
S U N S T O N E

SUNSTONE invites short musings: chatty reports, cultural trend
sightings, theological meditations. All lovely things of good report,
please share them. <SunstoneED@aol.com>.

Wa rd  S t o r i e s

THE BLESSINGS OF BUILDING

I N THE NINETEENTH CENTURY, WHEN ZION WAS
being established in the tops of the mountains, Mormon
churches were built by Church members. Everyone gave

their time, skills, money, and sweat. Each member helped
build what became the center of community activity and
pride.

During most of the twentieth century, only half the financial
burden for chapel building fell on individual congregations,
with Church headquarters paying the other half. Local ward
leaders were empowered to raise their share of the cost any
way they could. Directly assessing members was the easiest
method, but rarely produced the cash needed. So members
would often undertake fund-raising projects: they would con-
tract to clean stadiums after games or perform assembly work
for local manufacturers, dip chocolates to sell on Valentine’s

Day or hold bake sales in shopping centers. But the biggest
source of local funds was usually the “credit” members re-
ceived for donated services, materials, and skills. They did the
lowliest labor and cleanup—but also some of the bricklaying,
woodworking, roofing, plumbing, heating, and cooling.

As a young adult, I helped build chapels in Utah, Colorado,
New York, New Mexico, California, and Germany. From
tradesmen much wiser in practical life than I, I learned to erect
foundation forms, finish concrete, lay floor tile, float sheetrock
joints. I often worked twelve-hour days wheeling concrete,
even once being cheated out of credit for four of those hours
when the ward clerk announced “no one works that long,”
suggesting I must have been lying on my report. I was exhila-
rated to walk through a completed building and identify my
contributions in a perfectly finished product (or even in a few
of the flaws).

The highlight of my chapel-building life came in 1962
when my wife and I moved to Boulder, Colorado. On our first
Sunday there, the bishop announced construction on the new
building would start within weeks. We as a ward had to con-
tribute $150,000 in cash or sweat equity, and we had only nine
months to do it! 

Our three-hundred-member ward included many young
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CORNUCOPIA

P e c u l i a r  P e o p l e

EDUCATION AND RELIGION, SEXUALLY SPEAKING

I N 1995, THE NATIONAL SURVEY OF FAMILY GROWTH
interviewed over ten thousand women aged fourteen to
forty-five. The results indicated that premarital sex is less

common among members of The Church of Jesus Christ of
Latter-day Saints. For both Mormon women and the national
population, premarital sex is less common among those who at-
tended church weekly when they were teenagers and who have
attended college. Interestingly, the gap between regular church at-
tenders and those who attended less often is about the same for
Mormons and women nationally. In contrast, the gap between
those with and without college experience is greater among
Mormons. The college/non-college gap is only 12 percentage
points nationally but is 27 percent for Mormons. These findings
suggest that for LDS women, college attendance is a better predic-
tor of obedience to the law of chastity than is church attendance.
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ciency, conformity, and specialization
are in vogue. Individual involvement
and creativity are out. Perhaps the
immensity of Church operations and
legal risks make these changes in-
evitable. Yet I’m saddened that we
don’t erect and pay for chapels the
way we used to do. We are paying a
price in lost opportunities to build
community and unity in the process. I wonder if the cost has
been worth it.

—J. FREDERICK (TOBY) PINGREE
Salt Lake City, Utah

I n  T h e i r  D a i l y  L i v e s  .  .  .

NO SHAVES AT THE
BARBER SHOP

T HE FOLLOWING ARE THE “INSTRUCTIONS TO
Employees” of the P. W. Madsen Furniture Company of
Salt Lake City. Presented to the employees circa 1870,

they offer an intriguing glimpse at life in the Kingdom of
Saints.

OUR NEW BUSINESS CODE

Store open at 7:00 A.M. and close at 8:00 P.M. except
on Saturday then store open at 7:00 A.M. and close at
9:00 P.M. This is in effect the year around. This store
will remain closed each Sabbath. 

DUTIES OF EMPLOYEES

Sweep floors, dust furniture, office shelves and show
cases. Remember, Cleanliness is next to Godliness.
Trim wicks, clean chimneys and fill lamps. Make your
pens carefully (but you may whittle the quills to suit
your individual taste.) Open the windows for fresh
air. Each clerk should bring in one bucket of water
and one scuttle of coal. These things are necessary to
prepare us for the day’s business.

Any employee who smokes Spanish cigars, uses
liquor in any form, gets shaved at the barber shop, or
frequents pool halls or public dance halls will give his
employer every reason to suspect his integrity, worthy
intentions, and his all around honesty.

Each employee is expected to pay his tithing, that is
10% of his annual income, to the Church. No matter
what one’s income might be, you should not con-

families with fathers in graduate school or in their first job.
Leaders scrutinized membership rolls to identify talents or
connections which might help in chapel construction. Some
members had built much of their own homes, so they became
supervisors. Two less-active sons of the Relief Society president
became stonemasons. Others hung sheetrock, laid tile, and
shingled the roof.

We were blessed in other ways: a recent convert ran a
plumbing shop; an experienced cement finisher moved into
the ward; and a professional sheet metal worker returned from
a job in New York. The plan called for us to finish most of the
outside work before Thanksgiving and work inside during the
winter, but excavation revealed a stream where the basement
would be under the stage in the cultural hall. A concrete beam
had to be built to span the stream and support the walls, and
the furnace moved to a new spot. Construction was delayed
three months, and we had to work outside through the winter.

Saturdays were big-time work days and not just for men.
Women not only provided ample food for the workers but also
painted and finished. We felt we all were building our chapel.
And while working together at whatever task, members be-
came fast friends. Sheetrock crews learned about the families
of their partners; roofers who climbed up in galeforce winds to
nail shingles will always appreciate their companions who
passed them the materials.

The bishop had the most painful job—reminding us regu-
larly of the continuing cash shortfall. One Sunday toward the
end of the project, when about to plead for additional dona-
tions, he was made almost speechless. Before sacrament meet-
ing, a young family of very limited means presented him with
a can full of bills and coins. It was money they’d been saving
for years to buy a family organ, but now they felt the chapel
needed it more. Choking and crying, the bishop told us that
story, thought a moment, said he had no more to say except he
knew we’d do our best, and closed the meeting.

By the time the building was finished, we had exceeded our
assessment of $150,000 in cash and sweat equity. Records
showed that members donated almost twenty thousand hours
during the building process, which meant that the average
adult member put in about two hundred hours. Several mem-
bers gave more than five hundred hours, and one put in more
than two thousand hours. Two weeks after completing the
building, we felt angels present as President Hugh B. Brown
dedicated and consecrated the building and the ward choir
sang, “Bless This House” and Handel’s “Hallelujah Chorus.”
We had finished building our chapel!

THE CHURCH DOESN’T build this way any more.
Headquarters pays almost all the cost, hiring a general contrac-
tor who employs subcontractors to do the actual work. The
chapel goes up in a disciplined, orderly fashion. There are no
delays for lack of funds, no rework required because novices
were trying a craft for the first time, no pleadings for members
to finish work and clean-up so construction could go forward
the next day.

The new way of building reflects our modern culture—effi-
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tribute less than $25 per year to the Church. Each
employee will attend Sacrament meeting and ade-
quate time will be given to each employee to attend
Fast Meeting, also you are expected to attend your
Sunday School.

Men employees will be given one evening off each
week for courting purposes. Two evenings each week,
if they go regularly to Church and attend to Church
duties. After any employee has spent his thirteen
hours of labor in the store, he should then spend his
leisure time in the reading of good books, and the
contemplating of the Glories, and the building up of
the Kingdom of God. 

/s/ P. W. Madsen

This last paragraph is significant. Polygamy was the vogue
in 1870. The instructions and privileges applied both to mar-

ried and unmarried employees. One night a week was insuffi-
cient if an employee wanted to court more than one woman,
hence the bonus of an extra night for good conduct.

—submitted by RALPH W. HANSEN
Boise, Idaho

M o r m o n  M u s i n g s

WHAT MAKES SCRIPTURE
“SCRIPTURE”?

I went through my entire mission uncertain whether or not
I believed that the Book of Mormon was a historical
record. I had no problem testifying to people that I knew

the Book of Mormon was the word of God. I felt the Spirit
when I read the book. I felt that God spoke to me through the
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THOUGH I DIDN’T know it back then, I was eventually to
discover that there had actually been plenty of times and

places in which the task of getting wise—and in particular the
first brush with the world of wisdom that so often happens
during a person’s teenage years—didn’t have to be quite the
isolated, depressing, and disorienting experience that it had
ended up becoming for me. For in fact, most of the world’s
vast stock of wisdom traditions never told all the regular peo-
ple out there living their ordinary lives that they were making
a dreadful mistake by doing so at all. Even when a wisdom
tradition has exceptionally harsh things to say about the short-
comings of the human situation—and all of them do in some
spots—in the great majority of cases these remarks are not in-
tended to actually stop a person in his tracks and keep him
from living the life he has been given. Instead, the intent is to
place that “normal” existence within a wider context—to
show it in the light of the larger, more powerful, and more
mysterious universe of spiritual realities that surrounds and
upholds it.

It is precisely because most people throughout the world
and throughout history have so keenly believed that everyday
life depends upon such a larger landscape of spiritual mean-
ings that a direct encounter with wisdom has always been
such an important part of becoming an adult. However, for
most people most of the time, this encounter has been just

that: a brief, controlled introduction, followed by a return to
ordinary life. Even when this first brush with the spiritual
world was deeply traumatic and unsettling—as it could in-
deed be for the members of many tribal cultures, for exam-
ple—the trauma tended to be momentary and was not
intended to so shock the wisdom pilgrim that he or she lost all
touch with the more mundane realities and responsibilities of
his or her life. . . .

A T its best, I eventually came to think, real wisdom is
something like the service road of a highway. Rather

than calling every last person away from their role in the
mundane, nuts-and-bolts world of human life and human
problems, wisdom’s job is to run along parallel with that life,
flashing in and out of view. Just because the service road is vi-
tal to the functioning of the highway doesn’t mean—as some-
times seems to be happening today—that everyone should
forsake that highway altogether and crowd onto the service
road instead. For most people most of the time, just being
aware that the service road is out there is enough. For as Lao-
tzu said of the Tao, it is sometimes most useful when no one
sees it at all.

—PTOLEMY TOMPKINS
from The Beaten Path

William Morrow, 2001, 186-88

O f  G o o d  R e p o r t

WISDOM AND THE ORDINARY PERSON

Ptolemy Tompkins, in his new book, The Beaten Path: Field Notes on Getting Wise in a Wisdom-Crazy World, offers us a lively
account of his own spiritual quest for wisdom. The son of New Age celebrity-author Peter Tompkins (The Secret Life of Plants),
Ptolemy has searched all of what he calls the major “Life Manuals” so prevalent in today’s enlightenment-giddy society. He’s read Black
Elk and Carlos Castenada, J. D. Salinger and Alan Watts. He’s searched the classics, the Tao-te Ching, the Bhagavad-Gita, The
Tibetan Book of the Dead, and every psalm and sutra he could find. And he’s survived to tell about it.
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book’s teachings and narratives. But when teaching investiga-
tors, I was careful to say that the Book of Mormon “tells us”
about a prophet named Lehi who brought his family from
Jerusalem to the New World in 600 B.C., because I did not
know if that “telling” was historically reliable or not.

Of course, if it’s not historically reliable, then what is it in-
stead? Fiction? A fabrication by a New York treasure hunter
masquerading as a prophet, seer, and revelator? This is the
dilemma the orthodox like to present: either you believe Joseph
was what he said he was—a prophet translating ancient scrip-
ture through the power of God— or you believe he was a fraud.
I wasn’t willing to say Joseph was a fraud. Nevertheless, I saw
problems with accepting the Book of Mormon as historical.

I don’t need to rehearse those problems here; SUNSTONE
readers are no doubt well acquainted with them. And while I
had not yet decided whether those problems were compelling
enough for me to reject belief in the historicity of the Book of
Mormon, I did take them seriously. Reading from the Book of
Mormon thirty minutes every morning as a missionary, I took
note of passages which lent credence to the thesis that the
book was a nineteenth-century creation—and I took note of
passages which suggested that the book really was the product
of an ancient culture.

The important thing, however, is this: my uncertainty about
the Book of Mormon’s historical origins did not keep me from
drawing spiritual nourishment or direction from the book—
that being, of course, the primary reason I read it every morn-
ing and the primary reason I read it with others.

Even now, years after I decided that it makes more sense to
me to believe the Book of Mormon is a nineteenth-century cre-
ation, I still look to the Book of Mormon for inspiration, com-
fort, and insight. I still accept the Book of Mormon as the word
of God.

Why? Because as I see it, what makes a text the word of
God—what makes scripture scripture—is not its origin, but its
use. Traditionally, Jews and Christians and Muslims and
Mormons have believed that certain texts are the word of God
because God spoke them at some point in the past through
prophets. By contrast, the reason I believe certain texts are the
word of God is that when I read them, I feel God speaking to
me in that moment. Like Ralph Waldo Emerson, I believe it’s
more important that God speaketh than that he spake.

When I say, “I know the Book of Mormon is the word of
God,” I mean, “I know that God has spoken to me through the
words of this book, and if you listen
carefully as you read it, you can hear
God speaking to you, too.” Clearly, I
disagree with the orthodox about the
Book of Mormon’s origins. And I dif-
fer with the orthodox over what God
is trying to say through the book. But
we do seem to be in basic agreement
about what the book is meant to be
used for.

—JOHN-CHARLES DUFFY
Salt Lake City, Utah 

F a i t h - P ro m o t i n g  R u m o r s

CELESTIAL CELLULOID

D UE TO THE SUCCESS OF THE RECENT RICHARD
Dutcher films, God’s Army and Brigham City, several
Hollywood studios are becoming intrigued with the

idea of making Mormon films. Rumored to be in the works are
special LDS remakes of several classic films:
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T h e  A l l - S e e i n g  E y e

“SUPER BEST FRIEND” JOSEPH

E PISODE 504 OF SOUTH PARK IS BY NO means the
first time Mormons have been mentioned in the
crude Comedy Central cartoon, but this is the first

time Joseph Smith has made a cameo appearance. In the
episode, aired on 4 July 2001, Jesus recruits the help of
Joseph Smith along with Buddha, Mohammed, Moses, Lao
Tze, Confucius, and other world religious figures to fight
the growing cult of magician David Blaine. “His followers
are growing at a rate even faster than mine,” laments Joseph
Smith as he helps monitor the cult’s activities from the
“Super Best Friends” headquarters. “If he gets tax-exempt
status, then he’ll become a real religion!” In the end, the
Mormon prophet helps save the day by using his super
powers to freeze the pool where the “Blainiacs” are drown-
ing themselves in a mass suicide attempt.
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SAVING ELDER RYAN: In order to save their mission
buddy from the evils of the world, a group of returned mis-
sionaries must venture into the University of Utah, find Elder
Ryan, and take him back to BYU. Almost all of them go inactive
in the process! Drama/War.

THE REAR WINDOW OF HEAVEN: From his apartment
window, a wheelchair-bound home teacher spies on his neigh-
bors and becomes convinced one of them is not paying a full
tithe. Thriller. To be released direct to video. $25.95, plus ten
percent additional charge for S&H. 

SOME LIKE IT DECAF: Two Mormon missionaries witness
a hit by a drug cartel in Colombia and must disguise them-
selves as Catholic nuns in order to escape the jungle. Further
complications set in as both of them fall in love with Sister
Sugar Kane, a sexy nun who plays the ukulele. Comedy.

CASABLANCA WARD: In order to get their temple recom-
mends renewed, intellectuals and feminists move to
Casablanca, the last liberal ward in Salt Lake City. The plot
thickens as Bishop Rick Blaine’s ex-wife also moves into the
ward and asks him for permission to marry her new fiance in
the temple. Drama/Romance.

JOSEPH, KEVIN, AND THE AMAZING RAINBOW-COL-
ORED DREAMCOAT: This biblical epic explores the real rea-
son Potiphar’s wife failed to seduce Joseph. As time goes by,
Joseph and his partner Kevin become successful art dealers in
San Francisco—but will he forgive his eleven brothers for hav-
ing supported Proposition 22? Drama/Musical.

THE MESSENGER: THE STORY OF SONIA JOHNSON
D’ARC. Based on the true story, this film explores the career of
a real-life heroine and asks again the troubling question : was
she an inspired leader or a deranged heretic? In the visually
thrilling final scene, Sonia Johnson D’arc is burned at the stake
center. Drama/War.

THE PLANET OF THE AP’s: An astronaut lands on a planet
ruled by tyrannical gorilla-like creatures who boast of having
served as Assistants to the President during their LDS mis-
sions. “Darn you!” exclaims the hero as he sees Moroni’s trum-
pet half sunk in the beach of a post-millennial Lake Bonneville.
“Darn you all to heck!” Adventure/Action/Science Fiction.

—HUGO OLAIZ
Salt Lake City, Utah

F ro m  t h e  C l a s s ro o m

UNTHINKABLE!

SHORTLY AFTER COMPLETING A BEAUTIFUL SHIP
of steel and wood, a boat builder announced his
oceanic craft was absolutely unsinkable. He even

named it The Unsinkable. “Just look at her,” the builder would

exclaim to visitors, “She is the best there ever was! The
strongest, the most stable—unsinkable!”

For a while, the townspeople believed the builder and
spoke highly of the ship as they passed in the shadow of her
enormous, impressive stature. But after years of hearing ex-
travagant, unproved claims, they began to wonder when the
ship would go to sea. “Oh, she’s too good to go to sea,” the
builder would exclaim. “Too beautiful! Too strong! Why the
sea would only burden her perfect hull with barnacles, and the
salt would only diminish her shining brass. No, she’s too good
for the sea. Much too good.”

Before long, the builder and his boat became an object of
derision to the townspeople. “Too good for the sea?” they
would laugh, “Well, what was she built for?” Soon, instead of
thinking it unsinkable, they became convinced of just the op-
posite. “I’ll bet she can’t take to the water for more than an
hour before splittin’ a rail and sinking to her grave!”
“Unsinkable! UnTHINKable is more like it!”

The builder grew ashamed and very sad. He knew she was
a good boat and was built to withstand the storms and waves
and winds of the sea . . . but he was just too afraid to let her
try. 

W HILE I was teaching seminary several years ago,
the early-morning students took an opportunity to
verbally assassinate an absent class member’s sup-

posed loose morals. Word had gotten around that she had
fallen prey to the school Don Juan but was soon thereafter
dropped from his very full, little black book.

“She’s a slut,” one boy impetuously said. The class giggled.
A freshman girl laughingly chimed in, “One of the biggest in
school. And she has been since seventh grade. It’s so gross.”

I quietly listened to them piously voice their opinions. I
wondered how many of the girls leading the attack had ever
been asked on a date and what they would do if this predator
started paying attention to them. I wondered how many of the
boys would have liked to date this girl if they thought she
would accept their invitation. She was physically attractive and
possessed a certain kindness that seemed to attract the male
members of the class whenever she attended. 

I realized that much too often people will make serious
judgments about the character, looks, and soul of another hu-
man being without ever having proverbially walked in their
shoes. With teenagers—especially religious teens—judging is
admittedly a constant. “Who knows,” I interrupted the slan-
der, “who knows what any of you girls would do if you had
this boy come on to you.” The room was sheepishly silent.

After a moment or two, one of the older girls spoke up.
“Well, I’d never date a boy with standards like his.” It was a
good response. One taught from the cradle and unquestion-
ably a safe answer, smart, but I was not convinced it was based
in reality. 

I quietly asked the group to close their eyes and think of
their favorite entertainer of the opposite sex. I then asked them
to imagine that this teen idol somehow came into their lives
and started paying a great deal of attention to them . . . in a
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was incorrect. If
doing so were pos-
sible, then more
than one person
could enter and
exit this world
without ever hav-
ing sinned. And
that if that were
the case, we really
wouldn’t need a
Savior. I contin-
ued, “The scrip-
tures say we all sin,
right?” The room
was silent. “Right?”
I repeated. 

This girl had to
think for a mo-
ment. Somewhere
in her short life,

she had been told she was righteous and to never think other-
wise. Sure, repentance was necessary for the times she got mad
at her brother or when she took a cookie after her mother had
told her to wait until after dinner. But for the most part, she’d
been led to believe she was good. That her eyes were blue and
hair was blonde because she was a chosen person; that she
lived in a free country and spoke English because she was
more loved of God than a black-haired, brown-eyed boy in
South America. She thought she was better than that girl in
question because the girl came from a broken home and wore
“hoochie” clothing; because her father wasn’t LDS and her
mother hadn’t been through the temple. She believed the little
red sports car she washed every Saturday in the shade of her
picket-fenced yard made her worth more to the God of the
universe than her classmate who would probably never have a
car like that in her entire life. Finally, she believed that she had
never really sinned, that she had made some errors and mis-
takes, but that she was truly on the road to perfection.

“I think,” she replied, “that we all might sin. But some sins
are far worse than others.”

“We all might sin?” I asked, echoing her words.
“Okay. We all sin,” she admitted somewhat sarcastically,

“but I will never sin like her.”
The class was quiet, and I let it stay

that way for a solid twenty seconds. I
could tell by the look on many stu-
dents’ faces that they realized some-
thing wasn’t right; that a sin was
taking place right before their eyes
from a person who thought she never
did anything wrong.

“Good for you, Jill,” I said with
soft resignation. “Good for you.”

—SHAWN MCCRANEY
Park City, Utah

very moral way (at least at first). I suggested that after they had
been showered with attention, expensive dinners, limousine
rides, paparazzi, and whatever else would impress them, that
the physical attraction would start to get intense. Knowing
their idol was not LDS (or even considering that he or she was),
I asked how many of them would be able to resist these feel-
ings and avoid these advances.

One boy raised his hand. “I would never let it get to that
point,” he said as if he were Joseph before Potiphar’s naked
wife. I congratulated him on his desire to never let it get to that
point, but pushed a little further. “So, Brad,” I asked, “who is
the celebrity you really admire?”

He carefully smiled. “Cindy Crawford.” The class about fell
apart at the image of Brad with Cindy Crawford.

“So,” I said, laughing too, “Cindy Crawford finds you the
most irresistible young man on earth and takes a great amount
of interest in you, yet you would refuse even her friendship?”

“Absolutely,” he said, with a smile as big as it could get. The
class roared, proving they knew that in this case, even Brad
could fall. I then suggested that maybe to our student in ques-
tion, this Don Juan had been the teen idol of her dreams. I re-
minded them that what she was purported to have done was
wrong and detrimental to her spiritual and physical well-be-
ing, but that our obligation was to have empathy for her, love
for her, and acceptance of her as our sister. I very strongly said
that my point wasn’t to suggest they purposefully expose
themselves to temptation, but should they ever be tempted
with the same type of thing, maybe some of them would make
some of the same mistakes. Maybe we shouldn’t be so quick to
judge another human being.

“But,” an intelligent girl from a very dogmatic family
replied, “I thought we could never be tempted beyond any-
thing we couldn’t resist.”

I explained that while this doctrine might be true, the as-
sumption that we would bear every temptation successfully
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SUNSTONE IS ON THE MAP!

W E RECENTLY STUMBLED UPON SUNSTONE ROAD IN Taylorsville, Utah, and found
ourselves wondering if the city planners might really have had our enterprise in mind as
they considered what to name this street. 

Exhibit A: How do you spell that? Is Sunstone one word or two? 
Exhibit B: As you come from the south, the road begins as a meandering north–south lane, yet as you

continue to travel, it soon heads left, ending up as an east-west street! 
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