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1 CAN IMAGINE a resurrected J. Golden 
Kimball struggling with our correlated, image- 
oriented Mormon society. The force and 
shock of his words might deflate the pom- 
pous and unsettle the deceitful. While Neal 
Chandler's language is more sophisticated 
than Kimball's, he possesses the same 
irreverence for the complementary rhetorics 
of naivete and pious power. His stories 
explore and satirize what one character 
describes as the "Koolaidization" of Mormon 
society; his wit makes for great fun, but also 
reveals the manipulative nature of those who 
create syrupy and slick images. Man may not 
live on sugar cookies and red punch alone, 
Chandler says, so watch out for anyone who 
says you can. 

The stories are generally set somewhere 
east of Utah and are a mixture of satiric and 
straight pieces. They show Mormons at work 
discoursing and imagemaking, as they struggle 
to reinvent a position in but not of the world. 
Two missionaries, who pause in Berlin on 
their way home for a preliminary taste of 
freedom, resist entering any of the slun shows 
until they are enchanted by the literally 
painted smile of one poster girl-"sweet, 
wholesome, ever so softly made-up, bright- 
eyed, high-cheekboned, prim, and oh so pro- 
missory . . . " (63). However, after they enter 
and the woman appears in the flesh, they find 
that the smoothly processed image is radically 
unstable, surprisingly transformed into "a 
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vision, a specter, a phantasm, and a living 
crooning, cavorting erotic cartoon" (65). 

In "Space Abductors" a father is caught 
breast gazing in a video store: "the front of 
her sweater collapsed irresponsibly 
downward and he found himself staring 
point-blank into the very center of the 
universe. It was breathtaking. Literally. He 
stood there transfixed and anaerobic, unable 
to move or to breathe at all until it was too 
late" (9). The woman looks up and discovers 
the angle of his gaze, embarrassing him so 
much that he yells at his son. His son has 
rented a movie where a monster commits 
various acts of violence, including ripping off 
the blouse of the heroine. He tells his son to 
pause the machine at the blouse part. "We're 
not just anybody here. We have standards in 
this house, and rules. . . . Your electrocution 
is fine, son, but there are certain things in this 
world a boy was just not meant to see" (12). 
Chandler's irony is heavy-handed, perhaps, 
but I read with pleasure because he explores 
with fresh eyes the behavior of Saints who 
long for Zion but worry that they are entren- 
ched in carnality. Natural food fanatics, anti- 
intellectuals, pseudo-scientists, sexual Vic- 
torians, dry and windy speakers-all fall into 
the net of his satire. 

Chandler is most vigorous when he 
satirizes those who propagate a strange hybrid 
of thought and discourse he calls Christian 
capitalism-the managerial school of Mor- 
monism. "It's God's own plan, Thelm, put here 
in a free country with a free market and free 
enterprise," says Carmen Stavely in "The Only 
Divinely Authorized Plan for Financial Suc- 

cess in This Life or the Next." She continues, 
"That's what a pyramid is, it's capitalism- 
Christian capitalism . . . " (19). As proof she 
whips out a dollar bill. "Honorable men like 
George Washington, whom God raised up for 
that very purpose, put it in the constitution 
and on the back of that dollar bill so that every 
eye might see and every tongue confess the 
truth of what I'm telling you right now. Of 
course it's a pyramid!" (19). 

She is portrayed as a foolish innocent; she 
simply repeats language she heard from Kevin 
Houston, "the young wizard behind the 
organization that sold and distributed 'the pro- 
duct' " (18). Chandler's satirical method is to 
exaggerate the tendency of image-makers to 
blend disconnected systems of thought and 
language. In this case, the goals of sales are 
achieved through association with the emo- 
tions of religion. "There were meetings, 
seminars with flip charts and flow charts and 
ardent testimonials, and Carmen Stavely went 
more willingly, almost, than to church, for she 
returned truly encouraged and uplifted (18). 
The story makes light of her misplaced devo- 
tion, but it also illuminates the duplicity of 
entrepreneus who prey on the naive, perhaps 
increasing their effectiveness because they 
believe their own rhetoric. 

Characters introduced early in the book 
appear later, linking the stories. In "Benedic- 
tion" we hear Houston's :rhetoric in undiluted 
form as he teaches Sunday School, blending 
the languages of sales, sports, patriotism, and 
religion: "Now take Peter . . . the very first 
chief executive officer of the church, the 
George Washington of Christianity, so to 
speak. Now just what kind of a man was this 
Peter? Was he an all-American? Ask 
yourselves! Was he a genuine, all-conference 
all-church champion, or was he just some guy 
off the street looking for a job!" (35). Houston 
presents Peter as Petros, little rock, in its 
diminutive form-Rocky, all-American pro- 
phet. The story is a debate between this kind 
of shallow rhetoric and the deeper social and 
historical analysis performed by the ward's 
intellectual, Damon Boulder. 

Boulder uses three methods in his effort 
to repudiate Houston's rhetoric: he lays out 
his own analysis of Peter in language desiped 
to confound Houston; he shrugs his shoulders 
and washes his hands; and he simply mocks 
Houston. His eventual victory is as gratifying 
as a daydream, but it feels to this reader as 
contrived as some daydreams. Chandler 
makes Houston so insipid that Boulder lowers 
himself by association. He undertakes the 
combat on Houston's ground, using Houston's 
methods of language manipulation, and does 
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so without any evident self-irony or other 
kinds of textual layering which could create 
more complex satire. 

Something similar happens in "The 
kghteousness Hall of Fame." Damon Boulder 
is confronted by a group of powerful Mormon 
businessmen who have organized themselves 
into "a dedicated, disciplined para-missionary 
organization" about "to turn the tactical tables 
on the Bolshevists" (109). They have created 
the Freedom's Holy Light Foundation: "Here 
is where we will honor the unsung field 
generals and quarterbacks and designated hit- 
ters in the great contest between revealed kee- 
market Christianity and godless atheistic com- 
munism" (107). They want Boulder to authen- 
ticate their foundation by researching 
whatever he wants - another intellectual's 
daydream. However, once again Boulder is 
only a listener, he doesn't dramatically engage 
them in talk. His only action is to reject and 
retire. 

In "The Last Nephite" the battle is taken 
up by someone who has lived through cen- 
turies of discourse, a man who is much like 
J. Golden, blunt, practical, and wry. The last 
Nephite has wandered the country warning 
the Saints against the dangers of "nutritional 
supplements, recreational vehicles, the law 
profession, schools of management, color 
analysis, inspirational cassette tapes, Tupper- 
ware, [and] voting Republican in Utah" (183). 
But he has finally gone too far-giving away 
a truckload of apple cider to the poor, mistak- 
ing Welfare for charity. 

The modem church cannot understand 
him, and he is sought and finally captured by 
a kind of Mormon secret service. A diplomat 
caliber G.A. presumes to think that he can 
release the ~ e ~ h i t e  from further duty: '9 have 
called you here today to thank you on behalf 
of the brethren for your long and faithful ser- 
vice, and to tell you that the programs and 
policies of the Church have changed. We are 
centralzed now and correlated. The times are 
different and your talents are needed 
elsewhere" (186). He goes on to give his 
motives: "Faith is a fragile thing . . . a house 
plant. It does not easily survive the extremes 
of weather in a callous world. In the 
household of faith, we operate a nursery. We 
manage and control the climate, artificially 
sometimes, but always to protect and nurture 
the flower of faith" (185). This rhetoric, strip- 
ped of levels and layers, is what Chandler 
warns against. The last Nephite leads a charge 
on the Freedom's Holy Light Foundation, 
underneath which lies a toxic dump. And 
slick systems of thought are like waste dumps 
of Koolaidization, hidden and dangerous, but 

revealed by satire. 
I agree and cheer. Chandler's writing is apt 

and innovative. However, the situations 
sometimes seem contrived and significant 
commerce doesn't occur between the ~ e o p l e  
who represent the two ways of thinking-they 
simply stand listening to themselves talk. 
Perhaps in both cases I'm criticizing 
something which is simply the nature of 
satire - contrivance and disconnection. What 
is more contrived than Lilliput and Brob- 
dingnag? However, Swift's framework in 
Gulliver's Travels is more deeply and com- 
pletely connected to the culture it satirizes 
than Chandler's work. 

The other problem is related. Because the 
people representing the discourse systems 
don't connect significantly in talk, neither 
system is fully developed for readers. Hence 
some of the stories seem to go on too long 
because they circle at the same level of com- 
plexity instead of deepening. Perhaps that is 
the point: some discourses can never connect. 
Perhaps Chandler's satire simply reveals 
superficial thought for what it is, and any 
deepening would defeat the purposes of this 
satire. However, Chandler could take the peo- 
ple more seriously, even if he doesn't accept 
their ideas. There is a kind of universal sym- 
pathy which recognizes the complexity of 
one's enemies and the foolishness of oneself 
and which allows even those who are the butt 
of the satire the shock of recognition. The pro- 
tagonist's (and hence the reader's) perceptions 
of these people could progressively deepen, 
making the satire more subtle. 

Fortunately, many of the stories are 
deepened in this way. In "Whole Life Policy," 
which is a full and balanced narrative, a man 
has his retirement planned in perfect detail, 
as if he has simply proceeded to paradise. But 
mortality reenters in the form of his daughter 
who is separating from her husband, and a 
son who is going bankrupt. He is trapped by 
his love for his children, but also by all the 
forces which control his life. Chandler keeps 
the story strong, never weakening, never 
allowing the protagonist a way out. 

Two of the strongest characters in the book 
come together in "Thelma in the Sky with 
Diamonds." The story is successful because 
here the characters are allowed to engage each 
other in conversation which is complex- 
intelligent and foolish, mutually transforming. 
In other words, they are allowed to be human 
rather than being just models of discourse. 
Damon Boulder, the scholar, meets Thelma 
Ridley, a woman who since "her early teens 
. . . had been indentured to a body whose 
breathtaking and bountiful femaleness was 

itself a destiny, so that for decades she had 
exerted little more than damage control over 
her own life. But now, at last and inevitably, 
her earthly vessel had begun to run 
awkwardly aground" (14). The characteriza- 
tion is sympathetic, largely because the 
characters are able to see their own limita- 
tions, and a warm, humorous story results. 

In "Roger Across the Looking Glass" 
Chandler gves one answer to the question of 
how to write significant fiction about practic- 
ing Mormons: he turns inward to the com- 
plex tensions between sexual intimates. The 
story begins as Roger Talmage and his wife 
make love and ends as they finish. Their 
apparent intimacy only masks emotional 
detachment and buried anger. Roger thinks 
of sex as combative, a "ritual struggle with the 
woman" (47). In this battle, he who has the 
most control wins, so Roger removes himself, 
becoming "as much spectator as partner" (49). 
He "takes command of the pleasure in his 
body, accepting from his senses precisely and 
only that which he has first meted out with 
his will" (47). As their love-making accelerates, 
he brings his wife to climax first, directing "her 
glide further, further out until the anticipated 
shudder erupts, shaking her body with the 
six-seven-eight seconds (he counts them) of 
silent, rocking violence that leave her gasp- 
ing and disheveled on the pillow beneath 
him" (49). His self-mastery is a deception; he 
actually misunderstands his own motives and 
behavior. As Roger approaches climax 
himself, he is only half-aware of "a satisfac- 
tion even greater than the pleasure his body 
is intent upon. If Roger Talmage were a less 
scrupulous man, he might recognize it as the 
exhilaration of revenge" (49). In Roger 
Talmage Chandler has created a full and com- 
plex character, a good man who only dimly 
sees the ways love, anger, and sexuality are 
tangled in his mind. The middle of the story 
is an extended flashback which explores the 
buried sources of Roger's defensive anger. 

From adolescence he has clung to a 
smoothly processed image of "woman" which 
makes him unable to comprehend his wife 
as a person. The first time he sees her, he 
manipulates what his eyes receive, as if he is 
composing a photograph. "Her back toward 
him, she was leaning forward with an ear 
pressed to the crack between the yellow birch 
doors. Straight brown hair fell loosely to the 
middle of her back over a print dress which, 
pulled tight against one knee, revealed the 
long pale thigh of the other, exrended leg. He 
stared involuntarily at the white flesh against 
the dark tiles" (49). He finds himselfatmcted 
to her physically but disturbed by her 
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personality-what is essential inside her head: 
her interest in O'Neill and D.H. Lawrence, the 
writing of poetry which is "overheated, full of 
naive indignation" (501, and her social 
strangeness which doesn't quite compensate 
for her prettiness. She is "an enigma," 
"obscure," "difficult"; her voice is "more brit- 
tle than he would have liked" (52). Even 
though she offends him, Roger carries "her 
strange memory like a small knot of scar tissue 
which one rediscovers from time to time in 
surprised moments of self-examination" (51). 

After his mission, they marry, motivated 
by affection, duty, and physical attraction. But 
he still has a sense of "foreboding about their 
marriage; he sees something in her which is 
startling and severe," something which doesn't 
fit his stereotyped image of womanhood, 
elements "he was not prepared to accept yet 
apparently was unable to exorcise" (54). 

The story works because this tension is 
sustained. At various times Roger realizes that 
his perception of his wife is dangerously 
restrictive, "a fixation, a kind of graven image 
. . . rigid and ritual . . . " (52). But at the same 
time he is unable to change, to open himself 
to her. Instead, even into middle-age he 
nostalgically clings to the fixed image which 
he created years before. For Roger "his young 
wife's pale thighs against the pale sheets 
became a vision he would carry into the 
dreams of old age as the burden of what had 
been lost" (54). As he makes love he uses the 
lack of light to recreate her in her ideal form. 
The "darkness begns again to yield up her 
body; and not just her body, but a renewed. 
ideal body, somehow abstracted and 
transformed froa the manifestly forty-one- 
year-old woman who had reached for the 
lamp switch (47). His ability to make 
smoothly formed images of his wife replaces 
his ability to imagine, to use her speech and 
actions to reveal her soul. 

Even though I wish that the story had been 
deepened by making Roger even more self- 
aware, I admire Chandler's achievement. He 
has created an intense drama of relationships, 
not with exotic plots or places, but inside a 
man who is complex and who will be familiar 
to readers. It is a frightening exploration of 
the relationship between social conditioning, 
repressive control, and violence. Roger's fear 
of failing to live intimately with his wife is ter- 
rifyingly close. 

I admire Benediction because Chandler 
explores subjects which few Mormon writers 
touch, and in a manner which few dare. The 
social satire is right on, revelatory. If I wish 
his plow had cut even deeper, I recognize that 
he is opening new and fertile soil. t3 

BETWEEN THE LINES 

"UNTO THE LEAST OF THESE"- 
ANOTHER GENDER GAP 

By Donce Williams Elliott 

A FEW WEEKS ago my husband Bob. 
who was recently called to the bishopric of 
our urban ward, was awakened by an early 
morning phone call informing him that a 
member of our ward had been the victim of 
a robbery and attempted murder. As I lay in 
bed drowsily eavesdropping on his conver- 
sation and listening as he hurriedly showered 
and dressed to rush to the hospital, an old 
and selfish thought passed through my mind: 
"I'm glad I don't have the priesthood." The 
thought came again later that day while I 
heard him recount the experience of dealing 
with doctors, nurses, media, and police, and - 
of laying on hands and blessing a young man 
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who had been stabbed in the neck and had 
not been expected to live. 

During the time my husband was away at 
the hospital, I read Kathleen Flake's "Pillars 
of My Faithn lecture, "Bearing the Weight" 
(SUNSTONE 13:5). In the midst of this whole 
experience, I was especially struck by her 
observation that "By virtue of the fact that we 
(women in the LDS church) are circumscribed 
by the type of church callings available to us 
and by the ecclesiastical authority granted 
within those callings, we are seldom forced 
to go to God and to spiritually stretch to per- 
form our duties. Like ladies of the eighteenth 
century, we have been educated to perform 
the arts of and stay within the drawing rooms 
of our society" (37). I realized as I read these 
lines that my husband, by virtue of his new 
priesthood calling, had just had one of those 
experiences which, at least under present 
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policies, I would never have. He had been 
forced to "spiritually stretchn in a quite literal 
way in order to perform his calling and exer- 
cise the ecclesiastical authority granted to him. 

Granted, not all priesthood holders 
regularly experience the kind of dramatic 
demand for spiritual stretching Bob under- 
went that day; even women have them occa- 
sionally. But all of our Churchleaders, on both 
local and churchwide levels, have had to 
make decisions-with little training or even 
information- about people's lives, involving 
their emotional, temporal, or spiritual well- 
being. Besides the more visible aspects of 
priesthood administration- conducting 
meetings, giving speeches, and making 
callings-all men in priesthood leadership 
positions have been asked to heal, to counsel, 
to judge worthiness, to ordain and bless, to 
intervene in family disputes, and to visit the 
dying, the homeless, the insane, and the 
criminal. Performing these duties requires the 
kind of spiritual stretching Flake refers to, and 
from which women, even the Relief Society 
president, are usually sheltered. 

As I reflected on Bob's experiences as a 
result of his calling, I also brooded over the 
discussion in my Relief Society book group 
the week before. Members of this group, 
several of whom hold major positions in 
Church auxiliaries, were violently offended by 
the short stories of Flannery O'Connor 
because they were "depressing" and "not up- 
lifting." Militant in their humility, such women 
proudly barricade themselves inside the walls 
of their homes and ward buildings, refusing 
to see films or read books that touch on the 
grotesque or "worldly" aspects of life even at 
second-hand. Some in this group even decline 
to read newspapers or watch the news 
because it is too "upsetting." I admit to hav- 
ing shared these impulses at some periods of 
my life. I, too, have wished to shield myself 
and my family from all contact with pain, suf- 
fering, or evil. Yet I believe that it was precisely 
to encounter and overcome these things that 
we were sent to this earth. One of the chief 
injustices of the current division of gender 
roles in the Church, in fact, is this isolation 
of women from the very life experiences that 
call them to value and reach out to God's sav- 
ing power. 

Although I hesitate to idealize women's 
roles in early Church history, one does read 
inspiring stories of women during periods of 
persecution or pioneering who, like men, 
learned to rely on both their own resources 
and the power of God to combat real and 
serious crises. Women faced dangers, per- 
formed healings, defied death, and overcame 

grinding poverty. These women were not 
isolated from life inside drawing rooms - or 
modem equivalents such as shopping malls, 
PTA meetings, and Relief Society luncheons- 
but faced life head-on and grew in spiritual 
and personal strength from contact with it. I 
read with admiration of even very privileged 
nineteenth-century women visiting ghettoes 
and prisons, and walking dangerous streets 
to reclaim prostitutes. 

However, to most Mormon women in the 
United States today-though they preach ser- 
vice and try to seek spiritual growth-the 
world's problems are so upsetting that they 
and their Church leaders feel they must be 
sheltered from them. Despite the Relief 
Society's charter of charity and service, most 
women's service in many wards of the Church 
is confined to ward rnekbers of U e  social and 
economic status with problems which, though 
very real, fall within a fairly narrow range- 
illnesses, births, deaths, and, occasionally, 
poverty. Even among the affluent suburban 
wards on the Wasatch Front, serious pro- 
blems such as family abuse, adultery, crime, 
and substance abuse exist-but most of the 
women in these wards are only vaguely aware 
of the existence of these problems in their 
midst. Only men with certain priesthood call- 
ings are encouraged or allowed to face the 
kinds of problems Christ commanded us to 
seek out-to clothe the (literally) naked, to 
feed the (literally) hungry, to visit the (literal) 
prisoner, to find and serve the (literal) "least 
of these." 

T H I S  gender difference currently built 
into our church's practice of Christian charity 
is evident, for instance, in a 1989 General 
Conference talk I recently taught in Relief 
Society. The talk, given by Joy R. Evans, first 
counselor in the Relief Society General Presi- 
dency, takes as its text Christ's injunction to 
his servants to feed the hungry, take in the 
stranger, clothe the naked, and visit the 
prisoner (Matthew 25). Typically, however, 
President Evans suggests that most of our ser- 
vice will be given to "our family, our children, 
our husbands or wives, our parents, our loved 
ones." "Sometimes," she grants, "it is a neighbor 
or a friend in needn-and finally, "sometimes 
a stranger." President Evans (quoting Joseph 
Smith) celebrates the special mission of the 
Relief Society to "act according to those sym- 
pathies which God [has] placed in their 
bosoqs." President Evans gives examples of 
women's service which include visiting 
teachers aiding a pregnant woman, comfor- 
ting a woman on the death of her children 

(both of these Evans herself), responding to 
the needs of the sick, and "especially [serv- 
ing] the tenninaNy i\\ and their families" 
(Ensign, May 1989, 74). While all of these are 
important ways of serving, and the examples 
touching, the interesting thing about President 
Evans's talk is that the details of her original 
text from Matthew drop out entirely. The 
hungry, the thirsty, the naked, the stranger, 
and the prisoner are nowhere to be found in 
her descriptions of women's service- only the 
sick. But these other problems, despite Presi- 
dent Evans's assumption that "life is not so 
hard now in our time and generation [as it 
was in Nauvoo], and has been lengthened for 
most of us and made infinitely more comfort- 
able." do still exist. In fact, many women in 
our world, even in this country, might find 
reason to question her optimistic assumption. 
Presumably, however, it is up to "the priest- 
hood to take care of those kind of problems 
-to do the service that may take them out 
of the home or neighborhood, or may bring 
them face to face with many of the evils of 
this earth. 

Somewhat ironically, President Evans 
quotes Florence Nightingale, the woman who 
took female volunteers thousands of miles 
from their homes in England to face death, 
disease, filth, and corruption as nurses in the 
Crimean War. Imagine Joy Evans or anyone 
else in an official Church position advocating 
any such activity (especially under female 
supervision) for Mormon women today. The 
Church does, of course, occasionally send 
women with their husbands as missionaries 
into areas where they might encounter such 
problems. Some single sister missionaries are 
also occasionally sent on service missions, but 
it's been my experience that Church 
authorities go to great lengths to "protectn these 
sisters. (While of course I have no objections 
to legitimate concerns for safety, I see a signifi- 
cant difference between ~ 5 e  words "protect" 
and "shelter.") And there are notable examples 
of individual LDS women who have sought 
out the homeless, the mentally ill, the poverty- 
stricken, and the'abused-but in most cases, 
these women work from their own initiative, 
not under the umbrella of Church programs. 
An occasional Relief Society president may 
face these problems, but in general women, 
despite their "special call" to compassionate 
service, are not encouraged to take that serv- 
ice beyond their homes and immediate 
neighborhoods or to direct it toward any but 
a limited range of problems. Thus, Mormon 
women rarely experience the spiritual stretch- 
ing which major crisis situations tend to 
foster, though many men, from young mis- 
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sionaries to General Authorities, have such 
experiences - experiences of visiting prisons, 
feeding the hungry, finding homes for the 
homeless, and calling down the powers of 
heaven to heal the sick as Christ himself did. 

I feel somewhat ashamed to admit, 
however, that as my husband used his 
priesthood to deal with a crisis somewhat like 
the one faced by the Samaritan in Christ's 
parable, I felt relief that I would not be called 
upon to face such a situation. At that moment, 
I was emotionally and selfishly glad not to 
have to stretch-glad that I could turn over, 
go back to sleep, and get up later to send my 
well-dressed, well-fed, bright children off to 
a good school before I began my own day of 
relative ease and privilege. I have since tried 
to earnestly repent of that selfish relief. But 
selfishness dies hard. Though I might go do 
my visiting teaching or take a meal in to a sick 
member, I doubt I will go out this day on my 
own-as admittedly I certainly could- and "do 
it unto the [real] least of these." I'm afraid I, 
like many other women in this church, need 
the priesthood or some equivalent challenge 
to force us to do a bit more spiritual stretching 
and to realize our spiritual and personal 
potential. We are not trained for it, not 
prepared for it, and have been taught to 
believe ourselves not capable or worthy of it, 
and hence it seems frightening. I still often 
hear strong women say, "I'm glad I don't have 
the priesthood; I wouldn't want it," every time 
the subject of women and priesthood comes 
up. In fact, the only woman 1 call k3ow who 
would actually feel ready now to step into a 
major priesthood role is a trained and prac- 
ticing psychiatrist with many other talents, 
including spiritual ones. Of course, Eew men 
are this qualified either; but, in general, they 
have been raised with more cultural condi- 
tioning toward decisive action and with con- 
fidence in their ability to lead and support 
others, and they are expected to perform the 
tasks that priesthood requires. These tasks 
include making decisions and implementing 
programs; women, too, do have some oppor- 
tunities for administrative functioning in the 
Church. But what is most frightening about 
priesthood for both women and men, I 
suspect, is its spiritual power- the power to 
speak for God, to act for him and in his name. 
This power is too important to be confined 
within the home or even the walls of the 
Church, and too important to spiritual growth 
to be withheld from more than half of God's 
church. To be fully children of God, women 
need the experience of learning to exercise 
that power, however frightening or upsetting 
it may seem at first. Women, too, should have 

every opportunity to say to their Savior, 
Lord, when saw we thee an hungered, 
and fed thee? or thirsty, and gave thee 
drink? When saw we thee a stranger, 
and took thee in? or naked, and 
clothed thee? Or when saw we thee 
sick, or in prison, and came unto 
thee? 

and hear his answer: 
Verily I say unto you, Inasmuch as ye 
have done it unto one of the least of 
these my brethren, ye have done it 
unto me." (Matt.25:37-40.) 

POSTSCRIPT 

which so perfectly illustrates the way in which 
Relief Society charitable senrice is usually kept 
within certain narrow limits that I couldn't 
resist adding it here: 

As my acquaintance, a practicing attorney, 
was preparing for the imminent birth of her 
fourth child, her Relief Society president called 
to ask how many meals she'd like brought in 
after the baby was born. She explained to the 
Relief Society president that because she had 
paid household help, she didn't need the 
ofEered meals, but requested that the sisters 
donate the traditional four meals to the local 
homeless shelter instead. The Relief Society 
president refused her request, claiming that 
the sisters "did not have time." O 

A L T E R  I submitted the foregoing col- 
umn, an acquaintance related a story to me 

MONOLOGUES AND DIALOGUES 

BEAUTY 

By Robert A. Rees 

BEAUTY IS TRUTH, 
TRUTH BEAUTY, -THAT IS A U  YE KNOW 
ON EARTH, AND ALL YE NEED TO KNOW. 

- Keats 

BEAUTY IS THE SALVATION 
OF THE WORLD 

-Dostoyevsky 

BEAUTY IS ONE of the most abundant, 
continuous and various manifestations of 
grace in the world. No matter how poor we 
are, we are never too poor to experience 
beauty. As Thoreau says at the conclusion of 
Walden, "You may perhaps have some plea- 
sant, thrilling, glorious hours, even in a poor 
house. The setting sun is reflected from the 
windows of the alms-house as brightly as 
from the rich man's abode . . . " Even in the 
snarl and slur of the modem metropolis one 
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can find beauty around almost any comer and 
in almost any horizon. 

What is the function of beauty? I believe 
it is one of God's compensations for having 
sent us into this perilous world. It is almost 
as if he were saying, "I know how hard it is 
going to be for you. The world will often be 
too much with you and life will be like a 
pathless journey through a waste land, but at 
every step I have put in a reminder of your 
heavenly home-it is called beauty." 

I believe one of the functions of beauty is 
to connect us subconsciously with the pre- 
existence. Further, I believe that the beauty 
we see in the natural world and the beautiful 
creations of men and women are akin to the 
beauty we experienced in the presence of 
God. The natural world especially is an image 
of the heavenly world. Locked in our deepest 
memories is a remembrance of colors, shapes, 
patterns, images, forms and sounds that, when 
we experience them here, somehow bind our 
souls to that which is spiritual and glorious. 
What else would explain the abundance of 
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beauty in nature? As Robinson Jeffers says: 
Is it not by his high superfluousness 

we know 
Our God? For to equal a need 
Is natural, animal, mineral: but to fling 
Rainbows over the rain . . . 
And beauty above the moon, and 

secret rainbows 
On the domes of deep sea-shells, 
Not even the weeds to multiply 

without blossom 
Nor the birds without music . . . 
Look how beautiful are all the things 

that He does. His signature 
Is the beauty of things. 

As Jeffers says elsewhere, 
. . . we know 
that the enormous invulnerable 

beauty of things 
Is the face of God . . . 

I am convinced that one of the main 
reasons modem man is so estranged from 
himself and from God is that he has destroyed 
a great deal of the natural beauty of the world 
and replaced it with that which is unseemly 
and ugly. As Wordsworth said more than a 
century ago when overlooking the polluted 
and squalid city of London, "We lay waste our 
powes/Little we know in nature that is ours." 

From what the scriptures suggest, there is 
a significant relationship between beauty and 
spirituahty. The Psalms admonish us to "wor- 
ship the Lord in the beauty of holinessn (29:2) 
and tell us that God "will beautify the meek 
with salvation" (149:4). To experience the 
truly beautiful has the effect of deepening our 
sensitivity, including our sensitivity to 
spiritual things. 

I have a personal witness of this truth. 1 
grew up in an environment that was singularly 
unbeautiful. We were quite poor and mv 
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parents uneducated. There was in our home 
none of the fine arts, little of the refining sen- 
sibilities. In fact there was an inclination to 
put these things down as high brow. While 
I was made aware of the beauty of nature, our 
home, in spite of my father's attempts to make 
it otherwise, was not beautiful. In such an 
envlronrnent, my literature was comic books, 
my music country western, and my art a print 
of a wolf howling on a snowy hill in the 
moonlight. I knew nothing of the fine or 
classical arts. I don't remember having seen 
a real painting, listened to classical music, or, 
except for pass at Hamlet in high school, read 
a classic work of literature. By the time I went 
to college I had never been to a concert, seen 
a play or visited a museum. My cultural life 
up to that point might best be summarized 
by H. L. Mencken's appellation of the Sout I 
as "The Sahara of the Bozarts." 

And yet deep inside me there was a sen- 
sitivity to beauty. My first real awareness of 
this came when 1 received my patriarchal 
blessing when I was fifteen. I don't remember 
much about the day I got my blessing, but 
upon later reflection I realized it was a 
remarkable turning point in my life because 
of what the patriarch said when he laid his 
hands on my head. He said, "Seek for the 
beautiful in literature, the beautiful in thought, 
the beautiful in music. Seek after these things 
and you will be led into paths of truth and 
righteousness." Several times in the course of 
his blessing he admonished me to "seek after 
the higher and finer things of life." To a large 
extent, my life has been a flowering of those 
words. I believe there is a connection between 
what Patriarch Davis called "the higher and 
finer things of lifen-the arts-and the higher 
and finer things of the Kingdom. And yet, in 
mite of the efforts of many, I don't think in 

the Church we fully understand this connec- 
tion. We do not yet comprehend how truth 
and beauty can become one. 

The Psalms equate Zion with "the perfec- 
tion of beauty" and say that God shines out 
of that beauty. In an ultimate sense, we can- 
not be perfected without beauty and our 
perfection will be the most beautiful thing in 
creation because our beauty and our holiness 
will be one with the beauty and holiness of 
God. It is to give us a taste of that perfection 
and its attendant joys that God has created 
the beauty of the world and given us all the 
gift to become artists of the beautiful, either 
in expression or in appreciation. 

Perhaps all elevated artistic expressions 
work to the same effect- to somehow, subtly, 
draw us back to our heavenly home. Here I 
think of the great expressions of the human 
spirit-those in art, music, literature, dance, 
drama. We believe that the Holy Ghost 
enlightens understanding, reveals beauty as 
well as truth, and pours out light from heaven 
not only on individuals but on entire epochs. 
Who in experiencing the profound beauties 
of Shakespeare's King Lear, Bach's St. Matthew's 
Passion, or Dante's Paradisio could doubt the 
inspiration of God in these sublime 
expressions? 

If, as Dostoyevsky says, "Beauty is the 
salvation of the world," then clearly we can- 
not consider it something we casually pursue, 
something peripheral to our lives or an 
adjunct to our religion. It must be central to 
our whole lives, includng our spiritual lives. 
This is why the Lord makes imperative his 
declaration, "Zion must arise and put on her 
beautiful garments" (DQC 82:14). X3 
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