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F R O M  T H E  P U B L I S H E R  nity can also smother. When everyone knows 
everything about everyone, like in the 
Russian-Jewish village of Anatevka in Fiddler 

EPIPHANY AT SHORT MOUNTAIN 

By Elbert Eugene Peck 

BUSINESS FIRST 

T HIS IS MY last editorial in SUNSTONE. 
The horizon of my full-time tenure at 
the Sunstone Foundation rapidly ap- 

proaches. After fifteen years, the long-feared 
"bum-out" set in. Not heeding the example 
of Moses, I wore too many hats for too many 
years. As I stumbled, so did the organization, 
and I apologze for the disarray of the last 
year. 

Sadly, this kind of organizational crisis is 
not unusual for Sunstone. Historically, we 
have always put too many of our eggs in one 
person's basket. Happily, out of each crisis 
the Sunstone phoenix has risen stronger and 
with a broader wing span (symposiums, re- 
gional symposiums, etc.). That is also true 
this time. Thankfully, many have stepped in 
to help, but much more help is needed. 

The torch of editor has been passed to the 
able Dan Wotherspoon, whose first editorial 
is in this issue. Carol Quist now directs our 
bookstore, the Sunstone Mercantile, where 
all books are 10 percent off. Drop by the of- 
fice and browse through the stacks; our goal 
is to make available every worthy book on 
Mormonism, no matter how obscure. 
William Stanford is our business manager 
and website gum. In time, the website will 
provide volumes of information about past, 
present, and upcoming symposiums and 
magazines, as well as an online version of the 
Mercantile. That enterprise alone will need 
regular office volunteers to stock inventory, 
ship orders, and update the website. If you 
can, consider helping out like Virginia Bur- 
geous did for years. She volunteered a half- 
day each Wednesday at the office. We will 
soon need many Virginias. Additionally, indi- 
viduals can help at home, on their own com- 
puter. 

Finally, Sunstone needs financial help. 
All small intellectual organizations rely on a 
subsidy. Even big ones do. One upside of 
the "graymg of SUNSTONE" is that many of 
our retired subscribers are quite affluent 
and can afford to make a thousand-dollar-a- 
year donation to stabilize current and future 

operations. 
With optimism, work, and help, this time 

of transition will be looked back on as the 
point when Sunstone stabilized its opera- 
tions while, once again, expanding its reach. 
This is a time of opportunity 

THE HOMILY 

R ECENTLY, I visited with a journalist 
from a national publication who was 
in Salt Lake researching a story on the 

Mormons. "Boy, your sacrament meetings are 
boring," he moaned. I acknowledged that 
without the right interpretative tools they can 
be as somnolent as a still Virginia river on a 
hot, humid summer afternoon. But just 
below the placid surface is a thriving, fecund 
ecosystem. 

Yes, technically, Mary Smith's sermon was 
deadly dull, but for those who know her, it 
was electric, a monumental success-the 
culmination of years of building her self-con- 
fidence. And, true, Brother Stanford's con- 
ducting is pompous and self-righteous, but 
he's so much better than he used to be. And 
there's bumbling Brother Jones, coaching the 
deacons. How he cares about them! Just a 
year ago, he was severely depressed and self- 
absorbed: that calling changed his life. And, 
look! there's Jane helping Sister Quist into 
the chapel. It's the first time in months Sister 
Quist has been able to get out, and she's 
beaming at the attention she's getting. I cited 
more Frank Capra-ish examples and then 
concluded, a little misty-eyed, "When you 
know and care about the people, each 
Mormon gathering is quite the drama." 

Without trained clergy, we do put on an 
amateur show that at times rivals the River 
City's Boys' Band. But the parents in The 
Music Man thrilled at the show It's a marvel 
how, in the doing of it, mediocre people 
bring out the best in others. The genius of 
The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day 
Saints is how it recreates the interconnected 
pioneer Mormon village in each modem 
ward, how it interweaves the lives of its 
members. Of course, such intimate commu- 

on the Roof, you can get pigeon-holed, and 
any deviance from the norm is suspect. Still, 
even with the human dysfunctions of inti- 
mate groups, people need people, and those 
who live in a place where when "one kid falls 
down seven mothers faint" are the "luckiest 
people in the world." 

Mormonism doesn't work for every good 
person; for some, the fit just isn't right, and 
that social fact mitigates its exclusive claims. 
Nevertheless, the Church of Jesus Christ is an 
incredible force and source in the world for 
goodness and love. Just below the surface of 
our boring meetings and the roof of our 
uninspiring meetinghouses, life burgeons! 

A FEW years ago, a friend invited me 
to a Beltane gathering of the Radical 
Faeries, a group of New Age, gay Pa- 

gans committed to living simple, intercon- 
nected lives in peace with others and with 
nature. Beltane is the joyous May Day cele- 
bration of spring and life that includes con- 
structing and dancing around a maypole and 
various unscheduled activities, such as 
Robert Bly-like drumming and dancing 
around bonfires. Hosted by the Short Moun- 
tain Sanctuary, a long-established commune 
nestled in a hilly, Tennessee forest, this "gath- 
ering" reminded me most of a Boy Scout jam- 
boree-people in tents and lots of 
workshops on crafts and interpersonal skills. 

I spent five days with these gentle souls 
and was touched by their mutual care and 
sacrifice, by their desire and dedicated work 
to be good and kind individuals, by their 
abundant love and generosity Living with 
them called me to be the best Christian I was 
taught to be as a Mormon boy As a result, the 
concluding Beltane festivities became for me a 
ritual expressing love, joy, community, cre- 
ativity, life, as it was no doubt intended to do. 
In the morning, I joined the group assigned to 
locate, retrieve, strip, and paint the maypole. 
After lunch, I helped rip and tie cloth into 
long ribbons for the pole. Then, in cere- 
monies created by the ritual committee, we 
raised the pole, and the music and costumes 
and dancing began. I had come to know and 
love these people, and the celebration brought 
out those feelings in the happiest way-and 
not just in me, in everyone. Good will was 
abundant and community strengthened. 

Dusk approached, and the air cooled. As I 
walked to my tent for a sweatshirt, I said to 
myself, "These are very good people." Then I 
thought, "But my orthodox Mormon friends 
would see them as fallen." And then I 
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replied, "And they see Mormons as be- 
nighted." I laughed at the contradictions and 
at my comfortableness in each group. I 
thought again of the real love I had experi- 
enced that weekend and, conscious of the 
irony, I sang the campfire song, "They will 
know we are Christian by our love . . ." 

T HEN came the bolt: the presence of love 
within a community does not prove it is 
Christian: "If you love those who love 

you, what reward can you expect? Even the 
tax collectors do as much as that. If you greet 
only your brothers, what is extraordinary 
about that? Even the heathen do as much  
(Matt. 5:4&47, Rev. English Bible). 

Each of these two communities brim with 
love, and that in itself is an impressive 
achievement. Yet each community looks to 
the other with some degree of hostility, in 
part because each sees the other as a threat, 
as an enemy "But what I tell you is this," said 
Jesus: "Love your enemies and pray for your 
persecutors; only so can you be children of 
your father, who causes the sun to rise on the 
good and the bad alike, and sends the rain on 
the innocent and the wicked (44-45). By 
that standard, few of us are Christians, even 
if we print His name in large, boldface type. 

I suppose loving one's enemies is one of 
the last virtues acquired in becoming a Chris- 
tian. Certainly, individuals and peoples must 
first learn to love themselves and their neigh- 
bors. And just that involves a lot: learning to 
forgve and ask forgiveness, to give help and 
to receive help, to not expect perfection of 
humans but to accept the persistent weak- 
nesses of others just as much as you expect 
them to give slack to yours, to encourage 
rather than condemn, to see possibilities 
rather than pronounce judgments, to accept 
and value views and styles that irk you, to 
lower your standard of living to raise others', 
to delight in the successes of others, to give 
good gifts simply out of love. These Beati- 
tudes are learned inside the communitv of 
love I described to the journalist. Why is it so 
difficult to apply them outside the commu- 
nity, especially-td those with whom we differ? 
Regardless, that is the goal: "there must be no 
limit to your goodness, as your heavenly Fa- 
ther's goodness knows no bounds" (48). And 

them." But not much. And, really, there is 
little distinction between indifference and 
passive love ("I love the sinner but not the 
sin."). Jesus' love of enemies is not a nebu- 
lous, warm fuzzy. No, it5 specific and active 
and democratic: Follow the Father's example, 
send sun to warm and rain to nourish, and 
do it for everyone. How simple-treat those 
outside your community exactly the same as 
you treat those inside it. 

Well, that's easier said than done. And 
right now, while writing this, I feel a growing 
hypocrisy in myself. I have noted in my heart 
specific enemies, or as Gandhi would call 
them, opponents, with whom I need to recon- 
cile. I can get some consolation realizing that 
I'm like the mediocre Saint preaching a 
sermon that calls him to be better. (My, how 
we seek absolution so fast!) But that notion 
only has any virtue if I act on it. 

D URING the last two centuries, Mor- 
monism has had its share of enemies, 
perceived and real, and we have 

struggled to learn how to "live together in 
love" (DQC 42:45), the core knowledge I 
think the Restoration is to give to the world. 
Persecution has helped us create the bonded 
community I extolled to the journalist; al- 
though, no one would say that in the past 
Mormons loved their enemies. The bound- 
aries that helped create and then maintain 
our loving, "Christian" community are the 
very ones we must now cross to become truly 
Christian. 

We've come a long way from pioneer 
oaths of vengeance, which fostered a xeno- 

phobia that the Mountain Meadows Mas- 
sacre was only the extreme manifestation. 
Today, Latter-day Saints and their Church are 
more singularly focused on growth and ser- 
vice. And because of our pragmatism, we 
learn from our past and we avoid over-zeal- 
ousness as we diligently work to make sure 
our labors improve. 

We enter this new century as an interna- 
tional Church, and that will change us dra- 
matically That new, international identity 
will not simply mean that our membership 
and Church way are now spread around the 
globe. In engaging differentpeoples, we have 
the opportunity to learn how to love, if not 
our enemies, at least people quite other than 
us who do not want our American ways. For- 
tunately, we are in a psychological place 
where we are comfortable with ourselves and 
our relationship to God, and are open to 
change, and that means we can engage others 
without feeling threatened. I hope we can en- 
gage them with the same active love that we 
give to our own. There are indications that 
we are moving in that direction. The careful 
LDS steps into humanitarian service, the pro- 
viding aid to anyone without regard to status, 
is one indicator. The comfortable, non- 
threatened attitude of Church President 
Gordon B. Hinckley is another. 

If that trajectory is correct, we are not just 
on the edge of a new century, but a Millen- 
nium. ~ n d  it does not yet appear what we 
shall be. 'B 

To comment or to read comments by 
others, visit <~~~~Sunstoneonline.com>. 

FASQUE OMNE RUPTUM 
At this angle of sun and earth, the blackbird's belly 

lifts to shine on the wingbeats' ictus, 

winks dark on the sursus. 

the person or people who achieve that Fa- Chaos in the state, and locally we are still 
ther-like being truly are what the Apostle 
Paul called "new creation" (Gal. 6:15), a 
thing hard for us to comprehend. "It doth 
not yet appear what we shall be: but we 
know that, when he shall appear, we shall be 
like him" (1 Jn 3:2). 

There is some consolation in being able to 

fiddling around with making images: 

a weak froth of green shoots on the fire-blackened stump 

was just now trying to stand for regeneration, 

but this is a cold time after the death of the hero, 

and satire hardens everywhere like frost. 

say, "I may not love them, but I don't hate -JAMES OWENS 
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