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public expressions of their faith - 

~ i d d u i ~ h  also discusses some challenges 
THE MORNING BFBlKS: STORIES faced by Church members in Ukraine-per- 
OF CONVERSION AND FAITH IN haps the most interesting part of the book. In 

THE FORMER SOVIET UNION the chapter "The Blessings of Obedience," he 
by Howard L. Biddulph explains that due to hyper-inflation, many 

Deseret Book, 1996 Church members have difficulty in paying 
212 pages, $15.95 tithing. To cope with the high cost of food, 

city-dwellers often grow vegetables in out- 
Reviewed by Bradley D. side-of-town garden plots, which they tend 

Woodworth on the weekends. Some Church members 
must balance the imperative to care for these 

IN THE seven years needed gardens with the commandment to 
since LDS missionaries attend Church. Abstaining from alcohol, tea, 
serving in Finland and tobacco also presents difficulties for 
began quietly visiting many prospective members. In this account, 
the Russian border town faithful Ukrainians are invariably blessed so 
of Vyborg and Tallinn, that their problems are eased, if not solved, 
the capital of now-inde- when they join the Church. 

pendent Estonia, The Church of Jesus Christ The commandment to honor and obey 
bf Latter-day Saints has established a simifi- the law also creates difficulties in the chaos of 

L, 

cant presence throughout much of the post-Soviet society, where the line between 
former Soviet Union. There are now ten mis- legal and illegal is often fuzzy To join the LDS . . 

sions in the territorv of the former USSR: church. some Ukrainians must sacrifice their 
seven in Russia, two in Ukraine, and one for place in line for housing, which is distributed 
Belarus and the three Baltic countries (Latvia, by the state. To improve their chances for ob- 
Lithuania, and Estonia). At least five thou- taining a better gnd larger apartment as 
sand people have joined the Church in these single individuals, Ukrainian couples, 
countries. though married in a church, generally refrain 

Howard Biddulph, a former professor of from registering their marriage with civil au- 
political science at ihe university of Victoria, thorities.   ow ever, the LDS Church insists 
served as the first LDS mission president in that all couples obtain a civil marriage before 
IQev, Ukraine, from June 1991 to July 1994. they can be baptized. This requirement has 
In his book, Biddulph describes the estab- kept some people from joining the Church. 
lishment of the church in the former Soviet  he most challenging adjustments 
Union, focusing on the opening of various Church members in Ukraine must make, 
cities in Ukraine to LDS missionaries and on Biddulph writes, are "moving from a purely 

- ~ 

the conversion of citizens of Ukraine to the private-religious life to in public 
Church. Biddulph also describes the reli- worship" (152) and learning to trust their 
gious ferment unleashed by reforms intro- fellow Church members. Life in the Soviet 
duced in the late 1980s by Soviet leader Union bred a deep distrust of those in au- 
Mikhail Gorbachev, whose greatest achieve- thority and taught people it was safest not to 
ment, Biddulph says, was to bring freedom get involved in the emotional lives of others. 
of religon to the Soviet Union. But here, as throughout the book, the em- 

The main purpose of the book, however, phasis is on how Ukrainian members have 
is to vresent the conversion stories of a ~uccessfullv overcome these difficulties 
number of L D ~  church members in Ukraine. Noteworthy is Biddulph's description of 
Thus, it is primarily a book of devotion dedi- an LDs medical resource council in Kiev, 
cated to the bearing of testimony and the re- which has mobilized Church members with 
lating of small miracles and spiritual medical training to assist needy fellow mem- 
blessings. As sources, Biddulph uses his own bers. Also discussed is a charitable organiza- 
experiences as well as fifty-three written ac- tion founded by Church members in the 
counts by Church members in Ukraine. Belamssian capital of Minsk to help people 
Authors df most of the accounts presented still suffering kom the effects of the 1986 
give only a first name, and many are identi- Chemobyl nuclear disaster. 
fied only by pseudonyms. While freedom of The book includes a bibliography, which 
religon now exists in Ukraine, many people lists a number of works dealing with religon 
apparently still feel discomfort with fully in the former Soviet Union. Spread 

throughout the book are some forty-five 
black-and-white photographs of Church 
members, missionaries, and visiting LDS dig- 
nitaries. Interspersed in the text are poems 
by the author's wife, Colleen Biddulph. 
Useful maps are found inside the book's front 
and back covers. 

Those interested in a more academically- 
oriented discussion of L D ~  Church activity in 
Ukraine should see sociologist Tania Rands's 
article in the spring 1997 issue of Dialogue: A 
Journal of Mormon Thought. Rands, who 
served a mission in eastern Ukraine, de- 
scribes the dissonance that often arises in the 
intersection of American LDS culture and 
post-Soviet society; she also explores the rea- 
sons, since 1993, growth of the Church in 
Ukraine has slowed considerably Also see 
Gary L. Browning's Russia and the Restored 
Gospel (Deseret Book). A BW professor of 
Russian, Browning served from 1990 to 1993 
as the first LDS mission president in the 
Soviet Union and Russia. B 

BRADLEY D. WOODWORTH is a Ph.D. 
candidate in Russian history at lndiana 
University. He currently lives in Tallinn, Estonia, 
where he is conducting research for his doctoral 
dissertation. . 

SECRETS KEEP 
by Linda Sillitoe 

Signature Books, 1995 
244 pages, $15.95 

Reviewed by Brian Evenson 

MORMON CRITICS 
have done a dissemce 
to the development of 
Mormon hterature by 
crowng loudly every 
time book by i 
Mormon author is pub- 
lished, trumpeting the 
literary merits of books 
that are far from literary 

Indeed, critical joy over books Mormon has 
resulted in three things: the realization of 
Mormon artists that they will be praised if 
they fit the right mold, the realization by 
those outside of Mormonism that Mormon 
literature is not very strong, and (finally and 
most important) the glossing over of the real 
strengths of the books. 

Though Linda Sillitoe's latest novel, 
Secrets Keep, is a strong popular novel that 
often, especially late in the book, threatens to 
become literary, it is a mistake to call it litera- 
ture. Indeed, from a literary perspective, 
there are flaws: the characters are at first a 
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little wooden, for instance, and the language 
is not as finely wrought as it might be. 
Nevertheless, Secrets Keep is a valuable and 
courageous book, one that our culture has 
needed for some time. As a social text, its in- 
vestigations of the repressions at the heart of 
Mormon culture are extremely incisive, and 
Sillitoe explores with great tact and sensi- 
tivity the issues that others either shy away 
from or approach clumsily 

Secrets Keep is the story of the extended 
Lewis family, a family tom apart by two 
things: the recent disappearance of Roger 
Lewis and the death of his brother Boyd 
years earlier. Roger's disappearance, trou- 
bling in itself, leads other members of the 
family to reevaluate Boyd's death. The explo- 
ration of the death, its circumstances re- 
pressed by the family for years-its details 
and significance slowly and gradually un- 
veiled-is disturbing and quite well done. 
Through it, Sillitoe makes clear the way in 
which the tenets of Mormon culture and the 
advice and commands of bishops and 
parents-always well intentioned but some- 
times blind-grind up certain members of 
Mormon culture. Even when (and perhaps 
because) they try to follow the roles the cul- 
ture has mapped for them. 

The Lewis family, consisting of individ- 
uals from every level of participation in the 
LDS church, serves as an emblem for the 
larger struggles that occur in Mormon cul- 
ture. They range from the conservative 
Barbara and her husband (the latter em- 
ployed by the Church to monitor telephone 
conversations of Church employees) to the 
free-spirited, working-mother and reporter, 
Caitlin. In addition to the family's struggle 
with the disappearance and the death, the 
story traces Caitlin's investigation of a 
Mormon murderer and his hostility towards 
her, her emotional and mental exhaustion 
brought along partly by him. All of these 
things tie together in interesting ways, one 
story line resonating in another. 

Sillitoe understands how easily neurosis 
can develop in a culture in which a church 
takes such great interest in family and indi- 
vidual lifestyles. Indeed, encouraged by ec- 
clesiastical leaders to cover over what makes 
them uncomfortable about Boyd's death, the 
Lewis parents' silence has a devastating effect 
on their children, causing difficulties which 
surface only years later. Collective family 
neuroses, silent agreements not to discuss 
certain things, tug at the fabrics of individual 
lives and eventually threaten to unravel 
them. 

Running beneath the surface of some of 
the other characters in the book, and impor- 

tant to the book as a whole, is an issue which 
is seldom discussed with any seriousness or 
understanding: child abuse. Abuse seems to 
haunt the book like a spectre, in a way analo- 
gous to how it haunts lives. Other issues 
pushed out of the range of Mormon vision- 
homosexuality, bishops' treatment of unwed 
mothers, and the dangerous convening of 
abuse and reli~on-surface briefly as well. 
These are always dealt with sensitively by 
Sillitoe, but dealt with in such a way that it is 
clear that the issues will not go away on their 
own. 

Supplementing this deep critique of cul- 
ture, however, are elements that some 
readers may find more dubious. The first, 
and least challengng, is the expression of the 
spiritual in Secrets Keep. Spiritual promptings 
are dealt with by Sillitoe in a way that affirms 
their reality though not always in the ways 
our Sunday School manuals tell us. Visions 
and promptings literally exist in Secrets Keep, 
despite some characters' attempts to repress 
them through reason. Mormons talk so little 
about their spiritual feelings that I find it ad- 
mirable that Sillitoe is able to do so in a way 
that, even if different from the way many of 
us feel about spiritual issues, allows us tem- 
porarily to suspend our disbelief. 

More difficult perhaps is the collision of 
Mormonism with New Age culture: healing 
crystals play a significant role, as do psychics, 
a rough equivalent of voodoo, telepathy, 
telekinesis, and a Navajo medicine man. At 
times, the characters' beliefs seem a hybrid of 
Mormonism and New Age. Since many 
Mormons are used to thinking of Mormon 
spirituality as operating in a certain fixed 
way, readers might find the connection to 
other cultural spiritual practices and to su- 
pernatural phenomena troubling, though 
again I think that Sillitoe is skilled enough 
that she is able to do so in a way that is con- 
vincing within the fiction. 

If I have a complaint about the book, it 
might be that in James Hubbard, the mur- 
derer that Caitlin is investigating, we have 
too incomplete an understanding of evil for 
Hubbard to be convincing. Though Sillitoe 
has, in the words of the other characters, in 
Hubbard's thoughts, and in Caitlin's growing 
understanding of Hubbard, all the tools 
needed to provide an effective portrait of 
Hubbard, she is unable to bring it together to 
the degree she might and opts for a slightly 
flatter portrayal of evil than the material de- 
mands. 

There is a great deal to recommend Secrets 
Keep, and Sillitoe seems able to reveal aspects 
of Mormon culture that, in the past, have re- 
mained highly resistant to scrutiny. It is a 

moving and powerful book, one that will 
make Mormons think a great deal, a book 
that will help direct us toward a more com- 
plete understanding of the idiosyncracies of 
our culture. D 

BRlAN EVENSON is a professor of English at 
Oklahoma State University and the author of 
Altmann's Tongue: Stories and a Novella. 

WHAT'S A MOTHER TO DO 
by Ann Edwards Cannon 

Signature Books, 1997 
159 pages, $12.95 

Reviewed by Marilyn Davey Springgay 

READING ANN 
Edwards Cannon's 
What's a Mother to Do is 
a trip down memory 
lane. And, many of us 
need walk no farther 
than the peanut-butter- 
covered kitchen floor to 
know we are stuck in 
motherland. Ann's sto- 

ries remind me of a baby shower, where 
women regale the first-time, soon-to-be 
mom with labor horror stories, each one be- 
coming funnier and more true to life than the 
last. 

From the first universal truth of men not 
asking directions-doubtless Moses wan- 
dered in the desert for forty years because he 
wouldn't ask directions-but I digress-to 
the last poignant plea of keeping Dad with 
her to play those wonderful old songs for 
Christmas, I alternately laughed and swal- 
lowed to keep the lumps down and the eyes 
dry. One can't read her book without 
throwing in one's own hidden past-and 
who am I to show self-restraint at this age? 
For example, on our way to the hospital to 
deliver our third child, my husband, Rob, 
decided we needed a deck of pinochle cards 
to make the "labor wait" bearable, so he 
stopped at Pay-Less. While I was going 
through transition, for fifteen unforgettable, 
hard-breathing minutes, he was strolling up 
and down each aisle looking for a deck, be- 
cause heaven forbid a man ever asking a 
"macho" store clerk (4) where the playlng 
cards are. As Cannon told about her idea 
(and mine, too) of a vacation being a hotel 
where one ices the sodas, sleeps till noon, 
and soaks in the hot tub, I laughed at her 
family's lares and Penates of "golf shoes, 
hiking boots, waders, tennis shoes, and run- 
ning shoes" (130)-and don't forget those 
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automatic bike snap-on Nike Pooh-Bah Tu 
shoes, but just gve us thongs! 

Being a mom is not for sissies. No one else 
can handle the embarrassment of those Type 
B viruses stormtrooping your home (94) or 

- - .  

the school board calling you up and an- 
nouncing on the P A. system, "Yes, it's true. 
Head lice are growing and hopping all over 
those well-used, undercleaned sheets and 
uncombed, unkempt, shaggy, 'buffalo heads' 
(61) at the Springgays!" As she says in gving 
advice to neophyte moms who want to live 
down the plague experience, "Don't write a 
column [or, I say, a Christmas newsletter] 
about it" (95). 

Ann's book is not only funny but also 
practical. Where else can one get these real- 
istic New Year's resolution tips?: 

1. DO NOT CLEAN OUT MY CLOSET 
2. DO NOT PAY OFF VISA 
3. DO NOT START A REGULAR EXERCISE 

PROGRAM 
4. DO NOT TAKE UP A NEW HOBBY 
5. DO NOT IMPROVE MY MIND (135-6) 
Ann reveals our real-life. "white-trashi- 

ness" selves-forget the celibate monkfish, 
and give me that Chuck-A-Rama/Sizzler "all- 
you-can-eat shrimp and steak meal!" (69- 
70). Her dazzling and inventive expose on 
the sex-life of dirty sweatpants would make 
any voyeur drool (101-2). 

As Ann says, "life is an accumulation of 
small events, most of them supremely ordi- 
nary" (47), which makes reading her book so 
universally appealing. We who have been 
planning on writing our life histories for 
years can just grab a tape recorder while 
reading this book and dictate the name, date, 
and place changes, and voila! It's done! The 
nice thing about her writing is you need not 
be a mother to identify with the main char- 
acter; you need only to have been born of a 
woman, preferably a Wyoming Rodeo 
Queen, to enjoy every syllable. 

Should you buy the book?-of a fellow 
Provo High alumna, for pete's sake, I mean, 
you know, you bet!! Heavens, we should all 
remove our hats, bow our heads, and rive a 
moment of silent commendation for a full- 
time mother who took time from solitaire, 
scrabble, and free cell games to put actual ex- 
periences and humiliations on a computer 
print-out! I just want to know the color of 
the slip that was dropped on Center Street 
while she was talking very loudly to her hus- 
band and not inventorying her lingerie. I lost 
my blue one during Preference in front of the 
old Heaps of Pizza. P 

MARILYN DAVEY SPRINGGAY (Provo High 
'70) writes very funny Christmas newsletters. 

She once taught a Bm English 11 1 class where 
Elbert Peck came, sat, and laughed at herjokes, 
which is why she believes she was asked to write 
this review-he's always wanted to g v e  her a 
writing assignment. She lives in Redmond, 
Washington, with four children, one cat, assorted 
fish, and her electricaf-engineeringl~~~ lye- 
time-member husband. Rob. 

THE TABERNACLE BAR 
by Susan Palmer 

Signature Books, 1997 
177 pages, $17.95 

Reviewed by Kathryn H. Kidd 

THIS IS a hard bqok for 
me to review, and I 
shrink from it. I have an 
opinion of the book; I 
never lack opinions, 
right or wrong. But my 
opinion of The 
Tabernacle Bar doesn't 
matter because I can't 
presume to recommend 

whether or not the reader should read it. 
The writing is brilliant. The prose is so 

vivid that words stand out like leaves vying 
for attention on an autumn tree. It's rare to 
see Mormon-oriented fiction with clarity like 
this. Donald Marshall's 1970's-vintage book 
The Rummage Sale had moments of crys- 
talline power, as have a few other books over 
the years. I would love to recommend Susan 
Palmer as someone who would take her 
place in this short list of writers. Heaven 
knows, Mormons could use some novelists 
of clarity and truth. 

But Palmer pushes herself away from that 
category. Her writing is classified as 
"Mormon fiction" not because she writes for 
practicing Mormons. Nor does she portray 
practicing Mormons in any way that prac- 
ticing Mormons would see themselves in her 
mirror. On the contrary, The Tabernacle Bar is 
written for "cultural Mormons"-those 
people who are technically members of the 
LDs church but spare no effort to let everyone 
know that anyone who actually believes the 
doctrine is a blithering idiot. Indeed, that 
viewpoint is reinforced throughout Palmer's 
text. Just about every living Mormon in The 
Tabernacle Bar is portrayed as either mis- 
guided or evil. The bishop profanes the 
chapel with the Sunday School teacher. The 
dewy-eyed returned missionary commits 
vandalism and thievery in the name of the 
Lord. The father is a bully; the mother is a 
martyr; the assorted extended family mem- 

bers are tight-lipped, sanctimonious prigs. 
The protagonist of The Tabernacle Bar is 

Jessie, the only one in the family who hasn't 
been blinded by Mormonism's perfidy Her 
epiphany comes when, at the age of eleven, 
she discovers her bishop boffing her Sunday 
School teacher in the ward chapel. After that, 
she uses her disillusionment as an excuse to 
spend the rest of her life punishing every- 
body else. She sleeps with so many men she 
should have a "for rent" sign on her under- 
wear. She drinks, usually to excess. She's sar- 
castic and cynical and, worse, calculatingly 
mean. She does everything she can to horrify 
her Mormon family, and then is genuinely 
hurt when they react in exactly the way she 
has orchestrated them to respond. 

When the story opens, the family gathers 
in fictional Bridger, Utah, to read Grandpa's 
will and be stunned to learn that the old man 
has left everything to the family's black 
sheep. Jessie takes the money and buys a bar 
with it. Not just any bar, mind you-a bar 
that, for some unexplained zoning aberra- 
tion, sits directly across the street from the 
local Mormon tabernacle and is named The 
Tabernacle Bar. 

Twisting the knife, Jessie goes to a great 
deal of effort to find a statue of the angel 
Moroni just like the ones on the temples. She 
affixes the statue atop the bar's roof as a 
beacon to lure customers inside. When a 
thief removes the statue, she spews forth in 
righteous indignation. Again and again she 
replaces the angel, only to lose it to the mys- 
terious thief. She can never understand why 
the thief would deface her bar by stealing her 
angel-but truth be told, she doesn't even 
make the effort. It's a lot more fun to be angry 
and to take it out on everyone else. 

Meanwhile, subplots abound. We have 
Nephi, the half-Shoshone whose heart Jessie 
has broken once too often, and who seeks so- 
lace by turning toward his ancestors. We 
have Melody, the fresh-faced Californian who 
comes to Utah and is immediately converted 
by Jessie's brother. We have gentile Ben, the 
wandering Zen Buddhist bartender, who 
keeps searching for the secret of immortality 
We have Uncle Alden, who has found peace 
in the Church by ignoring the "lies" in 
Mormon history, and who counsels Jessie to 
do the same. We have a bunch of Basque 
sheepherders, who exist as little more than 
evil stereotypes, but who have dedicated 
their lives to the pursuit of booze and money 
and sex. We have Caroline, a walk-on char- 
acter who makes a major appearance after 
she has long been forgotten, who will appar- 
ently go to inexplicable lengths to show ha- 
tred for her ex-husband. 
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And we have the dead grandfather. Like 
the dead grandfather in that odious comic, 
"The Family Circus," Grandpa Cannon 
makes an appearance only froi beyond the 
grave. But this grandfather's appearance is 
powerful. Indeed, the lesson he tries to teach 
Jessie is achingly beautiful and so simple 
only an idiot would miss it. 

Jessie, of course, misses the point. She is 
touched by Grandpa's posthumous attempt 
to show her the goodness in her abandoned 
faith just as she is stirred when her brother 
uses a priesthood blessing to raise a man 
from the dead, but she learns no lessons. 
Mormons are still charlatans and fools. If the 
angel Moroni statue had hopped down from 
the roof of her bar and had given her a first- 
hand testimony that the ~ ~ C c h u r c h  was not 
founded on a stack of lies, lessie would have 
found some reason to ridicule him and to 
discount whatever he said. 

The Tabernacle Bar is a chronicle of veo- 
ple's search for meaning in their lives. Some 
find meaning through their roots; others find 
meaning through affiliation with a church. 
Still others, like Ben, find meaning through 
the quest itself. But Jessie pushes away any 
inspiration to search for anything beyond 
Jessie. She is exactly the same person at the 
end of the book as at the begnning-still 
hurt and bitter and ever determined to inflict 
the same hurt on others. 

Had there not been moments of truth and 
beauty in The Tabernacle Bar, I'd be tempted 
to write it off as just another Signature book. 
But the writing has such potential, especially 
during the priesthood blessing and the reve- 
lations Jessie has when she finds the mes- 
sages her grandfather left for her. It would 
have been easy to emloit these scenes with 
maudlin or melodramatic writing, but they 
are so beautifully understated that I marvel at 
the author's gft. Those scenes should have 
been part of a great book, but they are 
thrown away on a protagonist who is blind to 
beauty or truth and a storyline that goes 
nowhere. Because of the brilliance of some of 
the passages, I feel cheated by the way The 
Tabernacle Bar unfolds. I want the angel 
Moroni to blow his horn, figuratively 
speaking. Instead, the book ends with a mi;- 
erable whimper. 

Depending on what you're looking for in 
a novel, The Tabernacle Bar is something to be 
highly recommended or a work of fiction 
best left alone. If you're a "cultural Mormon" 
looking for reassurance that practicing mem- 
bers of the LDS church are not as smart or as 
virtuous as you are, you'll find it in The 
Tabernacle Bar. You'll also find some fine 

scenities and an occasional profanity. 
But if you're so unenlightened that you 

actually swallow the stuff they tell you in 
Sunday School, you'd be better off reading 
Jan Karon's Mitford series of books. That 
prose lacks the flashes of brilliance that are 
found in Palmer's writing. Also, there's not a 
Mormon in the series; indeed, the books 
follow the misadventures of an Episcopal 
priest. But the people in the books are the 

kind of people who go to church with us- 
people practicing to be Christlike, even if 
they don't always succeed. The characters in 
Karon's books are more "Mormon" than any- 
thing in The Tabernacle Bar, and that's the 
pity of it. D 

KATHRYN H. KIDD is the author of Paradise 
Vue, The Alphabet Year, and Return to 
Paradise (Hatrack River). 

THE ARTIST 
There's an art form 
in monody; 
we listened as your 
mouth spat words 
with no property, 
fell to pieces and cleared 
your heart's precipices. 

You set yourself apart 
as some hybrid- 
we loved your smoothed 
bank-face 
igloo chin 
ground-dark eyes 
settled mind. 
Within our meanness 
you spaded 
a decade's ignorance: 
disease, discrimination, 
relipon, racism-you took 
them on, even embarrassed 
yourself & we loved you 
great or diminished-we curtsied. 

And now, to see you 
calmed: thin & flaccid 
simpleton grin the sole remnant 
of thunder. 

You soak, 
stir the tub's waterspider silks. 
Honor demands we speak no cruelties 
as we drain the tub 
fit sheets 
draw straws & cut your hair. 

writing along the way, peppered with ob- -SEAN BRENDAN-BROWN 
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