
John Singer Killed 
On the 18th of January, at about 1 p.m., 
John Singer, Mormon anarch and here- 
siarch, autarch and patiarch, stepped 
off his farm in Marion, Summit County, 
Utah, to get mail from his mailbox. 
Sheriff's officers and state highway 
patrolman emerged from the cover of 
trees and buildings where they had 
been lying in wait for him, and drove up 
on snowmobiles, ordering him to sur- 
render. He pulled a handgun from under 
his coat and threatened the encircling 
officers. They again warned him to sur- 
render. He refused to lower or drop the 
weapon, retreated back up the land to- 
wards his home, turning and aiming at 
the four officers pursuing him. One shot 
him at close range with a shot gun, se- 
verely wounding him in his right back. 
Loaded in a pick-up truck and driven to 
Coalville for transfer to an ambulance, 
Singer died en route to Salt Lake City, 
Sheriff Ronald Robinson later told re- 
porters that "in defense of their lives, law 
enforcement personnel shot at Mr. 
Singer." 

The law these personnel were trying to 
enforce would have compelled Singer to 
permit the state to supervise his home 
education of the ten children of his two 
wives. He had already won the conces- 
sion to educate them at home--long after 
he had actually withdrawnthem from 
public schools and had begun a home- 
education program that included not 
only the fundamentals of classroom 
study but trainin in crafts, skills, and 
arts as well. Ps cgolo .cal testing had 
indicated that &s chilgen were "re- 
tarded" in their scholastic progress, that, 
to quote Dr. Victor Cline of the Univer- 
sity of Utah, a clinical psychologist, 
withdrawal of the children from school 
"has profoundly interfered with their 
mental growth in the area of academic 
type of subject matter." Cline, however, 
praised the Singers' "rare Old Testament 
type family with the father as a strong, 
vigorous patiarch who has the full sup- 
port of his wife and the genuine support, 
love and respect of his children." 

He wed his second wife, Shirley Black 
and three of the children of her thirty- 
two-year marriage to Dean Black, on 17 
July of last year; she moved to Singer's 
farm in October, entering a stage of 

siege. It was the only state Singer recog- 
nized in his shrinking world, and his was 
the only authority he recognized therein. 
This disdain for authority had led to his 
excommunication from the LDS Church 
even before he entered plural marriage. 
Bom in Brooklyn, raised in Nazi Ger- 
many, trained as a U.S. Marine in 1952- 
54 and settled at the feet of the Uintah 
Mountains, an officially- 
designated wilderness, pioneering, 
Singer claimed to receive his authority 
directly fom God. He recognized no 
government, not even Church govem- 
ment, except his own God-given patri- 
archy. He was willing to die defending 
his rights. 

His wife, Vicki, will raise and educate his 
children by herself, under state super- 
vision through a private school with 
whose philosophy she does not dis- 
agree. Shirley Black will probably join 
her children and efforts with Vicki's. The 
owner of the land Singer was settled on 
has said the wives will not be evicted. He 
died leaving a two-year supply of food 
and fuel. 

The death of John Singer resembled a 
tragedy; he was not the victim of forces 
and circumstances outside of himself but 
an agent in the actions leading to his 
death. He lived and died in contempt of 
court, a sober, plainliving, hardworking 
man of principle, who wanted to act as 
principal in his children's education. 
And if his fulfillment of perceived duty 
seems a little extreme, his defense of his 
children from the world, a bit violent, it is 
only that he took more seriously than 
most of us his right to personal revela- 
tion, his patiarchy. 

(This Update prepared bv Dennis Clark) 

Editor's Note 

Due to the change in management as 
well as the added responsibility of pub- 
lishing our 1979 Mormon History Calen- 
dar and Freeuay to Perfection by Calvin 
Grondahl (see advertisements this 
issue), our SeptemberIOctober issue 
(Volume 111, Number 6) was delayed by 
two months. We apologize for this in- 
convenience to our subscribers and hope 
that you found it worth the wait. In 
order, therefore, to resume a current 
publishing schedule and to clarify some 
of the past confusion of volume numbers 
and months, we have decided to call this 
issue, JanuaryIFebruary 1979 rather than 
November December 1978. It is still, 
however, Volume IV, Number 1. Hence- 
forth the volumes will begin in January 
rather than November. Each subscriber 
will still receive all the issues that he or 
she paid for; it is only the months that are 
different, not the numbers. To verify 
your expiration date, look in the upper 
right hand comer of the label on this 
issue. (example: "EXP 54" means your 
subscription will expire with Volume 5, 
Number 4.) Please note: there is NO 
NovemberIDecember issue. As stated 
above, nothing is changed but the cor- 
responding months to the volume and 
number. 

Wanted 

Sunstone needs back issues of Dialoglie, 
BYU Stztdies, Tnngolts, Centtin/ 2,  jotin701 
o f M o n ~ ~ o i l  History, U t ~ h  Historic01 Qzrar- 
terly, Exp~rlent 11, and Corir~ge. Why? 
Sunstone is compiling a reference library 
of contemporary Mormon serials. The 
library will be made available to Sun- 
stone staff and subscribers as well as to 
researchers and writers who may find it 
useful. 

Old or seldom used books, pamphlets, 
photographs, papers or other materials 
of interest to students of Mormon life 
and thought are also invited. 

Your support of the new Sunstone li- 
brary will be deeply appreciated. Sun- 
stone will happily reimburse the cost of 
postage for any materials sent. If you 
have any questions concerning the 
nature of thise project or whether certain 
items you have are needed, please con- 
tact Peggy Fletcher or Allen Roberts at 
Box 2272, Salt Lake City, Utah, 84110 or 
call (801) 355-5926 collect. 
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Sophia 

I searched that old house for you, 
Opening the doors of closed rooms, 
Asking the curtains and the chairs, 
"Is she here?" 

They answered in their silence, 
'IN;, she is not; no, she is not," 
Though a hand had opened the curtain 
For sunlight, 

And left the chairs misarranged at the 
hearth, 

Fire dark upon the stone: 
Someone had come before me, 
Here or there touched something, 

And left a fire, now grey ash. 
I could look for nothing definite, 
A sudden shift of light or shade 
Not quite the sun's, 

Hoping the image of some object 
Would resolve in a vision of meaning; 
Then I would leave, 
Closing that door behind me. 

One might pass down the long comdors 
And for their subtle curves 
Never come to the same room, 
That door never looked for 

Which would open to my touch, 
Leaving still the question of the presence 
Which had placed an object 
So the sunlight, 

Coming through the window, 
Would refract its color 
Into some darker comer, 
Or, caught in a crystal on the sill, 

Unfold my sight in fire, 
Or draw my vision beyond, 
Beyond the window 
And across the lawn, 

Over the green hedge 
To the lake, 
Smooth grey at dawn, fire at sunset, 
Or blue in the hot noon, nearly as dark 

as when, 

At evening, Mercury or Venus 
Could be seen, reflected 
Near the pale curve of the new moon, 
But never, for all that, 

An answer to my question. 

Stephen Taylor 

In June, 1844, when Joseph Smith went 
to Carthage and delivered himself up to 
Governor Ford, I accompanied him, and 
while on the way thither, he related to 
me and his brother Hyrurn the following 
dream: 

He said: 'While I was at Jordan's in Iowa 
the other night, I dreamed that myself 
and my brother Hyrum went on board of 
a large steamboat, lying in a small bay, 
near the great ocean. Shortly after we 
went on board there was an 'alarm of 
fire,' and I discovered that the boat had 
been anchored some distance from the 
shore, out in the bay, and that an escape 
from the fire, in the confusion, appeared 
hazardous; but, as delay was folly, I and 
Hyrum jumped overboard, and tried our 
faith at walking upon the water. 

"At first we sank in the water nearly to 
our knees, but as we proceeded we in- 
creased in faith, and were soon able to 
walk upon the water. On looking to- 
wards the burning boat in the east, we 
saw that it was drifting towards the 
wharf and the town, with a great flame 
and clouds of smoke; and, as if by whirl- 
wind, the town was taking fire, too, so 
that the scene of destruction and horror 
of the frightened inhabitants was 
terrible. 

'We proceeded on the bosom of the 
mighty deep and were soon out of sight 
of the land. The ocean was still; the rays 
of the sun were bright, and we forgot all 
the troubles of our Mother Earth. Just at 
that moment I heard the sound of a hu- 
man voice, and turning round, saw my 
brother Samuel H. approaching towards 
us from the east. We stopped and he 
came up. After a moment's conversation 
he informed me that he had been lone- 
some and had made up his mind to go 
with me across the mighty deep. 

"We all started again, and in a short time 
were blest with the first sight of a city, 
whose gold and silver steeples and 
towers were more beautiful than any I 
had ever seen or heard on earth. It stood, 
as it were, upon the western shore of the 
mighty deep we were walking on, and its 
order and glory seemed far beyond the 
wisdom of man. While we were gazing 
upon the perfection of the city, a small 
boat launched off from the port, and, 
almost as quick as thought, came to us. 
In an instnat they took us on board and 
saluted us with the welcome, and with 
music such as is not on earth. The next 
scene, on landing, was more than I can 
describe: the greeting of old friends, the 

music from a thousand towers, and the 
light of God Himself at the return of 
three of his sons, soothed my soul into a 
quiet and a joy that I felt as if I was truly 
in heaven. I gazed upon the splendor; I 
greeted my friends. I awoke, and lo, it 
was a dream! 

"While I meditated upon such a marve- 
lous scene, I fell asleep again, and behold 
I stood near the shore of the burning 
boat, and there was a great consternation 
among the officers, crew and passengers 
of the flaming craft, as there seemed to be 
much ammunition or powder on board. 
The alarm was given that the fire was 
near the magazine, and in a moment, 
suddenly, it blew up with a great noise, 
and sank in deep water with all onboard. 
I then turned to the country east, among 
the bushy openings, saw William and 
Wilson Law endeavoring to escape from 
the wild beasts of the forest, but two 
lions rushed out of a thicket and devour- 
ed them. I awoke again." 
I will say that Joseph never told this 
dream again, as he was martyred about 
two days after. I relate from recollection 
as nearly as I can. 

W. W. Phelps 
Deseret Almanac, 1863, pp. 22 & 23. 

Subscriptions 

Subscriptions are $12 for one year, $21 
for two years, and $30 for three years. 
Overseas subscriptions are $15 per year. 
Srr~lsto~le is mailed third class bulk and is 
not forwarded. Subscribers are respons- 
ible to notify the magazine at least one 
 lont nth in advance of address changes. 
Sunstone is not responsible for undeli- 
vered issues. 
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