
FROM THE EDITOR 

By EZbert Eugene Peck 
IN 1967, just as I became a teenager, my 

family moved from Bountiful, Utah, to 
Washington, D.C. The Church there typified 
what some scholars call the Mormon Dias- 
pora-the establishment of Mormon colo- 
nies in major U.S. cities that recreated the 
Utah Church in all its glory and complexity 
For the next six years my social, intellectual, 
and spiritual lives were all directed by a 
benevolent Church, which hosted an amaz- 
ing array of activities that filled almost every 
square in the free Hallmark calendars we 
used to keep track of our busy teenage lives. 
There were ward, stake, and regional youth 
dances, Gold and Green Balls, bi-annual 
dance and music festivals, ward plays and 
road shows, Scout campouts and other out- 
ings, Mia Maid-Explorer trips, ward cam- 
pouts, priest-Laurel firesides, sports, service 
projects, annual BW Education Week excur- 
sions (for which we cut school), East Coast 
youth conferences, ward speech contests, 
Welfare farm assignments, and even Sunday 
School class picnics. Many days began with 
early moming seminary and its elaborate 
system of car pools and ended with decorat- 
ing parties, dance, play, or music practices, 
and never-ending coordinating meetings and 
telephone calls. 

Then there were the unofficial activities- 
private parties, individual and group dates, 
the Mormon table in the high school library 
and lunchroom, the annual multi-family 
caravans to Pageant, and the weekly after- 
church chats where people stood in groups 
scattered throughout the meetinghouse talk- 
ing usually for yet another hour at the end of 
a long Sabbath that consisted of three sepa- 
rate meetings, interspersed with shuttles back 
and forth to home, smaller planning meet- 
ings, youth councils and choir practices, with 
a fireside still on the docket that evening. I 
recently looked at a calendar from one of 
those years and was surprised at how, during 
one month, literally every day except Monday 
had at least one event planned. I now appre- 
ciate how all those youth activities meant just 
as much adult involvement in the planning, 

car-pooling, and "shadow leadership." Al- 
though we resided in cosmopolitan Washing- 
ton, the Church and its programs mediated 
almost all the primary aspects of my life. 

I blossomed in this Mormon ghetto. It 
gave me a strong, constructive peer group, as 
well as intimate association with committed, 
caring adults whose models I still regularly 
call on and strive to emulate. Today, being an 
"active" Mormon doesn't command so much 
activity I deeply miss that all-consuming, 
nurturing Church, but I am ambivalent 
about reproducing it. 

One unforgettable, semi-annual activity 
that distills that kind of Mormonism was the 
50-20. Two centuries ago, George Washing- 
ton dreamed of attracting the growing com- 
merce of the Ohio River Valley to the 
Atlantic-accessible river ports of Washington 
by a one-way canal paralleling the Potomac 
River. The enterprise eventually failed. Balti- 
more and Philadelphia got the ugly industry; 
but in time the Federal City inherited the 
abandoned canal with its 210 miles of pub- 
licly owned, wooded, riverfront property 
threaded by the diminished canal and its 
barge tow-path, now a popular hiker-biker 
amenity. The Boy Scouts granted an award 
for hiking the entire length and one for hik- 
ing any fifty-mile segment in twenty hours or 
less. Twice a year our ward's boys trekked a 
different part of the route. Eventually the 
outing grew into an all-ward, then all-stake, 
event for which some prepared months 
ahead, and others went along on a whim. 
One year, Val Chapman jogged to Mutual 
each week to prepare to run the whole thing, 
but he sprained his ankle and couldn't go. 

One particular hike stands out in my 
memory We gathered as usual at the chapel 
at 11:OO EM, and were shuttled to the up-river 
midnight starting point, where we were as- 
signed a number, and set forth on the dark, 
tree-canopied trail with friends, flashlights, 
and assorted croaky, splashy forest and river 
noises. Throughout the night we walked and 
talked; I ran ahead to join in one group con- 
versation, then switched to another at the 

checkpoint campfire just after we crossed the 
Monocacy River stone aqueduct. Some 
dropped out at the five- and fifteen-mile 
checkpoints, but most continued on. As the 
night progressed, batteries failed, eyes and 
hearts adjusted to the moonlit walk, and con- 
versations camed more personal burdens. 
The tardy mom slowly emerged. The seem- 
ingly never-ending glimmers of light 
prompted repeated Henry V laments, Will it 
never be day?" Eventually, the sounds and 
smells of the twenty-five-mile breakfast camp 
quickened our sluggish, for some blistered, 
pace. At a canal lock we meeted the hikers 
ahead of us, already eatin;: scrambled eggs 
and bacon. Those who had earlier dropped 
out were helping. While I was sitting on a log 
drinking orange juice, Sister West kneeled 
before me, took off my shoes and socks, and 
massaged my tired feet with rubbing alcohol. 
The cooling evaporations carried the night's 
toil into the brisk morning air. Her light- 
hearted spirit spurred me on for the second 
half of the hike. 

About half of the troops quit at breakfast 
and were shuttled home. The remnant set off 
with cheery encouragements. As moming 
wore on, the battles between our weakening 
flesh and desirous spirits became equal and 
then precarious. Fortunately, I was with a 
jovial group of friends. Our slap-happy ban- 
ter camed us forward with little thought of 
time, distance, pain, or fatigue. At each-mile- 
stone we did note how many more until the 
forty-mile lunch break; but we were cockily 
confident that we would Dersevere. After thk 
mom's easy light had turned to humid heat, 
we punchy few encountered some dispirited 
comrades sprawled out beside the path. 
They had given up, but knew they still had 
to crawl a couple of miles to their final rest. 
Like shipwrecked survivors grabbing at life- 
boats, they joined our group. Instead of us 
cheering them up, their moans, complaints, 
and debates about whether lunch was 
around the next turn so broke our spirits and 
wearied our bodies that just after a few miles 
when the Carderorck locks finally did appear 
all of us quit-ten miles short of the goal. We 
were shuttled home to the far comers of our 
ward, whose boundaries now encompass 
four stakes, to nurse our wounds and pre- 
pare our stories for the next day at church 
where exaggerated tales were retold and the 
veterans painfully shuffled to class, some 
with swollen, shoeless feet. 

For years, a forcible, personal moral of 
that aborted hike was the lesson of how a 
sony attitude affects a group and causes it to 
fail. It helped hone what 1 think is my gener- 
ally sanguine disposition. I thought of this 
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experience during a recent discussion about 
Mormonism's "griping intellectuals." It is pos- 
sible to demoralize the work of the Restora- 
tion with accurate but dispiriting criticisms. 

But the 50-20 also symbolizes for me the 
nurturing community I grew up in, the fruit- 
ful social interaction where the united work 
to make an activity successful is its real suc- 
cess. On a heavily used public trail, this 
separate, blessed collaboration of hikers, 
checkpoint checkers, food preparers, foot 
massagers, frenzied organizers, and shuttlers 
all made the adventure work for each other. 
What happened during the event was what 
was important, not achieving the fifty-mile 
goal. Perhaps the quality of our journey is 
our true destination: the means are the ends. 
My early church life consisted of vast ener- 
gies devoted to getting us together, making 
sure the lost sheep were at the gathering, 
attending to each other's needs, and having a 
fun time throughout-whether it was deco- 
rating dances, pulling weeds out of the 
church's ivyfless) hill, sneaking "cheer up!" 
notes into school lockers, or taking the sac- 
rament to the sick. As a result, much of what 
I consider spirituality is simple Christian so- 
ciality (the interpersonal attributes of the 
Sermon on the Mount)-living together in 
love (D&C42:45). There is truth in what the 
minor prophet James Taylor sings: "The se- 
cret of life is enjoying the passage of time." 

And were I hiking that same 50-20 again, 
I would still pick up the dispirited hikers, 
travel with them those few miserable miles, 
and if necessary skip the last ten miles. 

ARIZONA GEOMETRIC 

Plane Arizona 
along the vernacular line. 
Zzyzx Road winds 
past California 
into parallel lengths 
to desert-bent horizon: 
360 degrees straight, 
a box of earth, sky, 
and perpendicular walls 
that rise 
like an empty isthmus 
above the finite board 

into nothing 
squared. 
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TURNING THE TIME OVER TO . . . 

Susan Staker 

WAITING FOR WORLD'S END: 
WILFORD WOODRUFF Q DAVID KORESH 

So much of what is painful for me in the nineteenth- 
century legacy of the LDS church can be found in Wilford 

Woodruff's language of excess and violence. 
But his talent for waiting made of him the leader 

who could teach his church to change and compromise, 
and thus live on and on into the twentieth century. 

W H I L E  THE STANDOFF between 
law enforcement officials and the religious 
seekers at Ranch Apocalypse in Waco, Texas, 
was first playing itself out, I had been going 
weekly to the dentist. "What crazies!" the 
dentist exclaimed one day at the television 
screen which was always flickering in his 
rooms and which he watched while he 
worked on my root canal. "I just don't under- 
stand people like that." I remember his com- 
ment because I knew he was Mormon. I'm 

always quietly amazed when I hear Mor- 
mons comfortably distance themselves from 
the violent contemporary issue of their own 
believing tradition-the father throwing his 
children from the balcony of a downtown 
hotel, the brothers slitting the throats of their 
sister-in-law and baby niece, loyal followers 
murdering a rival prophet in his office. As I 
lay in the chair and watched the images of 
that guarded perimeter, I knew that David 
Koresh, whose religioup quest had begun 
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among the Seventh Day Adventists, could 
easily have been one of our own. And I 
worried that things would turn out badly. 
True belief has become for me a signal of 
danger. 

My strong sense that day of watching a 
familiar had its roots in what has become, in 
retrospect, a defining experience in my own 
spiritual quest. Nearly ten years before, I had 
met my Adventist mirror double, and that 
encounter had unmoored me. I don't mean 
the experience itself was that extraordinary 
It was small, accidental, insignificant. But 
coming at the end of a series of small, acci- 
dental, insignificant events, the accumula- 
tion had issued in one of life's mysterious sea 
changes: a gulf opens up between one mo- 
ment and the next, and somehow it is irnpos- 
sible to bridge the gulf, to go back. 

I choose the phrase "mirror double" advis- 
edly A mirror both recapitulates and reverses 
an image. It is difference as much as sameness 
that defines the uncanny experience of look- 
ing in a mirror. At the time I met my mirror 
double, I was working as managing editor of 
SUNSTONE with Peggy Fletcher. For the Sun- 
stone symposium, we organized a panel 
bringing together scholars researching and 
writing about the "prophetn of their own re- 
ligious traditions. We invited Donna Hill, 
who had recently published a biography of 
Joseph Smith, a Christian Scientist scholar 
worlung on Mary Baker Eddy, and a Seventh 
Day Adventist scholar working on Ellen 
White. After the panel I went to lunch with 
my new Adventist friend. Over a lunch of 
bacon, lettuce, and tomato sandwiches, a 
guilty pleasure for a required vegetarian (I 
understood guilty pleasures), he described 
growing up in the tight-knit Adventist com- 
munity, receiving an advanced degree in re- 
ligious studies at the University of Chicago, 
working for the church university in Loma 
Linda, California, writing about his prophet- 
ess, receiving flack from the institution for his 
work, struggling with his own increasingly 
complex feelings about his church, dealing 
with the difficulties this caused for his mar- 
riage and for his family in a community 
which dictated lifestyle as completely as it 
dictated belief. 

It was a familiar story: growing up and 
coping in the one true church. I had heard 
that same story many times from my own 
struggling Mormon friends. It was my story, 
too. But that very familiarity, the sameness, 
was what made the difference so painful and 
so substantive for me that day. His one true 
church facing my one true church, his proph- 
etess facing my prophet, his promises for a 
world out of time, the Kingdom of God, 

facing the promises of my Mormon kingdom. 
The encounter was so unexpected-I came 
without warning upon the plurality, familiar- 
ity of what I was struggling with difficulty to 
keep singular and unique. My defenses were 
down. Today I look back on that encounter 
with my double, my familiar, as the weird 
catalyst for a series of far-reaching changes in 
my personal, professional, and spiritual lives. 

That uncanny experience a decade ago 
with my Adventist familiar was at the back of 
my sense of entanglement with what was 
unfolding in Waco. Bur my sense of entan- 
glement with David Koresh's obsessive focus 
on apocalyptic ends also was intensified by 
the particular ending I was playing out in my 
own life even as I sat in my Mormon dentist's 
chair. I was finally coming to the end of a 
project which had bedeviled my life for some 
years-indexing and preparing a one-vol- 
ume version of the sixty-year daily journal of 
my own Mormon prophet, Wilford Wood- 
ruff. Waitingfor World's End was the title for 
the one-volume version of these nine-vol- 
ume journals which I had chosen for the 
book to be published by Signature Books in 
the spring of 1993. Wilford Woodruff-like 
the nineteenth-century Millerites who be- 
came Ellen White's Seventh Day Adventists, 
like David Koresh's Branch Davidians who 
issued from this Adventist tradition-was 
obsessed with world's end. He predicted that 
end. meditated on that end. collected evi- 
dence from the daily newspapers of the signs 
preceding that end, recorded "revelations" 
about the nearness of that end for the sixty- 
some years of his nearly daily journal. The 
apocalyptic violence of David Koresh's dis- 
course only called up for me the violence of 
the images that so characterized Wilford 
Woodruff's discourse. After some six years of 
work with the journals, it was a very familiar 
language to me. 

I WAS thinking about Wilford some 
weeks later as I sat in my apartment in front 
of another flickering television and watched 
David Koreshs ~ a n c h  Apocalypse bum, in- 
cinerating the believing men and women 
and children within. On that day I paid my 
somewhat grudging dues to my Mormon 
prophet-patriarch. For it was ultimately the 
difference-despite all of the similarity- 
between David Koresh and Wilford Wood- 
ruff which moved me that day Wilford 
Woodruff might easily have been a David 
Koresh, but he wasn't. Despite his commit- 
ment to the world's end, to the justice, vio- 
lence, inevitability, and neatness of that 
coming end, it was his living on and on and 
on in and with the world which Wilford 

managed well, perhaps unexpectedly 
Wilford's conviction that Jesus Christ 

would come quickly, bringing a cataclysmic 
ending to the sufferings of the Saints, and 
wreak revenge on their enemies, was inextri- 
cably linked to his testimony of the restora- 
tion. Wilford's first church call was as soldier 
of Zion's Camp, armed to defend God's peo- 
ple against the evil and threatening world. 
"The men were armed with dirks pistols 
Swords & rifles for Self defence," wrote Wi- 
ford in the first pages of his journal. There he 
also described his own first gift to the 
Prophet Joseph Smith-his sword. On his 
first missionary journey, only months later in 
the South, bringing the good news of the 
restored Mormon gospel became inter- 
twined with cursing its enemies. Repeatedly 
Wilford and his missionary companions re- 
tired to the edge of a stream in order to wash 
their hands and feet of their enemies' blood: 
"to Perform a solemn duty that is required of 
all the Elders of Israel whose testimony is 
rejected by this generation. . . . we then ac- 
cording to Commandment clensed our 
hands and feet and bore testimony unto God 
against the . . . mob . . . and many others 
who had rejected our testimony." (12 Octo- 
ber 1836.) Not surpnsingly a man who 
imagined the world in such violent and op- 
positional terms would see God's hand paint- 
ing the skies red with blood as a sign of the 
coming end. Soon after arriving in Kirtland, 
Ohio, for example, Wilford wrote, 

At early Candlelight the heavens 
began to show forth the signs in 
fulfillment of the Prophecy of JOEL 
. . . . The clouds of fire & blood 
began to arise. . . . The reflection of 
the Clouds upon the earth which 
was covered with Snow presented 
a vary red appearance . . . the heav- 
ens were covered with pure red. 
(25 January 1837.) 

The violence and extremity of these im- 
ages-apocalypse, war, blood, fire-helps 
to account for their power to animate and 
sustain believers like Wilford. Wilford re- 
cords Joseph Smith's description of the ani- 
mating power of such excess, of living 
beyond the bounds of an everyday, com- 
monplace world. "Excitement has almost be- 
come the essens of my life," Joseph tells a 
group of associates over supper a year before 
his death. "When that dies away I feel almost 
lost. When a man is reigned up continually 
by excitement he becomes strong & gains 
power & knowledge. But when he relaxes 
for a season he looses much of his power & 
knowledge. . . . " (14 May 1843.) In this 
passage Joseph quite strikingly installs "ex- 
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citement" as the animating impulse behind 
his own sense of strength and power and 
knowledge. He implicitly admits as well 
both the lure and the danger of such a struc- 
turing impulse. In the language of being 
"reigned up continually by excitement" can 
be seen a suggestion of the obsessional (and 
libidinal) nature of such energy In contrast, 
when he "relaxes . . . he looses much of his 
power & knowledge." This patterning of ex- 
citement and relaxation, extraordinary and 
ordinary, as empowerment and loss reveals 
the nature of Joseph's way in this 
passage of accounting for power and knowl- 
edge. Enduring the ordinary, the common- 
place, becomes the challenge, even the 
threat, to powerful existence, promoting ex- 
citement as its wishful goal. 

Wilford's belief in the world's imminent 
and violent end provided such "excitement," 
an animating energy for Wilford's sense of 
power and knowledge for himself, for his 
church. Waiting for world's end, living on 
and on and on in a commonplace world, 
enduring the accumulating decades of an 
ordinary human life brought the ultimate 
challenge to Wilford's imagination and to his 
faith. 

W u - F o R u s  patience had already 
been tested-thirty fears of faithful waiting 
for Christ's return-when he spoke in Logan 
on 23 August 1868. W e n  these Boys & 
girls meet to gether thirty years hence in 
1898 & Convers to gether upon the scenes 
of this visit, what will be their Conversa- 
tion!" Wilford asked those assembled. He 
answered with the following preview of 
thirty years hence: 

Then it was a New Country with 
but few inhabitants not more than 
ten thousand People in all Cash 
valley. Then we had No Tabernacle 
or Temple in this valley Now we 
have a great Tabernacle & a great 
Temple built on the high Bench of 
Logan & we Can be drawn on the 
top of its Towers by machinery 
whare we Can view the glory of 
this valley filled with Cities & mag- 
nificet palaces & Towers occupied 
by one Million of the Saints of God 
who Can Come up to the Temple 

the New Jermsalem. 
This visit was in 1868. Then we 

were Children. Now it is 1898 & 
great Changes have taken place 
since that day throughout Great 
Babylon as well as in Mount Zion. 
That year was the great Election for 
the Presidency of the United 
.States. . . . Then the Nation felt 
Strong & Powerful. Since then it 
has been broken to peaces. That 
visit was before the destruction of 
the City of New York By the Sea 
Heaving itself beyond its bounds & 
washing the inhabitants into the 
Sea & they were drowned. It was 
Before Albany was utterly De- 
stroyed by fire. it was before Bos- 
ton was sunk with an Earthquake. 
it was before Chicago was struck 
with lightning & burned with fire 
&  rims stone for their Abomina- 
tions. it was before the many Mil- 
lions of the People of the United 
States & other Nations of the Earth 
were destroyed with their Cities By 
the Great Judgments of God Be- 
cause of their great sins & wicked- 
ness in the sight of Heaven & 
Earth. 

This was Before the United 

States became so weakened & 
Broaken to peaces that they called 
upon Brigham Young to take the 
Presidency of the United States to 
save the constitution & the rem- 
nant of the Nation from utter de- 
struction. If this will not be the 
Conversation of those little Chil- 
dren who were in the procession 
with their Banners to welcome the 
prophet &Apostles on their Enter- 
ance into this City, thirty years 
from this it will be sumthing like it. 

Wilford added that "Presidet Young said my 
remarks were given By Revelation." 

In fact thirty years later on 27 August 
1898, Wilford Woodruff was in heathen ter- 
ritory-at a meeting of the Bohemian Club 
in San Francisco, California-rather than in 
New Jerusalem's temple in Jackson County, 
Missouri. He died in San Francisco a few 
days later on 2 September. The distance 
could scarcely have been greater between the 
scenario predicted by ~ i l f o r d  and warranted 
by Brigham and the very different story 
which unfolded for Wilford and the Church 
during the 1890s (with Wilford, not 
~ r i ~ h a m ,  as prophet). A temple did stand on 
the Logan bench as Wilford predicted, but 
the rest of Wilford's vision had failed. And 
the temples, rather than the signs of power 

on Logan Bench & get their En- 
dowments & Blessings in their 
turn. . . . 

Then the Apostle E T Benson & 
Bishop Maughn Presided over us. 
Since then they have gone with 
Presidet Young others to Jackson 
co Mo to Build the great Temple & 
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Wilford predicts, had become, in an ironic 
twist of Wilford's story, the focus of struggles 
displaying the Church's weaknesses within 
fin-de-sitcle political and economic arenas. 

The national campaign to force the LDS 
church to abandon polygamy became the 
first sore test for Wilford's waiting. Year after 
year Wilford continued to predict God's im- 
minent intervention in the Church's struggle 
with the federal government over polygamy 
For example, on New Year's day 1886, he 
wrote, 

But we still maintain that God 
Reigns & will untill He puts all 
Enemies under his feet, and He 
will fight the battles of his saints 
and He will bring Judgment upon 
our Enemies 6: destroy them in his 
own due time. This is the Testi- 
mony of Wilford Woodruff. At the 
Close of the year look to this page 
&see what the signs of the year has 
been. 

At year's end he wrote from inside the St. 
George temple, where he was hiding from 
U.S. marshals pursuing his arrest on polyg- 
amy charges, 

This New years Day [1887] finds 
scores of the Leading Men of the 
Church in prision and the Presi- 
dency & Twelve & many others in 
Exile for obeying the Law of 
God. . . . But the God of Israel Still 
reigns and He will protect the 
Righteous and Defend his king- 
dom and fulfill his promises. 
Whare the End of this year will 
find the Presidency & 12 Apostles 
of the Church & myself in particu- 
lar time will determine. . . . 

In each new year Wilford would find the 
hope of the Church's triumph and God's end 
to the world; in each year's end, another 
round of quiet revisions and deferrals. 

Y E T  the violent and apocalyptic con- 
tinue to animate his dreams, his visions, his 
"revelations." In 1878, for example, he re- 
cords a homfylngly detailed version of the 
vision of the dying cities. In that vision as in 
his talk in Logan, he writes of the extremity 
of New York City's ending: 

in wandering down Broadway I 
saw the bodies of Beautiful women 
lying stone dead, and others in a 
dying Condition on the side walk. 
I saw men Crawl out of the Cellars 
and rob the dead bodies of the 
Valuables they had on and before 
they Could retum to their coverts 
in the cellars they themselves 

would roll over a time or two and 
die in agony. On some of the back 
streets I saw Mothers kill their own 
Children and Eat raw flesh and 
then in a few minuts die them- 
selves. Wharever I went I saw the 
same scenes of Horror and Desola- 
tion rapine and Death. (15 June 
1878.) 

Two years later, the same extremes still 
haunt his sleep. While on the Underground 
in Arizona, Wilford describes receiving his 
"Wilderness Revelation": 

when the vision of my mind was 
open to comprehend the Comp- 
tions and the Judgments of God 
and destruction which awaited 
them and when I Comprehended 
the great and Mighty responsibility 
which rested upon the Quorum of 
the Apostles in the sight of God 
and the Heavenly Hosts, My head 
became a fountain of tears and My 
Pillow was wet with the dews of 
heaven and sleep departed from 
me and the Lord revealed unto me 
our duty Even the duty of the 
Twelve Apostles and all the faithful 
Elders of Israel . . . while dwelling 
in a shepherds tent in the wilder- 
ness surrounded by drifting snows 
of the mountains while wraped in 
the visions of the night. (26 Janu- 
ary 1880.) 

What the Lord revealed was that the First 
Presidency and Twelve Apostles were to 
compile a list of the Church's enemies, "all 
men & persons who have taken part in per- 
secuting you or Bringing distress upon you 
or your families or have sought your lives or 
sought to hinder you from keeping my Com- 
mandments or from Enjoying the rights 
which the Constitutional Laws of the Land 
guarantee unto you." They were to lay this 
list on the prayer altar in the temple and 
"bring all there testimonies before my face 
and before the Heavenlv Hosts and before 
the justified spirits made perfect. . . . Let 
them go forth br Clense their feet in pure 
water and bear testimony of it unto your 
Father who is in heaven." By cursing their 
enemies in the temple they would guarantee 
God's judgments on them-just as years be- 
fore Wilford's curses by the quiet streams of 
the South had guaranteed judgment on the 
enemies of God there. The revelation contin- 
ued, promising the Apocalypse and God's 
interventions in the affairs of the Saints: 

I $11 not Stay my hand in Judg- 
ment upon this Nation or the Na- 
tions of the Earth. I have Decreed 

wars and Judgments upon the 
wicked and my wrath and indigna- 
tion are about to be poured out 
upon them. And the wicked and 
rebellious shall know that I am 
God. As I the Lord have spoken so 
will I the Lord fulfill. I will spare 
none who remain in babylon but I 
will bum them up Saith the Lord of 
Hosts. As I the Lord have suffered 
so will I put all Enemies under my 
feet, for I the Lord utter my word, 
and it shall be obeyed and the day 
of wrath and indigation shall Come 
upon the wicked. 

Wilford submitted his revelation to 
Church president John Taylor and the 
Twelve. Wilford was asked to draw up the list 
of enemies and to write the prayer of damna- 
tion, which he did, a list of some 400 names. 
On 19 January 188 1 the First Presidency and 
Twelve met together in this reverse prayer 
circle in the Salt Lake Temple, and "we all 
performed the ordinance of washing our feet 
against Our Enemies And the Enemies of the 
Kingdom of God according to the Com- 
mandmet of God unto us." 

B Y  1889 Wilford had himself become 
president of the Church. He recorded an- 
other "revelation" which continued this same 
defiant discourse of enemies and ends: 

I, Jesus Christ, the Savior of the 
world, am in your midst. . . . These 
judgments are at the door. They 
will be fulfilled as God lives. Leave 
judgment with me, it is mine saith 
the Lord. Watch the signs of the 
times, and they will show the ful- 
fillments of the words of the 
Lord. . . . Great events await you 
and this generation, and are nigh at 
your doors. Awake, 0, Israel, and 
have faith in God and His prom- 
ises, and he will not forsake you. I 
the Lord will deliver my Saints 
from the domination of the 
wicked, in mine own due time and 
way . . . Therefore be faithful untill 
I come. I come quickly to reward 
every man according to the deeds 
done in the body (24 November 
1889.) 

Only a year later, a tormented, weakened 
Wilford was driven to write these chastened 
words in his diary: 

I have arived at a point in the His- 
tory of my life as the President of 
the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter 
Day Saints whare I am under the 
necessity of acting for the Temporal 
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Salvation of the Church. The 
United State Governmet has taken 
a Stand & passed Laws to destroy 
the Latter day Saints upon the Sub- 
jet of poligamy or Patriarchal order 
of Maniage. And after Praying to 
the Lord & feeling inspired by his 
spirit I have issued the following 
Proclamation. (25 September 
1890.) 

A more personal register of language has cap- 
tured Wilford's journal on this day. He writes 
of the "History of my life as the President" 
rather than the history of the Church. "I have 
issued the Proclamation," he writes, employ- 
ing the first person pronoun, whereas only a 
year before "I, Jesus Christ, the Savior of the 
World," had been speaking confidently about 
the future of the Church from the pages of 
Wilford's diary Faced with federal confisca- 
tion of Church property-including the sa- 
cred and secret temples-and no 
supernatural help in sight, Wilford had been 
forced to act himself "for the Temporal Salva- 
tion of the Church." 

Only a week earlier Wilford had been in 
San Francisco, soliciting help and advice on 
the Church's political and financial troubles 
from secular (largely gentile) power brokers 
beyond the confines of Brigham's Great Basin 
Kingdom. As the end which Wilford had 
sought deferred itself, he found himself liv- 
ing on in this world, ever more estranged 
from the thrilling future he forecast. Instead 
of heavens painted with blood, this eighty- 
something man confronted corporate ledg- 
ers marked with red of a different kind. More 
and more he faced not the night visions of a 
prophet in the wilderness but corporate de- 
cisions about whether to build a dam to 
generate electricity for lights and elevators 
and street cars or whether to invest in a 
newly proposed telephone company. Even 
his inspiration to finish the Salt Lake City 
temple (finally an ending he could control) 
contributed to the institutional debt which 
increasingly burdened Wilford and the 
Church in his final years. His days became 
consumed with a tenuous juggling act, keep- 
ing a stressed Mormon institution afloat fi- 
nancially Repeatedly he confided his 
exhaustion to his journal: "I am worked alto- 
gether to hard. I don' sleep Nights and am 
weary by day" (8 August 1894.) "It looks as 
though the Presidency would be ruined un- 
less God opens the way. Our Affairs are in a 
Desparate Condition in a Temporal Point of 
view." (17 September 1896.) "We the Presi- 
dencv of the church are so overwhelmed in 
Financial Matters it seems as though we 
should Never live to get through with it 

unless the Lord opens the way in a Marvel- 
lous Manner. It looks as though we should 
never pay our Debts." (30 December 1896.) 

These poignant entries resonate with a 
dream which Wilford had recorded shortly 
after his seventy-eighth birthday in 1885, a 
decade earlier (some eight years after 
Brigham Young's death): 

I had the following Dream in the 
night: I dreamed the Presidency & 
Twelve Apostles were about to take 
a Mission together and President 
Brigham Young Called on me to 
Pray and while Praying the spirit of 
the Lord rested upon me in a pow- 
erful manner and when I Closed 
Presidet Young laid his hands upon 
my head & Blessed me & Or- 
dained me to Sumthing. I do not 
remember what it was. He said I 
was one born out of Due time. The 
tears ran down my face while he 
was Blessing me. (8 March 1885.) 

Waiting for the world's end, hoped for at 
first as a cosmic event but increasingly imag- 
ined as a welcome personal release, Wood- 
ruff began feeling himself a man living "out 
of Due time." His life story had played out on 
the concrete stage of life the tensions and 
ironies implicit in Joseph smith's candid de- 
scription of the dialectic between ordinary 
and extraordinary which crucially animates 
religious experience. 

I think of Wiiford W r u f f  waiting 
for world's end, I cannot keep from my mind 
the echoing experience of Estragon and 
Vladimir in Samuel Beckett's twentieth-cen- 
tury play Waitingfor Godot. Each day the pair 
return to the same tree in hopes of keeping 
their appointment with Godot, who each 
evening sends a message that he will come 
tomorrow. As the waiting extends and reca- 
pitulates itself, they find it increasingly diffi- 
cult to remember who Godot is, how or why 
they made the appointment, where they are 
supposed to meet him, whether they actually 
made an appointment with someone named 
Godot, whether there ever was someone 
named Godot, whether any of this seems like 
a good idea after all. At one point Vladimir 
muses on why they persist: 

What are we doing here, that is the 
question. And we are blessed in 
this, that we happen to know the 
answer. Yes, in the immense confu- 
sion one thing alone is clear. We 
are waiting for Godot to come. . . . 
Or for night to fall. We have kept 
our appointment and that's an end 
to that. We are not saints, but we 
have kept our appointment. How 
many people can boast as 
much. . . . All I know is that the 
hours are long, under these condi- 
tions, and constrain us to beguile 
them with proceedings which- 

"Yes, it took hard workfor the pioneers to cross the plains, but it takes just as 
much effort to get everyone to turn in informationfor the ward bulletin!" 
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how shall I say-which may at first 
seem reasonable, until they be- 
come a habit. You may say it is to 
prevent our reason from founder- 
ing. No doubt. But has it not long 
been straying in the night without 
end of the abyssal depths? That's 
what I sometimes wonder. 

In these words Vladimir captures both 
the dangers and the accomplishments of 
waiting-and ultimately focuses a certain 
indecidability about which is which. The 
dangers are evoked by way of the "proceed- 
ings" which "beguile" time but harden into 
habits. Danger lies as well in the ambiguous 
distance between Vladimir's deployment of 
the term "reasonable" and its echo in the 
word "reason." Only at first do the "proceed- 
ings" seem "reasonable," but they may also 
be seen as ploys to save "reason." Are the 
"proceedings" and "habits" ultimately signs 
of reason or madness? The difference here is 
left indecipherable. But there is evoked as 
well the accomplishment of waiting: keeping 
one's appointment. Though, of course, even 
this sense of accomplishment is undercut by 
Vladirnir's uncertainty about the substance of 
this appointment-waiting for Godot or 
waiting for the sunset. This uncertainty ad- 
vertises an existentially troubling dilemma. 
Can the waiting end, or is there only the 
promise of return, here figured as the daily 
loss of the sun? Embedded in the uncertain- 
ties of the situation lie central questions 
which bedevil religious aspiration. Can ex- 
istence ultimately support the conviction 
that time is in some sense teleological- 
goal-oriented, progressive, meaningful? Or 
does time insist itself as a matter of chance 
and repetition with no possibility for escape, 
radical transformation, closure? Can God 
bring his own ends, transform earthly his- 
tory into the eternity of heaven, or must 
humans endure the indifferent returns of 
nature? 

It is the burden of the latter possibility 
which structures the final moments of Beck- 
ett's play Vladimir and Estragon consider the 
possibility of wresting the responsibility for 
ending from Godot-or perhaps from the 
sun. "Why don't we hang ourselves!" 
Vladimir asks. But they have no rope. 
ESTRAGON: YOU say we have to come back 

tomorrow? 
VLADIMIR: Yes. 
ESTRAGON: Then we can bring a good bit of 

rope. 
MADIMIR: Yes. 
ESTRAGON: Didi. 
VLADIMIR: Yes. 
ESTRAGON: I can't go on like this. 

VLADIMIR: Thatk what you think. 
ESTRAGON: If we parted? That might be better 

for us. 
VLADIMIR : We'll hang ourselves tomorrow. 

(Pause.) Unless Godot comes. 
ESTRAGON: And if he comes? 
VLADIMIR We'll be saved. . . . 

Vladimir and Estragon are most immedi- 
ately evoked as absurd, comic figures, their 
rituals at worst disgusting, at best ridiculous. 
But Beckett's play also allows the pair a meas- 
ure of pathos and dignity Despite the ab- 
surdity of their situation, their waiting is 
punctuated with moments of energy and 
grace evoked through small events-as 
when they help one another off with their 
boots. It is something like the way I respond 
to Vladimir and Estragon in Beckett's play 
that I find myself reacting ultimately with 
sympathy to Wilford Woodruff. I feel such a 
gulf between myself and the violent and 
vengeful images that animate the religious 
energy of Wilford's pages. So much of what 
is painful for me in the nineteenth-century 
legacy of the LDS church can be found in the 
lure of this language of excess and violence, 
the structuring energy of largely male rituals 
of war and armies and blood. But waiting 
enforces on Wilford a different register of 
existence, the dailiness of "habit" and "pro- 
ceedings." And it is in the end Wilford's 
capacity for human time-not God's prom- 
ised world on the other side of human his- 

tory-that moves me. His talent for waiting 
made of him the leader who could teach his 
church to change and compromise and thus 
to live on and on into the twentieth century. 
Like Moses, this nineteenth-century prophet 
did not enter the new land, but he brought 
the Saints to its border and made possible 
the conditions that would allow his church 
to accommodate the daily, the temporal, the 
natural, and thus to go on waiting for the 
supernatural, for God's promises and God's 
ends. 

I THOUGHT of Wilford's talent for life 
that day as I watched the protected com- 
pound in Waco bum, taking its believers to 
their deaths. I'm no longer a true believer 
myself. True belief scares me. Wilford's dis- 
course at its most extreme scares me. Cer- 
tainly David Koresh's narrative confirms me 
in my fear of certainty, of belief. If I admit to 
my own contamination in the events of 
Waco, the familiarity of what happened 
there, I am also relieved to claim a difference. 
I am still thinking of the mirror-recapitu- 
lating, swerving from origins. Clinging to 
daily life, to living on, to making sense of 
what happens today and yesterday and to- 
morrow and tomorrow and tomorrow. That 
is where Wilford ultimately had to rest his 
faith, claim his accomplishment. It is the 
Wilford who lived in time rather than be- 
yond time whose legacy I affirm. V 

MIST ON GARMISCH SLOPES 
A ghost of mist over bright ski runs, 

sloping over rooted trees, threading smoking 

drafts through pine branches, its warm froth stroking 

wings as though the habits of soaring nuns 

skimmed the slopes. Mist shears into shattered suns, 

fractures my vision. I stop, slide, soaking 
in the clouding mists, the soft, clinging silence: poking, 
I herd the mushroom-tops down hanging tons 
of snow that runs deep, hard-packed and slick. 

Sphere-whipped tendrils of the mist detach, 
stretch beyond me. I hold the rest, sifting 
my ski-edges into breaths of sans, frozen quick 
and, at the end-run Schnapshaus, unlatch 
a cloud that flies like music lifting. 

-VIRGINIA ELLEN BAKER 
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