the
Covenant fitted into the back. This
golden temple on wheels was cov-
ered with elaborate golden carvings
of chrysanthemums, gates, sinuous
dragons and menacing gods. I won-
dered how he felt to be riding in
such luxury. There were no win-
dows in the Ark, so he may as well
have been riding in a large card-
board box, I suppose.

Christiansen continued to sulk
next to me. He was probably still
mad about last night.

When we finally entered the fu-
neral home, we found Ojiichan
lying in his coffin and drowning in
ivory-white chrysanthemums, every one of them blossom side
up. All you could see were his face and his hands, which were
folded over his chest. He was completely out of place. He cer-
tainly would never have subjected himself to a flower bath
while he was alive. More chrysanthemums in ornate vases sur-
rounded his coffin. Incense was burning.

We all sat down, and a Buddhist priest, with flowing yellow
and orange robes began chanting sutra in a deep, monotone
voice. He sat in front of us in an intricately carved chair. At cer-
tain moments, he motioned to a young assistant, similarly
dressed, who struck a gong almost half his size. The bass of the
gong blended well with the priest’s deep baritone. Obaachan
was crying but kept her head up, facing the priest’s back. I
placed my hand on hers, and she gripped it tightly.

Did her religion offer her comfort? Would mine, I wondered. 
After an eternity of chanting my grandfather into

Buddhahood, it was time to light incense and say our final
good-byes to the deceased before his entry into paradise. As I
prepared to stand up, Christiansen leaned over and whispered,

“DeGraw, you can’t do that!”
“Huh?” I had forgotten that Christiansen was even around.

“What are you talking about?”
“The burning of the incense is how you salute a Buddha. It’s

idol-worshipping!”
I thought about it for a second. For a moment, all of my

missionary training, all of my religious zeal, hours of scripture
study, prayer, and Sunday school bore down on me. He was
right. I would be wrong to light that incense. I looked at
Christiansen, who was waiting for my response. There was no
doubt what he would do in my stead.

“I am Japanese,” I said. “I will pay my respect to my
Ojiichan.”

I lit two sticks of incense and dropped them into the ce-
ramic vessel prepared for them. I bowed my head and placed
my palms flat against each other in the attitude of prayer.

I still felt a little guilty, and my salutation was half to my
Father in Heaven and half for my newly enlightened grandfa-
ther. Did I want him to have a Buddhist or a
Mormon/Christian salvation? In the end, I said in my mind, “I
love you, Ojiichan. I’ll miss you.”

O N THE WAY to the crematorium, I thought about an
experience I had had in the Missionary Training
Center in Provo. Elder Vasquez, my MTC companion,

and I were involved in a role-play in which we were the mis-
sionaries and our instructor, Hale Sensei, played our difficult
seeker of truth. The character he played had concerns about
doctrinal issues, which we had tried unsuccessfully to resolve.
A bad feeling had grown in the room, and all of us were aware
of it. Vasquez Chôrô, acting as the senior companion, had said
to Hale Sensei in his clumsy Japanese, “Brother Tanaka, let’s
pray. We need the Spirit.” We had knelt on the classroom floor
and Vasquez had nodded to me. I folded my arms, closed my
eyes, and emptied my mind. Then I pleaded with our Father in
Heaven for his Spirit to help Tanaka-san resolve his concerns
and to help him to feel the Spirit. The most amazing thing had
happened: a quiet calm filled the room. I felt an overwhelming
sense of peace and knew that the others had felt it too. Vasquez
was excited and turned to Brother Tanaka/Hale Sensei and
said, “The Spirit—Truth.” He was reaching the limit of his
Japanese language ability. I took over.

“Brother Tanaka,” I said, “what you are feeling now is the
Spirit of God. Father in Heaven speaks to us through his Spirit
to help us to recognize the truth.” Hale Sensei’s eyes were
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moist with tears. “Will you show your commitment to him by
accepting baptism in the name of Jesus Christ?”

“Hai,” he said. Yes.
That was one of the most real lessons I taught throughout

my whole mission experience. We had been acting, and we
had known we were, but there was no denying the power of
the experience. I mean, we were sincere, but the whole situa-
tion was a role-play. There was no Brother Tanaka, and he had
no real concerns. If what was fake was real, then was the real
thing fake? Was the Spirit an act, too? Perhaps Christiansen,
the Buddhist priests, and I were all actors in some elaborate
play, and God was the director. Who had the right script? 

A T THE CREMATORIUM, we all said our last good-
byes to Ojiichan. This was particularly hard on my
grandmother, who started crying. My aunts weren’t

doing much better. I was glad that Mom wasn’t here to see this.
The attendants placed Ojiichan, his coffin and chrysanthe-
mums into a large oven. They closed a huge steel door that
looked more like it belonged in a nuclear power plant or on an
airlock of some space battle cruiser. They bowed their heads
and placed their palms together in a brief prayer, then left.
Uncle Hisao took us to a waiting room. He told me that it
would take two or three hours. I wandered outside, and
Christiansen followed closely behind.

“I need to be alone for a bit, Christiansen Chôrô,” I said.
He hesitated for just a bit, then said, “All right.” He wasn’t

even angry.
I walked for a while until I could see the ocean waves

striking the rocks far below. I felt the moist, salty breeze on my
face. It was invigorating.

I looked down on an ocean of liquid sapphire with a million
glittering facets. Kujukushima, the Ninety-Nine Islands,
floated on the surface like so many bubbles of green velvet.
The vegetation on each of the islands blended together to form
one mass, so that each island looked like a rounded stone
completely covered with dark moss. Thin strands of glaring
sand separated the canopy of the islands from the sea. The
bamboo forests on the hills in Sasebo are the color of jade, al-
though it is early November. The island jungles off the coast
here are always a thousand shades of emerald. Autumn’s
colors, though rich, are signs of the winter that will inevitably
follow. Kujukushima’s colors are that of an eternal summer.
Their colors infuse me with energy and vigor.

As I mentally skipped from island to island towards the
horizon, I noticed that they faded, in stages, into the mist. The
more distant the island, the more it was hazy and hidden. It
was hard to tell if the farthest shadows were islands or illu-
sions. I sat down on the grass, let my thoughts wander, and
stared out at the glittering ocean and at Kujukushima for a
long, long, time.

A month or two ago, while approaching people in front of a
busy train station, I had stopped a young “Jay Dub”—what we
missionaries affectionately called members of our primary
proselytizing competition: the Jehovah’s Witnesses. He had re-
minded me a lot of me—a fully Japanese version of me. About

my height and build, he had smiled as I approached. After in-
troducing myself and talking for a while, I had asked him:

“How do you know that your Bible is the word of God?
That your Church is the Lord’s kingdom?” Most Jay Dub’s will
say that they have studied it in their Bible and will use logic
and scriptural proof to support their arguments. I hadn’t been
prepared for his answer.

“I prayed about it, and the Lord answered me,” he said.
That’s what we tell our investigators—ask God with faith in
Christ and he will reveal the truth through his Spirit.

“How did he answer you?” I asked with sincere curiosity.
“I felt a great peace in my heart. It was his Spirit speaking to

me.” He waited a moment for a response. Then he looked at
his watch and said, “ Listen, I enjoyed our conversation, but
I’m late for class. I’ve got to go now.” He hurried off, and I
stood there, stunned.

Why had God told me that the Church of Jesus Christ of
Latter-day Saints was the only true Church and then told this
Japanese guy the same thing about the Jehovah’s Witnesses?

I had had a Thai roommate during my freshman year of col-
lege who was a devout Buddhist and meditated regularly. He
had been the most respectful and kind roommate I’ve known.
While I was a fresh convert and preparing for my mission, we
had had some interesting conversations about our respective
religions. I remember asking him, “Do you ever have spiritual
experiences?”

“Yes.” He then thought for a bit. “Sometimes, after I medi-
tate, I am filled with an indescribable love for those around
me, even those who have wronged me in some way. At other
times, I feel a peace in my heart that is so strong that the tears
flow uncontrollably down my face.”

M Y THOUGHTS WERE interrupted by Christiansen,
who was running up the hill towards me.  “The cre-
mation’s done,” he said between breaths. “They’re

ready for you.”
I hurried back to the crematorium.
A large stainless steel tray the size of a coffin had been

wheeled into a special private room on something like an op-
erating table. My Obaachan and my two aunts were waiting for
me, and two of them held long, colorful chopsticks in their
hands. The handles were capped with metal. Tomoko held a
blue and white urn in her hands about the size of a basketball.
Christiansen did not enter the room, but stayed outside with
Uncle Hisao. I looked down at the tray. Then I saw what was
left of my Ojiichan.

His bones were smaller than they should have been, and
many of them had broken into several pieces. They looked like
they had been soaked in bleach. There was ash everywhere.
His skull had collapsed into its constituent bones. Not all of
his bones would fit in the small urn, so we carefully selected a
few to represent him.

“His jaw was such a strong feature,” my grandmother said,
picking up his jawbone with her chopsticks as if it were a
pickle or a piece of salted mackerel and handing it to Kazumi.
Kazumi took it with her chopsticks and placed it in the urn. I
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understood at last why
it is considered very
rude to accept food
from someone else’s
chopsticks with your
own. Passing some-
thing from one set 
of chopsticks to an-
other is only done
with the bones of a rel-
ative after cremation.
Every morsel inadver-
tently passed this way
by ignorant foreigners
and young children
must remind the
Japanese 
of death. Obaachan
handed me her chop-
sticks.

“It’s your turn,” she
said. Almost cheerily.
Perhaps the cremation
was a form of closure.

I can’t remember
which bones I picked.
Not that it mattered.

Christiansen didn’t
argue this time about
where he was to sleep.
Before turning out the
light, I glanced up at
the urn that now sat
where my grandfather
had slept the night before.

“Oyasumi, Ojiichan,” I mouthed. Good night.

I WOKE UP to see Ojiichan sitting next to me. He was
wearing his fedora and his black-rimmed glasses. His
suit smelled of mothballs. “Ohayo,” he said. Good

morning.
“Ohayo, Ojiichan,” I said, sitting up and rubbing the fatigue

from my eyes. “So what’s it like on the other side?” What else
do you say to a dead man?

He thought for a moment, took off his hat, then stared for a
while at the mounds my feet made under the blanket.. The si-
lence was long, but comfortable, familiar. He wiped at the
sparse gray stubble that covered his head. “I don’t really know
yet. I feel like I’m preparing for a long journey of some kind.”
Then he grinned. “You’re a missionary—you tell me!”

I responded without hesitation. “Well, first you go to the
spirit world, where you wait for the resurrection, and you’ll be
taught. . .” This wasn’t right. He was dead—he should be
telling me. But didn’t I know? Hadn’t the Spirit confirmed the
truth to me? I had borne witness of these things a hundred
times before—what was different this time?

“I don’t know, ei-
ther,” I said.

He smiled. “It’s a
great mystery to all of
us,” he said. “The
only way to know for
certain is to go there
ourselves.” I watched
his face. His eyes
were focused on
something beyond
the walls of this little
room. He was
thinking, preparing
for something. I
could feel energy and
power building up
within him. This was
the man who had led
coal mining strikes
long before I was
born. This was the
man who had sur-
vived for three days
on the wreckage of
his torpedoed ship
with a foot-long gash
in his thigh. This was
the real Ojiichan.

He turned to me
again and continued.

“I was old, and I
had the opportunity
to experience much

in my life. I died quickly and painlessly. Your grandmother is
well taken care of. I am ready for a new adventure.” He stood
up.

“I wish we could have had more time to talk. I’m sorry I was
such a terrible letter-writer,” I said. He was slowly moving
away from me.

“Don’t go, Ojiichan,” I pleaded.
“It’s time. I’ve got to go, John-kun,” he said. “You will have

your chance, too.” He lingered for a moment, but the force that
drew him away was too powerful. Or perhaps the bond be-
tween us was not strong enough. He stared at me for a mo-
ment, eyes moist. Then he turned resolutely to face the un-
known. As his body turned, I watched the wrinkles on his face
smooth, then disappear altogether. Black, wavy hair pushed its
way out from underneath his hat. His curved back straight-
ened, and the unseen weight on his shoulders was removed.
His glasses disappeared. Then he was gone.

I sat in the dark for a while, listening to Christiansen’s
rhythmic breathing. Then I crawled back into my futon and
slept more soundly than I had in a long, long time.                  
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“Ohayo, Ojiichan,” I said, 
sitting up and rubbing the

fatigue from my eyes. “So what’s
it like on the other side?” What
else do you say to a dead man?

To comment on this story, or to read comments by others, visit our
website: <www.Sunstoneonline.com>.
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The thrill and
dread, the wild

green ride 
of impending 
crime came

together; 
the body and 
willful spirit

agreed.

2000 Brookie & D. K. Brown Fiction Contest Starstone Winner

MUDDYING THE FONT
By Marilyn Bushman-Carlton

MARILYN BUSHMAN-CARLTON is the author of two books of poetry, on
keeping things small and Cheat Grass (for which she was honored as the Utah
State Poetry Society’s 1999 Poet of the Year). She is past winner of both a grant and
prize from the Utah Arts Council and is currently seeking a publisher for a recently

completed third poetry volume

I COULD COMMIT the crime, I reasoned, then be washed wholly white in the
baptismal water in November when I’d turn eight. By Christmas, I could cele-
brate the Savior’s birth, clean. I was in second grade in the spring of 1953. Mrs.

Putnam was strict but not unkind. She taught [tôt] us phonics [fon ’iks], and I was her
best reader. She’d have me sit with the lower reading groups circled at the back of the
room. And I was quick at math. Directions, though, were harder. We’d stand beside
our desks in our ironed cottons, the girls with curled hair, the boys’ suspenders grab-
bing their pants, and face whichever way she called out. I had to watch the others at
first, then follow like a dragging foot. But I got the feel: the wall of windows faced
north; the flag, east; the door to the classroom was south. Her oak teacher’s desk, the
eventual crime scene, was due north from where I sat, and, inside, a shoe box lid lay
on its back in the top southwest drawer. We had one morning recess before hot lunch.
The twenty-cents it took was hard-earned by my father milking Holsteins in the dark
dawn winters or riding the tractor in the hellish burn of August. Once my sisters,
brother and I, given a dollar to split at the school office, had lost it on the way. We had
held hands and pleaded for Divine assistance. But that’s another story.

Two lunch dimes could buy more than six times the candy of a redeemed soda
pop bottle found by the side of the road. Because some of her students’ dimes had
been lost, Mrs. Putnam kept them safe, if we wished, in the shallow lid in her desk
along with the daily list of names. It was an honest mistake the first time. There were
genuine tears in my eyes. I had insisted I’d given her my dimes. She had said she
must have forgotten; then opened her purse. Later that day, I’d felt them in my shoe
and given them back the way I’d been taught. But the seedling had been watered, the
jam jelled. And the Devil, within earshot, had multiplied my need.

ON TUESDAY, HOT lunch was curdled macaroni and cheese, canned spinach;
there wasn’t a single pop bottle to be found on the way home from school.
And we had no dessert at supper. By mid-morning Wednesday, the plan was

solid. I finished my addition, double-checked each problem, subtracting the bottom
two numbers. All perfect. I squared my book with the northeast corner of my desk, lay
my pencil and scrubbed pink eraser in the slot just inside, and waited. Smells from the
lunchroom soured the room, made me nauseated, threatened my plan. I took long dry
breaths. Then a rush of blood washed my face, banged my chest. I breathed in and
out, in and out. The other kids closed their books; the clock toiled on the west wall.
Finally Mrs. Putnam stood and tapped the vault of her desk, adjusted her brown
rimmed glasses, reached for her Wednesday list. The thrill and dread, the wild green
ride of impending crime—repeating the practiced words, steadying my opened hand,
depositing the dimes in my shoe, the sweet cache—came together; the body and
willful spirit agreed. I stood in line, pre-tasting the grape Nehi, the soft black Nibs, the
Idaho Spud, felt them smooth in my throat, yet couldn’t help worrying: would the
holy water leech the purple and black dyes from my body, muddy the font?
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A Leaf, a Bowl, and a Piece of Jade
Joy Robinson, Salt Lake City, Utah
Suddenly—so unexpectedly that Cara’s heart leaped and fluttered, Rob sat up. He looked wildly around the room. He stared intently at the
foot of the bed. He turned his head toward Cara. There was a stunned look on his face. He lay down. His eyes closed. After a few quavering
breaths it was quite plain that his body no longer housed his spirit. The oxygen canula began to hiss. Cara reached over and removed it. So,
she thought, you couldn’t accept it. You wouldn’t talk about it. You refused to believe that you would die. ‘I’ll beat this,’ you said. ‘I’ll beat it.’ Who came
for you? Who was it that startled you so? Your mother? She was a sweet soul. It surely wasn’t your father; that self-centered bullying man who taught you
so well. He’s only been dead nearly twelve years. Not long enough to work his way up to a welcome committee for departing spirits.

The Angel in the Pin-Striped Suit
by Mari Jorgensen, Midway, Utah
I have no qualms about admitting this: I became a CPA for the money. During my first two semesters at the University of Utah, I was pre-med.
I memorized terms like “fractured tibia” and “deviated septum” and hung out at the labs, poking around in leathery-skinned cadavers and
reeking of formaldehyde. Pure bliss. But then all the buzz started going around about the possibility of medical care becoming socialized and
there was all the squabbling and back-biting over the barest of openings in even the country’s second- and third-rate medical schools. After
that, it seemed all I could do was picture the remaining seven years of my education—more if I wanted to specialize—stacked one right after
the other like a train of freight cars stretching far into the horizon of my life, waiting to crush me. So I switched to accounting. Five years later,
and I had my “big MAcc”—my master’s in accounting. Now, I work fifty to sixty-five hours a week. More during tax season. I question various
companies derivatives; I hash out their unrealized gains and losses.
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Topless in Elko
by Lisa R. Harris, Orem Utah
It was like this. Celeste, her old college roommate, had determined that Diane would be perfect for her visiting teaching companion’s cousin
in Sacramento. So Celeste had given him Diane’s cell phone number. She had misgivings. Once Celeste set her up with a picky, bald
zookeeper who stood her up. But then Jed called. And he kept calling. Every night from around ten to three, they would talk. Jed had a
drawl, drove a truck, and raised buffalo near Sacramento. When asked, he said he was around six foot and broad-shouldered. He was
adamantly against public schooling, Bill Clinton, and breast implants. Diane herself taught German at the state university and was halfway
through a Ph.D. But she was also against Bill Clinton and breast implants. She told herself that she liked independent men. She knew she
liked his phone calls. And he was Mormon, although Celeste had hinted that his past might be shady: a mission he’d been sent home from, a
girlfriend he had lived with. Well, that was okay. Upright-downright-forthright returned missionaries shied away from her— “Intimidated,”
her mother always said. And so, after six weeks of phone conversations, she was going to meet him for the first time.

MOONSTONE AWARDS, $200 EACH

Blessing Giver
by Eugene Woodbury, Salt Lake City, Utah
And now she repeated to the bishop, “I am not a blessing giver.” She was not, but she wanted to be. Connie was more right than he knew. She
wanted to be counted among the saints, hear her name mentioned in testimony, taste the respect paid those men of stature. She knew the or-
dinance. She had memorized it the first time she heard it. But she was not a saint. She was not Mormon. She was not a man. She could never
be a blessing giver.

THE DEADLINE FOR THE 2003 FICTION CONTEST IS 30 JUNE
WATCH SUNSTONE FOR MORE DETAILS
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she thought, you couldn’t accept it. You wouldn’t talk about it. You refused to believe that you would die. ‘I’ll beat this,’ you said. ‘I’ll beat it.’ Who came
for you? Who was it that startled you so? Your mother? She was a sweet soul. It surely wasn’t your father; that self-centered bullying man who taught you
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in Sacramento. So Celeste had given him Diane’s cell phone number. She had misgivings. Once Celeste set her up with a picky, bald
zookeeper who stood her up. But then Jed called. And he kept calling. Every night from around ten to three, they would talk. Jed had a
drawl, drove a truck, and raised buffalo near Sacramento. When asked, he said he was around six foot and broad-shouldered. He was
adamantly against public schooling, Bill Clinton, and breast implants. Diane herself taught German at the state university and was halfway
through a Ph.D. But she was also against Bill Clinton and breast implants. She told herself that she liked independent men. She knew she
liked his phone calls. And he was Mormon, although Celeste had hinted that his past might be shady: a mission he’d been sent home from, a
girlfriend he had lived with. Well, that was okay. Upright-downright-forthright returned missionaries shied away from her— “Intimidated,”
her mother always said. And so, after six weeks of phone conversations, she was going to meet him for the first time.
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Blessing Giver
by Eugene Woodbury, Salt Lake City, Utah
And now she repeated to the bishop, “I am not a blessing giver.” She was not, but she wanted to be. Connie was more right than he knew. She
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H AIR—IT’S AN obsession. Men and
women all over the world spend
hours fixing and millions of dollars

perfecting the perfect “do.” Looking through
old photos of myself, a Pandora’s box of
sorts, my eyes magnetize right to my hair.
“Like it,” or “hate it,” I sigh under my breath.
Memories of midnight bleaching or coloring
frenzies in Rapunzelish attempts to avoid
cutting my locks and the necessary emer-
gency fix-ups following these mad fugues are
still fresh in my mind. And though, like any
addict, I occasionally experience relapses, my
“hair fetish” took on a new dimension when I
had my first child. 

Through the help of my African-American
partner and our two daughters, time with ex-
tended family members, hair classes for
mainly adoptive parents of African-American
children, my own experimentation with a
corn-rowed hairstyle, the media, friends,
peers, books, the Church, and the following
experience, I’ve come to understand that hair
is just one big beautiful allegory for loving
myself and my neighbor: becoming anti-
racist.

M OST of my life, I have struggled
with “bad hair days” and the other
inconveniences of head hair, but

like most white women, I easily find a hair-
dresser who cuts and styles my hair well. At

the corner market and even in clothing
stores, I come across a myriad of products
(with packages depicting people of my race)
containing hair products specifically de-
signed to treat my mane either chemically or
naturally. And more important, I rest assured
every night that my hair, no matter how un-
ruly,  will never be labeled “good” or “bad”
because of my race. Many readers of this
essay may know white folks who have chem-
ically straightened their hair to avoid a “bad”
hair label, but, as Neal Lester points out, this
process differs greatly from the “complex po-
litical, personal, and social implications” that
take place as “little black girls’ hair” is trans-
formed from “its non-chemicalized form to a
processed state that lengthens the hair as it
straightens it.”2 

My consciousness of the social implica-
tions of hair (along with many other subtle
ways whiteness is privileged) awakened very
slowly. I couldn’t see these aspects very well
even while dating my partner, Darron Smith,
or after our marriage and the births of our
daughters, Keisa (nearly three now) and
Eagan (sixteen months old). Yes, members of
my family were (and still are) concerned
about our union and the subsequent chil-
dren, but like the “good liberal” I was, I dis-
missed their fears as racism they couldn’t
spot because of our generational differences
or as originating from their unexamined ac-

ceptance of uninspired comments by early
LDS leaders. I likewise brushed aside a fright-
ening, racist encounter with a Provo police
officer and the less significant—though, at
times, equally uncomfortable—stares and
whispers of strangers as experiences with ig-
norance in less-enlightened folks. I never
considered that I, too, was racist—and am
still.

The events forcing me from my cozy be-
lief that I was a “good white person” into an
awareness of the racialized world we live in
began when our daughters were born with
hair that was immediately labeled “good.”
With Keisa, the nurses—who seemingly
cared less about the child’s nourishment than
her appearance—delighted in playing with
her soft curls and made certain to affix the
little pink bow “just right” for her newborn
picture. Similarly, when Eagan arrived, the
nurses in the maternity wing pronounced
her the unofficial recipient of an award for
“best hair in the nursery” and gave me a
whole package of pastel-colored bows to
place beside her gorgeous tresses. Like most
new parents, I embraced this attention and
all their pronouncements with pride. And
when it became even more clear that our
daughters had inherited more of my fine,
straighter, hair texture, I took pride in the
fact that I was their white mother. I hadn’t
begun to understand that in my pride, I was
unconsciously privileging white notions of
beauty. 

As the girls grew older and their hair
longer, and as I began to better understand
my own thinking processes, comments and
the fixation on their hair by friends, white
family members, and strangers became in-
creasingly tiresome. None of these folks be-
lieved themselves to be racist, but obviously
they were keenly aware of the girls’ color or
they wouldn’t have felt the need to say such
things. In search of love and kinship, I de-
cided to attend some Black History Month
activities. I signed up for free hair-care
lessons taught by a selfless African-American
hair stylist, Tamu Smith, whom I had heard a
lot about, but in my do-it-yourself individu-
alism and fear had never felt any need to
meet or ask for help.

At the first hair class, I sat next to other
white parents. Except for me, all had adopted
black children. We were surrounded by our
children, who were overjoyed to play with
other boys and girls with varying degrees of
beautiful brown skin and the wonderful
array of hair textures associated with being of
African descent. Finally, my daughters and I
were in a space where being black was not
exotic—positive or negative—just normal.

THE LONG-PROMISED DAY?

LOVE LESSONS LEARNED
WHILE STYLING HAIR

By Joy Smith

JOY SMITH has a bachelor’s degree in English teaching and is a former middle 
and high school teacher. She is now busy raising two children and is planning to continue
her own education next year. 

I have occasionally thought that I carry all of my personality around on my head. . . . 
I sometimes walk into a cocktail party and let my hair do the talking for me. I stroll through the
room, silently, and watch my hair tell white lies. In literary circles, my hair brands me as 
“interesting, adventurous.” In black middle class circles my hair brands me as “rebellious” or
“Afro-centric.” In predominantly white circles, my hair doubles my level of exotica. My hair says,
“Unlike the black woman who reads you the evening news, I’m not even trying to blend in.” Hair
surely becomes a source of others’ interpretations of one’s politics, one’s social agenda, one’s per-
sonality, one’s profession, even one’s (un)professionalism.

—VERONICA CHAMBERS1
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I let down my guard. Here was a commu-
nity that cared for African-American chil-
dren! Yet even as we parents openly
professed our love for our black children,
many of us still did not know or understand
how to love them as black children. I heard
surprising generalizations and culturally dis-
missive statements from some parents that
were prejudiced, even downright racist. I
struggled with these comments, trying not to
become upset, as I knew most of the remarks
simply reflected an ignorance about race. In
response to these words and attitudes, I’d try
to draw from my meager data stores and
share whatever insights or broader perspec-
tives I could. But I came to realize that I
needed to humble myself and study much
more about race, to learn about it not just in-
tellectually but pragmatically as well. 

Don’t remove the kinks from your hair,
remove them from your brain.

—Marcus Garvey3

L OVE is much, much more than
shared living space. Darron often
shows me what love is by yanking

me out of the various racist traps I fall into
and sharing his insights as well as turning
me on to some great literature about race.
Almost daily we discuss racial matters, even

though many times I slide back into com-
placency, resenting such frank and often
heated discussions. Yet we continue to act
and speak about these things out of love for
each other and our children. We grow more
in love through honest communication, un-
derstanding that our racial action or inac-
tion has a profound positive or negative
impact on how our African-American chil-
dren will form their identity. I continually
strive not to dismiss the relevance of fully
embracing my partner and in-laws as I learn
from them and other African-Americans
about the variety and intricacies of the
African-American experience far above and
beyond hair styling.

Most whites, including those of us who
have intimate relationships with people of
color, tend to deny that racism exists, espe-
cially in ourselves. Christ taught that love is
about bravely facing our fears and changing.
I appreciate (though not always immedi-
ately—I’m still working on that!) when
others show me this kindness. 

Even though it is difficult, I am enjoying
the ritual of atonement—removing the kinks
from my brain, a brain full of almost thirty
years of racial indoctrination, prejudiced no-
tions, and thinking processes that have de-
veloped as I have benefitted from unearned
white privilege. I feel free. And by finding
more powerful, creative ways to actively
practice anti-racism, I am learning to replace
fear with love—the transformative power
that should be shared.

T AMU couldn’t come to our most re-
cent hair class, so Keisa and Eagan
spent the evening playing with

friends as I chatted with the other parents. As
I reflected on these classes, I realized that for
me, our hair lessons had turned into love
lessons. I now knew many new hairstyles
and where to find the hair products to use on
my daughters’ hair. But my lessons ran much
deeper. I had learned I can’t love when I fear
what I don’t understand. 

I thank God for this beautiful world and
the people in it. I hope that by celebrating
our differences and our similarities, we will
follow the example that Christ set for us.
Christ reminded us that our world consists of

neighbors besides those who live next
door—who are most likely of our same race,
sex, ability, age, class or sexual preference.
Our communities include people we must
make special efforts to know and come to
love. Truly loving them may require us to
comb loose every kink and knot in our
twisted reasoning, but there is so much joy in
staying the course together—in love with
each other. As bell hooks writes:

The individuals who are part of
[the] beloved community are al-
ready in our lives. We do not need
to search for them. We can start
where we are. We begin our
journey with love, and love will al-
ways bring us back to where we
started. Making the choice to love
can heal our wounded spirits and
our body politic. It is the deepest
revolution, the turning away from
the world as we know it, toward
the world we must make if we 
are to be one with the planet—
one healing heart giving and sus-
taining life. Love is our hope and
our salvation.

E VEN as Keisa and Eagan wriggle and
squirm and sometimes cry while I fix
their hair, we already share so much

more than a daily chore of hair care. And
even sometimes, just like in the children’s
book by bell hooks, our days begin: “All
kinks gone! / All heads of joy! / . . . Just all
girl happy!/ Happy to be nappy hair!”4   

NOTES
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Even as we parents openly professed our love for 
our black children, many of us still did not know or 

understand how to love them as black children.

Joy Smith with daughters Eagan 
(in backpack) and Keisa (in front), 

and nephew, Tevor Benjamin
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I N THIS THIRD column of this series, I
thought it would be fun to further de-
velop our understanding of LDS

Borderlanders by listing some of their behav-
iors and characteristic attitudes. So I have as-
sembled by traditional church topic a number
of thoughts and types of conduct you might
see in Borderlanders. Many are “tongue in
cheek,” but all are based on my own and
others’ experiences and study. To save space,
each item uses gender-specific language, but
most entries could easily apply to both men
and women.

How well do these observations capture
your experience in the Borderlands? What
Borderland behaviors and thought patterns
have I left out? (Email me at the address
shown below. I’ll try to include them in a fu-
ture column.)

CHURCH RESPONSIBILITIES

• Allows (may even encourage) his home
teacher to take credit for home teaching after
a chance encounter at the grocery store.
Might herself take credit for a teaching visit
should she chance upon one of her visiting
teaching sisters (and talk about something
church-related).

• Privately and humbly asks bishop or
stake president to “prayerfully consider” her
for a particular calling “sometime in the fu-

ture, when and if appropriate.” (This usually
results in her receiving a calling the very next
weekend or, in a very few instances, no
calling, ever.)

• May gently decline a proposed calling
if it is obviously a wrong fit (or is simply
something he doesn’t want to do . . . again).
If the bishop begins the conversation by
saying, “the Lord is calling you to . . . ”, he re-
frains from replying: “We both know the
Lord had nothing to do with this call.”

• Because of his sometimes meager
Church callings and responsibilities, he has
and gives more time to his wife and children.

• Is sometimes thankful for Church call-
ings that exempt him from regular three-
hour block meetings (e.g., high council,
bishopric, or nursing home service callings.)

• Privately admits most Church meetings
can be boring, repetitive, stultifying, and do
little to enhance daily Christlike behavior. 

• During a crowded stake conference
meeting, refrains from sudden movements to
avoid startling and waking the sleepers on
both sides. Wears glasses painted with
“open-eyes” on high council Sunday.

• Often contributes to charities outside
the Church. May occasionally even think of
“paying tithing” to non-LDS charities as a
better use of his money but doesn’t succumb
to the temptation.

• Finds some temple recommend ques-

tions too gray to answer with a “yes” or “no.”
Fortunately, long explanations of personal
but Church-compatible approaches usually
convince the interviewer that this is a
member with faith and a good heart.

WORD OF WISDOM

• Although not imbibing, is not afraid to
have an occasional dinner in a pub or tavern
with non-LDS friends. She’ll even raise her
head and say hello if someone she knows
walks by the table.

• Eats meat sparingly. May even cite the
Word of Wisdom to justify personal vegetari-
anism. Tells LDS neighbors about his belief at
the ward dinner as they devour their
chicken.

• Preaches “moderation in all things” as
scripture even though it is not specifically
mentioned in the Word of Wisdom.

• Will buy wine for her boss. When
buying beer for hair shampoo purposes, she
specifically tells the cashier what she plans to
use it for.

RELIGIOUS LIFESTYLE

• Is actually able to refer to herself as
“Christian” when asked what religion she is
affiliated with. She usually follows with the
qualifier that hers is the “LDS version,” but
not always.

• She doesn’t think God is up there just
waiting for her to make a mistake nor that
God is anxiously engaged in a lot of pun-
ishing. Is content to allow God to take re-
venge, as warranted.

• Doesn’t believe religion is primarily a
formula (“three good behaviors commit God
to issue three blessings,” or “two sins will re-
sult in two curses or penalties”). Still won-
ders about karma, though, and likes the idea
when contemplating the future of the mean
and arrogantly rich.

• Would consider a non-temple marriage
okay (with a follow up “solemnizing” temple
sealing as soon as possible) if the prospective
in-laws are non-LDS and really want (the gall
of some people!) to be present at their child’s
wedding.

• Doesn’t feel the need to say a blessing
on the food at restaurants. Understands
blessings on food are rituals important for us
as individuals, reminding us to be grateful for
our lives and sustenance, rather than func-
tioning to remove any “curse” from the food.

• Constantly asks, “How would Christ
handle this situation?” Tries to follow the re-
sulting answer and wishes others would do
likewise.D. JEFF BURTON is an author and a member of the Sunstone Board of Trustees.

B R AV I N G  T H E  B O R D E R L A N D S  .  .  .

“WHERE WERE YOU TWO
DURING THE SACK RACE?”

By D. Jeff Burton

FIGURE 1. GROUPS IN THE LDS ORBIT
1—CORE MEMBERS: true believers, unwaveringly

supportive.
2—BORDERLANDS MEMBERS: those who consider

themselves faithful to and part of the Church but don’t fit
comfortably in Group 1.

3—MEMBERS-OF-RECORD ONLY: non-participa-
tors, non-believers, non-supporters. 

DOTS—previous members, prior investigators, and
non-LDS family members.
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FAITH, BELIEF, AND TESTIMONY

• Sometimes admits he doesn’t know
everything. Thinks that curiosity and
searching is sometimes better than sure-
knowledge. (Knows it is definitely more fun.)
Admits he is still “building” a testimony but
doesn’t really expect to ever have one like the
member who gets up every month to de-
clares his absolutes.

• Has actually admitted to others that
she “doesn’t know for sure” whether or not
Joseph Smith, say, “located the Garden of
Eden,” or “had direct inspiration to institute
polygamy.” She is fairly accepting of LDS doc-
trine and principles of salvation, but she is
definitely sold on Christ’s teachings for how
to live a happy life.

• Is more attracted to Richard Poll’s
“Liahona” approach to the gospel than to the
“Iron Rod” temperament.

• Suspects the final judgment could be
based on how we actually treat others while
driving on the freeway. Believes the final
judgment will examine motivations for be-
havior as well as the behavior itself.

• Sometimes finds teachings and prac-
tices in other religions worthwhile and useful
in his own spiritual journey.

MISSIONARY WORK

• Has the missionaries
over frequently to eat dinner
but not as often to consume
non-member friends.

• Never says (nor be-
lieves) “the Church must be
true or the missionaries would
have wrecked it long ago.”

• Blatantly requests (in
the top margin of the mis-
sionary forms), a desired
country or mission for her
son or daughter. [AUTHOR’S
NOTE: This actually worked
for me. I was granted my pen-
ciled-in request for a mission
to Japan.]

FAMILY AND SEX

• Is perhaps disap-
pointed, but doesn’t disown
or condemn his child if she
marries outside the Church.

• Restrains her children
from meaningless “testifying”
during fast and testimony
meeting.

• Has once made love in a

remote forested area during a ward outing
and then lied when asked, “Where were you
two during the sack race?”

• Supports and has actually used family
planning methods. This has resulted in a
sub-standard, three-child family. Does not re-
ally question whether or not there are twelve
spirit children waiting on the other side to be
born into their family.

• During slow moments in meetings, se-
cretly grades the attractiveness of members of
the opposite sex.

• Watches HBO’s Sex in the City without
guilt. Sometimes heads to bed shortly there-
after. Tells teenage son who is still up, “We’re
very tired,” which is true, but only part of the
truth, and this leads to a short-felt guilty
feeling.

• Recognizes the theological difficulties
created by the fact that some people have
have both male and female sexual charac-
teristics and is willing to face the chal-
lenges directly. Understands some
Latter-day Saints may be homosexual, not
by choice, but does not add to the
problem. Prays that better understanding
will come soon.

PERSONAL LIVES

• Actually discusses his private life with
people other than his therapist.

• Occasionally lets others in the ward see
behind her closed front door. Amazingly,
there isn’t much to be ashamed of.

• As is prudent, keeps “her differences to
herself” in conversation with LDS true-be-
lievers.

• Has close non-LDS friends. Is not nec-
essarily “fellowshipping” non-LDS friends as a
prime motivation for the friendship.

• Allows her children to play with non-
LDS neighbor kids. Sees no harm in his chil-
dren learning about the religions of others. 

• Regularly communicates with spouse;
negotiates and compromises; forgives when
necessary.

• Contrary to popular church wisdom, is
actually pretty happy and fulfilled, even
though Borderland living can be stressful at
times. Wouldn’t likely ever trade with true-
believer.

Please send me any of 
your tales from life in the 

Borderlands.

D. Jeff Burton
2974 So. Oakwood Dr.
Bountiful, Utah 84010 

<jeffburton@digitalpla.net>

Can everyone in the back hear me OK?
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S EVERAL YEARS AGO while recovering
from depression, I found solace etched
on a classroom wall at the Catholic

university where I work. The inscription
read: “The Glory of God is you, fully alive.” It
evoked for me some favorite Mormon scrip-
tures, particularly D&C 93:36 (“The glory of
God is intelligence”) and 2 Nephi 2:25 (“men
are that they might have joy”). Often I have
pondered the significance of what it means to
be fully alive and have concluded that it is an-
chored in transcendence.

Many recovering alcoholics encounter the
transcendent in the realization that their lives
have become utterly broken and beyond
their control. Somewhat like an addict, I be-
lieve that in our separation from God, each
of us has some portion of our life that is be-
yond management, beyond the bounds of
control.

Only as we understand and fully face our
human condition do we ultimately discover
God’s gift for us. Amidst the craziness of our
personal Gethsemanes, glimpses of the tran-
scendent offer us hope by showing us new
pathways out of dysfunction and pain.

This is the lightness of being that Nephi
celebrates as he emerges from melancholia:
“Awake, my soul! . . . Rejoice, O my heart . . .”
(2 Ne. 4:28). This transcendence, I believe, is
pure gift; it is universal, infinite, and free.
Mormonism teaches that this gift is pur-
chased by “the Holy Messiah, who. . . shall
make intercession for all the children of men”
(2 Ne. 2:8–9).

THAT WE MIGHT HAVE JOY

U TAHNS, and perhaps Mormons in
general, appear to have a corner
neither on transcendence nor joy.

As has been widely reported, a recent phar-
maceutical study reveals that the state with
the highest rate of Mormon affiliation also

has the nation’s highest rate of anti-
depressant use. As I have pondered this dis-
continuity, I have begun studying the
Church’s control structure, especially the as-
pects analogous to the organizational studies
I assign students in my graduate course on
control theory in nonprofit organizations.
Although I recognize that depression is a
highly complex subject and the insights that
tools in my field of study can yield are, at
best, only one piece of this puzzle, my hy-
pothesis is that because the outcomes some
Church programs produce are at times signif-
icantly at variance with scriptural and provi-
dent living goals, depression often results.
For instance, rather than fostering a culture
that is supportive of individuals becoming
“fully alive,” certain Church programs en-
courage members, and male members partic-
ularly, to “endure to the end” in mortal
struggles that seem foremost to serve the
ends of the organization and that may actu-
ally preclude encounters with the transcen-
dent rather than fostering them. Arguably,
this partially explains the inordinately large
number of Latter-day Saints who seek chem-
ical help for depression.

THE MODEL

A “control structure” is the manner in
which an organization translates its
values into behavior. Effective organ-

izations such as The Church of Jesus Christ
of Latter-day Saints are particularly adept at
directing this relationship. It begins with
strategic planning through which the organi-
zation clarifies its values, even as it identifies
and responds to “threats” and “opportuni-
ties” in its operating environment. From this,
the organization distills, refines, and re-clari-
fies its mission. The organization then trans-
lates its mission into various discrete
behaviors, called “programs.” “Program-

ming” is the process of designing, operating,
assessing—then redesigning—an organiza-
tion’s programs.

A generic example I use in my course is
church-related. For instance, a church may
have “saving souls” as a principal value em-
bodied in its mission statement. This hypo-
thetical church might then “translate” its
mission into the design of discrete pro-
grams—such as Sunday school instruction—
that embody the goal. However, although the
goal is quite useful for strategic thinking, it
lacks the kind of specificity needed to guide
the implementation of that program. For im-
plementation, leaders will craft “output-ori-
ented objectives” to stand in place of the
more general “outcome-oriented goals.”

One important virtue of objectives is that
they facilitate comparison between “planned”
and “actual” performance. For instance, an
output objective for the coming year might
be to increase Sunday school attendance
twenty percent, again in support of the goal
of saving souls. After a period of operation,
however, program “numbers” may have un-
derperformed with regard to the numerical
target. So, for the next programming “round,”
the Sunday school program may be fine-
tuned to increase its chances of meeting the
objective. Or perhaps the output targets may
be lowered from twenty percent, to, say, ten
percent; or the objective might be completely
rewritten or even scrapped.

Unfortunately, the use of output objectives
may foster an unintended result. That is, ob-
jectives may facilitate the measurement of at-
tributes that are somewhat different from the
goal-driven attributes. Alternately stated, our
hypothetical church may count those who at-
tend Sunday school, but is it justified to as-
sume attendees actually become “saved”?

Note the “act of faith” involved here: the
church is exercising faith that achieving a de-
sired output (raising the number attending
Sunday school) will actually create the in-
tended outcome (increasing the number of
saved souls). Non-profit organizations—
churches included—almost always operate
in faith that if the requisite output is pro-
duced, the desired outcome will follow.
Realistically, the link between outputs and
outcomes is often tenuous—perhaps more
tenuous than many organizations acknowl-
edge publicly, due to their concern for loss of
public support.

CHURCH CONTROL STRUCTURE

T HE modern precedent for formal
programming systems within The
Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day

IN WISDOM AND ORDER

ENDURING TO THE END . . . IN JOY

By Jim Sawyer

JIM SAWYER is a public service professor at Seattle University. He grew up in Ogden,
Utah, and received a B.S. in psychology from Weber State University and a Ph.D. in
economics from the University of Utah. He may be reached at
<jsawyer@seattleu.edu.> An earlier version of this essay appeared as an op-ed column

in the Salt Lake Tribune, 27 January 2002.
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Saints began in the 1960s with what was
then called Priesthood Correlation. In the
’70s, formal strategic planning identified a
three-fold mission: to proclaim the gospel
(missionary work), to perfect the saints (on-
going Church work and spiritual develop-
ment), and to redeem the dead (temple
work). In turn, elements of this tripartite
mission began to, and still do, serve as out-
come goals for various Church programs. A
typical mission-driven goal might be for
all adult priesthood holders to be
temple-endowed. An example of an
output objective connected with this
goal might be for ten percent of those
currently unendowed adult priesthood
holders to receive these temple ordi-
nances in the coming year.

The Church’s semi-annual general
conference is an important gathering at
which members are admonished to
strive ever harder in pursuing gospel
ideals and attaining the goals laid out
through specific Church programs.
Conference talks, however, rarely im-
pose measurable objectives, such as
boosting convert baptisms by a certain
percentage. It is at the local level that
program objectives are set and output is
measured and reported.

Most Church programs operate at the
ward level, with a typical ward con-
sisting of about 400 members, presided
over by a bishop who serves approxi-
mately five years. At the stake level,
however, the control structure becomes
instrumental. Stakes typically contain seven
or eight wards and are led by a stake presi-
dent who serves approximately ten years,
and who is assisted by two counselors (as is
each bishop). The high council, whose dozen
members regularly visit wards to teach, en-
courage, and strengthen members, as well as
to ensure conformity with standardized pro-
grams, is a stake oversight body that reports
to the stake presidency. Stake leaders also re-
ceive from wards monthly reports that in-
clude the number of members eligible for
participation in any program and the per-
centage not currently participating. Annual
ward conferences include progress reviews
and resetting numerical targets for each pro-
gram. The performance of stakes is assessed
by regional representatives and visiting gen-
eral authorities, with evaluation criteria that
include such things as the number of convert
baptisms, the percentage of stake members
paying a full Church tithe, the percentage of
members attending sacrament meeting, and
the percentage of males worthy to be called
to stake leadership positions.

In effect, “follow the living prophet” be-
comes a call to “follow Church programs.”

The progress of individual adult members
toward mastering Church programs is pri-
marily measured at the temple recommend
interview at which members answer stan-
dard questions pertaining to such things as
their conformity with the commandment to
pay a full tithe, their personal ethical be-
havior, and whether they sustain the

Church’s leadership. The same questions are
repeated in a follow-on interview with a
member of the stake presidency, who then
countersigns the bishop’s signature attesting
to the member’s “good standing.” Members
are also expected to meet with the bishop at
year’s end to declare the payment of a full
tithe, which declaration becomes part of the
permanent Church record.

Faithful members sustain the Church as
the literal manifestation of the kingdom of
God on earth and pledge unwavering sup-
port for its programs and leaders. When the
several programs are administered in love by
charismatic stake and ward leaders, the “or-
ganization culture” may be buoyant, particu-
larly during times of expansion. But a
“corporatist” culture may also prevail, partic-
ularly in stakes and wards that fail to produce
ever-higher program outputs. For instance,
during the economic recession a decade ago,
the president of a western Washington stake
chastened his congregation in the presence of
a visiting general authority. He noted that the
stake leaders were aware of the economic dif-

ficulty some were experiencing but stressed
that tithing is a commandment and admon-
ished them to continue to pay a full tithe re-
gardless of their circumstances. His counsel
came across as: “Please don’t look for excuses
or plead exceptions because of hardship. Just
follow the program, and you will be blessed.”

This arguably insensitive counsel is re-
markable for two reasons. First, particularly
in austere economic times, this “move the

wagons” organization style was neither
refuted nor softened by the General
Authority who followed him at the
podium, implying concurrence. Second,
in the weeks following, the stake presi-
dent’s comments did not become the ob-
ject of recrimination by economically
struggling members. Perhaps they
blamed themselves for not producing in-
dividual outcomes “as worthy” as those
of some other members, and therefore
they suffered in silence. Mormon faithful
are particularly motivated to maintain
temple eligibility, and failure to qualify
for attendance at marriages and sealings
may provoke emotional upheaval in the
absentee’s family. Indeed, fear of the de-
nial of temple blessings might be the ul-
timate linch pin in the incentive system
undergirding the Church’s control struc-
ture.

Mormon converts may be attracted
initially to the Church by its more-hu-
manist messages that seem devoid of
quantitative values. And many, of course,
look favorably upon the “engineered”

lifestyles that many of their Mormon friends
and acquaintances display. Yet once baptized,
converts are immediately introduced into 
the Church control structure with the chal-
lenge to set a goal, with a date, for attending
the temple. “Set a goal—set a date” is a 
corporate-style “management-by-objectives”
strategy, the end in this case being to make
converts temple-ready within as little as a
year. A danger, of course, is that some mem-
bers may attain the ultimate output objective
of temple attendance without attaining the
essential “a-ha” outcome of a truly transcen-
dent experience.

MY EXPERIENCE

I GREW up during the 1950s in Ogden,
Utah, in a part-member Mormon
family. My mother was not actively

participating in the Church during those
years, and my father was somewhat antago-
nistic toward Mormonism. In fact, when my
older brother received his mission call, my
paternal grandfather had a heart attack on

When Church programs 
are administered in love 

by charismatic stake 
and ward leaders, 

the “organization culture” 
may be buoyant, 

particularly during times 
of expansion. 

But a “corporatist” 
culture may also prevail, 

particularly in areas 
that fail to produce 

ever-higher 
program outputs.
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the spot, followed by my father disowning
my brother for a period of time. Religious
differences weren’t the only things that made
our family unique, however. My parents were
good and committed people, but they were
affected, one by depression, the other by
manic-depression.

Yet amid all the turbulence of my chaotic
family life, I received a great deal of love and
support from the good people of the Mount
Ogden Ward. When I reached missionary
age, I hesitated, particularly because of my
father’s influence, but through the ward
members’ encouragement and example, I
eventually chose to serve. Even so, I have
tried since then to live in accord with a
worthy promise my father extracted from
me before I departed. He had me promise
that I would never make a choice merely be-
cause someone else was guiding me, that I
should never decide on something without
studying the options and choosing thought-
fully for myself and for those who depend
upon me.

At Seattle University, I discovered that the
Jesuits (an order in the Catholic priesthood)
advocate essentially the same path of dis-
cernment as the one taught by my father.
Indeed, it is the path of discernment taught
broadly in many liberal arts academies, and it
is a philosophy by which my children know
me. But I lament that, too often, it has been
an approach to life that has not served my
children well in their Church experiences,
leaving them confused and angry at times.

I have also observed several Mormon
males in my extended family who have lived
fully and faithfully by institutional values, yet
in many ways their lives reflect despair rather
than transcendence. With regard to my
family, I conclude that, at times, the control
structure of the Church subverts more-hu-
manistic paths toward discernment, often
with deleterious implications for transcen-
dence. And I believe this conclusion stands in
opposition to the emphasis upon free agency
in Mormon doctrine.

CHRISTIAN HUMANISM

F OLLOWING a recent reclaiming of its
Christian roots, I use the term “hu-
manism” in reference to that call felt

within us all to color outside—as well as in-
side—of the lines. Humanism, as used here,
acknowledges the craziness and chaos
through which we must frequently pass. And
yet it offers hope for transcendence, holding
that as we abdicate our futile attempts to
fully manage our lives, we may come into a
right relationship with the divine. When this

happens, we can become new creatures,
knowing what it means to become “fully
alive.”

Most nonprofit organizations in the
United States, including churches, evolved 
to become demonstrably more humanistic
during the twentieth century. But, arguably,
the LDS Church seems remarkably un-
touched by this shift. Its “command and con-
trol” structure continues unabated,
analogous to the way it operated in the latter
half of the nineteenth century, despite a
fledgling humanist renaissance during the
presidency of David O. McKay in the 1950s.
The rationale for extending a nineteenth-cen-
tury “move the wagons” organizational cul-
ture into the present seems to be the Church’s
literal belief that the “keys” of administering
the kingdom of God on earth pass by revela-
tion through an unbroken succession of
Church presidents. This faith entails the con-
clusion that God’s will becomes known to us
through heeding the counsel of his oracles,
the prophets, whose messages are passed
down to Church members through hierar-
chical priesthood channels.

Some humanist-oriented members, how-
ever, find this command and control struc-
ture disempowering. They seek more
institutional democracy and less-engineered
lifestyles as precursors to a more-open organ-
izational environment and, ultimately, to
more-transcendent outcomes. This proposed
humanist path does not stand in opposition
to the idea that The Church of Jesus Christ of
Latter-day Saints is literally the restored
gospel of Jesus Christ. It does acknowledge,
however, that the Church’s control structure
may not always be inspired, and that it is not
infallible.

A colleague who teaches organizational
behavior reflects this perspective. She re-
minds her students that humility is the toler-
ance of imperfection, in ourselves, in others,
and in the organizations through which we
are bound together. Indeed, hers is a per-
spective reflected in Paul’s writings when he
observes that “we see through a glass darkly”
(I Cor. 13:12). Organizational control, even
in the Church, is analogous to this cloudy
vision. In our struggle to link program out-
puts with program outcomes, humility calls
us to acknowledge that perhaps achieving
worthy goal x may not be as directly linked
to participation in program y as we may
want to believe—and we must therefore
constantly remain open to insights and cor-
rections that may filter in from more tran-
scendent realms. 

Organization theorist Peter Senge coun-
sels organizations wishing to attain optimum

performance to adopt what he calls a
“learning” profile. A learning organization
empowers its members to act as au-
tonomously as possible, and it continuously
incorporates their acquired knowledge to im-
prove its performance. When such an evolu-
tion occurs, says Senge, key personnel may
reconfigure their efforts away from micro-
management toward bolder strategic leader-
ship. I believe this kind of humanizing
strategy Senge suggests is compatible with
Joseph Smith’s comment about his own pre-
ferred leadership style: “I teach them correct
principles and they govern themselves.”

CONCLUSIONS AND CONUNDRUMS

T HE conundrum, of course, is that
there seems to be no space for any
significant humanization of the

Mormon control structure. The divine mis-
sion of the Church is presented as self-evi-
dent: the Church’s mission is to continue to
perform the work in which it is engaged.
This is a concrete undertaking. The ironclad
linkage between output, outcome, and mis-
sion leaves little room for organizational in-
trospection, and therefore little room for
transcendence for those who adhere strictly
to the organization’s precepts.

Has the Church painted itself into a
corner? Mormon faithful appear more and
more as “organization people” clinging
tightly to a corporate model of how to work
to win eternal life. 

In a sense, then, the Church may be a
victim of its own successes. On the one hand,
it is flooded with new converts—many from
developing nations choosing Mormonism as
a literal self-help path out of despair. These
victories have a flipside, however, causing
disillusionment among many humanist-ori-
ented converts and members who  seek more
institutional democracy, more transcen-
dence, and less-engineered lifestyles.

But the Church has painted itself into
seemingly hapless corners before, on issues
including polygamy and access to the priest-
hood by certain people of color. No other
mainstream American religious organization
has better demonstrated openness to para-
digmatic shifts without losing track of its
core values. In the end, it is core values that
serve as beacons to the disaffected and the
distraught. Perhaps the Church will trans-
form itself, again, through revelation, to
reach out more effectively through its core
values to Christian humanists even as it
presses ever more diligently to bring the dis-
enfranchised of the world into the light of the
gospel. 
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T HE FRIEZE OF a building on the
campus of a well-known east-coast
university where I once studied bears

an inscription from the book of Psalms:
“What is man, that thou art mindful of him?”
This maxim runs like a theme throughout
Brady Udall’s astounding first novel, The
Miracle Life of Edgar Mint. At first glance, the
life of the title character, a half-Apache boy,
seems directly to contradict the wonder and
esteem with which the Psalmist views
mankind. Edgar is insignificant and ignored,
and so many dreadful things happen to him
that one wonders whether God has ever paid
him any mind whatsoever. And yet Udall
movingly leads us to see by the end of the
novel not only that God and Edgar have al-
ways been mindful of each other, but also
that Edgar’s life is indeed a miracle.

In the novel’s opening lines, Edgar en-
dures a disaster no reader will likely ever
forget. In describing it, Udall lays out the
novel’s themes—Edgar’s suffering, his seem-
ingly rudderless life, and his relationship
with God:

If I could tell you only one thing
about my life it would be this:
when I was seven years old the
mailman ran over my head. As for-
mative events go, nothing else

comes close; my careening, zigzag
existence, my wounded brain and
faith in God, my collisions with joy
and affliction, all of it has come, in
one way or another, out of that mo-
ment on a summer morning when
the left rear tire of a United States
postal jeep ground my tiny head
into the hot gravel of the San Carlos
Apache Indian Reservation (13).

The Miracle Life of Edgar Mint traces the
life of its title character from age seven to
about sixteen, jumping forward in the con-
clusion to show Edgar in his late twenties.
The story is told primarily in first person, al-
though snippets in third person at the begin-
ning of chapters tip us off that Edgar is telling
his life story from the vantage point of the
adult Edgar with whom the book concludes. 

After his disastrous accident, Edgar is
taken to a ramshackle hospital, St. Divine’s,
in Globe, Arizona, where a young doctor,
Barry Pinkley, operates on his skull and
miraculously saves his life. During his long
convalescence at the hospital, Edgar is be-
friended by a middle-aged man recovering
from a catastrophic auto accident which
killed his wife and two daughters. These
three characters, Edgar, Barry, and the car-
wreck survivor, Art Crozier, form a triad

around whom the entire novel is con-
structed. Art becomes closely attached to
Edgar from the first moments he sees the boy
after his operation. Though Art is actively in-
volved in Edgar’s life only at the beginning
and toward the end of the novel, the older
man is actually the greatest source of conti-
nuity for Edgar, and he is the one person
whom Edgar feels he can fully trust and with
whom he feels completely comfortable.

Once recovered from the worst of his in-
juries, Edgar is sent from the hospital to an
all-Indian boarding school, where a great
uncle works as a janitor. Thus Edgar enters
the world anew (he remembers nothing from
before his accident), armed only with several
talismanic possessions, most notably an old
manual typewriter (a “Hermes Jubilee”
model) which Art had given him after it was
discovered that the accident had mysteri-
ously left Edgar unable to write by hand. 

The world turns out to be a cruel place. At
the boarding school, Edgar manages to sur-
vive four years of brutality that several times
becomes so intense he broods on suicide.
(Once, he throws himself over a cliff but is
saved by the high waters of a flash flood.
Another time he heaves a brick in the air, in-
tending it to land on his head, but at the last
moment, he dodges, escaping serious injury.)
Eventually Edgar meets two young men in
white shirts—Mormon missionaries—and is
soon baptized. When he is offered the chance
to participate in the LDS Indian Placement
Program, the choice is easy.

With his host family in Utah, the
Madsens, Edgar discovers that even people
with previously unimagined luxuries such as
thick carpeting on the floors can have prob-
lems, too. In Utah (the family lives in the
town of “Richland,” a thinly-disguised
Richfield), Edgar becomes aware of the com-
plexities of human feeling, and during his
some three years with the Madsens, he grows
up, in an emotional sense. He sees and expe-
riences acts of kindness and comes to under-
stand the intimacy and treasure of family ties,
even when those ties are strained by pain and
loss. 

Edgar’s own family ties are jerry-rigged, at
best. His father, a Connecticut drifter, had
left the scene before Edgar had even been
born. His alcoholic mother died while he was
in boarding school. When his grandmother
then passes, Edgar is left only with his emo-
tionally distant uncle and with Art, to whom
Edgar sends letters (never answered) com-
posed on Art’s gift, the typewriter. 

During the years in the boarding school
and Utah, Barry (now the ex-Dr. Pinkley)
keeps turning up, looking for Edgar, in
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hopes Edgar will accept him as an adoptive
father. Barry, however, is the falsest of fathers.
After Edgar’s near-death early in the novel,
Barry had quarreled with hospital adminis-
tration over procedures he used in the opera-
tion and is angered that he was not
commended for his efforts. He was soon
fired, and his license to practice medicine, re-
voked. Throughout the novel, Barry bedevils
Edgar, obsessively following the boy, trying
to convince him that he is Edgar’s best source
of protection. It is clear that Barry can have
no beneficial influence in Edgar’s life; the
one-time doctor resorts to dealing drugs,
peddles to Edgar a dubious sense of his com-
mitment, and tries to get him to forget about
Art. When Edgar realizes that Barry is pre-
pared to destroy the Madsens’ marriage in his
efforts to maintain contact with the boy,
Edgar decides that the fate of his foster family
will turn on how he decides to act.

In the penultimate, and perhaps most
moving, section of the novel, Udall reunites
his three primary protagonists—Edgar,
Barry, and Art. Essentially, Edgar finds that
his tormentor’s own weakness leaves him
vulnerable, and with assistance from both
Art and from what can only be described as a
Third Nephite, Edgar manages finally to de-
stroy Barry.

While reestablishing contact with Art is,
for Edgar, a type of return home, Edgar now
is prepared to pursue a lifelong wish: to find
the mailman who ran over his head and tell
him that he survived and that everything is
OK. This final quest is only partially suc-
cessful, but it does enable Udall to show that
everything with Edgar has indeed turned out
well. As an adult he is compassionate, loving,
and responsible, and he is fully aware of the
miracle his life has been.

T HE dark vision that pervades much
of Edgar Mint will be familiar to
readers of Udall’s first book, the short

story collection Letting Loose the Hounds
(Norton, 1997). This book is full of charac-
ters on the margins of society, people who
have a hard time fitting in even in the live-
and-let-live world of rural eastern Arizona.
Still, many readers will be struck with the
suffering, some of which seems almost
sadistic, to which Udall subjects Edgar. 

Though his work is in many places
broadly comic, readers never doubt Udall
sees the world as a place of deep moral sig-
nificance. Life and human experience matter,
enormously so. Because the stakes are so
high, the world in Udall’s depiction is indeed
a dangerous place. Udall does not protect his
characters from disappointment nor heart-

break, but he never leads us to believe that
life is fundamentally only about suffering.
Instead, life is (in a very LDS way) about
gaining experience and helping each other
through it, even if in only the most marginal
of ways. Before Edgar is discharged from the
hospital, he and Art steal to the roof at night.
A drunken Art turns to Edgar: “Now that
you’re going off, seems like I should give you
some advice, words to live by, you know, but
I ain’t got nothing. Be polite, that’s about as
far as I’ll go. Anything more and it’s likely to
backfire on you.” After a few more slurred
bits of counsel from Art, they both pause:

From somewhere far away came
the sound of voices, a man and
woman arguing in Spanish, the
woman suddenly screeching as if in
pain. We listened for a moment
and Art sighed like he was trying to
get every bit of air out of his lungs.
“Lord help us this world is a hor-
rible place” (86–87).

By the end of the novel, however, it is
clear that just as Edgar’s emergence through
his own trial by fire is a miracle, man’s pres-
ence in the world is likewise miraculous. 

And yet, Udall’s novel is all the more re-
markable in that it does not read like a novel
of ideas or theological tract, but rather, as an
adventure story. Edgar’s endurance and even-
tual victory over the indigent circumstances of
his birth, his dreadful accident, the dehuman-
ization of the boarding school, and his perse-
verance to find the mailman who ran over his
head, make for a compelling and moving
drama. Undoubtedly it is this straightforward
part of Edgar’s story that has made so many
readers love the book. When in New York
City for a book reading by Udall this summer,
I spoke with a group of young New York
women professionals who had read Edgar
Mint in their book group and had come to
hear Udall talk about, and read from, the
novel. They told me what made them like the
book so much was how Edgar never gave up,
no matter what his circumstances. (Perhaps

this surface level of Edgar’s story is influenced
by the LDS notion of “enduring to the end”?)

In addition, Udall knows how to write
funny. The book is full of humor, though
often dark. When interviewing in the dank
boarding school basement with one of the
missionaries for baptism, Edgar is asked to
confess his sins:

“You mean all my sins?” I said. He
nodded, “At least the big ones.” I
fidgeted on my bucket for awhile,
then let it fly.

Edgar launches into a litany of offenses he en-
gaged in at the school, many of which he was
put up to by other students, under circum-
stances the young missionary could not pos-
sibly fathom. At the end, Edgar admits to
attempted suicide.

Throughout it all, Elder Doyle did
not blink. When I was done, he
held up his finger as if to say some-
thing, then changed his mind. He
scratched his head and pretended
to write something on his wet
notepad. “Hmmm,” he said finally.
“What about self-abuse?” “I hit my-
self on the head with a brick,” I
confessed (232–33).

Udall’s ease in describing his native
eastern Arizona and life on the reservation, as
well as Utah and LDS culture, also con-
tributes to the book’s vividness. The reader
soon realizes that Udall knows what he is
talking about. Countless details convince
readers to trust Udall and bear out a sensi-
tivity for the places and people he writes
about. Reading the portions of the novel set
on the reservation, one feels the white-hot
heat of the cloudless day and clearly sees the
poverty and deprivation to which its resi-
dents are subject. One image of Edgar’s pre-
accident home, a shack with no siding, is
particulary striking:

There was an old lightning-struck
cottonwood in the front yard, a
charred skeleton of a tree that of-
fered no shade at all until my
mother got into the habit of hanging
beer cans from its charred branches
with fishing line. The beer cans—
there were hundreds of them, and
more than a dozen new ones being
added each day—would make a
peaceful clanking when a breeze
came up, but they never did much
to keep the house cool (13).

The section of the book that takes place in
Utah is similarly filled with sharp detail. In
what is perhaps the funniest section of the
book, titled “For Young Men Only,” Edgar
sits in a Sunday School class, trying to cope

Though his work is in 
many places broadly comic,
readers never doubt Udall
sees the world as a place of
deep moral significance. Life

and human experience
matter, enormously so.
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with the riveting sight of a bra strap on a girl’s
shoulder (even humming a hymn doesn’t
help Edgar calm his body’s reaction), while at
the same time fighting off his additional em-
barrassment at the pronouncements on
Lamanites by the teacher, a weepy, senti-
mental ward member: 

“Edgar here, in his own way, is a
relic of those Book of Mormon
times,” Brother Hughes said, grip-
ping my elbow, holding me in
place. My face felt hot enough to
ignite paper. “Out in the world they
might call him an American Indian,
but we know better. In truth he is
as much a Lamanite as the prophet
Samuel or King Lamoni.”

There I stood, a Lamanite with a
hard-on (276).

Udall refrains from explaining LDS terms
and language usage; he lets Edgar describe his
experiences in Richland in natural, Mormon
inflections. Edgar mentions sacrament meet-
ings, scripture-chase champions, and an an-
noying do-gooder who “organized service
projects, had been the president of both the
deacons and teachers quorums [and] became
an Eagle scout before he turned fourteen”
(337). Some of Udall’s LDS cultural references
are even more finely woven into the story.
When the marriage of his foster parents, Lana
and Clay, begins to sour, Edgar sees that the
spouses begin sleeping in separate rooms, but
he also notices other changes:

Lana came down the stairs with a
box full of clothes. She wore an old
sweatshirt and shorts. Her legs,
which I had never seen out in the
open like this before, were smooth
and so pale that a complex road
map of thin blue veins showed
through the skin (353).

Attentive LDS readers will realize, of course,
that Lana has taken off her temple garments. 

T HE book’s allegorical aspects are all
the more effective as they too are de-
ployed subtly. Many readers will not

notice the depth of the religious allusions. (I
have spoken about the book informally with
non-LDS readers in both Connecticut and
New York, and none of them said they no-
ticed the unannounced Christian, let alone
Mormon, aspects to the story.) The last thing
Udall wants is to be didactic. He has told one
LDS-related publication, “I don’t want to
teach the reader a lesson of any kind. I
simply want them to have a hair-raising,
heart-thumping, mind-numbing, soul-
tearing experience.” Udall is highly skittish of
the term “Mormon writer.” “This is not be-

cause I am embarrassed by my faith and cul-
ture,” the Salt Lake Tribune quotes him as
saying, “but because I am working hard to
create the kind of art my culture seems set on
rejecting.”

While the novel stands on its own as a
wonderful story of triumph over adversity,
the full depth of Udall’s achievement is re-
vealed when one understands the allegorical
meaning in its characters and action. On one
level, the novel is a Pilgrim’s Progress tale,
with Edgar as Everyman. But the allegory
goes much deeper. While all readers will see
that Art is a father-like figure for Edgar, Art is
actually far more than this. His surname—
Crozier—hints at his more significant pas-
toral role in Edgar’s life. (A “crosier” is a staff
resembling a shepherd’s crook carried by
high-level officials in several Christian de-
nominations.) The name of the typewriter
Art gives Edgar also alludes to communica-
tion with those in heavenly worlds. (Hermes
is the messenger of the gods in Greek
mythology.) Art, who we know from clues is
almost certainly himself a baptized member
of the LDS Church, wants to shepherd Edgar
from the Edenic, or premortal life of the hos-
pital (named “St. Divine’s”) to the lone and
dreary world. In one of the most beautiful
passages in the book, Art helps Edgar get
loose from the restraints on his hospital bed,
while at the same time providing him a safe
passage from bed to ground:

[Art] unbuckled the restraints—it
took him awhile to figure them out
with only one good hand—then
stole every extra pillow and blanket
he could find in the room and
placed them around my bed, cre-
ating a landing pad. That night I
threw myself off the bed twice, and
both times Art was there to help me
back up, make sure I didn’t have
any lasting injuries, and to argue
with the nurses when they came in
wanting to know why the restraints

had been taken off (34).
Art, like the Mormon God, takes off re-
straints, even at the risk of injury. 

Udall hints that not only does Edgar need
the succor, though limited, that Art can offer
him, but that Art in turn needs Edgar. Later
in the novel, we find out that the letters
Edgar sent to Art were of great importance to
the aging man:

“Got something I want to say to
you,” [Art] said. He rested his cane
against the recliner and carefully
took the sheaf of papers down.
“After that one time, I never wrote
back to you because I figured you’d
come to forget about me and that
hospital and everybody in it and
that it would be the best thing for
you. But you never stopped
writing, you never did. 

Something caught in his voice
and he swallowed, his hands
shaking. . . . He turned so that he
was talking to the wall. “These let-
ters . . .” he sniffed and hawked,
rubbed his hand roughly against
the scruff of his face. “You can’t
know how much they helped me.
They were all I had, is what I’m
saying. They kept me going when I
didn’t have nothing left. You can’t
know” (387).

The idea that God needs our prayers to keep
him going is the kind of theological nugget
that makes this novel so deeply satisfying. 

What Art wants most of all is to protect
Edgar from the controlling Barry. Though he
did save Edgar’s life, Barry’s interest in Edgar
is entirely selfish. Essentially, he wants the
boy’s soul. Barry is described as a “fallen
angel” (340), and much of his character and
fate is reminiscent of passages in Isaiah 14.
Lucifer-like, Barry has “fallen from heaven”
(Isaiah 14:12). Once a trusted, competent
surgeon at St. Divine’s, he ends up dealing
drugs and the dependency on him they in-
duce. 

It is reflective of Udall’s artistic vision that
Art is there for Edgar at the beginning of
Edgar’s journey into the world outside of St.
Divine’s, while after that, their contact is spo-
radic at best, and Edgar’s letters/prayers to
Art/God are not answered. Barry is much
more of an on-going presence for Edgar, an
evil that keeps reappearing. However, at the
end of the novel, in a scene straight out of
Isaiah, Art is crucial in helping Edgar finally
rid his life of Barry for good.

Edgar’s experiences convince him of the
existence of a divine realm, despite the point-
less suffering and cruelty he sees around him.

Udall admits to being 
skittish of the term 
“Mormon writer.” 

“This is not because I am 
embarrassed by my faith
and culture, but because I
am working hard to create 
the kind of art my culture
seems set on rejecting.”
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At the boarding school, he agrees to let the
missionaries give him a blessing. Above “the
noise of the snickering children and the wind
in the grass,” Edgar listens to the brief words
of the blessing:

Inexplicably, my eyes were spilling
tears. The Elders lifted their hands
off my head and I desperately
ground a fistful of shirt into my face
to wipe away the evidence. Before
they rode away on their bikes, they
each smiled and shook my hand.
In a daze, I headed out across the
parade grounds toward the dormi-
tory, feeling like the top of my head
had been shot off. I started to climb
the steps and it hit me right there,
there was no doubt: Edgar had
been touched by God (225).

At the end of the novel, Edgar openly
contemplates his relationship with this God,
one who seems to do so little to remedy the
world’s evils:

I can see no divine purpose behind
the tangle of existence, no ordering
hand. It is all a mystery, or more ac-
curately, a mess. There are no he-
roes or villains, no saviors or
demons or angels. Only those who
have died and those of us who, for
whatever reason, have survived.
None of this will keep me from be-
lieving in God. I believe in Him, I
just don’t know that I will ever
have faith in Him. 

So you might say God and I are
at something of a standstill. I
haven’t forgiven Him and I have no
reason to expect that He will do the
same for me. We are both account-
able for our own abominations and
that, I have come to believe, is the
way it should be. . . . I won’t say
there isn’t the minor daily heart-
break of memory and what-might-
have-been. The bad dreams and
the late night regrets. . . . But I am
not too jaded or proud to thank
God for small favors, to count my
blessings” (418–19).

Here, Udall’s own views may diverge
from those of his protagonist, someone
Udall clearly sympathizes with, even loves.
Udall has created for us a world of heroes
and villains, saviors and demons in the life
of an insignificant half-Apache boy. His cre-
ation spurs us to think deeply about our
faith in God, our relationship with him,
and how to hold onto that relationship and
our faith in the face of forces that might
weaken them. 

S UPERMAN ASKS, “Did you say
Kryptonite?” If you figure out the col-
lection’s epigraph, you have the key to

Caution: Men in Trees, the fourth book of
short stories from Darrell Spencer. Give it a
try. Kryptonite—an invented word de-
scribing a substance that represents a threat
to Superman, who himself is a fictional char-
acter, whom Spencer then quotes from a
movie. The words have to have some con-
nection, don’t they? 

Like the epigram, Spencer’s fiction resides
in the ambiguity and the play between
words. His stories reveal the limitations of
language and its nuances, the arbitrary,
sometimes fleeting and threatening way that
words mean. 

The stories in this collection explore the
lives of different men who are all facing chal-
lenges that threaten their survival. Most of
the stories are set in Utah or Nevada, with
characters who are often on the periphery of
Mormon culture. But neither the setting nor
issues of culture and identity are Spencer’s
main focus. His themes are alienation and
survival, but he arrives at them only though
style and language.

Language thrives in Spencer’s writing. At

times you feel like you’re being squib-kicked
through a field of syntax and wordplay.
Words define, but only momentarily.
Sometimes words are lethal. In Caution’s final
story, Tommy, an undefeated ex-boxer wres-
tles with the prospect of fighting again.
Hurting people has kept Tommy out of the
ring—more particularly, the word harm.

Harm.
You know how they say to say a

word until it’s not a word.
Try it. Say harm one thousand

times.
Harm. Harm. Harm. Harm.

To his manager and others who want to
see him fight, harm has become meaningless,
and it’s that meaninglessness that confounds
and ensnares him. At the end of the story, the
boxer suggests a multiple-choice exam: 

It’s the third round, and the fight’s
scheduled for twelve. You’ve cut
your opponent’s eye and it’s closing
up. You shredded it. His blood coats
your gloves. It mats the hair on your
arms. There is blood splattered on
the rich folks, the celebrities in the
front-row seats, the tuxedoed men
and the women in gowns. This guy
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can’t see, and he keeps coming at
you. He’s swinging blind.
What do you do?
Circle the correct answer.

(a) Pick at the eye. Jab. Jab. Jab.
(b) Tie him up and turn him so
the referee can’t ignore the
damage you’ve done. Embarrass
the referee into stopping the fight.
(c) Chew your gloves off and
walk out of the ring.
(d) Take a dive.

It’s no mistake that Spencer chooses to end
the collection with this story. There is no
good choice, but there has to be one, and it’s
the one that you select: “There’s only one cor-
rect answer,” he says, “Go ahead.”

S PENCER’S language ensnares other
characters in similar ways. In the title
story, Bobby “BB” Book, a sign painter,

is embarrassed by one of his employee’s mis-
spelling a sign, “INtertainment” instead of
“Entertainment.” Bobby takes this mistake
very personally. He’s the owner of the com-
pany; the misspelling reflects on him, even if
he isn’t the one who misspelled it. At the end
of the story, Bobby climbs the sign, makes it
halfway, and hangs onto a girder for his life:
“Here he is, the INtertainment—I-N-T-E-R-
T-A-I-N-M-E-N-T. Bobby ‘BB’ Book, he’s the
guy who put the I back in entertainment.” 

Other words trap Bobby as well. In a hu-
morous section depicting Bobby’s fiftieth
birthday party, he looks in the mirror and
sizes himself up:

He felt like one of Polly’s sad-sack
Americans listening to an old song
he loved, but some New Age star
was singing it differently, more
slowly, and Bobby was for the first
time actually hearing the words,
and they were dumb words, real
dumb.

The words of the song shape Bobby’s image
of himself; they gouge him the same way his
association with the misspelled sign does. He
survives, exists, is damned by words.

Other stories reveal Spencer’s craft and his
background with Mormon culture, as well as

his love for words and sentences. Behind the
words are stories of real anguish, lives of
people who are complex and not always easy
to live with. Red Cogsby in “Park Host” man-
ages a campground and chickens out of
helping his friend, an Alzheimer’s victim,
commit suicide. In “Blood Work,” J.J. Cribb
tries to be neighborly with the Mormon lady
next door who tells him she’s going to put his
ailing hamstring in the temple—a woman
his father counsels him to not talk to unless
he has a lawyer by his side. In “Too Much
News,” the protagonist observes a beating
across the street, then is approached by the
perpetrator Billy Fix in a restaurant. In “Late-
Night TV,” a husband and wife awaiting their

first child try to help out their Mormon
neighbors who have just lost one, but they
are only met with violence and hostility. In
“It’s a Lot Scarier if you Take Jesus Out,” a
man learns that an old girlfriend has com-
mitted suicide. His coming to terms with her
death without the crutch of religion leaves
him wandering, drunk, and trying to accost
two women in a parking lot.

Spencer’s stories get at these characters
through language. And this is what makes his
fiction so endearing to me: it makes no bones
about right or wrong, about politics or opin-
ions. It’s character, language, and especially
the words that count. Stamped to the page
like they belong there. 

RED WATER
by Judith Freeman

Pantheon Books, 2002
124 pages, cloth, $24.00.

Reviewed by Linda Sillitoe

RED WATER,
instructs its
author, Judith

Freeman, “should be
read as a work of fic-
tion, not as a version
of history.” This in-
struction is needed
since Freeman’s re-
search on the Moun-

tain Meadows Massacre and its aftermath
is deep and meticulous and her rendering
so powerful that even a reader experi-
enced in Utah history will understand a
place, a time, a horror, and a people in
new ways.

A wind was blowing that day,
old and wintry and mean. . . .
When he sat on his coffin, the
wind ruffled his hair and lifted
the flaps of his jacket and they
fluttered like the wings of some
small black bird clinging to his
breast.

This depiction of John D. Lee’s execu-
tion for leading the massacre grabs the
reader by the throat. But the ensuing
voices of three of Lee’s wives—British
Emma; devoted Rachel; and wild Ann,
“the last thirteen-year-old” Lee married—
weave their sparse environment and
evocative tones into the reader’s heart.

One could say this book is about mar-

riage—or about plural marriage. Yet the
predominant marriage is between des-
perate poverty and overwhelming reli-
giosity, a union that allows for anything
and justifies everything. 

It allows Saints to swear in holy rites to
avenge their prophet’s blood. It justifies a
bishop’s storehouse stocked with blood-
stained clothes and shoes, needed by the
ragged settlers. The hysteria of a small sur-
vivor of the massacre, who recognizes
Emma’s best dress as the one her mother
had been wearing when she was mur-
dered, marks a scene Emma lives with and
this reader won’t forget.

By researching the facts and then
moving inside the truth, Freeman illumi-
nates how usually civilized people could
commit mass murder, then carry on with
their lives. Emma, Rachel, and Ann take us
within the guilty silence that erodes a
community, as if red water running
through a red land soaks the conscious-
ness like spilled blood.

I HAD finished reading Red Water be-
fore I heard Judith Freeman speak at
the University of Utah. Behind her, a

glass wall framed the valley lights of Salt
Lake City. To conclude her remarks,
Freeman named her own ancestors, who
helped settle the dry lands of Southern
Utah and Northern Arizona. As she spoke
their names, a continuum formed; and
Red Water became not a work of exposure
but of healing and contrition.

B O O K     N O T E

Spencer’s 
fiction makes 

no bones about 
right or wrong, 
about politics 
or opinions.

LINDA SILLITOE, author of eight books, is
public outreach coordinator at Stewart
Library, Weber State University, Ogden, Utah.
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FAITH SEEKING
UNDERSTANDING

2002 Salt Lake Sunstone Symposium
7–10 August, Salt Lake Sheraton City Centre Hotel

This year’s Salt Lake Symposium was a fantastic success. Attendance was up again from the
previous year. A record number of people (more than 240) participated on the program, 
giving papers, speaking on panels, or moderating discussions. We had another successful 

art sale and auction. The symposium came in under budget and has already begun to turn 
a profit with tape, book, and shirt orders still coming in. This was the first year for Sunstone

Workshops. Sixty-five people attended one or both sessions and enjoyed intensive 
instruction and interaction with leading teachers and professionals. 

Next year’s symposium and workshops will be held 13–16 August 2003. Plan now to attend! 

1—Phyllis Nibley receives a bouquet and
rousing round of applause.
2—Banquet toastmaster, Peter Sorensen,
performs one of his many impressions.
3—Richard Dutcher finds something to
smile about.
4—Linda Sillitoe shares her experiences 
at a writing workshop.
5—Will Bagley analyzes new records that
have come to light about the Mountain 
Meadows Massacre in the past fifty years.
6—James W. Fowler leads a workshop 
discussion of the “stages of faith.”
7—Lynn Hodge can’t wait for the next 
session to begin.
8—Scot Denhalter introduces panel 
members  about to review the book Blood
of the Prophets.
9—Devery Anderson, Gary Bergera, and
Bill Russell chat before their panel discus-
sion of Glen Leonard’s new book about
Nauvoo.
10—LDS collectors swap book tales (which
are far more exaggerated than fish stories)
during a break in their workshop.
11—Sarah Barringer Gordon and
friend/mentor Davis Bitton reunite before
Gordon’s Thursday night plenary address.
12—Lavina Fielding Anderson listens as
Armand Mauss responds to her paper 
on the Church and its scholars.
13—Audience members rush to get to 
the next session!
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maybe they won’t find it, and it will be avail-
able to researchers someday. I really think 
it’s possible that he might have done that.
And I’m speaking as one who honors and
loves Leonard and his name and legacy as
much as anybody I know. So I think there’s
that slight qualification that Leonard as an
anti-institutional person sometimes felt that
institutions have rules that are obstructing
what the main purpose of the game is, which
is to understand the human past in all its 
dimensions.

—DEAN L. MAY
Reflections on Who Owns a People’s History: The Controversy

over the Leonard J. Arrington Collection—#331
(Made in response to a comment that Leonard Arrington would

have never knowingly broken an agreement with the Church.)

SINCE 1992, the level of authoritarianism in
the Church has increased dramatically. I
don’t even know how to measure it. . . . Now,
the Relief Society manual is the same as a
Priesthood quorum manual. The only voice
we hear in our lessons is male—that of a
Church president. This leads to truly bizarre
episodes in which the woman teacher can
read a passage addressed to “You brethren” to
a roomful of sisters and no one raises an eye-
brow. . . . Now, the visiting teaching message
consists exclusively of quotations from the
scriptures and General Authorities (very
rarely there’s a quotation from the Relief
Society general president). . . . The “follow
the prophet” drum-roll has increased to a
deafening decibel level. . . . Obedience to the
prophet has been equated with obedience to
God. Junior apostles and Seventies have
urged that obedience is even more valuable
when it seems to make no sense and when
the person being obeyed has no particular
expertise in the subject upon which he is re-
quiring obedience.

—LAVINA FIELDING ANDERSON
The Church and Its Scholars: Ten Years After—#261

she didn’t at least have the chance to be the
president. She was out.

Enter me, a true-blue Mormon growing
up, and one of those who jumped into femi-
nism as an adult. I am in. I have dedicated
myself to change from within, and along with
others from this generation, I’ve been hurt
and exhausted by the effort. My own
daughter, Megan, the next generation, has
left the Church entirely. She is out. Those
who are her own age who have remained in
the Church seem mostly unaware of feminist
ideas and appear to accept the world as it has
been explained to them. The generation
below me is lost to either indifference or
alienation. 

This brings me to Elizabeth. My two-and-
a-half-year-old granddaughter, who bears the
name I always wanted and who is being
raised in the Church. She’s in. After she grows
up, and my generation and those in the pre-
sent hierarchy are gone from the stage, will
she and her cohorts discover what their
grandmothers wrote and did, and finally have
the energy for another try at claiming their
priesthood? Given a kinder religious climate,
and the tools their foremothers have left for
them, maybe they’ll succeed where we failed.
That’s my best hope for the present. So God
bless Lizzy. And God bless us all.

—VICKIE STEWART EASTMAN
Our Greatest Challenge: Why Women’s Preisthood Needs

to Be Recognized in the LDS Church Today—#161

LEONARD [Arrington] realized that institu-
tions have certain rules and ways of pro-
tecting themselves and procedures of
operation. Leonard was a fairly anti-institu-
tional person in lots of ways. I don’t think it’s
impossible that Leonard at some point said,
“Well, we did agree on this, but I think that
was unreasonable for them to expect us to
agree on this in this kind of way; therefore
I’m going to put it over in this box, and

THE title of the video, An American Prophet,
itself I find perplexing. Half of the title is
most certainly accurate and descriptive. The
other half is debatable, even puzzling. I think
there’s no doubt, that Joseph Smith was a
prophet, the question is, “Was he an
American?”

Speaking as a historian, I see no reason to
question Joseph Smith as prophet. If anyone
in American history or world history, for that
matter, was a prophet, Joseph seems to have
qualified. America has had more than its
share of prophets, people who have had di-
vine knowledge revealed to them. Anne
Hutchinson in the first generation and con-
tinuing down through Jemima Wilkinson of
the Shakers and Nat Turner, the prophetic
black revolutionary. John Brown, Ellen
White of the Seventh-Day Adventists, and
into the twentieth century with Martin
Luther King. And among all of these, every
prophetic voice you can assemble, Joseph
Smith certainly stands out. In fact, I think he
stands with the prophets of all time.
Mohammed, Isaiah, Moses, for the extent
and the radical nature of his revelations. Are
there any figures in world history that are
more prophetic than Joseph Smith?

—RICHARD L. BUSHMAN
Telling the Joseph Smith Story: Five Biographers Reflect—#371

THERE is the generation-skipping theory.
That generations take turns being in and out
of advocating for women in the Church. I
have here a picture of my grandmother . . .
the last autonomous general Primary presi-
dent in the Church. She was a career woman
in a Church that didn’t accept careers for
women. Along with her talented and dedi-
cated board, she built a pediatric hospital,
managed the organizational budget, put out
a monthly magazine, wrote manuals, de-
signed programs, commissioned music and
paintings, and traveled the world to organize
and train the troops. During the 60s, she saw
it all taken away. . . . Her organization was
stripped of women’s power. . . . 

My mother, equally
talented and ener-
getic, chose to spend
her energies outside
the Church in com-
munity service, pri-
marily in the Arts. At
one point, she said
she didn’t see any
point in giving to an
organization in which
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Members of the Nibley family pose together following  the banquet roast of Hugh Nibley.
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happen today. . . . Mountain Meadows oc-
curred in unusual circumstances. In extreme
situations, people commit acts of surprising
courage or cowardice.

Consider what happened to a young
man named Mike. Mike had a buddy
named Ron who called him “Mike the
Mormon.” Ron described Mike like this:
“Mike was an intensely religious Mormon
guy. He’d also been the state wrestling
champ in his high school weight class . . .
and had gone onto a full scholarship at BYU
and then was drafted. He was 19; he was
pure. He didn’t cuss, discuss women, lie,
cheat, steal, or speak badly of anyone. He
wasn’t sanctimonious about it. He was just
determinedly innocent. People hated him
for his purity and the fact that he seemed
determined to convert every soul he met to
the buoyant white optimism of the church
of the Latter-day Saints.”

Ron and Mike the Mormon became friends
while going through basic training . . . and [re-
mained so through] their tour of duty in Viet
Nam. It was wartime, just as it was in Utah in
1857. And, as in 1857 Utah, it wasn’t always
clear who the enemy was. Ron and Mike were
assigned to separate units for a few months,
and when they met again, Ron had already
heard rumors about what Mike had been
through. Ron asked a few questions. Mike
started telling a story much like that awful tale
of blood that John D. Lee reported to Brigham
Young. . . . And soon, everyone heard Mike’s
story that on March 16, 1968, Mike’s unit
murdered five hundred unarmed men women
and children at My Lai.

—MORGAN ADAIR
Author Meets Critics: Blood of the Prophets:

Brigham Young and the Mountain Meadows Massacre—#271

[PRESIDENT Hinckley] spoke with the
Newell’s and, referring to their work with
Dialogue, he said, “Thanks so much for all the
good that you do.” Six days later, he followed
up his conversation with a personal note 
expressing the same feelings: that Dialogue’s
presence is a sign of Mormonism’s
strength. . . . It’s ironic because the Church
presents itself as the world’s only true reli-
gion. This is God’s church and kingdom, and
because of that, the Church can hold up
under any scrutiny. However, the Church
seems to believe that in theory only. Dialogue,
however, has put that to the test and has
shown that the Church can withstand diffi-
cult questions and can be studied. Dialogue
has shown that this is a culture that can be
taken seriously.

—DEVERY S. ANDERSON
Dialogue: Thirty-Six Years in the Kingdom—#361

more harm than good, I will simply walk
quietly away.

—ARMAND L. MAUSS
The Church and Its Scholars: Ten Years After—#261

IN my presidential address to the Mormon
History Association, I said that Mormon trails
for me were like a linear temple. Here was the
past and the power of place and the spirit of
locale. And I was never happier than when I
was up on some promontory and could look
farther and see less than anyplace else. It was
so easy to get away from the hand of man.
Things looked a lot like I presume they did
when my great-great grandfather went back
on the Mormon trail. 

—STANLEY B. KIMBALL
Interview—Stanley B. Kimball: A Joyful Life—#252

GROWING up [in Mormon Utah], we did
typical young guy things. . . . I remember
once some guys and I found a dirty maga-
zine. . . . Yup, me and some guys, looking
through a dirty magazine. That’s a pretty typ-
ical young guy thing, right? Right? [Audience
member responds “yes”.] I was just kidding,
you sicko! Yep, you come out to Sunstone,
you let your guard down, don’t ya?! Sit on

the front row, drinking Dr.
Pepper—shameless!

I actually did look at a dirty
magazine once. I was down in
the basement, hiding behind a
thousand pounds of wheat.
Dad, came around the
corner—I dropped the
National Geographic and
screamed!

—BENGT WASHBURN
Comedy—Musings of a Small-Town

Mormon Man Gone Slightly Awry—#342

BUT why should we be worried?
It’s inconceivable that anything
like Mountain Meadows could

[LAVINA’S chronology] was a little like
bringing home a sack of sour lemons from
the citrus section of the grocery store
without having noticed any sweet oranges in
the bins. Not that there would be any diffi-
culty in finding sour lemons. I have lived
long enough to have tasted a great many
lemons in the Church myself—and perhaps
even to have served some. If I had kept
track, I could perhaps match Lavina’s ac-
count lemon for lemon. But why should we
be surprised at all the lemons? The Lord
himself is quoted as warning that almost all
of us have a tendency to exercise unright-
eous dominion. This could be as true of
some feminists and intellectuals among us as
some of our leaders. . . .

It is not my place to tell Lavina or anyone
else how to respond to their treatment in the
Church. But my preference is to step back
from the trees of my own feelings and experi-
ences and try for a more detached view of the
forest. . . . The LDS Church is not a democ-
racy. So why should anyone expect it to op-
erate as though it were. It is, however, a fully
voluntary organization. If the time ever
comes when I feel that it has lost its divine
mandate, or that its policies and teachings do
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A panel sponsored by the Mormon Women’s Forum examines 
how race affects identity in the Church and the community.

SYMPOSIUM GOSSIP
COOL, RIGHTEOUS BROTHERS. Auteur Richard Dutcher apparently took a
vow of silence before attending the symposium; he politely refused to 
answer any questions about his highly anticipated movie on Joseph
Smith. But in a panel session, he revealed that in one scene, we are going
to see Joseph Smith and his brother Hyrum wearing nineteenth-century
sunglasses. Even though Dutcher showed the audience a replica of the
spectacles, his tone was such that many believed he was putting them on.

THE APPEARANCE OF EVIL. Neither the “Iced Tea” label nor the
Starbucks-brand cups stopped symposium-goers from trying the 
beverage urns placed in the back of each room. Most attendees were 
relieved (and a few, disappointed?) when they pulled the valves and dis-
covered the urns were full of iced . . . water.
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101. DEVOTIONAL—FAITH-PROMOTING
EXPERIENCES DOING WHAT GOD
DOESN’T WANT Christian Anderson

111. THE WORK OF DEATH: HUGH NIBLEY AND
WAR Boyd Petersen

112. WHY CHRISTIANS SHOULD OPPOSE THE 
DEATH PENALTY William D. Russell,
L. Kay Gillespie

113. VARIATIONS IN THE FIRST VISION 
ACCOUNTS: A RETHINKING
Bruce Smith, John P. Hatch

114. UNRAVELING THE HISTORY AND 
MYSTERY OF THE PRIESTHOOD
Margie Gee, Dan Vogel

115. METERED MORMON MIDRASH: POEMS 
INSPIRED BY THE BOOK OF MORMON 
TEXT Robert Hughes

122. CHICK FLICKS, ICK FLICKS, & SICK FLICKS
Paul Swenson, Geoff Pingree

131. BEYOND THE 1978 REVELATION
Darron T. Smith, Armand Mauss, Ken Driggs, 
Alma Allred, Newell G. Bringhurst

132. BOOK REVIEW—NAUVOO: A PLACE OF 
PEACE, A PEOPLE OF PROMISE, BY GLEN
LEONARD William D. Russell, Devery
Anderson, H. Michael Marquardt, Gary James 
Bergera

133. HOW HIGH IS UP? BLUE SKYING IN 
THE LITERARY STRATOSPHERE
Alex Caldiero, Gino Sky, Lynne Butler Oaks, 
Paul Swenson

134. STUDIES IN POLYGAMY AND
FUNDAMENTALIST MORMONISM
Marianne Watson, Stan Shepp

151. WRESTLING WITH THE DEVIL:
NEW EVIDENCE ON THE MOUNTAIN 
MEADOWS MASSACRE Will Bagley

152. THE MAGNIFICENT CAUSE OF BEING
Holly Welker, Karen Marguerite Moloney

153. JOSEPH SMITH AND THE COMING FORTH 
OF THE BOOK OF MORMON II—A
CULTURAL SYSTEMS VIEW
C. Jess Groesbeck

154. A YOUNG MAN’S JOURNEY THROUGH 
THE MIDDLE EAST: WHAT DEFINES A 
NATION? Bryan Richards, Glenn Cornett

155. A CALVINIST COMPARES MORMONISM 
AND CALVINISM Mark Hausam, L. Rex Sears

161. OUR GREATEST CHALLENGE: WHY 
WOMEN’S PRIESTHOOD NEEDS TO BE 
RECOGNIZED IN THE LDS CHURCH TODAY
Todd Compton, Vickie Stewart Eastman

162. MURDER MOST MORMON
Paul M. Edwards, Lavina Fielding Anderson

163. ETERNAL LOVE: THE BIBLICAL IDEAL 
FOR MARRIAGE Carrie Miles, Molly Bennion

164. “THEN I BECAME ME”: A QUALITATIVE 
ANALYSIS OF WRITTEN ACCOUNTS OF 
LEAVING THE LDS CHURCH
Parker Blount, James W. Ure

165. RECOLLECTING GOD R. Dennis Potter, 
Brian Birch

171. FUNDAMENTALIST MORMONS IN THE 
NEWS, PART II Bill Morrison, David Zolman, 
Anne Wilde, Sydney Anderson, Shane Whelan, 
Linda Kelsch

172. OSTRACIZE, CONDOLE, OR
CONGRATULATE? WHAT TO DO WHEN 
MISSIONARIES COME HOME EARLY Thom
Duncan, Kathy Tyner, Gae Lyn Henderson, 
Louis Moench, Christoper Bigelow, Levi Peterson

173. OLD TESTAMENT STUDIES
Kevin Christensen, Richard Delewski,
Brian H. Stuy

174. CAN A MORMON BE A HOBBIT?
L. Rex Sears, Jason W. Anderson,
Lara A. Reymann

201. DEVOTIONAL—TWO STORIES OF 
ATONEMENT Vickie Stewart Eastman

211. A SUNSTONE TOWN MEETING
Sunstone Staff and Board of Trustees

212. MOONSTONE / SUNSTONE DYAD AS 
METAPHOR OF WHOLENESS
Maxine Hanks, Linda P. Wilcox

214. THE RESTORATION OF QUESTIONABLE 
THINGS Clay Chandler, Scot Denhalter

215. THE FIRST AND GREAT COMMANDMENT
Gay N. Blanchard

216. A MORE PROMISING LAND OF PROMISE: 
THE MALAY BOOK OF MORMON
HYPOTHESIS Ralph A. Olsen

221. “WE SHOULD BE DILIGENT, NOT ANGRY”: 
REFLECTIONS ON A DECADE OF BAT-
TLING CHURCH-STATE ISSUES IN UTAH
Carol Gnade, Linda Sillitoe

223. UNDERSTANDING TALMAGE: STORIES 
FROM THE LIFE OF AN LDS ORIGINAL
James Harris, Harvard Heath

224. IN SEARCH OF JULIA: “THE OTHER TWIN”
RAISED BY JOSEPH AND EMMA
S. Reed Murdock

225. HOW TO BE AN ANTI-RACIST IN A RACIST 
SOCIETY Darron T. Smith, Michael J. Stevens

226. “TO MOURN WITH THOSE THAT MOURN”:

A HUMORIST’S SERIOUS THOUGHTS ON A
CHRISTIAN DUTY
Edgar C. Snow, D. Jeff Burton

231. AUTHOR MEETS CRITICS—THE MORMON 
QUESTION L. Rex Sears, Paul Tinker,
Ken Driggs, Sarah Barringer Gordon

233. THE SURVIVING SMITHS: JOSEPH AND 
LUCY’S FAMILY AFTER THE MARTYRDOM
Lavina Fielding Anderson, William Shepard, 
Melvin Smith, William D. Russell

234. ARE ALL ALIKE UNTO GOD? HOW 
RACISM AFFECTS IDENTITY IN THE 
CHURCH AND COMMUNITY
Natalie Palmer Sheppard, Sarah Smith, 
Margaret Toscano

235. BOOK OF MORMON ARCHAEOLOGY:
NORTH AMERICA Wayne May, Terry O’Brien

236. CELEBRATING THE LIFE OF A MORMON 
AND A HUMAN: IN MEMORIAM SESSION 
FOR EUGENE ENGLAND
J. Fredrick “Toby” Pingree, Levi S. Peterson, 
Geoff Pingree, Elbert Eugene Peck

241. NOONTIME COMEDY—EVOLUTIONARY 
DYNAMICS AMONG 19TH AND 20TH
CENTURY HOMO SAPIENS: A MORMON 
EXAMPLE Edgar C. Snow

251. SIN, SKIN, AND SEED: MISTAKES OF MEN 
IN THE BOOK OF MORMON
Thomas W. Murphy, Bill Bradshaw

252. INTERVIEW—STANLEY B. KIMBALL:
A JOYFUL LIFE Stanley B. Kimball,
Edward L. Kimball

253. DID SWEDENBORG INFLUENCE LDS
DOCTRINE? Craig W. Miller, Robert Beckstead

254. BODY, PARTS, AND PASSIONS:
REPRESENTING THE DIVINE FEMININE IN 
THE MORMON CHURCH
Doe Daughtrey, Margaret Toscano

255. TEMPLE SQUARE ICONOGRAPHY: A
PHOTOGRAPHIC TOUR Hugo Olaiz
John-Charles Duffy, 

256. SEERSTONES, SCRYING, AND
“TRANSLATING” HOLY WRIT: CAN A
GOVERNMENT ESPIONAGE PROGRAM 
HELP US UNDERSTAND JOSEPH SMITH’S 
TRANSLATION METHODS? Paul H. Smith, 
Dan Vogel

261. THE CHURCH AND ITS SCHOLARS: TEN 
YEARS AFTER Lavina Fielding Anderson, 
Armand L. Mauss

262. LIFE WITH THE UNCHOSEN PEOPLE
Rebecca Salti, J. Bonner Ritchie
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REWIND
2002 Salt Lake Sunstone Symposium

Cassette Recordings
Prices: 1–2 tapes $8.00 each, 3–5 $7.50 each, 6 or more $7.00 each

Purchase 7 tapes for $49.00 and get an eight tape free.

To order, send in form at bottom of page 73 or call (801) 355-5926

Please use session numbers when ordering cassette tapes.

Send orders to Sunstone: 343 N. Third West, Salt Lake City, UT 84103
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263. DEFENDING ZION: GEORGE Q. CANNON 
AND THE CALIFORNIA MORMON
NEWSPAPER WARS OF 1856–1857
Roger Ekins, Will Bagley

264. THE ROUGH-AND-READY BAPTISM
PERIOD IN JAPAN Jiro Numano

265. SHAPING MORMONISM’S SPIRITUAL 
KINGDOM OF GOD Claude Burtenshaw,
Lew Wallace

271. AUTHOR MEETS CRITICS: BLOOD OF THE 
PROPHETS—BRIGHAM YOUNG AND THE 
MOUNTAIN MEADOWS MASSACRE
Scot Denhalter, Morgan Brent Adair, Todd M. 
Compton, Robert H. Briggs, Nadine Hansen,
Will Bagley

272. SELF-DEFINITION AS POST MORMON: 
LEAVING IT AND LEAVING IT ALONE
Troy Williams, Maxine Hanks, Derek Larsen, 
Bill Dobbs, Mary Ellen Robertson, Holly Welker

273. MORMON CULTURAL STUDIES AT UVSC: 
BEGINNING FORAYS R. Dennis Potter,
Phillip Gordon, Ryan Robinson, Errin Julkunen,
Kathryn Tew

275. MORMONISM AND PROCESS THEOLOGY, 
PART II: THE PROBLEM OF EVIL
James McLachlan, Dan Wotherspoon,
Paul Montclair

276. DISCUSSION OF THE FILM
CHASING A GOOD DAY TO DIE
Paul Larsen, Terri Holland, Paul Swenson

277. PLURAL MARRIAGE: IS IT AN ETERNAL 
LAW? Paul Tinker, Shane Whelan, Rhonda 
Whelan, David Zolman, Stanley B. Kimball, 
Rebecca Chandler

291. PILLARS OF MY FAITH Linda Hoffman 
Kimball, Gary James Bergera, Thomas Rogers

311. HOW JOSEPH SMITH FOUND THIRTY 
WOMEN TO BECOME HIS PLURAL WIVES 
AND HOW THIS CHANGED HIS LIFE
George D. Smith, Todd M. Compton

312. MORMONISM AND ITS TWO ULTIMATES
James McLachlan, Benjamin Huff

313. DUELING AUTHORITIES: THOUGHTS ON 
CONTRADICTORY STATEMENTS FROM 
GENERAL AUTHORITIES
Brian H. Stuy, J. Frederick “Toby” Pingree

314. MULTIPLE INCARNATIONS: RECURRING 
VOICES FROM AGES PAST
Kim M. Clark, Robert Fillerup

315. JOSEPH SMITH AND THE TEXT OF
GENESIS Ronald V. Huggins, Boyd Petersen

316. SPENCER W. KIMBALL AS PUBLIC 
SPEAKER Richard N. Armstrong

321. SYNCHRONICITY: ANOTHER VOICE OF 
THE DIVINE Carol Lynn Pearson

322. COVERING THE MORMONS Louise Degn
323. EUGENE ENGLAND ENTERS HEAVEN

Robert A. Rees, William A. “Bert” Wilson
324. INTERVIEW—PROSPECTS FOR A

LASTING PEACE IN THE MIDDLE EAST
J. Bonner Ritchie, Alan J. Warnick

325. THE EXPERIENCES OF LDS WOMEN AND 
HOW THEIR CULTURE INFLUENCES 
MANIFESTATIONS OF THEIR SEXUALITY
Jodi Hildebrandt, Marybeth Raynes

326. “HAVE WE DONE ANYONE ANY GOOD 
TODAY?” LOOKING BACK ON MISSION 
EXPERIENCES H. Wayne Schow,
Alan Eastman

331. REFLECTIONS ON WHO OWNS A PEOPLE’S
HISTORY: THE CONTROVERSY OVER THE 
LEONARD ARRINGTON COLLECTION
Stan Larson, Dean L. May, John P. Hatch

332. CURRENT RESEARCH AND THE QUEST 
FOR PERSONAL MEANING Carol Lynn 
Pearson, Doe Daughtrey, Sharon Kennedy, 
Dan Wotherspoon, Lisa Tensmeyer Hansen

333. TWENTY YEARS! CELEBRATING SIGNA-
TURE BOOKS AND ITS CONTRIBUTION TO
MORMON STUDIES George D. Smith, Scott 
Kenney, Ron Priddis, Charlotte England

334. MUSIC THAT HAS ENLARGED MY SOUL
Phyllis Baker, Ardean Watts, Alan Eastman, 
Violet Kimball, Glenn Cornett

335. IS PROGRESSIVE POLITICAL ACTIVISM 
SUPPORTED BY MORMON THEOLOGY?
James Tobler, Debora Wrathall, Scott Warnick,
Amity Scoville, John-Charles Duffy

336. ANNIVERSARY LOOKS AT TWO LDS
FEMINIST BOOKS Mary Ellen Robertson, 
Sonja Farnsworth, Rodello Hunter, Maxine 
Hanks, Judi Dushku, Nola Wallace

342. NOONTIME COMEDY—MUSINGS OF A 
SMALL-TOWN MORMON MAN GONE 
SLIGHTLY AWRY Bengt Washburn

351. THE PROBLEMS FOR A NON-MORMON 
HISTORIAN IN WRITING A BIOGRAPHY OF 
JOSEPH SMITH Robert V. Remini,
Newell G. Bringhurst

352. FARMS REDUX: WHY I DON’T TRUST 
FARMS RESEARCH
Earl M. Wunderli, Kevin Christensen

353. DOES JUSTICE ROB MERCY?
RETRIBUTION, PUNISHMENT, AND LOVING
OUR ENEMIES Janice Allred, Orin Ryssman

354. INTERVIEW—OUR ADVENTURES AMONG 

THE MORMONS: A CHAT WITH CANDADAI
(SESH) SESHACHARI
Candadai Seshachari, Levi S. Peterson

355. THE MAKING OF THE NAUVOO 
SUNSTONES Benson Whittle, Allen Roberts

356. LONG-TERM GAY MALE RELATIONSHIPS
Mark Burton, John West

361. DIALOGUE: THIRTY-SIX YEARS IN THE 
KINGDOM Devery Anderson,
Karen Marguerite Moloney

362. AMERICA’S WAR AGAINST TERRORISM:
ONE LATTER-DAY SAINT’S PERSPECTIVE
Robert A. Rees, Bryan Richards

363. “CHURCH HOUNDS WOMAN TO MAD-
NESS”: THE TRIALS OF CORA BIRDSALL
Ardis Parshall, Jeffrey O. Johnson

364. THE COMFORTS AND CHALLENGES OF 
MY FAITH IN THE LIFE AND DEATH OF MY 
DEVELOPMENTALLY DISABLED SON
Charlene Durham, David and Rosalie Petersen

365. “WHY HAVE YE POLLUTED THE HOLY 
CHURCH OF GOD?” Mac Madsen

374. DISCUSSION OF THE FILM, THE SMITH 
FAMILY Tasha Oldham, Kim Smith,
Troy Williams

391. BANQUET—“BROTHER BRIGHAM’S 
REVENGE”: HUGH NIBLEY ON A SPIT
The Nibley Family and Various Speakers, 
Roasters, and Well-Wishers

Tape #: _____  _____  _____  _____  _____  _____  _____  _____

Name: ______________________________________________

Address ______________________________________________
City ______________________________________________
Phone/email ______________________________________________
Payment (Circle one)     Check     Visa     MasterCard     Discover

Card # _________________________   Exp. Date: __________

Signature ______________________________________________

Total # of cassettes at (circle) $8.00 $7.50 $7.00____

= $ ____

Total # of 8-cassette specials at $49.00 ea.  ____

= $ ____

$2 for vinyl binder (holds 8 cassettes) = $ ____

Hugh Nibley Video ___ @ $25.00 = $ ____

Shipping add 10% to total above = $ ____

Total    = $ ____

S T O N E

OCTOBER 2002 PAGE 73

Also Available!
Video of the Hugh Nibley Roast

Available at a reduced price!!
Due to equipment malfunction, only half of the

following two sessions taped. Their first 45 minutes
are still insight-packed and available for the 

reduced price of $3.00

232. EXAMINING MORMON ATTITUDES ABOUT
THE MIDDLE EAST James Thomas,

Keith Haines, Rebecca Salti, Ali Choucair, 
Carolyn Barrani

371. TELLING JOSEPH SMITH’S STORY: 
FIVE BIOGRAPHERS REFLECT
Richard L. Bushman, Robert V. Remini, 
Richard Van Wagoner, Scott Kenney, Richard 
Dutcher

Feisty friends, rowdy
relatives, and hired

hecklers reveal maniacal
driving, eating, and writing

foibles in spoofing this 
92-year old fashionsetter,

researcher, linguist,
author, mentor, and 

family patriarch.

$25 plus $4 shipping and handling
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MORMONS REMEMBER
11 SEPTEMBER TRAGEDY

ON THE FIRST anniversary of the 11 September terrorist at-
tacks, LDS members and leaders participated in religious ser-
vices and events of remembrance. 

In a Tabernacle filled to capacity, President James E. Faust
called the attacks “an evil conspiracy” that “caused a loss of our
national innocence.” “Ours is the most favored nation ever es-

tablished on this planet,” said
President Faust. “The motto
stamped on our coins ‘In God
We Trust’ must also be stamped
in our hearts and minds.”
In the evening, representatives
of various wards, stakes, and in-
dependent Mormon organiza-
tions, including Mormons for
Equality and Social Justice
(MESJ) and a representative of
the Utah North Area Presidency,
participated in a Walk and
Concert for Freedom, Diversity
and Remembrance, an event or-
ganized by the National
Conference for Community and
Justice.

PRESIDENT HINCKLEY VISITS UKRAINE,
RUSSIA, AND ICELAND

AS PRESIDENT GORDON B.
Hinckley stepped off the
plane in Kiev and in Moscow,
he became the first LDS
prophet to visit Ukraine and
Russia. Other stops in his six-
day tour, completed 11
September, included Ger-
many, where he rededicated
the Freiberg Temple;; the
Netherlands, where he dedi-
cated the Hague Temple;; and
Iceland, where he met with the head of state and local Church
members.

In Kiev, President Hinckley counseled some 3,200 mem-
bers and investigators gathered at the Palace Ukraine
Concert Hall. In Moscow, he addressed more than 2,000
Saints in the Cosmos Hotel, exclaiming, “I never dreamed I
could come to Moscow, Russia, and see a congregation of
this kind!”

With the breakup of the Soviet Union, missionary work was
reopened in Ukraine and Russia, meaning converts from those
nations have been members of the Church for fewer than
twelve years.
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U P D A T E

THE LDS CHURCH AND RUSSIA: A BRIEF CHRONOLOGY
• 1843: The Prophet Joseph Smith calls Orson Hyde and George J. Adams to serve “in the vast empire of Russia.” Their trip is 

never completed.
• 1887: Leo Tolstoy, who had become acquainted with Mormonism in Western Europe, condemns “the [American] persecution

of the Chinese and the Mormons.” He later corresponds with Brigham Young’s daughter, Susa Young Gates.
• 1895: Elder August Joel Hoglund, from Sweden, arrives in St. Petersburg, where he baptizes the Lindelof family.
• 1903: Elder Francis M. Lyman of the Quorum of the Twelve offers dedicatory prayers in St. Petersburg and in Moscow.
• 1918: Bolshevik Revolution. The Lindelof family moves to Finland.
• 1959: As U.S. Secretary of Agriculture, Ezra Taft Benson visits Russia and preaches in the Central Baptist Church in Moscow.
• 1989: Missionary work reopens in Russia as part of the Finland Helsinki Mission; the Leningrad Branch is organized.
• 1990: Anton Skripko becomes the first member baptized in Russia in over 70 years. One and a half years later, he receives a 

call to serve in the Ogden Utah Mission.
• 1991: The Mormon Tabernacle Choir performs in Leningrad (now St. Petersburg once more) and in Moscow. 
• 1992: The Russia St. Petersburg and the Russia Moscow missions are created.
• 1996: Russia’s national security director Alexander Lebed tells a rally that Mormons are “mold and filth” and that the state 

should “outlaw them.” He later apologizes.
• 1998: In March, two missionaries in central Russia are kidnapped for ransom and released unharmed after four days; their 

captors are apprehended. In May, a missionary is stabbed to death in western Russia and his companion wounded. 
Also in May, the Church receives formal status in Russia.

• 1999: The LDS Church boasts more than 11,000 Russian members spread in 103 branches in eight missions.
• 2002: President Gordon B. Hinckley becomes the first LDS prophet to visit the former Soviet Union.

Sources: 2001–02 Church Almanac; Church News, Deseret News, Dialogue: A Journal of Mormon Thought, The Salt Lake Tribune.

President James E. Faust
addresses a capacity crowd

on 11 September.

President Hinckley greets
Church members in Russia
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MORMONS HONOR BLACK
PIONEER ELIJAH ABEL

IN A CEREMONY attended by Apostle M. Russell Ballard and
representatives of several LDS and independent organizations,
a monument was unveiled on 28 September honoring the life
of early black Mormon pioneer Elijah Abel. The event, which
took place at Abel’s gravesite in the Salt Lake City Cemetery,
was attended by some 200 people, including several of Abel’s
descendants.

Funded by private donations, the monument project was co-
sponsored by the Genesis Group, an organization for Mormons
of African descent (See SUNSTONE, Jan. 2002, p. 76). During
the service, the Genesis Choir sang traditional spirituals.

Noting the presence of black pioneers in early Utah history,
Genesis Group President Darius Gray spoke of a Mormon pio-
neer legacy that transcends racial barriers. “We [blacks and
whites] traveled the trails together, suffered the hardships to-
gether, and had the joys together,” said Gray. “And ultimately,
we are buried together in the same ground.”

Elijah Abel was one of a few black men to receive the priest-
hood before Brigham Young established a policy banning
blacks from ordination. Abel’s priesthood had been conferred
by Joseph Smith, and Abel served three missions and re-
mained faithful to the Church until his death in 1884. The
policy preventing those of African descent from receiving the
priesthood was rescinded in 1978. 

STAKE PRESIDENTS CRITICIZE
GOVERNMENT OVER MARTIN’S COVE

ACCORDING TO A report in the Salt Lake Tribune, Wyoming’s
18 stake presidents recently signed and delivered a letter criti-
cizing the federal government’s management of Martin’s Cove,
a Mormon historical site in central Wyoming that commemo-
rates the trials of members of the Martin and Willie handcart
companies who were stranded there by severe winter condi-
tions. The letter, unusual because Church leaders typically be-
come involved in political activism only when Church stances
on moral issues are involved, comes to light as the matter of
selling the site to the LDS Church has passed in the House of
Representatives and heads to the U.S. Senate.

“If the site is truly nationally significant then why did the
government do so little over so many decades to bring this his-
tory forward?” asks the letter. The document states that the
site’s “history relates solely to the [LDS] church” and accuses
the Wyoming Bureau of Land Management of misleading the
Church during past land-swap negotiations.

The Church has been attempting to obtain the site since
1998, but the sale is controversial for the precedent it will help
set regarding federal land sales to religious organizations (see
SUNSTONE, July 2002, p. 63). Wyoming’s entire congressional
delegation opposes the sale.

MORMON SCHOLAR TESTIFIES
FOR DEATH ROW CONVICT

MORMON THEOLOGY, BLOOD atone-
ment, and the language of the temple en-
dowment were discussed 30 August
during a Utah hearing for Leroy Tillman,
who in 1983 was convicted of murder and
sentenced to death.

Playwright and former BYU professor
Tim Slover testified that by using four
times the expression “God shall not be
mocked” in the closing arguments of the
1983 trial, prosecutor Michael Christensen
sent “coded messages that created a closed
community between the LDS jury and the
LDS attorney.” 

Slover also discussed how, with different nuances, the no-
tion that murderers must be executed has been taught by many
19th-century LDS leaders, including Brigham Young, Jedediah
M. Grant, Heber C. Kimball, and Wilford Woodruff. Although
current Church leaders refuse to call this notion, “blood atone-
ment,” many Latter-day Saints still believe that only by death
can murderers pay for their sins (See Dialogue 12:1, 9–26).

Third District Judge Leslie Lewis called Slover’s testimony
“enlightening” but “irrelevant” because the issue of religious
bias had already been unsuccessfully raised in previous ap-
peals. However, the judge did rule that Tillman deserves a new
hearing because prosecutors withheld documents from de-
fense attorneys during the 1983 trial.
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Elder M. Russell Ballard speaks at the dedication of a new gravesite 
monument (bottom) for Mormon pioneer Elijah Abel (top right)

Slover testified that
coded messages 
were sent to LDS
jury members
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FIGHT OVER CLEAN MOVIES
GETS DIRTY

THE STRUGGLE BETWEEN a Utah-based company, Clean
Flicks, which wants to create “family-friendly” versions of
movies, and the Directors Guild of America (DGA), which
wants to keep the original movies intact, is coming to a head.
Clean Flicks has filed a federal suit against Steven Spielberg,
Robert Redford, and fourteen other directors in support of its
attempt to establish its right to edit profanity, violence, and nu-
dity from films. The DGA has filed a counterclaim.

“It is wrong to cut scenes from a film—just as it is to rip
pages from a book—simply because we don’t like the way
something was portrayed or said, then resell it with the orig-
inal title and creator’s name still on it,” said DGA President
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Martha Coolidge. “The DGA will ag-
gressively pursue these claims.”

Clean Flicks, which has 36 stores
in Utah and 65 nationwide in other
religion-soaked regions, is one of
several companies dedicated to
selling and renting altered versions
of videos and DVD’S. The original
method of editing a scene by simply
slicing and splicing the videotape has now been replaced by
digital technology that allows the editors to manipulate either
just the sound or both the sound and the images. 

MORMON CINEMA EXPLODES WITH 
A PARADE OF NEW FILMS

TWO YEARS AFTER the release of Richard Dutcher’s ground-
breaking film, God’s Army, more feature films than ever are tar-
geting the LDS audiences. Out of Step, the story of a young
Mormon girl who moves to New York City, opened 30 August
in Utah with plans for expansion to other parts of Mormon
country. Charly, an adaptation of Jack Weyland’s wildly suc-
cessful 1980 novel, debuted 27 September. With the 1856
rescue of the Martin Company as background, Handcart is
scheduled to open 11 October. 

But the parade does not end here. Three missionary-
themed films, The R.M., a new comedy by the same producing
team that created The Singles Ward;; The Best Two Years of My
Life, a musical about four missionaries in Holland;; and The
Day of Defense, a drama inspired by the cult-classic pamphlet
describing an theological showdown between a young Elder
and a Christian minister in the deep South, are all set to pre-
miere in the next several months. 

Like any noteworthy trend, this explosion of Mormon-
themed movies has also caught the attention of Latter-day
Saint film-class clowns who are busy producing The Work and
the Story, a behind-the-scenes “mockumentary” about the rise
of Mormon cinema. Visit <www.ldsfilm.com> to learn more.

QUESTION 2 HEATS UP IN NEVADA

WHEN VARIOUS POLITICAL ads for Nevada LDS candidates
Tom Christensen and Garn Maybe were vandalized by stickers
reading “Mormon Bigots,” everyone immediately attributed
the acts to opponents of Mormon-supported Question 2—
a proposed measure to ban same-sex marriages. 

LDS spokesman Dale Bills confirmed that Mormons “are
part of [the] coalition” for Question 2. Yet not all Nevada
Mormons support the measure. For instance, recent LDS con-
vert and congressional candidate Dario Herrera says he op-
poses the measure because it is “unnecessary.”

The ballot question passed in 2000 with 70 percent of the
vote but under Nevada laws must pass a second time to be-
come part of state’s constitution. In the recent past, LDS leaders
have actively campaigned for anti-gay initiatives in Hawaii,
Alaska, and California (see SUNSTONE, April 2001, p. 86–92).

P e o p l e

DIED: With the death of RRuulloonn  TT..
JJeeffffss, the largest fundamentalist
Mormon group is left without a
leader, and some observers predict a
succession crisis. According to a
story in the Salt Lake Tribune, ap-
proximately half the members of the
Fundamentalist Church of Jesus
Christ of Latter-day Saints are loyal
to Jeffs’s son Warren while the other
half favors long-time patriarch Fred M. Jessop as successor.

Most of the 6,000 to 8,000 members of the FLDS church
live in the twin towns of Hildale, Utah, and Colorado City,
Arizona, on the Utah-Arizona border. According to church
spokesperson and Colorado City Mayor, Dan Barlow, the
new leader “will be revealed to the First Presidency in time.”

Rulon T. Jeffs, who lived for years in a polygamous
compound at the mouth of Little Cottonwood Canyon,
died 8 September in a St. George hospital at age 92. Jeffs is
believed to have married more than 19 women and fa-
thered more than 60 children.

NAMED. MMaarrtthhaa  SSoonnnnttaagg  BBrraaddlleeyy, an
associate professor of architecture at
the University of Utah, has been
named as director of the University’s
Honors Program. Bradley is a cele-
brated LDS historian, whose books in-
clude, The Four Zinas: a Story of Mothers
and Daughters on the Mormon Frontier
(with Mary Brown Firmage Wood-
ward) and Kidnapped from that Land:
the Government Raids on the Short Creek
Polygamists.

CleanFlicks is in court
fighting to be able to 
sell its edited versions 
of  Hollywood movies
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DIVINE PUNCTUATION

SALT LAKE ORGANIZING Committee CEO Frasier Bullock
couldn’t hide his enthusiasm as he testified to BYU students
about God’s intervention to ensure the success of the Salt Lake
City Olympics. “During the Games I am certain, absolutely
certain, we had a divine hand with us,” he said during a recent
devotional. 

Bullock commented on a storm that had hung over Salt
Lake during the closing ceremonies, threatening to ruin the
fireworks planned for the grand finale, but hitting instead 15

minutes after the event. “Mitt Romney and
I watched this and commented that this
was like a divine punctuation mark of who
is really in charge.”

Bullock also echoed President Gordon
B. Hinckley, who in General Conference
suggested the Olympics were a fulfillment
of Brigham Young’s prophecy that “kings
and emperors and the noble and wise of
the earth will visit us here” (Ensign, May
2002, p. 4–6).
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C o n f e re n c e  R e p o r t s

SSyymmppoossiiuumm  EExxaammiinneess  HHooffmmaannnn’’ss  ““GGeennuuiinnee  FFaakkeess””

IN 1985, MARK Hofmann forgeries were decried from every
corner, but 17 years later, many have became collector’s items,
and Hofmann’s legacy, a serious topic of discussion. Salt Lake

City rare book dealer Ken
Sanders hosted a two-day sym-
posium 13–14 September
called “Genuine Fakes: The
Literary, Historical and Mormon
Forgeries of Mark W. Hofmann”
that featured presentations from
people as diverse as managing
director of the Church’s Family
and Church History depart-
ment,  Richard Turley, author
Simon Worrall, who recently
published The Poet and the
Murderer: A True Story of
Literary Crime and the Art of

Forgery, and Hofmann’s former wife, Dorie. In connection with
the symposium, several Hofmann’s forgeries were on display. 

In the mid-80s, Hofmann produced some sensational
Mormon historical documents and killed two people to divert
attention from the fact that his “discoveries” were actually
forgeries. In 1987, he pleaded guilty to two counts of second-
degree murder and two counts of fraud and is currently
serving time at the Utah State Penitentiary.

CCEESSNNUURR  CCoonnffeerreennccee  EExxaammiinneess  NNeeww  RReelliiggiioouuss  MMoovveemmeennttss

WITH THE THEME “Minority Religions, Social Change, and
Freedom of Conscience,” the 15th international conference of
the Center for Studies of New Religions (CESNUR) was held
20–23 June in Salt Lake City and Provo. CESNUR conferences
attract scholars from around the world who are interested in
religious minorities and new religious movements.

Although the conference’s focus was not exclusively  on
Mormonism, author Jan Shipps addressed its emergence as a
new religious tradition in one of the conference’s plenary ses-
sions. Later, in an interview with SUNSTONE, Shipps spoke to

the importance of the recently re-
built Nauvoo Temple. “As
Mormonism loses other ways of
being peculiar, the temple is cru-
cial to understanding how
Mormonism is different from other
forms of Christianity,” said Shipps.
“The Nauvoo temple is the exem-
plar of that movement.”

This is the first time CESNUR has held its conference in
Utah. More information about CESNUR and its mission can be
found at <www.cesnur.org>

GGaayy  aanndd  LLeessbbiiaann  MMoorrmmoonnss  HHoolldd  NNaattiioonnaall  CCoonnffeerreennccee

GAY YOUTH, THE Internet, and transgender issues were
some of the topics discussed at the annual conference of

Affirmation: Gay and Lesbian Mormons.
Some 170 people gathered in Las Vegas
6–8 September for the event. 

Pat Califia, a renowned feminist and
Queer writer of Mormon background,
was one of the keynote speakers, and also
featured were Pulitzer-prize-winning edi-
torial cartoonist Steve Benson and his
wife, Mary Ann Benson. Three young
Latter-day Saints spoke about their expe-
riences launching groups for young gay
Mormon adults; such groups are cur-

rently functioning in Denver, Northern California, and Salt
Lake City (SUNSTONE, Nov. 2001, p. 74).

Although Affirmation believes that same-sex relations “can
be consistent with the gospel of Jesus Christ,” other Mormon
groups take a different stance toward homosexuality.
Evergreen International, which also held its annual confer-
ence in September, is an organization for same-sex-attracted
Mormons who hope to change. The organization “attests that
individuals can overcome homosexual behavior and can di-
minish same-sex attraction, and it is committed to assisting
individuals who wish to do so.”

More information about Affirmation is available at
<www.affirmation.org>. Evergreen’s website is located at
<www.evergreen-intl.org>.

Queer writer
Pat Califia spoke

about growing
up Mormon

Frasier Bullock

Jan Shipps addresses the
CESNUR Conference
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MORONI, WON’T YOU
BLOW YOUR HORN?

THE ICONIC ANGEL Moroni statue is being added not only
to all new LDS temples but also to a few of the pre-existing
ones. As part of an enlargement project at the Freiberg
Germany Temple, a Moroni statue was added to its tower, and
another will be added to the 30-year-old Ogden Temple. 

The Deseret News quoted director of temple facilities David
J. May that “There’s been a lot of speculation on adding an-

gels,” but this does not mean all temples will get a statue. The
policy “is based on a case-by-case condition.”

A new statue has also been placed atop the Timpanogos
Temple after the original suffered damage from recent thun-
derstorms. Moroni statues are grounded, allowing them to
double as lightning rods.

Although older statues were cast in bronze, in 1978, Karl A.
Quilter and LaVar Wallgren developed a process to cast them
in fiberglass. The statues are then covered with gold leaf or
gold-colored paint.
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THE first angel to top an LDS temple, in Nauvoo,
was recumbent rather than upright and doubled as a
weathervane (See SUNSTONE, July 2002, p. 14).
Some speculate that the original angel design wasn’t
used for the recently rebuilt Nauvoo Temple because
it included a square and a compass. But according to
a Deseret News story, the upright angel was chosen
“to represent the forward-looking nature of the
church and the temple.”

CYRUS Dallin, the artist who designed the Angel
Moroni atop the Salt Lake Temple, was not LDS.
When Wilford Woodruff asked him to create the
statue, he replied that he didn’t believe in angels.

ONLY one Angel Moroni has no horn. He stands
atop the Hill Cumorah monument in New York
state, with his right arm to the square.

THE Angel Moroni atop
the Los Angeles Temple has
Native American features
and wears a cloak with
Mayan designs. It was cast
in aluminum, rather than
bronze, to meet the local
building code.

ANOTHER weathervane-like angel flew for a brief 
period atop the Assembly Hall in Temple Square.

AN Angel Moroni once stood atop a chapel in
Washington D.C. A replica of Cyrus Dallin’s statue,
it was removed in 1976.

WHEN Avard Fairbanks invited Washington D.C.
Temple architects to see a clay model of his Angel
Moroni, architect Keith W. Wilcox said that the
angel appeared to be drinking from the horn rather
than blowing it. Using Wilcox as a model, Fairbanks
corrected the position of the lips.

THE Winter 1986 issue
of Exponent II featured
on its cover the Angel
Moroni as a woman.

SINCE 1997, the Angel
Moroni has appeared
six times on the cover
of SUNSTONE maga-
zine. (See if you can
spot them all!)

FUNDAMENTALIST Mormons in Sanpete County
were once accused (falsely) of plotting to shoot the
Angel Moroni off the Manti Temple. (See 1994
Sunstone Symposium, tape #262.)

SINCE its inception, the Angel Moroni has been
made into or has found its way onto small sculp-
tures, ties, pins, Christmas ornaments, mosaics, 
T-shirts, and even flasks and shot glasses—appar-
ently for those who
just can’t make it
through the day
without a taste of
the spirit(s). The
least expensive item
we could find: the
Angel Moroni orna-
ment by Mormon
Handicraft ($2.92).
The most expensive
ones: an Angel
Moroni mosaic, by
italiaelite.com
($3,000) and the
bronze Angel Moroni statue by Avard Fairbanks
(limited edition, $2,800 - $3,200).

Sources: Deseret News, Ensign, Exponent II,
SUNSTONE, Salt Lake Tribune.

FUN FACTS ABOUT THE ANGEL MORONI

The Los Angeles Temple’s
aluminum and Mayan

Moroni

Female Moroni heralds the
power of women’s voices 

Two Moroni items 
that clearly skipped 

the Correlation review 
process
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S o l a r  f l a re s

MMiissssiioonnaarriieess  AAlllloowweedd  ttoo  SSlleeeepp  IInn  

CLOSE CALL. In what could be a “first”
in the history of the Provo MTC, mis-
sionaries were allowed to sleep in. The
unusual event occurred on 19
September, the morning after a carbon
monoxide leak forced 1,200 of the
2,900 trainees to get up at midnight,
evacuate their dorms, and spend two
hours in the administration building.
Twenty-nine missionaries were treated
for nausea and headaches at the Utah
Valley Regional Medical Center and
were released the same day.

PPrroopphheett  TTeellllss  YYoouutthh  tthhee  WWaayy  ttoo  BBee

PUBLISHED. 2000’s
surprise  best-selling
author, President
Gordon B. Hinckley,
has released a new
book—this one aimed
at youth. Based on re-

marks given at a November 2000 fire-
side, the book is titled Way to Be! Nine
Ways To Be Happy and Make Something of
Your Life. Like its predecessor, Standing
for Something, the new book is intended
not for Mormons only, but for a more
general audience. Way to Be is published
by Simon & Schuster, is reasonably
priced at $14, and boasts an introduc-
tion by celebrity quarterback Steve
Young.

A “JOSEPH SMITH MORMON”

MORMONISM lost
one of its thought-
ful peacemakers,
and Sunstone, a
valued conversation
partner, with the
passing of Ogden
Kraut, 17 July
2002, four months

after he had been diagnosed with inoper-
able liver cancer. He died peacefully in
his home just weeks after his 75th
birthday that had been joyously cele-
brated by about 100 friends and mem-
bers of his extended family.

Kraut followed a calling he felt he had
received in vision, becoming a tireless re-
searcher and prolific author on subjects
related to early LDS doctrines and history.
Believing the Church had strayed from
the teaching and practice of the fullness
of the gospel as revealed to Joseph Smith
and other early prophets, Kraut became a
fundamentalist Mormon and eventually
wrote and published approximately 65
books with titles as varied as Jesus Was
Married (1969), Seers and Seer Stones
(1971), The United Order (1984), The
Holy Priesthood (six volumes in the
1990s), and The Kingdom of God (three
volumes, 1999–2001).

Outgoing, with a winning sense of
humor, Kraut was beloved and respected
among Utah’s diverse and often-divided
fundamentalist groups. In 1988, he vol-
unteered to be an ambassador between
the Singer-Swapp polygamous clan and

law enforcement groups during a 13-day
stand-off following the bombing of an
LDS chapel near Kamas, Utah. In addi-
tion to serving as a moderating voice in
fundamentalist Mormonism, Kraut was a
willing teacher to anyone interested in
learning about the practices, beliefs, and
doctrines emphasized among this seg-
ment of the Mormon universe. In this ca-
pacity, he regularly responded to
Sunstone requests to participate on
panels or give papers. For instance, in
2001, he gave a very enlightening presen-
tation about doctrinal variants between
polygamist-in-the-news Tom Green and
most other fundamentalist Mormons.

Before his death, Kraut had asked that
his epitaph state that he was a “Joseph
Smith Mormon.” It is a fitting one, for
like Smith, Ogden Kraut remained true to
his own vision and commitments and
worked tirelessly to teach one and all
about the Prophet’s life and revelations as
he understood them. His voice will be
missed.

WE also note with
great sadness and ex-
press our love to long-
time friends Greg and
Cynthia Kofford fol-
lowing the tragic
drowning death of
their four-year-old
son, Simon on 23

June 2002. Simon’s father, Greg, is a fre-
quent participant in Sunstone events and
has recently launched his own publishing
company, Greg Kofford Books.

WORD BAZAARWORD BAZAAR

WORD BAZAAR AD RATES. $3 per line; four-line minimum (including headline). Text lines counted at seven words per line; headline counts as one line (unless unreason-
ably long). Multiple-run discounts are 10% for four times, 15% for six, and 20% for eight. Payment must accompany the ad. Send ad text and check or credit card number to
the Sunstone Education Foundation, 343 N. Third West, Salt Lake City, UT 84103;  phone (801) 355-5926; fax, (801) 355-4043; email <SunstoneUT@aol.com>

BOOK NOTICE! A STRANGER IN ZION
NEW BOOK! A Stranger in Zion: A Christian’s Journey through Utah Mormonism is
the story of one woman's experiences of conversion and subsequent move to
Utah—how she received her call into the fold of Mormonism, and how she was
called out of the Church. The book explores the dichotomies of Mormon theology
and dogma; societal pressures associated with living in Utah; how Mormonism was
responsible for her returning to her religious roots. $19.95 + $5 shipping. Clare
Goldsberry, 4401 E. Willow Ave., Phoenix, AZ 85032, (602) 996-6499;
clarewrite@aol.com

AFRICA RESEARCH PROJECT
Darron Smith, Cardell Jacobsen, Newell Bringhurst

Seeking to better understand The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints as a 
dynamic, ever-expanding, international, multiracial movement, a team of researchers
hopes to conduct oral interviews of black, African Latter-day Saints in Ghana and South
Africa. The Utah Valley State College department of integrated studies has agreed to
provide some of monetary and administrative assistance toward the project’s
proposed $12,656 budget, yet this project needs more funding. Please send queries
about project specifics or donations to: Attn: Darron Smith, The Africa Project, UVSC
Foundations, 800 West University Parkway #111, Orem, UT 84058-0999.
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S U N S T O N E

George Albert Smith was ordained an
Apostle on 8 October 1903. He served as
President of the Church from 1945 to 1951.
Early in his presidency, he received a letter
from the Reverend J. Raymond Cope of the
First Unitarian Society of Salt Lake City.
Cope had read the Church’s ward teacher
message for June 1945 titled, “Sustaining the
General Authorities of the Church.” He had
been greatly troubled over one statement in
particular which has since become familiar
throughout the Church: “When our leaders
speak, the thinking has been done.” Below is
President Smith’s response to Reverend
Cope’s concerns. Original spelling, punctua-
tion, and emphases have been retained.

My dear Dr. Cope: I have read with
interest and deep concern your letter of
November 16, 1945, in which you make
special comment on “a short religious
editorial prepared by one of your (our)
leaders entitled ‘Sustaining the General Authorities of the
Church’”. You say that you read the message with amazement,
and that you have since been disturbed because of its effect
upon members of the Church.

I am gratified with the spirit of friendliness that pervades
your letter, and thank you for having taken the time to write to
me.

The leaflet to which you refer, and from which you quote in
your letter, was not “prepared” by “one of our leaders.”
However, one or more of them inadvertently permitted the
paragraph to pass uncensored. By their so doing, not a few
members of the Church have been upset in their feelings, and
General Authorities have been embarrassed.

I am pleased to assure you that you are right in your atti-
tude that the passage quoted does not express the true position
of the Church. Even to imply that members of the Church are
not to do their own thinking is grossly to misrepresent the
true ideal of the Church, which is that every individual must
obtain for himself a testimony of the truth of the Gospel, must,
through the redemption of Jesus Christ, work out his own sal-
vation, and is personally responsible to His Maker for his indi-
vidual acts. The Lord Himself does not attempt coercion in
His desire and effort to give peace and salvation to His chil-

dren. He gives the principles of life
and true progress, but leaves every
person free to choose or to reject His
teachings. This plan the Authorities of
the Church try to follow.

The Prophet Joseph Smith once
said: “I want liberty of thinking and
believing as I please.” This liberty he
and his successors in the leadership of
the Church have granted to every
other member thereof.

On one occasion in answer to the
question by a prominent visitor how
he governed his people, the Prophet
answered: “I teach them correct princi-
ples, and they govern themselves.”

Again, as recorded in the History of
the Church (Volume 5, page 498)
Joseph Smith said further: “If I esteem
mankind to be in error, shall I bear
them down? No. I will lift them up,
and in their own way too, if I cannot

persuade them my way is better; and I will not seek to compel
any man to believe as I do, only by the force of reasoning, for truth
will cut its own way.”

I cite these few quotations, from many that might be given,
merely to confirm your good and true opinion that the Church
gives to every man his free agency, and admonishes him always
to use the reason and good judgment with which God has
blessed him.

In the advocacy of this principle leaders of the Church not
only join congregations in singing but quote frequently the fol-
lowing:

“Know this, that every soul is free
To choose his life and what he’ll be,
For this eternal truth is given
That God will force no man to heaven.”

Again I thank you for your manifest friendliness and for
your expressed willingness to cooperate in every way to estab-
lish good will and harmony among the people with whom we
are jointly laboring to bring brotherhood and tolerance.

Faithfully yours,
[ Signed] Geo. Albert Smith
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“TO USE THE REASON AND GOOD JUDGMENT
WITH WHICH GOD HAS BLESSED HIM”

By President George Albert Smith
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TTHHEE SSUUNNSSTTOONNEE FFOOUUNNDDAATTIIOONN invites writers to enter the 2003

Eugene England Memorial Personal Essay Contest, made

possible by the Eugene and Charlotte England Education

Fund. In the spirit of Gene’s writings, entries should relate to

Latter-day Saint experience, theology, or worldview. Essays,

without author identification, will be judged by noted

Mormon authors and professors of writing. The winner(s)

will be announced in SUNSTONE and read at the 2003

Association for Mormon Letters conference. Only the win-

ners will be notified of the results. After the judging is com-

plete, all non-winning entrants will be free to submit their

essays elsewhere. 

PPRRIIZZEESS A total of $400 will be shared among the winning

entries.

RRUULLEESS:: 1. Up to three entries may be submitted by a single

author. Four copies of each entry must be delivered (or post-

marked) to Sunstone by 17 JANUARY 2003. Entries will not be

returned. A $5 fee must accompany each entry. 

2. Each essay must be typed, double-spaced, on one side of

white paper and be stapled in the upper left corner. All

essays must be 3500 words or less. The author’s name

should not appear on any page of the essay. 

3. Each entry must be accompanied by a cover letter that states

the essay’s title and the author’s name, address, and telephone

number. Each cover letter must be signed and attest that the

entry is the author’s work, that it has not been previously pub-

lished, that it is not currently being considered for publication

elsewhere and will not be submitted to other forums until after

the contest, and that, if the entry wins, SUNSTONE magazine has

one-time, first-publication rights.

TTHHEE  SSUUNNSSTTOONNEE FFOOUUNNDDAATTIIOONN

343 N. Third West, Salt Lake City, UT 84103

801-355-5926; fax, 801-355-4043

SunstoneUT@aol.com.

Eugene England Memorial
Personal Essay Contest
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Cover art by Lane Twitchell

Above: Parallel Lines of Second Sight (Beginnings, Visions, Translations, and the State of the Union). 1999. 
Cut paper. 60 x 84 inches. Private collection, London, England

Front Cover: Detail of Mythic America or How the West was One. 1998. 
Cut paper, acrylic, pigment, newspaper, and plexiglass. 48 x 48 inches. Susan and Michael Hort
Collection, New York
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