
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. Send to: <editor@sunstoneonline.com>

B l o g w a t c h

GRANDMA’S FINAL
PREPARATIONS

Following is a slightly revised version of a reflection posted 7 July
2008 on the LDS group blog BYCOMMONCONSENT.COM.

INOTICED IT A FEW MONTHS AGO: GRANDMA YOUNG
(my husband’s mother) had added a picture to all of her
children’s wedding portraits. Finally, there was a photo of

Daren and Steve. 
When I married into the family, the sexual orientation of the

youngest son was not only kept secret but also skirted around,
danced around, squirmed around in rather silly undulations.
My in-laws speculated about “the boys’” romantic life, in-
venting girlfriends for each (actually a lesbian couple who
hung out with them). Grandma would declare how obviously
attracted Daren was to one of “the girls,” and Grandpa would
argue that Steve seemed to be better matched for “that one.”
Both stated that things were looking pretty serious between
“the boys” and “the girls.” 

Then suddenly, nobody was mentioning “the girls” any-
more. 

I had been a part of the family for two years before my hus-
band made the great confession: His brother was gay. I wish I
had a picture of my face back then, of my “Did you honestly
think I hadn’t figured that out?” expression. 

Sometimes, Grandma would let slip something about the
“sin” of homosexuality, or the idea that it was an exaggerated
Peter Pan complex, or the “love the sinner, hate the sin” cliché.
But her phrasing evolved. Over the past while, I heard only
praise for her biological son and his gifted partner—who had
become another son. 

Through the years, Daren proved to be the best and most
loyal of the Young sons. Whenever there was reason for gifts or
flowers, he would outdo everybody. It had nothing to do with
overcompensation, but with innate generosity. I could always
tell when he had been over to visit Grandma and Grandpa.
Sometimes I would bring a little bouquet of columbine from
my garden and quietly place it in the shadow of the sprawling
roses and lilies Daren had brought. 

It didn’t end with flowers, either. Daren and Steve often had
Grandma and Grandpa over to their home for a gourmet

meal—meticulously prepared and artfully presented by
Daren. Sometimes, when Grandma found herself exhausted,
she’d go to their house to sleep. (She once slept there for eigh-
teen hours and felt herself fully renewed afterwards.) And on
Grandma’s walls were many of Daren’s paintings. He filled her
life with beauty. 

When Daren and Steve decided to have a commitment cer-
emony, Grandma and Grandpa attended. That marked the
biggest change. There were other things, too. Would the gay
couple sleep together at family reunions? (Yes.) Would Steve
be included with the in-laws in family activities? (Yes.) 

Grandma died 5 July in the Utah Valley Hospital. Bruce and
I went to the care center where Grandpa was playing Bingo,
took him out of the game, and broke his heart in the hallway.
“Dad,” Bruce said, and I could feel Grandpa holding his
breath, prolonging the moment before the words were uttered,
hardly daring to look at his son. “Mom has died.” 

There. It was spoken. Grandpa doubled over in an an-
guished cry. We walked him to his room. I left Bruce with him
while I went to the hospital to sit with Grandma’s body until
the mortician arrived. 

Daren and Steve arrived at the hospital shortly after I did,
both of them weeping. We all hugged and cried and stroked
Grandma’s lifeless arms. Grandma had boxed up her burial
clothes years ago in preparation. I had brought the box with
me, and did a quick inventory on the hospital chair. Veil.
Brand-new garments, still in their packages. “Daren, I don’t see
any slippers here. Do you think she needs slippers? Does it
matter?” 

“Is everything else there?” He checked the robes with me.
“Maybe she doesn’t need slippers. We’ll ask Dad.” 

Besides preparing her clothes for her burial, Grandma had
written her own obituary. This is how she listed her surviving
children: 

Daren C. and Ruth became the parents of six children.
Two daughters, Nancy Young Layton and Lynda Young
Tuckett, preceded her in death. She is survived by her
husband and four children and their partners: Bruce
(Margaret Blair), Provo; Annette (Jim Thomas),
Blackfoot, ID; Lawrence (Christine Horne), Pullman,
WA; Daren Kurt (Steven Fisher), Salt Lake City; as well
as Joseph Tuckett, Payson, husband of daughter Lynda,
deceased.

Back at Grandpa’s place, I read the list out loud. I reached
over to Steven, sitting next to me, as I read his name. “That’s
good,” I said. “That’s just right.”

MARGARET BLAIR YOUNG
Provo, Utah
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S c r i p t u re  n o t e s

OF WEASELS AND HENS
Nevertheless, I did harden my heart, for I was called
many times and I would not hear; therefore I knew 
concerning these things, yet I would not know; therefore 
I went on rebelling against God, in the wickedness of my
heart. —ALMA 10:6

M Y TESTIMONY OF THE CHURCH OSCILLATES
between my scholarly and spiritual self. I’ll go off on
a tangent studying some aspect of the Book of

Mormon (DNA and the Lamanites) or Joseph Smith (plural
marriage) or Church history (Mountain Meadows Massacre),
and doubts will start collecting above me like thunderclouds
on a July day. One minute, everything looks clear, but when I
look up again, the view is dark and threatening. I’ll go to
church in a gray mood and sit in sacrament meeting like
Garrison Keillor, thinking weaselish thoughts in the henhouse
of the Lord. 

Last Sunday as the speaker commanded us from the pulpit
to have regular family home evenings, I whipped out my
mental red pen and did the grammarian’s version of slash and
burn. “You don’t do ‘good’ in the gospel,” I scolded, “you do
‘well’—do they even teach grammar in high school?”

That was my pompous self at sacrament meeting, so deaf I
wouldn’t have been able to hear the Lord even if he had called
to me through the screeching chapel loudspeakers.

More than thirty years ago, I was finishing my bachelor’s de-
gree at BYU when, at the beginning of the semester, I learned
that I needed one more Book of Mormon class to graduate.
After some looking for a good fit with my
already tight schedule, I settled on Jeffrey R.
Holland’s honors class. I certainly looked
out of place the first day: most of the class
were freshman honors students while I was
a married returned missionary on the cusp
of graduation. 

There were several of us old men in the
back of the class that morning, and Brother
Holland noticed. Before beginning the day’s
discussion, he asked each of us if we had
taken this class before. Most of us said we
had and then got up and left the classroom.
When my turn came, I said that this was
my last semester at BYU and I needed this
class to graduate. That seemed to satisfy
him, and though I still harbored a few
weaselish thoughts in Elder Holland’s hen-
house, I settled into a routine of Tuesday
and Thursday morning religion classes with
the then-president of BYU.

Brother Holland’s passion for the Book
of Mormon was evident in every class. Al-
though he was BYU president at the time,

he never spoke about problems he was facing in that arena; in-
stead, the time was always spent discussing the Book of
Mormon. I learned that he enjoyed reading the reprint of the
first edition of the Book of Mormon because it wasn’t divided
into chapters and verses. I also noticed that he kept quoting
from one particular book: Henry Fairlie’s The Seven Deadly Sins
Today. When I asked him about it, he said that it was one of
the best books he had ever read. I promptly went out and
bought a copy. 

Fairlie’s book tackles the sins of modern-day life and polit-
ical liberalism (with a small “l”), but what I identified with was
his unremitting condemnation of pride. Fairlie wrote that
every one of the sins St. Augustine identified was infused with
pride: my sloth (because I didn’t need to work as hard as
others); my anger (self-evident); and my gluttony (I deserved
to eat whatever I wanted), among others. Fairlie’s greatest in-
sight was that pride separates us from the community of
others, which we so urgently need—even if it is a country
ward in rural Wyoming.

I knew that my contemptuous attitude at sacrament
meeting was just another of my many signs of pride (bill-
boards, actually, not signs), but I didn’t really know it until I re-
membered that I was supposed to ordain my son to be an elder
that same Sunday. A little too late, I said a silent prayer in the
middle of high priests’ meeting asking the Lord to forgive my
poor attitude and allow me to feel his Spirit again. 

I was begging, of course—abjectly. But I reminded God
that, according to Benjamin’s discourse in Mosiah, I’m a beggar
no matter how righteous I am. After church, we gathered out-
side the bishop’s office, and soon it was time to place our
hands on my son’s head.

It wasn’t until I said the first part of the ordinance that I
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“Well, I’ll be. . . . God really DID create Adam and Steve!”
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started wondering if I shouldn’t have given more thought to
the blessing beforehand. 

And then the sun broke through all my clouds. 
I spoke on and on. My eyes filled with tears, and I listened

to myself, thinking, “That’s an amazing blessing. How could
you ever have had any doubts?” 

I guess it could be called the gnosis of blessings: the partic-
ular way of knowing that comes only through the Spirit. That
kind of knowing you can feel all the way down to the quick of
your soul. Amulek described it when he said that his change of
heart had come when Alma, who was staying in his house,
“blessed me” (Alma 10:11). Somehow after that blessing, he
had a desire to know the things that he hadn’t wanted to know
before. 

I still wonder at the fact that a simple blessing can turn old
weasels like Amulek and me into chickens who want nothing
more than to roost contentedly in the henhouse of the Lord (3
Nephi 10:5)..

MICHAEL VINSON
Star Valley, Wyoming

C h o o s e  t h e  l e f t ?

THE PARABLE OF THE PART

W HEN I WAS A YOUNG BOY, MY HAIR WAS
brown and silky-smooth. My parents trained it a
certain way and always parted it on the left side.

As I grew, I continued to comb it that way. 
When I got old enough, I went off to public school. On my

first day there, however, I noticed that a lot of other children
didn’t part their hair on the left side. Some parted it in the
middle, some on the right, and some even tried to part it
(rather unsuccessfully) several different ways at once. I was
amazed at the number of ways hair could be parted.

One day a boy laughed at my hair, saying, “Why do you
part your hair on the left?” “Because that’s how my mom and
dad showed me. It’s the right way to do it,” I said. “How do
you know it’s the right way?” said a boy sitting across the aisle
from me who seemed unsure of himself and a little defensive.
His hair was black and parted crookedly down the middle.

A girl with curly blond hair interrupted us. “It doesn’t
matter which way you part your hair as long as it’s clean and
neat,” she declared with great authority. Upon hearing that, a
large boy with a crew cut scowled at us: “My dad says people
who part their hair are weak and stupid. They’re like sheep.
They just keep doing it out of tradition because they don’t
know any other way.” 

As I progressed through school, I tried different hair styles.
I thought some looked pretty good for a while, but eventually
the newness wore off. I still had the same face and the same
hair no matter how I combed it. Nothing had really changed.
As I finished my schooling and moved out into the world, I
noticed the astounding variety of colors, coifs, and parts. The
people who wore them seemed truly happy with their hair
parts—as happy as I was with mine.
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WHEN VANITY FAIR REVEALED
that the waterboarding tech-
niques used by the CIA had

been designed by LDS psychologists James
Elmer Mitchell and Bruce Jensen, known
by colleagues as the “Mormon Mafia,” few
in the Mormon community were upset.

When BYU alumnus D. Kyle Simpson resigned from
Attorney General Alberto Gonzales’s staff in the midst of a
scandal over attorneys being hired and fired for political
reasons, hardly a Mormon seemed to care. 

But when Kirby Heyborne, best known to LDS audi-
ences for his roles in movies such as The Best Two Years and
The R.M., appeared in a Miller Lite commercial last month,
all hell broke loose. Bloggers, reporters, and columnists,
from Orson Scott Card to Robert Kirby, spilled so much dig-
ital ink on the subject, that now when you type “Kirby
Heyborne” into the Google search engine, the top automatic
response is “Miller beer commercial.”

“One of the important reasons for abstaining from evil-
both in public and private is to maintain a separate identity
that lets others (and perhaps more importantly, ourselves)
know Who we represent,” wrote LDS blogger Connor
Boyack in an entry titled “Kirby Heyborne’s Promotion of
Babylon.” “That identity is blurred when we associate with
things we should not, whether it is ‘acting’ or otherwise.
Calling something ‘art’ does not give us spiritual license to
set our standards aside while we consume, participate in, or
represent evil.”

The controversy was so animated that Heyborne himself
jumped into the debate. “I’m a temple-worthy member that
loves his wife and kids and fulfills his calling at church and
does his home teaching,” Heyborne told Mormon Times re-
porter Molly Farmer. “And yet I’m going to play characters
that might have moral dilemmas, or do a commercial—or
whatever it is—because my job is the way that I provide for
my family . . . I look at it as Heavenly Father was blessing
me with a way to support my family and stay afloat for an-
other year.” 

Watching the commercial, currently posted at YouTube,
one sees immediately why Heyborne got the part: Neither a
beau nor an eyesore, with unkempt dirty blond hair, and
wearing a T-shirt, jeans, and sneakers, Kirby is the spitting
image of the archetypical white, American, twenty-some-
thing slacker who, along with a buddy, roams the streets of
a sunny West Coast city (San Francisco or Los Angeles) in
search of beer, ladies, and a party.

Heyborne utters all of three words during the 30-second
commercial. “C’mon, man!” he urges his buddy, rubbing his

W h a t  Wo u l d  J e s u s  D r i n k ?

THE LITE OF THE WORLD
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hands in anticipation of locating a
kegger. “West?” he asks later, to confirm
the direction his friend has indicated
after laying his ear to the ground. Five
seconds after that, the two smile as they
realize they have reached the eagerly
sought destination: This is the place.
Then comes the coup de grâce which
has become Heyborne’s fall from grace:
Heyborne and his buddy each grab a
bottle of Miller Lite; greet two fantasti-
cally beautiful, implausibly interested
young ladies; and go inside to join the
party.

“Seek the perfect combination of
taste and refreshment,” the commercial
admonishes. In real life, Heyborne is
seeking the perfect combination of reli-
gious devotion and worldly success.
And he’s finding out what a tough bal-
ancing act that is—not because his de-
votion to Mormonism has ebbed—but
because Mormon fans can be such an unforgiving crowd.

If Jesus himself, accompanied by his own buddy (John the
Beloved?), were to roam the streets of San Francisco or L.A.

and happened onto a similar party, hosted by publicans and
tax collectors, what would he order? 

Water, of course. But how long would it stay water?

11997722.. Johnny Lingo star MAKEE
BLAISDELL—Johnny Lingo himself—
plays the lead role in a B-movie, a vam-
pire-themed erotic thriller titled The
Mason Massacre. 

AFTERMATH: Blaisdell never gets a part
in another movie. He dies of heart disease fourteen years
later, at age 56.

11999900.. Mormons are appalled when
they discover that KATHLEEN BELLER,
the heroine of the LDS production
Legacy, has appeared topless in two
previous films: The Betsy and Surfacing.
To make things worse, the Internet be-
gins to swarm with rumors that the
man who played the part of Joseph Smith is gay.

AFTERMATH: The Church begins to cast LDS actors only. At
the Joseph Smith Memorial Building, Legacy is eventually
replaced by The Testaments. Though Legacy becomes avail-
able on DVD, the Church never releases the name of the
actor who played Joseph Smith.

22000033.. The Salt Lake Tribune reveals that
NOAH DANBY, the star of The Book of
Mormon Movie, appeared nude in the
racy, gay-themed cable series Queer As
Folk.

AFTERMATH: Critics pan the movie,
which fails to generate revenue. Subsequent “volumes” of
the project are never made. A non-Mormon, Danby con-
tinues to enjoy a career in TV and film.

22000055.. Mormon actor AARON ECKHART
uses the F-word, drinks a bourbon
julep, and is seen engaging in athletic
extramarital sex in the satirical comedy
Thank You for Smoking. In a scene
deleted from the theatrical release but
available on the DVD, he also smokes a
cigarette.

AFTERMATH: Eckhart is nominated for a Golden Globe for
his role in that movie.

—“Did she find out about the commercial?”
—“No. That he’s MARRIED.”

HOW ART THOU FALLEN FROM HEAVEN! 
Climbing High and Falling Hard in Mollywood
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I began to wonder if perhaps there was no one “correct”
way to part my hair. I wondered where the idea of parting hair
had come from in the first place, about whether—as butch
boy had said—our proclivity to part was simply meaningless
ritual handed down from past generations. I pondered the so-
cial value of hair parts. I studied the history of the left-sided
part in particular. I wondered, “If hair parts had not existed at
the foundation of the universe, would we have invented
them?” 

And then I began to have my bad hair days.

I DON’T PART my hair on the left side anymore. It’s not that
I’ve given up the left-sided part. I still feel a strong tribal

bond with all left-side parters. But I’ve moved on. Which is to
say that I am now quite bald. Still, I’d like to think that if I did
have any hair left, I’d part it on the left.

SPENCER R. BRADY
Santa Rosa, California

T h i s  s i d e  o f  t h e  t r a c t s

JEREMY GETS A PASS

W HEN I ARRIVED EARLY SATURDAY MORNING,
I wasn’t surprised to find out that the work crew
consisted of my neighbor Jeremy and the elders

quorum president. Someone in the ward had found out that a
single woman within the ward’s boundaries had a leaky roof
that forced her to place five-gallon buckets throughout the
house to catch the rain water. This problem had worsened
over the previous winter. 

Pausing to discuss the daunting task at hand, Jeremy and I
stood on the roof, pulling on our work gloves, leaning on
shovels and brooms, and taking just a moment to chat and
enjoy what was left of the cool morning air. It was going to be
a long day. But not as long as last Sunday.

J EREMY IS MY type of folk—a little country (okay, a little
redneck), but curious, friendly, and easy to talk to. That’s

probably why I hadn’t noticed that as we talked and walked
following sacrament meeting the next day, we were heading for
a seat on the second row of the Gospel Doctrine class. It wasn’t
until someone began offering the opening prayer that I realized
my error: Normally during that hour, I prefer the hallway. 

The Gospel Doctrine teacher began with an angry diatribe
against the recent California supreme court decision on gay
marriage. He declared that he wanted to march out to
California and personally argue with those judges. At this I  in-
voluntarily gasped.

He continued with a third-hand account of a senior mis-
sionary couple at the MTC who had told an apostle they felt
their call to serve in Georgia was a mistake. The couple re-
pented and eventually found their long-lost son in Atlanta
where they re-converted him.

While the teacher, whom I will call “Gospel Doctrine” from
here on, continued orating on yet another faith-promoting

whopper, I quietly gathered my things and attempted to smile
while making my way to the back of the room, trying to look
like I had an important errand or appointment. By the time I
hit the door, I’m quite sure smoke was rolling out of my ears.
“My mistake,” I thought. “I am clearly not made for Gospel
Doctrine class.” 

But I am made for roofs.

A S THE SUN crested over Mount Timpanogos, I began to
acquire a large blister on the palm of my right hand. The

day would have been looking bad except that by now, thirty of
my neighbors had found their way to the house, and the roof
was bustling with workers scraping shingles and sweeping
away the debris. Several of our sons had arrived and were
clearing the yard of fallen tarpaper and flashing—occasionally
stumbling across one of the woman’s errant cigarette butts.
Two high priests dragged over basins filled with ice and bottles
of water, followed by more older men who fired up the wom-
an’s rickety BBQ. Miraculously, trays of hamburger fixings ap-
peared. 

My elders quorum president estimated that some sixty
people had devoted some part of their day to help replace this
woman’s roof. But more than this was accomplished that day.
As a group, we did some problem-solving, laughed together,
engaged in a bit of bantering, and maybe healed a few old
wounds. Probably only about five men there were strangers to
me. I learned they were also my neighbors. The only person I
don’t remember seeing was Gospel Doctrine. 

I realized that whenever someone is in need, my buddy
Jeremy shows up with his truck, his tools, and, when neces-
sary, his checkbook. Several years ago, Jeremy purchased the
materials and constructed, painted, and stocked the chuck box
for our Scout troop, which, incidentally, has included my two
sons. Jeremy is young, conservative, and occasionally says
things in priesthood class that I don’t agree with. 

Jeremy gets a pass. 
I can’t recall seeing Gospel Doctrine at a service project ex-

cept for when we moved him into his house. I’m sure my feel-
ings are mostly a reflection on my inability to truly be a
Christian, but Gospel Doctrine doesn’t get a pass.

TOM KIMBALL
American Fork, Utah
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GAY HUMILITY PARADE KEEPS
A LOW PROFILE

By Christopher Bigelow

PROVO, UTAH—“We’re here, we’re same-gender chal-
lenged, and we’re awfully sorry to impose,” said Provo Gay
Humility Parade organizer Thomas Smith. “If we had our
choice, believe me, we wouldn’t hold this parade at all. But
who are we to deny what God hath wrought?”

Involving about fifty men and a handful of women, the
parade started at the corner of Fifth East and Second South
in a Provo residential neighborhood and disbanded a
block later at Fifth East and Third South. “We stayed on
the sidewalk so we wouldn’t get in anyone’s way,” said
Smith. “We didn’t want to trouble the city for a permit.”

Most of the men wore white shirts, ties, and clean,
ironed Levi’s creased down the middle. “We handed out
rainbow keychain fobs to our marchers beforehand,”
Smith said, “but we asked everyone to keep them in their
pockets during the parade.”

Some of the participants carried signs. Held discreetly
in front of her chest, Lily Spainhower’s sign was laser-
printed on white paper in Helvetica 16-point font:
TELESTIAL KINGDOM OR BUST. “I’m actually hoping
for terrestrial,” Spainhower said, “but I wouldn’t want to
presume.” A man who declined to give his name carried a
sign that said, JESUS LOVES ME, BUT HE’S NOT IN
LOVE WITH ME.

Smith arranged for a handful of protesters to picket the
parade and berate the marchers in order to intensify their
humility. “Walking through the fire of affliction burns
away the dross,” Smith said. Priests and teachers from the
East Bay Twenty-Second Ward held signs reading GET
THEE BEHIND ME—BUT NOT LITERALLY and NO
PRIESTHOOD FOR PANSIES. As instructed, the hecklers
chanted, “Gay, gay, go away—get born again some other
way!”

Jeff Paulsen marched next to his long-term partner,

Frank Hume. As per parade rules, both men kept their arms
reverently folded and did not indulge in any kind of phys-
ical contact with each other. 

“Frank attends the local family ward, and I attend the
over-thirty singles ward,” Paulsen said after the parade.
“When the sacrament comes around, we don’t take it, and
we pinch ourselves until it hurts.” 

“While we didn’t want to draw undue attention, it felt
good to be ourselves in public for a few minutes,” Smith
said. “I’d say about twenty onlookers saw us. We just hope
the Provo City Library still honors our library cards after
this.”

In spite of everything our mothers predicted, The Mormon Tabernacle Enquirer, a collection of The Sugar Beet’s best articles,
is still in print! But don’t worry, you can buy used copies at such dubious franchises as Smoky Mountain Books and Woody’s Books. 

And if you’re feeling really supportive, head over to ALLBOOKSWEB where a friendly associate will charge you double the cover price 
and donate the proceeds to the purchase of a case of Dr. Pepper.  

The State of Texas recently raided the FLDS compound. 
What do you think?

?
Wait, I thought this
LDS religion was the
one where you could
have more than one
wife. Shoot. My women
folk’ll be after my head
when I tell ‘’em.

I just feel fortunate 
that the three greatest
threats to the Church
are now polygamists,
gays, and Mitt 
Romney. We so-called
intellectuals really 
need the break.

I’m glad the Church
has cleared up the 
confusion. FLDS is
nothing like LDS.
There’s an “F” in front.
Totally different.

Polygamy?
Communal living?
Child brides? What
reality show are we
talking about again?.

If Jeffs were a true
prophet, he wouldn’t
have led his people to
some godforsaken
place like Texas. 
A true prophet led the
Saints to a gigantic
salt basin, which is
clearly superior.

Great, now they’re
just going to come
back to Utah.


