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1 From the Publisher 

Dear subscribers: 
Thanks  for your encouraging re- 

sponse to  our  May appeal. Your gift 
subscriptions have made continuation 
of Sunstone possible without interrup- 
tion. In  one month our list of sub- 
scribers has  increased nearly 20 per- 
cent. All t he  bills a r e  paid, we have 
money in the  bank, and we look 
forward t o  another year of publishing. 

In  appreciation, we are making 
available to  each subscriber one copy 
of t h e  1978 Mormon History Calendar 
at cost unti l  September 1 ,  and addi- 
tional copies a t  a pre-publication 
discount. (See order form on p. 47.) 
Each of our  preceding calendars has 

been a popular success. We think you 
will enjoy the  19th- and early 20th- 
century photographs featured in the 
1978 calendar. 

Those whose subscriptions have 
expired a re  encouraged to renew now. 
(Those with "EXP 1I:Y on the label 
expire wi th  this issue.) Gift subscrip- 
tions and new subscriptions may be- 
g in  with Volume 11, Number 1 or 
Number 2, which a re  also available as 
single copies for $3.50 each. All other 
issues have been sold out. 

Again, thanks for your continued 
support. Your suggestions and com- 
ments  a re  always welcome. 

S c o t t  Kenney 
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It's always open season on single 
men. Their very existence is a confes- 
sion of culpability. By doctrine, by 
custom, and by social pattern, they 
should not exist. Whatever single 
women may suffer, they still need not 
cope with the pressure and guilt 
single Mormon males must face in a 
culture where the initiative rests with 
the man and where the responsibility 
to take it is preached by precept and 
example in every ward in the Church. 

"Most of the single men I know 
have a problem with their self-im- 
age," confesses one. "They have been 
asked so often, 'What's wrong with 
you? that they begin feeling there is 
something wrong with them." And 
the paranoia is real. When an MPMIA 
committee tried to get a group of 
single men together for an interview, 
a surprisingly high percentage of 
them refused to come. 'They thought 
they were going to be chastised," 
explained the committee representa- 
tive. 

The problem may be worse in 
Utah. One single man in the Boston 
area is frankly relieved to be away 
from "the probing questions" and the 
pressure. "There are a greater variety 
of lifestyles here so mine isn't as 
conspicuous as it might be elsewhere. 
Probably more important, though, is 
the fact that my leaders know me and 
know what I'm doing so they don't 
stereotype me." He adds reflectively, 
"Of course, my bishop nearly denied 
me a temple recommend once because 
he thought I wasn't dating a t  all. But 
two months later he called me to be 
his counselor." 

What do single men identify as 
their problems? One is '?laving my 
motives constantly examined," says 
one. "Just because we're single, we're 
labeled as selfish, immature, immor- 
al, abnormal, and/or unrighteous- 
and have to listen to public sermons 
on the subject." 

Others feel that they're denied 
some opportunities to serve because of 
their singleness. A California man 
said that he had to beg his elders 
quorum president for a home teaching 
assignment. Another one pointed out, 
"A single woman can be a Relief 
Society counselor-heck, a stake Re- 
lief Society president--but I doubt 
that 1'11 be called to be Sunday School 
counselor if there are married men 
available. It's not that I'm aspiring to 
a position, you understand; it's just 
that my personal worthiness or ability 
probably wouldn't even be considered 
because of my marital status." 

Another problem is the difficulty 
of maintaining a healthy system of 
functioning relationships. One single 
man in a northwestern city com- 
mented, without bitterness or com- 

plaint, that the only home he had 
been invited to as  a friend was that of 
his home teaching companion. A New 
York man related how shocked he 
was, upon passing the salt to a 
neighbor in a restaurant, to realize 
that the accidental meeting of their 
fingers was the first time he'd physi- 
cally touched another human being 
for two weeks. "If it weren't for 
shaking hands a t  church, I'd literally 
lose contact with the human race." 

Several expressed pain a t  the 
inevitable loneliness. "That's the 
worst," said one. "When I've done 
something and it's good and I feel 
good about it, I don't have anyone to 
share it with who is really committed 
to my success. I can share it with my 
friends, but it's still my goal, my 
work, and my success. I'd really like 
to be able to say 'our' sometimes." 

How significant a problem is 
external pressure? The answer varies, 
since some individuals are extremely 
sensitive to it and others are not. But 

all of them have noticed it. Some 
locate the source of greatest pressure 
in the Church itself. One Salt Lake 
man who has been in several single 
wards says, "I've seen probably seven 
or eight different branch presidents 
come and go since I've been here. 
Some are obsessed with mamage, 
preach it from the pulpit, compare our 
marriage statistics with other branch- 
es, etc. Other branch presidents have 
instead concentrated on increasing 
personal righteousness and service. 
My observation is that there 
about as many marriages in 
second kind of branch as in the firs 

"I think," he added wistfully, 
would help if a lot of single men didno 
feel that their ecclesiastical leaders 
disapproved of them. It makes it very 
hard to approach them for help." 

A significant source of pressure 
on single men is single women. One 
branch president mentioned his "com- 
plete sympathy" for single men and 
told of seeing one of his counselc 

are 
the 
t. 
"it 
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Endangered Species 
Single Men in the Church 

By Lavina Fielding Anderson 
and Jeffery 0. Johnson 

"literally backed against the wall 
after a fireside by five or six women- 
with no defense except a cookie and a 
glass of punch." 

Another single man told of hav- 
ing to force himself to go to church 
after a multi-region fireside in which 
the speaker had specifically preached 
marriage for single men. "I knew 
there'd be three or four girls waiting 
to ask, 'Did you hear So-and-so's talk? 
Well, did you?' And they were. I 
found myself sidling around the halls 
so I could keep my back to the wall." 

Married friends are sometimes a 
source of pressure. One Utah resident 
commented, "Sometimes I get the 
impression that people think I'm 
against marriage because I'm single 
and that they have to convert me. 
They always find an occasion to 'bear 
their testimony' about the joys of 
marriage when I'm around. And some- 
times it's so strained it makes me feel 
like they're visual aids and I'm a 
meeting." 

A California man wondered if 
part of the pressure came from a 
"misery-loves-company" feeling, since 
a t  least a couple of his friends who are 
most persistent in inquiring about his 
marital status are precisely those who 
have less than ideal mamages. "It 
may be a defense. As long as they're 
asking me about my marriage, or lack 
of it, they don't need to really face 
what's happening to their marriage. 

"Still, it makes me a little resent- 
ful." 

Another added, "One of the rea- 
sons why some friends so frequently 
ask about marriage is that we seem to 
have lost contact since their marriage 
and we don't seem to have much to 
talk about. My marital status-like 
theirs-is always available as a t op  
ic." 

Parents also provide a kind of 
pressure. "The hardest part for me in 
talking with my parents," said one 
man, "is their feeling that they've 
somehow set me a bad example of 
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being married. That hurts me." 
Others perceive Church programs 

designed exclusively for singles as a 
form of pressure. One man who has 
participated in singles branches, both 
as a student and as a professional 
person, commented on the pressure 
that occurs in dating relationships. "I 
remember how long I debated about 
taking a girl to a branch function; 
everyone would immediately notice, 
whisper, and sooner or later ask me if 
we were 'serious.' I know that some 
people really like that emphasis on 
social relationships, but it makes me 
hypersensitive." 

The Young Special Interest pro- 
gram is often seen as a mixed bless- 
ing. Some enjoy the opportunity to 
serve and the ease in meeting women 
in group situations. One, however, 
pointed out the irony of participating 
in a program "whose very existence 
advertises that you're failing. The 
only qualification you have to have to 
belong is being single. The only thing 
you have to do to get out is to get 
married. If everyone got married, 
there would be no YSI. I wish there 
were some way people could choose to 
participate on the basis of common 
interests and common friends-not on 
the basis of marriage. This way, 
there's an automatic 'graduation' a t  
the time of engagement, almost as 
though they're leaving behind child- 
ish things." 

Since the pressures to marry 
seem accurately designed to make 
single men uncomfortable, why doesn't 
i t  produce more marriages? Some 
married people who have seen their 
own relationships narrow to the "in- 
evitable one" with the logical union 
following are genuinely puzzled by 
the apparent indecisiveness of their 
single friends. What accounts for 
singleness? There are a variety of 
reasons guessed at, some valid in 
some cases, none valid in all: 

1. "He's homosexual-- at  least 
not normal." It's true that some 
unmarried Mormon men are gay, but 
innocent suspects far outnumber the 
guilty. "How do you prove you're 
not? Get a girl pregnant? That's a 
great choice for a returned mission- 
ary," said one. Meanwhile, this form 
of stereotyping is particularly vicious. 
One single woman complained bitter- 
ly that in her Salt Lake branch she 
not only had to compete with other 
women for a man's attention-she 
also had to compete with other men. 
Another woman used testimony meet- 
ing to denounce the men present as 
"mama's boys" and "hung up on 
roommates." A man in a northwest- 
ern ward quite seriously said he had 
to think about moving out of a very 
comfortable living situation because 

he'd been there for two years with the 
same roommates and "people would 
start to think something was going 
on." 

Sensitivity to this kind of stereo- 
type naturally sometimes acts as a 
barrier to developing close friendships 
or roommate relationships, with its 
inevitable price in emotional shallow- 
ness. One single man, however, is 
secure enough in his own masculinity 
to use the stereotype to his advan- 
tage: "When people ask me why I'm 
not married, I look them straight in 
the eye and say, 'I don't like girls.' 
They usually leave me alone after 
that." 

2. "He's too picky." Impossibly 
high or idiosyncratic standards are 
usually easier for someone else to see 
than the single man himself. One 
single man said of a friend, "He's 
looking for the Relief Society presi- 
dent who's also Playmate of the 
Month. Of course he's not going to 
find her." A branch president com- 

mented, "I have mixed feelings about 
men who use the 'I haven't met her 
yet' reason. Sometimes it's a cop-out. 
The guy who's saying that may have 
met her ten times and just L--- 'L 

recognized her yet. At the same 
I also know men who have fast€ 
prayed and been told to wait; t 
no doubt in my mind that 
better wait." 

Single men defending them 
from this charge sometimes agre 
are helpless to do anything ah  
"I'll admit that if a girl isn't beal 
I'm not very interested in her, 
one. "But I'm not the kind of 
some he-man type that most 
undoubtedly dream of. It's a b i ~  
don't quite know how to get out of 

Others protest, "But quite hor 
ly, I've never been in love." Another 
said, "I don't want to just get married. 
I want to be married-happily mar- 
ried. That imposes certain conditions 
that I'm willing to keep looking for." 

Another single man said, "There 

nasn t 
time, 

!d and 
here's . .. 
they'd 

selves 
!e, but 
~ u t  it. 
utiful, 
" said 
hand- 

, Four Single Men 
That I Hope 
Never 

I Marry 
I By P. Q. Gump 

As a divorced woman with a 
child, my dating life (such as it is) 
naturally includes a lot of older single 
men-in their late twenties and early 
thirties. Some of them were very nice. 
But there are four of them that I hope 
resign themselves to ministering an- 
gel status, thereby removing the hid- 
eous possibility that some poor, des- 
perate woman might actually consent 
to live with one of them for eternity. 

First is Roger. Roger holds the 
priesthood. Roger never lets anyone 
forget for more than thirty seconds 
that he holds the priesthood. "Why 
don't we go see a movie tonight? I'm 
too tired to dance." "No, Patricia, I've 
decided we're going to the dance, and 
I hold the priesthood." 

We broke up when in a casual 
conversation I mentioned that I only 
wanted six children. You know you're 
a Mormon when six children seems like 
Planned Parenthood. Quoth Roger: 
"Six children? My wife's going to 
have twelve children, and that's that." 

"Isn't i t  partly up to her?" 
"I hold the priesthood!" 
Quoth I (hereby ending our dat- 

ing relationship): "Then you have the 
other six babies, Roger old chum." 

My second candidate for perma- 
nent bachelorhood is Jerry the Jerk. 
Jerry apparently reached puberty at 
the age of thirty-two, and can't get 
over the strange and wonderful things 
that are happening to him. I had the 
golden opportunity to be the guinea 
pig in his unending series of experi- 
ments. He was utterly unscientific: 
When I wouldn't let him touch me 
here he was unable to induce that he 
also should not touch me there. To 
him, two inches to the left was all 
new territory, to be explored for 
hostile natives. 

ARer two dates the natives were 
hostile. 

And the worst of it was, he had 
absolutely no taste about what is done 
in public and private. I just don't like 
getting my backside pinched while 
standing in a line to get into a 
popular movie. Especially when it's 
only my second date with a guy. Our 
last contact (physical, of course) was 
the day he patted my bottom in 
sacrament meeting while I was talk- 
ing to the branch president. I asked 
the BP what was wrong with some- 
body like Jerry, and the dear man 
told me that I was the second girl that 
semester to complainJerry thought 
girls liked to be treated that way, and 
no amount of gentle hinting (like 
slaps and kicks and screams) could 
persuade him otherwise. 

Val was, to say the least, a 
moron. Somewhere along the line 
nobody had ever mentioned the con- 
cept of manners to him. I'm not 
referring to opening doors for ladies 
and placing coats over mud puddles-- 
that's the advanced course. Val never 
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have been a number of women I could 
have married-fine women. I could 
have been comfortable with them and 
fond of them, and some of them have 
been in love with me. But-I don't 
quite know how to say this-there 
wasn't any companionship. I had the 
feeling that I understood what they 
were thinking and feeling and I knew 
exactly how to make them happy, but 
I never felt that they understood me, 
my ideas, my goals. I want more than 
a cook and a bedmate." 

3. "Immaturity ." Again, some 
men, unconsciously, are still using the 
same standards that they used as 
teenagers. One man who describes 
himself as "seriously looking" felt 
that he had to get an apartment with 
cable television before he could start 
entertaining his friends. And he plans 
to marry "as soon as I buy a boat." 

Another one admits: "As Mor- 
mons, we really don't have very good 
models unless we look for them. 
Naturally, the Church doesn't give us 

much instruction on how to be suc- 
cessfully single, and the world offers 
mainly the image of the 'swinging 
single.' I think some of us have 
bought that image and pour all of our 
energy into the right clothes, the 
right car, the right job. It comes as a 
shock when we attract women to 
whom those are the most important 
values, too." 

Other single men feel resentful of 
the charge of immaturity because 
they feel stereotyped. "I'm obviously a 
responsible person in other ways-as 
a citizen, in my job, in my church 
callings, in my relationship to my 
family," protests one. "But just be- 
cause I'm not married, all of a sudden 
that makes me irresponsible." 

4. Lack of self-knowledge. By 
definition, a man is usually unaware 
of this problem and may not discover 
i t  without counseling or revelation of 
some sort. Frequently he has adopted 
a set of values without thinking about 
them-for instance, the idea that he 

had the basics. 
Everybody belches occasionally. 

But usually there is some attempt a t  
restraint. When someone is in the 
way, one usually says, "Excuse me." 
When Val didn't just shove, he said, 
"Hey, move a minute." Our relation- 
ship ended when he put his feet 
(muddy, of course) up on my new glass 
coffee table so hard that it shattered 
the glass. I didn't mind the broken 
glass so much. What I minded was 
Val saying, "Look what happens when 
you buy cheap stuff." I sent him a bill 
for $300 and he didn't ask me out 
anymore. 

And number four: my dear hus- 
band (ex) who gave me the name I 
bear. I refer to him as a single man 
because he is one now and with any 
mercy he will remain such forever. 

He has no flaws. He makes a 
great deal of money (a round of 
applause for alimony and child sup- 
port, folks) and has a lot of prestige in 
his field, particularly for one so 
young. He is graceful and courteous. 
Women have been seen to brighten 
visibly (thrust out that chest) when 
he comes into a room. He looks like 
tailors pay him to wear their clothes. 
He always has one lock of hair out of 
place-the same lock of hair all the 
time, and the same place. He has no 
enemies in the world, and everyone 
who sees him wants to do him a favor, 
because he looks like the kind of 
person you do favors for. 

His only flaw is that he has no 
flaws. He only married me in a 
moment of weakness (he fell in love 
with my mind) and regretted it in- 
stantly. I never could manage to keep 

the garbage can exactly in place. I 
was unable to keep my hair looking 
beautiful without occasionally appear- 
ing in the living room while wearing 
curlers. Dinner was as much as fifteen 
minutes late four times in the same 
week. And, worst of all, our child 
cried and i t  sometimes took me as 
much as five minutes to quiet the wee 
creature. 

Of course he never raised his 
voice. Of course he never complained. 
He wrote me notes about how I might 
improve my eficiency. He xeroxed 
articles from magazines on time efi- 
ciency and effective housekeeping (I 
hate the women who write those 
articles-if they really keep their 
houses that perfectly, how do they 
find the time to write the articles? 
They have a maid, that's how). And 
he phrased clever backhanded compli- 
ments, like, "One nice thing about 
late meals is, the food is still hot 
fifteen minutes after suppertime!" or 
"I love it when you dress nicely 
around the house. It's such a nice 
contrast ." 

I put up with it for two years. 
And now I'm looking for a man who is 
a good Latterday Saint who honors 
his priesthood (but doesn't worship it); 
who wants an active sex life (but 
believes in occasional breaks for things 
like eating, sleeping, working); who is 
able to be natural and comfortable 
around the home (without constantly 
reminding me of the monkey cage at  
the zoo); and who, above all, is willing 
to accept my imperfections as patient- 
ly as I accept his. 

If such a man exists, he's probab- 
ly mamed. Knowing my luck. 

should be married-and consequently 
discovers behavior that contradicts 
those values. For example, one single 
man, a graduate student in his thir- 
ties, described himself as extremely 
anxious to marry, but "I can't afford 
it." He was taken aback when some- 
one pointed out that he'd just spent a 
sizeable sum on an antique brass 
bed-a single bed. 

One Institute teacher remembers 
talking to several single men who are 
more comfortable dating nonmembers 
because "Mormon women make me 
feel as  if they're constantly going 
down a checklist to see how I measure 
up." The teacher concedes: "It's true 
that some women really put pressure 
on a man; it's also true that some of 
these men are just projecting their 
own insecurities and prefer to stay 
with less threatening women." 

Some men, in fact, deliberately 
pick unmarriageable partners for their 
activities. One graduate student rath- 
e r  revealingly commented, "Mormon 
women aren't friendly enough. They 
never give a guy any encouragement." 
He then enthusiastically praised a 
a non-Mormon woman ofice-mate. 
"She'll come in and say, 'Hey, let's 

1 pick up a couple of sandwiches and go 
bike-riding for lunch.' '' Did he want 
Mormon women to show their interest 
by asking him to do something? "Oh 
no," he responded quickly. "That 
would be too forward." 

5. Lack of interpersonal skills. 
"Some men live in a fantasy world," 
commented a counselor. "Theyll sit 
home night after night, never talk to 
a woman at  church, never ask a 
woman out, but feel certain that 
they'll many quite soon (they don't 
know how or to whom) and then 
everything will be wonderful. Natur- 
ally the only person they'll attract is 
the woman who is looking for some- 
one to dominate-and there couldn't 
be a worse combination." 

Another type "has picked up a lot 
of communication skills, is very good 
discussing relationships and interper- 
sonal dynamics, and doesn't want 
to waste any time playing games. 
They're therapists more than any- 
thing else. They certainly attract 
women since they're endlessly willing 
to 'help' them, but these women are 
usually the very ones who are not 
healthy enough to marry." 

Many single men are disillusioned 
with dating. Some stop dating. One 
man in his middle thirties, who 
doesn't want to "waste time" dating, 
uses the "vibe method." When he 
meets a woman at  Church (he is 
faithful in attendance and assiduous 
in meeting newcomers), he claims to 
be able to tell within fifteen seconds 
"by the Spirit" whether he should get 
to know her better. 



A more successful choice for some 
men is finding informal ways of 
spending time with women. "I really 
want to marry a friend," explains one, 
"not some exotic stranger that has 
clubbed me into submission with her 
eyelashes." A group activity for him 
"takes off the pressure that a date 
has." Another man lauds the range of 
activities available outside the formal 
dating situation: "fixing dinner to- 
gether for friends, washing our cars, 
watching Masterpiece Theater. Maybe 
I'm the only one who sometimes finds 
myself role-playing on a date, but I 
don't think so. I prefer situations that 
are a little looser." Another man 
pointed out another advantage: "The 
women in this group I'm friends with 
feel free to ask me for help with 
something without worrying about 
whether they're 'chasing' me. I really 
like that freedom for both of us." 

6. Sufficient satisfactions else- 
where. Some men come from cultures 
or families where later marriage is 
the pattern. Consequently, according 
to the model they cany around in 
their heads, their lives are progress- 
ing in a perfectly normal pattern. 

A counselor pointed out that 
some single men also discover, almost 
accidentally, the satisfactions of being 
single. "For a variety of reasons, a 
fellow may get through twenty-five 
years without marrying. Suddenly 
he's educated, financially secure, ac- 
tive in the Church, and very desirable 
to a lot of women. They're competing 
for him and he likes it. In fact, some 
men will not compete for a woman- 
which is why the women nearly 
always many someone else." 

One successful businessman, who 
modestly described himself as "prob- 
ably the most eligible bachelor in 
California," offered yet another rea- 
son. "I have several friends who, like 
me, have set their priorities on educa- 
tion and financial security first. I've 
been married to my business for the 
past several years. You learn to work 
hard on your mission and in college, 
you find it's a successful way of 
sublimating sexual impulses; and af- 
ter a while, you forget what you were 
sublimating and just keeping working 
hard." 

7. Pain. "Don't underestimate how 
painful the fear of rejection can be if 
it hasn't happened to you lately," 
warned a counselor. "When a man 
didn't have a good way of coping with 
rejection in the first place and doesn't 
have a strong enough support system 
to bounce back, he's really trapped by 
that fear and can't get out of it 
without help. Same goes for women, 
of course." 

One man commented on "the 
exhaustion" of "putting your ego on 

the line for the umpteenth time to ask 
out a girl you hardly know." An even 
deeper weariness comes when a man 
feels that he's invested a year or two 
in a relationship that doesn't work 
out. "Knowing you're going to have to 
begin a t  the beginning all over again 
with another woman, with no guaran- 
tees that it will work out any better 
this time than the last time, really 
takes a lot of faith," said one; and he 
added, "And you always have a t  least 
a couple of bleak, black days where 
you wonder if you're worth anything 
a t  all." 

Are sexual need and frustration a 
problem? Counselors and branch pres- 
idents say yes, conceding that their 
perspective may be somewhat dis- 
torted because they work mostly with 
the portion of the population that 
has the problem. They mention mas- 
turbation as  a relatively widespread 
problem. Heavy necking and petting 
is another. One counselor cited the 

"Mormon women 
make me feel 
as if they're 

constantly going 
down a checklist 

to see how 
I measure up." 

rather extreme example of a man in 
his thirties who will date the same 
woman as much as two or three years, 
"thinking vaguely that it might work 
into marriage. Actually what he gets 
out of it is a necking session once or 
twice a week that keeps him techni- 
cally moral but sexually satisfied. He 
feels guilty, but not guilty enough to 
repent-just guilty enough to con- 
fess." 

However, many single men who 
are not among the "problem popula- 
tion" say that there are good ways of 
handling sexual pressure. "There's a 
great deal to be said for ignorance," 
said one wryly. "I know enough to 
suspect what I'm missing but a t  least 
I'm not under the same kind of 
pressure as  a divorced or widowed 
man." Another pointed out, "Self-con- 
trol is a habit just as masturbation is 
a habit. When you've spent fifteen 
years establishing self-control, it's a 
pretty reliable habit." Several men- 

tioned that chastity was a covenant 
responsibility with spiritual help and 
spiritual rewards they felt they could 
rely on. 

What finally motivates marriage? 
One branch president described it as a 
"crisis of conscience" and explained, 
"When these men arc trying to live 
the gospel, going to the temple 
larly, and putting a lot of them, 
into church service, marriage be1 
more and more important. It's 
that these activities are also broaden- 
ing their capacity to love and their 
ability to communicate it-but there 
just seems to be a point at which 
capacity and motivation mee 
right set of circumstances. St 
single then no longer looks lil 
alternative." 

For many men, however, it's less 
dramatic. Some become aware that 
"I'd graduated, I had a good job, and I 
wanted to settle down. I was just 
ready in ways that I hadn't been 
before." Others discover that a speci- 
fic obstacle-such as interpersonal 
skills-is in their way and take 
necessary steps to remove it. "It took 
a lot of courage," said a California 
man, "since I had to admit that I'd 
been a failure in that area up to that 
point. But the exhilaration of seeing 
myself change gave me a kind of 
self-confidence I'd never experienced 
before, either. Marriage seemed like a 
natural step to take a t  that stage- 
and it was." He recommended coun- 
seling. "I couldn't have done it alone." 

What are the solutions that single 
men have found for themselves in 
coping with the pressures and frustra- 
tions of being unmarried? 

1. Be honest. Most single I 

agree that keeping in touch T 

feelings and motivations is the sig 
a mature person, not a paranoid 
One single Mormon in the East w; 
to avoid complacence or apathy 
know that marriage is a commi 
ment. When my bishop asks me if 
keeping the commandments du 
temple recommend interviews, ir 
honesty I have to say there's one 
not. It may hurt, but it's hes" 
Another added, "I've always felt 
belong to the category of me1 
were 'looking' for a wife, not : 
those who were 'waiting' to g 
ried. But I have to keep analy 
motives and testing my feelin1 
if my decisions are consistent. 

2. Get a testimony of marriage, 
not just of the gospel. An Institute 
teacher pointed out, "If you look at 
divorce statistics, unrewarding mar- 
riages, and brutalizing personal 
tionships, it really doesn't give : 
very good feeling about getting 
ried. You're smart to be afrnl 
getting into something like th, 
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suggests that single men look at a lot 
of marriages among their friends and Hollow Homes 
family and become aware of the 
different ranee of stvles available. 
"One man to12 me tha i  it took a lot of 
pressure off him when he realized 
that the image he's been carrying 
around of his brother's successful 
marriage-a heavy and intense one- 
actually didn't fit his own personality 
a t  all. When he noticed that other 
couples were equally happy with a 
very spontaneous, lighthearted rela- 
tionship, he relaxed a lot." 

3. Keep a good sense of perspec- 
tive. One single man describes his 
system for keeping a balance: "If I 
ever feel sony for myself, I realize 
that it's self-indulgence. Without even 
trying I can think of a half-dozen 
sorrows that are much worse than 
loneliness. I don't know any respon- 
sible Saint who is going to get his 
reward without some tough problems 
to face. This particular problem has 
simply turned out to be my greatest 
burden thus far." 

Another added, "Marriage is part Much of the problem is a misun- 
of the gospel for me. Sometimes, for 
one reason or another, I find myself 
behaving as though it's the only 
principle of the gospel. Of course that 
makes me feel like a failure. What 
helps is to remind myself of other 
areas where I'm having good exper- 
iences with the gospel and feel the 
Lord's approval for my efforts." 

4. Find models. Being single does 
not preclude righteousness. A signifi- 
cant number of men in Church his- 
tory were single for long portions of 
their lives or married late. One man 
says, "My friends joke that Evan 
Stephens is my hero. Well, it's true 
that he was single all his life, but that 
didn't stop him from making a contri- 
bution to the Church." This pioneer 
composer wrote more than fifteen of 
our current hymns, including "For the 
Strength of the Hills" and "Shall the 
Youth of Zion Falter?" Other men ments appreciatively on being able to 
who were single or who married over spend time with his nieces and neph- 
age thirty were Lorenzo Snow; John ews. A single man in the East, 
R. Parks, who played a significant separated from his own family, is a 
role in the early history of the devoted surrogate-uncle to the chil- 
University of Utah; Willard Richards; dren of his ward. "There is a girl who 
and John M. Bernhisel, whose politi- calls me up and asks me over all the 
cal missions to Washington were vital time," he says ruefully. "Of course, 
during early settlement in Utah. she's only six." 

5. Form healthy relationships with 6. If you feel guilty, examine your 
married couples, single men and wom- conscience with the help of the Holy 
en, children, and your own family Ghost. If you have reason to feel 
wherever possible. "If you insist that guilty, repent. If you don't, then get 
the most important thing about you is on with living. "Singleness is not a 
being single, other people will take disease," says one simply. 'Marriage 
you a t  your word," said one. "I think is not a cure." Another gives his 
it's more important that I'm involved philosophy: "I have many kiends, an 
in some exciting research, enjoy mis- active social life, a job I enjoy, and 
sionary work, and can cook French." plenty of outside interests. I feel that 
One Utah man, relatively close to his I'm open to the Lord's counsel, I seek 
married brothers and sisters, com- it, and I try to make my relationships 

will for men is that they be servants 
and priests to God; loving fathers, 
teachers, and friends to their chil- 
dren; tender and faithful husbands to 
their wives; adequate providers for 
their families; charitable brothers to 
all mankind. The Savior who said 
"Love one another as I have loved 
you" was not calling for men to be 
macho and hide their tender feelings; 
the Lord who wept a t  the death of his 
friend and let John the Beloved lean 
on his bosom a t  the last supper did 
not consider manliness as being 
tough, cruel, violent. Those Saints 
who buy the world's view buy a 
counterfeit, and lose by it. 

Many men try to fit that image 
and succeed too well: they pay the 
price in miserable homes, unhappy 
families, often in divorce. Other men 
try to fit the image and fail. Those 
who fail and then give up either 
commit suicide--or murder their mas- 
culinity by denying it or retreat from 
i t  into the fantasy world of mastur- 
bation. 

There is a link between mastur- 
bation and homosexuality. Of course, 
most who masturbate do not become 
homosexuals: but all who are homo- 
sexuals masturbated seriously. In- 
deed, there are degrees of masturba- 
tion, ranging from innocent childlike 
acts to impulsive erotic acts to a 
fantasy life of sexual pewemion that 
is central to the masturbator's life. 
Dr. V. Vernon Woolf found that the 
process was sequential, and that it 
seemed to be more a symptom than a 
disease. 

And the disease? A non-nurturing 
home environment, said Dr. Woolf. 
"Evidently the communication system 
in the family breaks down or has 
never existed in such a way as 
to handle genuine intimacy.. . . The 

with others as sincere and meaningful 
as  possible. I definitely have neither 
the time nor the inclination to sit 
around crying into my Kool-Aid be- 
cause I'm single." 

Another man who has been 
through the troughs of tribulation 
describes his position this way: "Let's 
no longer talk of marriage as a duty, 
but rather as a reason-a reason for 
living. Love, too, is a duty, but what 
life-support comes from obliged affec- 
tion? For the first time in my life, I'm 
free-free of so many insecurities, 
needs, and self-doubts that in years 
past drove me to the illusion that all I 
needed was marriage. I thank the 
Lord for saving me from those motiva- 
tions. Perhaps now that the need to 
marry isn't so obsessive, I'm ready." 
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Historians have been known to shout in 
ecstacy, disturbing the sanctity of dusty archives 
and silent libraries, when they find a photo- 
graph that shows details of life in the past. 
Craig Law is determined to cause a lot of that 
kind of shouting fifty or a hundred years from 
now, when some future historian realizes what a 
gold mine of detail about mid-twentieth-century 
life he has found. 

The real story of  Latter-day Saints today 
won't be told by oficial press-release photo- 
graphs, the media image, and the plastic people 
shown in  the pages of Church magazines. 
Instead the roving cameras of Craig Law and 
the too-few others like him, who capture the 
"trivial" moments that tell the truth about 
ourselves-they will record for posterity the 
faces of  Mormon life todav. 

  he names of the people in these pictures 
are meant to be forgotten. But .you can name Lori on Her Baptismal Day. 
them easily-when you think about it, you know 
them all! 
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Conversation at the Ward Dinner. 

Law Family Gathering. 
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New Year's Eve Dance. Staying Dry at Girl's Camp. 

Bicentennial Primary Program. 
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Relief Society Singing Group at a Family Gathering. 

Mother with Child after the Ward Dinner. 

Watching Their Children Perform. High Priests at a Spring Sing. 
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Aaronic Priesthood Service Project. 

- \ 

Carl's Homecoming. 
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Dressed Alike for General Conference. Family at Tabernacle. 

Road Show Participants. 

Backstage at the Road Show. 



Nativity Scene at Home. 

Eric at an Elders Quorum Party. Dale after His Farewell. 

Ward Campout Program. 
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The Ward "Luau." 
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The Genealogy Racket 

Or How to Make Money Off the Faithful 
By Joseph Hall 

Suddenly millions of people are 
searching for their "roots," as Mor- 
mons have been doing for genera- 
tions. And, like many Mormons, they 
find that a t  some point the easy-to- 
find records reach a dead end. And 
they need help. 

There are several very good rea- 
sons for getting professional help: 
most of us find it cheaper to have an 
English genealogist do a search than 
to go to England to do it ourselves; 
most of us lack the expertise to know 
where to look and what to find when 
we look there in parish records from 
the distant past; and most of us have 
a lazy streak that encourages us to go 
out fishing on the lake while our 
money does the walking through 
those yellowed pages. 

But genealogy is a business-a 
suddenly expanding business--and as 
all those who have had bad experi- 
ences with repairmen and used-car 
salesmen can testify, not all who say 
they can, can. 

How can you tell a responsible, 
qualified genealogist from one who is 
ir- and un-? There are two institutions 
in the U.S. that test genealogists. The 
National Board for Certification in 
Washington, D.C., gives a correspon- 
dence test for people doing genealogi- 
cal research in United States records, 
and the Genealogical Department of 
The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter- 
day Saints (you've heard of them) in 
Salt Lake City gives an eight-hour 
test in its library for genealogists 
doing research in any part of the 
world. Both places have a list of those 
who have passed the exam. 

But passing a test is no guaran- 
tee that a genealogist will do what he 
says he can do. 

For example: a family organiza- 
tion hired a very large Salt Lake City 
genealogy firm, agreeing to collect the 
money to send a monthly check for 
services rendered. The genealogy firm, 
in exchange, agreed to do research 
and compile a family history at  the 
rate of $7.50 to $10.00 per hour. 
Twelve months and a thousand dol- 
lars later, the family organization had 
to send someone to the firm's office to 
regain possession of their files. Only 

fifteen hours of research had actually 
been done, work had not even begun 
on the family history, and to top it off, 
the firm had even contacted individ- 
ual family members for further pay- 
ment, contrary to the agreement in 
advance. 

Another example: A woman in 
Kentucky hired an accredited geneal- 
ogist to submit some names for temple 
work for her, to be extracted from wills 
(which she provided). She paid $300, 
only to find out, a year later, that the 
genealogist had still not done the 
work-and when she complained, he 
almost refused to return her wills to 
her. 

Another woman paid $50 for an 
accredited researcher to help her. The 
advice she was given was to look in 
parish registers in one county in 
England, though her ancestors lived 
in another county entirely-and lived 
during the time of nationwide civil 
registration of vital records and excel- 
lent census records, both of which 
were far easier sources to research 
than the county records-and both of 
which included more complete infor- 
mation. 

Let's face it. Any time you hire 
somebody to do something you don't 
know anything about, you run the 
risk of being "taken." 

And to confuse things even fur- 
ther, some of the best genealogists 
have never had formal training and 
never taken an accreditation test-all 
they have to offer is a wealth of 
experience and a job well done. Which 
is, after all, what you want! 

The best way to find a genealogist 
to help you, of course, is to get a 
recommendation from a friend or 
relative who has worked with the 
genealogist for years, with good re- 
sults. But if you don't have someone 
recommended-and sometimes even if 
you do!-there are things you should 
find out before you contract for work. 

First, make sure that the re- 
searcher is qualified to do research in 
the records of the geographical area 
where your ancestors lived. Record- 
keeping methods varied from county 
to county-from nation to nation the 
differences are tremendous. Just be- 

cause a genealogist is trained in 
English parish records doesn't neces- 
sarily mean he knows a hill of beans 
about Danish records or the reporting 
system in Milan in the eighteenth 
century. 

Second, find out his standing 
among genealogists. As with any 
other profession, genealogists cor 
know each other and each ot 
work, and you can probably avoic 
out-and-out frauds by asking aro 
though, of course, nobody wil 
heard of a brand-new research 
starting out. In any case, if a gl 
gist will furnish you with the 
and addresses of a couple or nis 
clients, you can contact them and find 
out what kind of work the researcher 
does. 

Third, the genealogist shou: 
willing to discuss rates with you- 
set them in advance. He may cl 
by the hour or by the job, but ir., 
case, he should be able to explain it 
terms you understand. An import: 
thing to watch for is a genealog 
who promises too much. Like - 
research, results cannot usual1 
predicted on a time scale, and 
should be wary of a genealogist 
says he'll definitely get results witnir 
six hours of research-particularlj 
when you've already worked on thal 
line for months with no results 
Genealogists rarely work miracles- 
you hire them to do hard work that 
you just can't do. And sometimes 
overpromising is a signal of the worst 
kind of genealogy fraud: in the p 
some people posing as genealogi 
have resorted to fabricating resu 
rather than reporting that resea 
findings have been negative. l'he 
simplest solution to that, however, is 
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to make an  agreement in advance 
that where possible, Xerox copies nf 

the sources of particular kinds 
information (birth dates, death dal 
marriage dates, names of kin, e 
should be provided to you. 

Avoiding frauds and incompe- 
tents should be fairly easy if you take 
reasonable precautions. But another 
danger area awaits you: gene1 ' ' ' 

offer many different kinds of s 
which all have different pi 
rates, and you should be car 
get-and pay for-only as much as 
you need. And when a genealogist 
charges a flat rate, it's a good idea to 
check on the kind of service he offers: 
if he has a high overhead, you 
paying for all his services M 

you need them or not! Some co. 
services, for instance, can b 
expensive, and yet you may not need 
them-so you should make sure in 
advance whether a computer search 
will be needed, and perhaps insist 
that no such expensive resea 
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launched without your specific appro- 
val in each case. 

And how thorough do you want 
the genealogist to be? If you want just 
the information, and intend to do the 
analysis yourself, all you want to hire 
is a "record searcher," since they 
provide that service and generally 
charge less. But if you want the 
genealogist to do the analysis and to 
direct the research, you will have to 
pay more for that service. 

Sometimes when you hire an 
American genealogist to research a 
line that goes to a foreign country, he 
will have to hire an agent in that 
country. Naturally, that increases the 
cost. If your genealogist plans to use 
such an agent, you should ask that he 
let you know-and let you know what 
the agent is going to do for your 
money. 

Another service many genealo- 
gists provide is helping families get 
organized to do the work. A good 
adviser can help you set up efficiently 
and keep things running smoothly. 
And if you plan to do most of your 
own research as a family or family 
organization, a good genealogist can 
help you avoid pitfalls, and teach you 
'-w to do some of the more difficult 

pes of research yourself. Of course, 
ch services, being valuable, com- 
~ n d  a good f e e b u t  when performed 

well, can be worth the expense. 
And if your desire is to compile 

your own written version of Roots, 
you will need a genealogist with 
experience in compiling family his- 
tories. The best reference is a copy of 
a family history he has previously 
compiled. And a particularly creative 
genealogist can help you organize 
your history in the way best suited to 
your needs-not in a rigid pattern he 
has followed since the dawn of time. 

Above all, find a genealogist who 
is open with you about what he is 
doing and who is willing to help you 
all he can. Though, like any profes- 
sional, a genealogist hasn't time to 
answer two or three hours' worth of 
questions for free, a good genealogist, 
like a good doctor or lawyer, will 
readily tell you what you want to 
know. And once you've found the 
researcher who takes a personal in- 
terest in your ancestor search, who 
provides all the services you need and 
none that you don't need, and who 
gets reasonable results within a rea- 
sonable period of time, stick with him! 

And recommend him to your 
friends. Nothing guarantees quality 
like competition from a lot of quali- 
fied people! 

Joseph Hall, 24, with two children who 
are supervised by his wife, Sandra Pratt 
Hall (whom he met in Brazil on their 
missions), is a professional helance gen- 
ealogist in Salt Lake City. 

Fiction Among the Diapers 

By Gladys Clark Farmer 

"How do you do it?'some of my 
friends used to ask when they discov- 
ered that I, with four children six and 
under, was writing a book. 

"You don't unless you're crazy," I 
would reply in mock seriousness. But 
to the genuinely interested I had an 
answer: you can make time to do 
what you really want to do. 

It was a conclusion I had reached 
after several years of watching young 
(and even older) mothers trying to 
keep their sanity amid the demands 
of household chores. Every mother 
needs a t  least one escape valve. Some 
find it unconsciously-talking on the 
phone or watching the "soaps" on T V. 
Others plan their moments of es- 
cape-regular appointments at the 
spa or hairdresser, or scheduled after- 
noons with a friend or a club. Still 
others attempt money-making enter- 
prises, like selling Tupperware or 
cosmetics. 

Before I started writing I had 
gone through a series of outside 
involvements myself. Teaching part- 
time a t  the university was no problem 
with just one child and a husband 
with a fairly flexible schedule. But 
unwilling to leave two children with a 
babysitter, I declined the offer to 
continue teaching, and began, in- 
stead, to give piano lessons in my 
home. This worked well for a few 
years, with educational TV serving as 
my babysitter in one room while I 
taught three lessons a day in another. 
Then, as  my oldest child began school, 
I realized that I would soon need to 
free myself to be able to visit and 
practice with my own children in the 
after-school hours. 

It was about this time that I 
discovered an activity which could 
release my frustration and creative 
impulses-and, best of all, one for 
which I never had to dress up, leave 
home, or be tied to an appointed hour. 
All I needed was paper, ideas, and an 
hour or two of uninterrupted time. 

The discovery came almost by 
accident. During one of my rare 
"clean the house or burn it down" 
drives, I was dusting the individual 
books in our study and picked up a 
mug with several papers inside. One 
of these was a lined, twice-folded 

paper I had placed there six years 
earlier. It was a list of ideas for short 
stories about the mission field-a 
writing project that had occurred to 
me early in my marriage, but which I 
had completely forgotten. 

The teasing words of my husband 
came back to me: "You're the English 
major of the family; why don't you 
write something?" (We both knew 
that he was a much better writer than 
I, and that all my "A" papers in 
graduate school had been those he 
had edited for me.) 

Perhaps it was some hostility I 
was feeling a t  the time; perhaps it 
was my basic dislike of housework; or 
perhaps my intense dislike of dusting 
stirred the "liberated woman" in me 
that morning. I squared my shoulders 
in an  1'11-show-you stance, put away 
my dustrag, and sat down to outline a 
story. 

My husband left later that week 
to attend an out-of-state professional 
meeting. I found that six years of , 

enjoying a live footwarmer had spoiled 
me to the point that I couldn't sleep 
alone in bed. So I got up a t  midnight, 
dug out all my old missionary diaries 
and letters and read far into the 
morning. 

The memories (both pleasant and 
unpleasant) came flooding back- 
things I hadn't thought about for 
years. 

During the next two days I made 
rough outlines for twenty more short 
stories, and when my husband re- 
turned, I announced to him in a very 
matter-of-fact voice, "I'm writing a 
book." 

I was half kidding. But the pencil- 
pushing had begun, and I found it 
more stimulating than anything I had 
done in years. My mind kept return- 
ing to the project and thinking of new 
situations and problems about which I 
could write. My challenge was to find 
the time. 

Somewhere I had read that his- 
torian Juanita Brooks, who raised a 
large family while she did much of 
her writing, used to find her undis- 
turbed hours in the middle of the 
night. Not being one who could tol- 
erate my sleep being interrupted any 
more than a young child, I searched 
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for some daylight hours. I found them 
in the last two hours of the morning 
when my dishes and clothes were 
washed, my oldest child was still at 
kindergarten, and my younger two 
children were entranced with Sesame 
Street and Mr. Rogers. It was two 
hours of ignored housework, but I 
figured why pick up toys at  eleven 
o'clock when you have to pick them 
up all over again at  five? 

I was soon sending rough drafts 
to friends and family members for 
their suggestions. To my delight, they 
came back with both helpful advice 
and words of encouragement. With 
these new ideas, I began to rewrite 
the stories, squeezing out extra time 
on weekends and in the evenings, and 
soon I realized that I was hooked and 
wouldn't be able to stop until my 
writing project really had evolved into 
a book. 

It was over a year later, when I 
had found a potential publisher and 
sat in conference with her and her 
editor that I wondered if my "escape" 
might not have finally trapped me. 
Their suggestion was clear: it was 
good, but not good enough. I needed to 
put the whole thing through the 
typewriter again! It was July. We 
were leaving the state for my hus- 
band's sabbatical in just five months, 
and by this time I had a fourth child 
to care for. 

I suppose it was mostly my life- 
time compulsion to finish whatever I 
started that made me nod my head 
and agree to rewrite the entire book. 
But I knew that i t  could no longer be 
my creative release, to be played with 
during my free time. I would have to 
make time. 

I moved the typewriter down- 
stairs into one of the cool, unfinished 
bedrooms in the basement, spread out 
all my papers, and announced to the 
family that no one was to step into 
that room without my permission. I 
could still only type two or three 
hours a day, but I found that my mind 
could work when my fingers couldn't. 
Ignoring much of what went on 
around me, I worked out plots in my 
mind as I folded clothes and prepared 
meals; mentally tried out dialogue 
while I canned fruit and vegetables; 
carried my clipboard of paper with me 
to doctor's and dentist's offices and to 
the children's music and swimming 
lessons. Then, at  any free moment I 
could find, I would put these ideas 
into typed paragraphs. 

I had outlined a way to convert 
the forty episodes I had previously 
written into nine long, well-developed 
stories. I set a personal goal of writing 
and rewriting one story a week. I met 
the goal for the first three stories. In 
self-defense the older children learned 

to play more a t  their friends' houses; 
the baby learned that grandma and 
grandpa who (fortunately) lived next 
door would give him love and atten- 
tion when mother didn't have the 
time; and my husband learned to look 
in the washroom for his clothes 
rather than the bedroom. No one 
complained. Much. 

I tried to make it clear to the 
children that this was a one-shot 
thing, and that during our forthcom- 
ing sabbatical all of my time would be 
theirs. Housecleaning could be (and 
was) ignored since I would soon be 
packing everything away and scrub- 
bing down the walls in preparation for 
renters. 

Everything was running smooth- 
ly and on schedule--until that warm 
August evening when my husband 
went for a bicycle ride and ended up 
in the hospital with a badly broken 
leg! There went my story-a-week 
schedule, but I was determined to 
persevere. My husband was confined 
a t  home for the next six weeks, but 
after the first two he was able to 
make up for the errands I ran for him 
by doing tasks for me, such as folding 
the clothes and reading to the chil- 
dren while I pounded away at the 
typewriter. For a while our baby came 
home for meals and diaper changes, 
but otherwise completely adopted his 
grandparents. Somehow I wrote and 
rewrote over 300 pages by October, 
revised them again by Thanksgiving, 
and then proofread the final edited 
copy the night before we left for 
California on December 17th. 

As I climbed into the packed car 
to leave Provo, I let out a big sigh of 
relief. I was tired, and fifteen pounds 
lighter than 1 had been in July, but I 
had done it! I had written a publish- 
able book. 

I knew that it would take me over 
a year to recover; that the arrival of 
any more babies and my increased 
involvement in the activities of my 
growing children would be cutting 
still more into my "free" time. Never- 
theless, I had brought with me a 
notebook entitled, "Notes for my next 
book: Mormon Mothers." 

There was no huny. I had just 
survived the first seven years of 
motherhood. Writing could once again 
become my creative escape. I would 
just record observations and anec- 
dotes and play with plots until the 
day came when I could once again 
carve out a nook of uninterrupted 
time. Then I would be ready to launch 
into another major project. Writing is 
in my blood! 

Gladys Clark Farmer, a resident of Edge- 
mont (a suburb of b v o ,  Utah), is the 
author of Elders and Sisters, which is 
being published by Seagull Books in June 
1977. 
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Whitesmith 
By Byron Walley 

For under the dark leaves 
Where I have come to walk 
There is no light. 
A thread of silence weaves 
The fear of night 
Between the phrases of my ta 
In your lips I hear my v 

recorded, 
My thoughts shining, my 

hoarded; 
But changed softly, 
Bent straight and drawn narr,., , 
Carved sharp, my heart's harrow, 
My eye's axe, my own selfs sight. 
And so you led me out of night, 
Not by showing me the way, 
But by kindling the day. 



A Defense of the Christian Faith 

Hans Kung's On Being a Christian provides 
valuable insights to all 

Christians-including Latter-day Saints. 

believe, but feel insecure in their 
faith; . . . who are skeptical, both 
about their convictions and about 
their doubts." The first hundred pages 
deal with non-Christian alternatives- 
humanism, atheism, technology, 
Marxism, existentialism, and non- 

By Scott Kenney 

The most talked-about, and most 
sought-after book in Catholic and 
Protestant circles these days is Hans 
Kung's On Being A Christian. Book- 
stores throughout the country have 
been hard pressed to keep it in stock 
since the English version appeared in 
late 1976, and the original version 
(Christ Sein) was on the best-seller 
list for several months in Germany. 

It is one of those books for which 
reviewers are tempted to make extrav- 
agant claims. The New York Times 
Book Review called it "the best de- 
fense of traditional Catholic Chris- 
tianity to appear in this century," and 
suggested it "may well become a 
religious and spiritual classic." 

Mormons, who traditionally re- 
main aloof from theological dialogue 
with other Christians, may be sur- 
prised at  the latter-day relevance of 
modem scholarship and the Christ- 
centered devotion of its spokesmen. 
The gospel according to Kung is at  
variance with many LDS teachings, 
but on the centrality of Christ and his 
teachings, Kung and Mormons agree. 

On Being A Christian, therefore, 
is both a challenge to serious students 
of LDS doctrine and a passionate ally 
in defending and promoting the cause 
of Christ in an increasingly indiffer- 
ent secular world. 

Kung says his seven-hundred page 
"little Summa" (Summa Theologica) 
is written "for those who do not 
believe, but nevertheless seriously 
inquire; who did believe, but are not 
satisfied with their unbelief; who do 

~ h r i s t i a n  world religions. Kiing's a p  
proach is critical but sympathetic, 
demonstrating an impressive grasp of 
non-Christian systems. In the end he 
finds them inadequate, but calls for a 
genuine dialogue with other religions 
in which their truths would be ac- 
knowledged and appreciated, without 
relativizing or minimizing the Chris- 
tian message. Christianity could learn 
much from others, says Kung: Islam's 
"steady, unshakable concentration on 
the decisive reality of faith: the one 
God and his legate"; Asia's "transper- 
sonal (better than 'impersonal') un- 
derstanding of God"; ConfucianIMao- 
ism's "faith in the perfectibility and 
educability of man." 

The fundamental characteristic of 
Christianity-the decisive reality it 
proclaims to the world-is the person 
of Jesus Christ. But which Jesus? The 
"sweet Jesus" of the pietists, or the 
angry young radical of the revolution- 
aries? The sublimely suffering deity 
of Velazquez, or the tormented human 
Christ of El Greco? Getting at  the 
historical Jesus and his message is 
the core of On Being A Christian- 
"what this program originally meant, 
before it was covered with the dust 
and debris of two thousand years," 
and what it means for humankind 
today. 

For Kung the historicity of Jesus 
is crucial. But it is impossible to write 
a biography of Jesus after biblical 
scholars have removed the stories and 
elaborations attributed to sources oth- 
er than Jesus in the New Testament. 
But enough sayings and deeds are 
considered sufficiently reliable by most 
scholars for Kung to affirm the follow- 
ing: 
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1. Jesus did not belong to the 
ecclesiastical and social establishment. 
He antagonized both Pharisee and 
Sadducee, and his proclamation of the 
imminent Kingdom of God unsettled 
the political rulers. 

2. He was not a social revolution- 
ary, not a Zealot. He refused to support 
a war of national liberation or class 
struggle, announcing instead the di- 
rect rule of God himself, which is to be 
awaited without resorting to violence. 

3. He did not advocate withdrawal 
from the world, either physically or 
mentally. Unlike the Qumran settlers 
and other Essenes, Jesus proclaimed 
that God's Kingdom was for all, not 
merely for the keepers of the law. 

4. He opposed those who sought 
salvation in strict observance of the 
law. In word (the Sabbath was made 
for man, not man for the Sabbath) 
and deed (Sabbath healing, non-obser- 
vance of ritual washings, etc.) Jesus 
taught that man is the measure of the 
law, not the other way around. By 
relativizing the law-by subordinat- 
ing law to the sewice of man J e s u s  
assures that "man may never be 
sacrificed to an allegedly absolute 
norm." Man's will does not replace 
God's, but God's will is made known 
in concrete, specific human situations. 
God's cause is not the law, but man. 

The good news Jesus declared 
was that salvation came not only 
through man's obedience, but through 
the gracious activity of him who gave 
the law. The Kingdom is come for all, 
not merely the "righteous." 

"Throughout all the parables, God 
appears in constantly new variations 
as the one who is generous: as the 
magnanimous, merciful king, as the 
lender generously canceling a debt, as 
the shepherd seeking the sheep, as 
the woman searching for the lost coin, 
as the father rushing out to meet his 
son, as the judge hearing the prayer 
of the tax collector." 

Jesus' life and teaching expressed 
solidarity with the religious outcastes, 
the "unclean," the handicapped, the 
possessed, the moral failures, and 
religion's second class citizens-wom- 
en and children. The Kingdom was 
offered freely to all. He did not excuse 
sin, but never turned away the law- 
breaker. For those who turned to God 
in faith pardon was granted before 
forgiveness could be asked. God's love 
and mercy could not be contained or 
restrained-ven by the 613 laws of 
the Torah. 

To the establishment, Jesus was 
turning religion upside down: "The 
depraved good-for-nothing is preferred 
to his brother who has worked hard at 
home. The hated foreigner-and what 
is more, a heretic-is set up as an 
example to the natives. And at  the 

end all will get the same reward.. . . 
It  is scandalous if there is to be more 
joy in heaven over one sinner doing 
penance than over ninety-nine righ- 
teous who need no penance. Righ- 
teousness seems to be turned upside 
down." 

What, then? Eat, drink and be 
merry? Hardly. For God's claim on 
man is more than even the Pharisees 
had demanded. God calls for more 
than obedience: the righteous have 
their reward. God offers much more, 
but in return expects the whole man. 
Not only good fruit, but a good tree. 

With childlike faith, man is to$ 
trust his salvation to God and, free of 

$ the burden of the law, become part- p 
ners with God in his work. "Jesus'fi 
whole message is a single appeal not @ 
to be worried but to be converted: to& 
rely on his word and trust the God of 
grace." ("He that would find his life. 4 
. . .") Inspired by God's unconditional 

grace, the converted are to forgive one 
another freely; inspired by God's un- 
merited gifts, men are to serve one 
another in love. !.i 

Jesus' message shook the founda- 
tions of Jewish legalism. The eleva- 
tion of the cause of man, the relativi- 
zation of the law to suit human 
conditions, the declaration of uncondi- 
tional pardon and love that recog- 
nized no bounds threatened the au- 
thority of the hierarchy and scripture. 
It  could not be tolerated. Jesus' vio- 
lent death "was the logical conclusion 
of his proclamation and his behavior. 
. . . He did not simply passively 

endure death, but actively provoked 
it." 

The political charges against him 
were unfounded, but the religious 
accusations were true. He was a 
heretical teacher--even, by contem- 
porary standards, a false prophet, a 
blasphemer and seducer of the people. 
His ignominious end was inevitable. 

On the cross he was forsaken not 
only by his disciples, but by Him 
whom he proclaimed. Kung points out 
"there is no mention in the Gospels of 
serenity, inward freedom, superiority, 
grandeur of soul.. . . It was a death 
coming all too soon, breaking off every- 
thing, totally degrading, in scarcely 
endurable misery and torment. A 
death not characterized by lofty resig- 
nation, but by absolute and unparal- 
leled abandonment." 

But it is precisely in the ignom- 
iny of Jesus' death and the devastat- 
ing effect it had on the disciples that 
Kung finds a basis for belief. Jesus' 
proclamation was the nearness of 
God, his compassion and mercy, his 
dominion over all forms of evil, liber- 
ation for the oppressed and hope for 
the hopeless. But Jesus was left alone 
to hang on the cross and die-the 

Higher Criticism 
Latter-day Saints believe thc 

to be the word of God "as far a 
translated correctly." General 
cluded in that qualification is thc 
that "many plain and precious 
. . . have been taken out of the DOOK, 

which accounts for much of the confu- 
sion of biblical texts. The original 
meaning is usually sought through 
recourse to more reliable "mc ' " 

scripture. Corrupt ancient tex 
corrected and clarified by the 
dard of modern revelation. 

Non-Mormon scholars have also 
long accepted the idea that present 
biblical texts have been altered in the 
process of transmission. During the 
Renaissance and Reformation i 
criticism originated to dete 
which variant of ancient texts w 
more reliable. 

In the nineteenth century, liter- 
ary criticism, especially of the Old 
Testament, became important. By 
careful study of literary sty10 ~ n . 1  
structure, theological perspectiv 
other internal evidence, scholr 
tempted to identify the autho~ 
editors of biblical texts, and put L I I ~ I I I  

into their historical context. 
Building on the findings of liter- 

ary criticism, form criticism has at- 
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ultimate, unmistakable refutal 
his message. 

How was i t  that these timid, 
wavering disciples found the courage 
after the catastrophe to proclaim not 
only his message, but to make Jes 
himself the gospel, "turning the PI 
claimer himself into the content oft 
proclamation, the message of t 
kingdom of God into the message 
Jesus as  the Christ of God?" 

Obviously something happene 
Kung considers in some detail i 
objections, but finally affirms t 
reality of the Easter event as the or 
plausible explanation. Jesus w 
raised from the dead by God, and t 
resurrected Jesus was manifested 
the disciples. Kung dismisses the id 
of a bodily resurrection and attests 
the resurrected person of Jesus. 

But the resurrection is, for K 
the center of Christian faith, re1 
ing "that this crucified Jesus, der 
everything, was right. God took tne 
side of the one who had totally 
committed himself to him, who gave 
his life for the cause of God and men. 
. . . His claim, his faith in God's 

closeness, his obedience, his freedom, 
his joy, his whole action and suffering 
were confirmed." As a result, Jesus, 
exalted to God, became the personifi- 

ung, 
real- 
spite 

d. 
the 
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tempted, through close examination of 
biblical texts and nonbiblical sources, 
to discover what happened to the 
tradition about Jesus as it was passed 
on orally (in catechism, prayer formu- 
las, hymns, etc.) before it was written 
down. (For example, the linking to- 
gether of several of Jesus' sayings 
through the mnemonic use of catch- 
words to aid in memorizing. One 
example might be Mark 9:37-50, 
where the linking catchwords seem to 
be: in my (your) name (vs. 37, 38-40), 
you bear the name of Christ (38-40, 
411, cause to sin, it would be (is) 
better, and throw (42, 43-48), fire (48, 
49), salt and to salt (49, 50). 

Redaction criticism investigates 
how the literary author assembled his 
materials-editorial comments, tran- 
sition material linking stories and 
sayings, variations on oral tradition 
(compared with other writers), and 
overall structure. Is it simply coinci- 
dence, for instance, that Peter's con- 
fession of Jesus as the Messiah and 
the first prediction of the passion in 
the gospel of Mark occur at  the exact 
center of the work (8:27-33)? Or is 
Mark making a theological point by 
this strategic placement? 

These three branches of "higher 
criticismv-literary, form and redac- 
tion-share a "scientific, objective" 
methodology. As in any science, their 
findings are subiect to constant modi- 

cation of the message, the definitive 
standard for all men. 

From his understanding of Jesus' 
message, life, death, and resurrection, 
Kung works out the implications in 
many areas which unfortunately may 
only be capsulized here: theodicy 
(ultimate and redemption from 
suffering in the cross and resurrection): 
ethics  an cannot simply bring down 
fixed solutions from heaven [but] 'by 
the sweat of his brow' must seek and 
work for himself specific solutions" in 
concrete situations grounded in trust 
in God); atonement (Christ as repre- 
sentative of men to God and God's 
advocate to men); scripture and reve- 
lation ("The Scripures are not them- 
selves divine revelation. They are 
merely the human testimonies of 
divine revelation. . . . The Bible be- 
comes God's word . . . for anyone who 
submits trustfully and in faith to its 
testimony . . ."I. 

Critical of ecclesiastical abuses, 
Kung declares "a Christian needs no 
priest in addition to Christ as media- 
tor . . . for in the last resort he has 
been given an immediate access to 
God which no ecclesiastical authority 
can disturb, still less take away from 
him." He calls for a pluriform Church 
which recognizes many groups and 

1 functionaries and theolo- 

wings, trends, theologies, and varie- 
ties of devotion, but bound together 
inwardly by a common commitment to 
Christ and his cause. 

The Church should be character- 
ized, he believes, by service rather 
than priestly domination, by a "minis- 
try of leadership" instead of a "priest- 
hood." If the primacy of Rome were 
understood as one of service, rather 
than dominion, and if the electoral 
assembly were representative of all 
the people, the papacy would not be 
an  insurmountable problem for Prot- 
estants, Kung believes. Catholics 
attach special importance to the uni- 
versal, total Church, to continuity 
and tradition; Protestants, to the local 
congregation and the need for con- 
stant, critical recourse to scripture 
and practical reform. They need not 
be mutually exclusive. For Kung, 
being Christian today means being 
ecumenical. 

As might be expected, Kung has 
had his ups (Vatican 11) and his downs 
(heresy hearings) with the Roman 
curia. His best-selling Infallible? 
(19661, a scholarly and impassioned 
denial of papal infallibility, did not 
win him many points at  the Vatican 
or in the conservative Catholic press. 
So the pages he devotes in the present 

jointly we can affirm a great history. 
. . . We ourselves are the Church and 

should not confuse it with its ma- 
chinery and administrators, still less 
leave the latter to shape the commu- 
nity. Because, however serious the 
objections, we have found here a 
spiritual home in which we can face 
the great questions." 

And ultimately "because we are 
convinced of the cause of Jesus Christ 
and because the community of the 
Church, despite and in all its failings, 
has remained and will remain in the 
service of the cause of Jesus Christ." 

Instead of quitting in protest, or 
dropping out in silence, Kung ad- 
monishes his fellow priests and lay- 
men to stay and speak up. It is 
required by the gospel. Silence out of 
fear or superficiality is a crime. 
Members must act to reform and 
renew the Church, he says, and make 
i t  more responsive to human needs 
and gospel requirements. They must 
not simply shift the blame to Church 
officials. 

Chronic complainers are part of 
the problem rather than the solution. 
Likewise, Mormons who constantly 
criticize Church leaders, the medioc- 
rity of teaching, the irrelevance of 
Sunday School lessons, the preoccupa- 
tion with programs rather than peo- 
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ple should take Kung to heart and go 
to work creatively, prayerfully, and 
respectfully to find the solution in 
their sphere. A good example on the 
local level is often adopted in broader 
circles, a s  the Church welfare pro- 
gram and other locally born programs 
demonstrate. 

Mormons who can tolerate doc- 
trinal differences will find many in- 
sights relevant to their own situation 
in  On Being a Christian. If nothing 
else, Kung may provide the Latter- 

day Saint a greater appreciation of 
how much is owed to Joseph Smith 
and his successors. Beyond that, how- 
ever, even in areas most divergent 
from Latter-day teachings, Kung pro- 
vides much food for thought. 

For instance, Kung follows the 
opinion of many scholars who find the 
virgin birth accounts to be legendary, 
not historical. But instead of dismiss- 
ing them a s  mere fairy tales, Kung 
discovers in them deep religious signi- 
ficance. Even modern man, he points 

For those who want a 
taste of what Kiing has to 
offer, a selection of 
quotations. A Kung Sampler i/ 
Kung's ideas can be stimulating to Latter-day Saints, both for similarity and 
contrast; but one thing Kung definitely has in common with us is his 
wide-ranging search for truth. 

For a Church can lose its soul by being 
so progressive that it fails to remain what 
it is in all the change or by being so 
conservative in remaining unchanged that 
it does not become anew what it ought to 
be. 

It is precisely this legalistic attitude 
however to which Jesus gives the death- 
blow. He aims, not at the law itself, but at 
legalism, from which the law must be kept 
clear . . . He breaks through man's protec- 
tive wall, one side of which is God's law 
and the other man's fulfilling of the law. 
He does not allow man to take refuge fmm 
the law in legalism and he strikes man's 
merits out of his hand . . . Man's relation- 
ship to God is not established by a code of 
law, without his being personally involved. 
He must submit himself, not simply to the 
law, but to God: to accept, that is, what 
God demands of him in a wholly pemnal 
way. 

A Church which will not accept the 
fact that it consists of sinful men and exists 
for sinful men becomes hardhearted, self- 
righteous, inhuman. It deserves neither 
God's mercy nor men's trust. 

b e  freedom then means that man is 
liberated from dependence on and obliga- 
tions to the false gods who drive him on 
mercilessly to new achievements: money or 
career, prestige or power, or is whatever 
the supreme value for him. 

The resurrection faith is not an appen- 
dage to faith in God, but a radicalizing of 
faith in God. It is a faith in God which does 
not stop halfway, but follows the road 
consistently to the end. It is a faith in 
which man, without strictly rational pmof 
but certainly with completely reasonable 
trust, relies on the fact that the God of the 
beginning is also the God of the end, that 
as he is the Creator of the world and man 
so too he is their Finisher. 

Naivete in matters of faith is not evil 
but at  least dangerous. Naive faith can 
miss the true Jesus and lead us with the 
best intentions to false conclusions in 
theory and practice. Naive faith can lead 
the individual or a community to become ii 
blind, authoritarian, self-righteous, super- ki 
stitious. Both at the beginning and also 
today faith should be an intelligent, justi- 
fiable faith. 

The ultimate criterion of a person's 
Christian spirit is not theory but practice: 
not how he thinks of teachings, dogmas, 
interpretations, but how he acts in ordi- 
nary life. Paul severely reprimanded the 
early deniers of the resurrection andp 
invited them to think again, but he did not r* 
excommunicate them. 1; 

1; 

out, does not live only oy at 
reasoning, but also by storie, 
images. He criticizes those who 
exorcise the  pictorial, mythical 
bolical elements from religion, "as if 
men had only ears and not eyes.. . . 
As if being stirred could ever be 
replaced by intellectual comprehen- 
sion. . . ." 

Truth, he says, is not s 
facticity. "A newspaper report 
traveler attacked on the way 
Jerusalem to Jericho would perhaps 
leave us  quite cold, even if it were 
true, historically true. On the other 
hand, the invented story of the vnnd 
Samaritan on the same road st 
immediately, since it contains 
truth." 

The Bible is more interes 
the  truth of salvation than in h 
cal truth.  The infancy stories, 
says, should be valued for the 
tual truths they contain. Kung 
them "anything but innocuous, 
ing accounts of the child J 
Rather they are "stories of ( 
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based on pEofound theological 
tion" which portray artisticall 
vividly the significance of Jer 
world Messiah, as  the Son of I 
consummator of the Old Test, 
and initiator of the New, Savior 
poor, and true Son of God. 

The temptation to treat I 

only conceptually is pervasive 
society. Many Mormons mis 
power of the  Restoration messr 
attempting to abstract its teal 
from their historical context. J 
Smith was not a systematic, 
oretical theologian. Most lath 
theology has been given in nar 
form-the Book of Mormon, Pt 
Great Price, temple ceremony 
much of the Doctrine and Coven 

But if our imaginative powe 
thwarted, even when the old a 
a re  repeated they seem empt 
sterile. When religious discour, 
comes a language foreign to dail 
religion becomes compartment 
and loses its significance. Word 
faith, repentance, grace, and eve 
have become for many "weasel-wor 
Like eggs sucked empty, they 
drained of power to move. 

Kung does a great senrice 
Christianity in opting out of "( 
talk" and stating his case in cont 
porary terms, dramatically and 
suasively. After On Being a Christ 
worn-out Biblical cliches suddc 
take on new meaning for cont 
porary life. 

For scholarship, theological 
sight, and invigorating-at times 
spiring--Christian proclamation, I 
ter-day Saints will find Hans K 
well worth the investment of time 
effort. 
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Father, Mother, Mother, and Mom 
by Orson Scott Card. 

Music by Robert Stoddard 

Zhll;rV. H & . a  hell's bah  

%4KMumogvanintk3dal&, 
Ltrenkh, lhtber Mamn? 

~ J n t o x l B s c u l , a e P t i S b o r  
d g b b  rtsd a codortabl~ t l i d .  

Jam ymw' Broth= Bean. 
~ ' t s e s r J u z s m f ~ m e m h e r e  

&&BOP# Notiee you still haven't 
amteWkanfbBosr. 

JOHN That's right, Aaron, I 
didn't see a need. 

AARON Well, John, looks to be 
a right hot day. 

JOHN Right. 
AARON Hot. 
JOHN And downright dull. 
AARON It ain't dull enough. 

You know Rudger Clawson? Brigham 
City? They arrested him under the 
Edmunds Act. 

JOHN Well, we knew it was 
coming. 

AARON Knowin' ain't likin'. 
First kick all the Mormons out of 
office. Then go slow, gettin' evidence 
on the Mormon leaders. 

JOHN The Supreme Court'll 
never go along. 

AARON I don't like the idea of 
the whole Church payin' the price for 
the few that can't be happy with one 
d e .  

JOHN We haven't had to pay 
anything yet. 

AARON Cause we only got one 
wife each. But mark my words, 
someday the whole Church is gonna 
pay for it. 

JOHN An' if we do, it71 be the 
will of God. 

AARON Well, it just don't seem 
natural to me! Maybe "cause I wasn't 
born a Mormon, like you. Maybe 
'cause my folks was Kentucky 
Methodists, but polygamy seems next 
door to adultery to me, and it's hard 
to get too hot on it. 

JOHN Now dan't get ugeet. 
AARON Oh, I'm not upset. I 

gotta look at i t  as kind of a joke. 
Polygamy muat kinda grow on a 
man. I don't k n m  anybody as 
started right out with two wives. 
They start out with just one-and get 
bored. (Sings.) 

When I married the first time---- 
I was in love +: A r.5. -7 - 
wantedseve&& -em-: . - I--:; * -  , ,.a - y 1 ?;+ -+ 

And a little log  house'^ :yz5 ,.,&@ 
And a couple a- of corn. 
And when I surveyed my kingdom 
I'd have my svme wound my Sue 
And whisper in her ear, I love you, 

Sue. 
And I knew as sure as the sun in the 

mornin' 
I'd never love another woman like 

my Sue. 
Till I met M a r y A ~ .  

(chorus of song) 
Now if marriage is good, then any 

dunce 
Would know to do it more than once. 
If connubial bliss with one is meet 
Then six in bed is blim complete! 

So marry once! 
Marry twice! 
Break your arms fiom throwin' rim! 
If Brigham gets to heaven 
'Cause he's got twenty-seven 
Then you can't get there with less 

than two. 

MaryAnn. 
I met her in the city, 
ZCMI 
In a bright blue dress 
And a calico mat 
And a laugh right after my heart. 
And somehow I got the courage 
To tip my hat to MaryAnn 
And ask her for her hand in 

maniage, MaryAnn. 
And I knew as sure as the sun at 

noon 
I'd never know a lady I i e  my 

MaryAnn. 
Till I first met Colleen. 

(Chorus, see above) 

Colleen. 
Now my fmt two wives had seven 

kids - 
Between 'em both, and friend, 
If there's anything duller than one 

tired wife, 
1t7s two. 
I loved 'em both, but they were just 

too few! 
So I cocked my eye 
For a beautifyin', 
Satisfjin' 
'Lect*n' 
Nuslber three to add to one and two. 
And I knew as sure as the sun at 

night 
There'd never be a pretty lady like 

Colleen. 
So far there hasn't been. 

So marry once! 

;TE- from throwin' rice! 
If you wanna get past the pearly 

g a b  
Have a wife in each of seven states. 
Polygamy's the way to please 
The Lord, and you. 



" the 7" I am. f i e  brethren'd 
never ca 1 me to live the 
p r i n c i p l d e y  know I'd say no! 
(Ribbing John) But you, John, you 
obey too well. 

JOHN (taking him seriously) I 
hope they never call me to live it. I 
have a hard enough time being a 
good husband to one wife. (Puts his 
arm around Martha.) The I~rd'd 
never ask us to change. 

AARON And if He did? 
MARTHA He never will. We're 

gettin' on and it's time for the next 
generation. 

NEPHI In those days I was the 
"next generation." 

Nephi Monson, age seventeen. 
(Crosseg to them.) 
Hi, pa! 
JOHN Hi, Nephi. 
NEPHI It's a wonderful day! 
JOHN Looks nice enough. 
NEPHI It's wonderful! 
JOHN All right, Nephi, it's - 

wonderful. 
NEPHI Wow! Well, excuse me. 

Wow! 
LNephi exits. &iah enters. 

singing softly.) 
SARIAH Hi, pa. 
AARON Hi, Sariah. 
SARLAH It's a beautiful day. 
AARON Kinda hot. 
SARIAH I heard a bird sing. 
AARON They're known to do 

that. 
SARIAH The sky is so blue. 
AARON That's cause it's 

daytime. 
SARIAH It's a beautiful day. 
AARON Beautiful. 
(Sariah sighs and exits) 
JOHN One could suppose 
AARON If one was to suppose a t  

all 
JOHN It seems to me-  
AARON Me too. 
MARTHA They make a lovely 

couple. 
AARON He's a fine boy, John. 
JOHN She's a fine girl, Aaron. 
(They shake on it.) 
AARON Well, may be I have a 

customer. 
(He exits.) 
JOHN Seeing Nephi like that 

reminds me. 
(Nuzzles Martha) 
MARTHA John- 
Cl'hey kiss. Stake Resident 

Goodbody and Brother White enter.) 
GOODBODY Excuse me, 

Brother Monson. 
JOHN Oh, President Goodbody; 

I was j u s t  
MARTHA We was just- 
JOHN Openin' the store for 

business. 
GOODBODY I thought you sold 

furniture. 
JOHN Well I do- 

GOODBODY I guess you know 
Brother White, of the Council of the 
Twelve. 

JOHN We've met now and then. 
WHITE Good to aee you. 
GOODBODY Do you s'pose we 

could have this room to ourselves a 
short while? 

JOHN Sure. Excuse us, Martha. 
(Turns "open" sign over to say 
" c l d . )  Sit down. (Takes chairs off 
stack.) I s'poee I can knock a dollar 
off the price of these chairs and call 
'em sli tly used. 

&DBoDy, you want to 

Salt Lake Stake for along 
time, haven't you? 

JOHN !helve years, now. 
WHITE Have you ever done 

you're ashamed of? U19b% E m-, 
yes-ashamed, no. 

WHITE Do you pay an honest 
tithe. Brother John? 

JOHN I do. 
WHITE Well, Brother John, you 

make a good living with this store. 
You only have one son. And you only 
have one wife, so far. (John sits up) 
You're also an exemplary man, and 
after much prayer, President Taylor 
has asked me to call vou to live the 
Principle. 

JOHN You mean to take a 
plural wife? 

WHITE To live the new and 
everlasting covenant to its fullest. 
Spiritually and financially you're 
ready. 

JOHN But Brother White, 
emotionally I'm not. 

GOODBODY Nobody is. 
JOHN Martha and I love each 

other very much. 
WHITE If you didn't, you'd 

hardly be worthy to have a second 
wife. 

JOHN But I don't need a second 
wife. 

WHITE But she needs you. And 
most important, Brother Monson, the 
Lord is aaking ou to do this. 

O;OODBO&Y you tm 
Martha would accept a plural wife? 

JOHN If I ask her to. 
WHITE Will you ask her to? 
JOHN I can't just decide. 

(Stands) I was afraid of this day, 
brethren. 

I remember . . . Brother 
Brigham said on one occasion, before 
he died, that when the Prophet 
Joseph told him about the Principle, 
he was not happy. He said that when 
he found out he'd have to take 
another wife, it was the only time in 
his life he had ever envied the dead. 
But I can promise you this. If you 
live the Principle in love and righ- 
teousness, along with the increase of 
labor and care, it will bring you a 
grand portion of Celestial joy. 

Brother Monson and I ate kneeling 
here to thank thee for thy great 
blessings to ua. For o w  peace and 
prosperity here in the dxelter of the 
mountains. We ask a special blessing 
on thy servant John M u v n .  Thou 
hast d l e d  him to live the principle; 
pive him the faith to ame~t that call. 

have it! 
JOHN The Prophet's askin' 

to do it. 
MARTHA Then obey him. 

another wife. 



- - 
\ ' - .  -.. 

P 
$ don't kt. you  JOG^%^&.&& 

a mageF *"PHL~~!. . - -intmde- - .  

'I'm &aid yaull - A N B M B W  Qh, thtlt'o qutte- A 

t. Sit $awn, plcrrae! 
you hiow m heart mcoetBang.But talks too ruch, - dlp OHNIjustneedtstaiktoyour 

r ime you too much, - *€~aughfaEr. - 
' Martha. A m d  wife'd be left out' = ANNABELLE Oh? 

111 wppoFt p u  in it. Itll try to love', 

dOEN Who? 
MARTHA The other woman. 
JOHN ~ n t  who? rm 

old. W s  gonna mamy me? 
I#[ARTHA You're askin' me? 
JOHN I don'tknow any wom 
MARTHA It's a little hard to 

think ofa wife for your husband. 
JOHN I think of what I want 1 a wife, and it's always you. But 

there's no other woman in the world 

like &TRA There's lota of women 
I like me. I'm 'luPt an ordinary . . . ~ ~ h ,  you are. Well, if you'll 

JOHN hell rho  then? excuae met- 
MARTHA I don't know. JOHN Sure. 
JOHN What about Rhoda (Annabelle exits. John sits 

nervously until Rhoda enters fmm 
MARTHA She's only another direction.) 

twenty-five! RHODA Yes, mother? Oh, good 
JOHN That's her. Brother Momon. 
MARTHA And very pretty. mYO% Call me John. HOW are 
JOEIN Well, for all that, she's YOU, Rhoda? 

not t b t  pretty. She's got a nice f-, RHODA Call me Miss Carabit. 
but &he% got wispy hair, and I'm fine. What m this about? Where's 
fmckle&~nd not at  all that nice a Mother? 
figure, and she's tall; too tall, in fact JOHN Well, I don't rightly 

MARTHA You seem to have know. 
t a k e n r c u l a r  notice. RHODA I11 get her. 

J HN Martha! She's twenty-five JOHN Miss Canrbit. I said I 
and unmarried. Because she's very don't %now because it doesn't matter 
p u d ,  and very rude. where she k, 80 to speak. I mean, I 

' MARTHA I'd hate to see you wanted to talk to you alone. 
aaimeoae so distasteful to you. RHODA Alone? 

OHN Don't y ~ u  want me to ""3 JOHN I have a kind ofoffer-to, 
+make. 

RHODA Alone. 
JOHN Well, you s e e 1  d l y  

don't know how to go about 
this-well, today Preeident Godbody 
c a m e B y m y s t O n ~ a 6 I w a a  
openin' up. And he suggwtmbwell, 
he didn*t suggest he &d me to, uh, 
take a I d  wife, 

~ O D A  oh, m ~ i y ?  
JOHN (Laughing nervously) 

Really! Ha! Uh, so my wife and I 
talked it through, and she and I both 

around, agreed that I oughh ask you. Seein' 
W is as I've got to obey the Lad's 
r, the commands. ( we) What do you say? 

R H o ~ t G m a t  do I my? "NO." 
JOHN Oh. 
RHODA Don't you think it's a 

bit insulting to tall a woman o u h  
asking her to marry you just L u s e  
you were commanded? 

JOHN I, uh- 
RHODA And that maybe I 

RHODA W s  wl 
was in your mind, BmfW b. 
And m i l l  tell you onoe aa8 k sull 
that I won't miny a d - W  
huabana. 

JOHN Ihurtr Mi CaraMt, Pin 
sorry you feel that way. I didn̂ b; know 
it would offernd you to a& you C L 
my wife. 

RHODA A woman wants to be 
courted, Brother Moneon. TmuM 
like she was apeoial. Taken plaas. 
Be romanced a little. 

JOHN ~~) I cull&'* ps). 
well leave ~lly e at night te go 
courting another girl. 

RHODA Yort'w exactly right%>.;$ 
~risingl Good afternoon. C . 2 , '  

JOHN (rising, heads fbr door.) 
Good af€ernOon, Misg kh&. Smrgr I 
offended you. (closing door) 'Bye. 

(Annabelle enters) 
ANNABELLE Rhoda! 
RHODA Hello, Mother, I hope 

you didn't burn your e m .  
ANNABELLE Wlutt are you 

thinking of? 
RHODA My 
ANNABELLE ? o h   on is a 

good man! 
RHODA John Monson is a 

married man! 
ANNABELLE Who are you to 

question the Rindple! It's the 
prophet's word! 

RHODA It's the prophet'tl w d ,  
but it's my life. The Principle is fktr 
the righteous? So let me go to h a !  

ANNABELLE Rhoda! 
RHODA Mother, when E marry 

a man I want to be speciaE, rrot 
j w t o n e  of the gang! 

ANNABELLE It8s a little late 
for that, isn't it? You're not exactly 
young any more, and if a rnon's 
willing to marry yo? especially a 
ood man, then you re a foal to turn b m down! 

RHODA I am! 
ANNABEUS You are! 
RHODA 1 don't love Bim! 
ANNABELLB Leam to! 
RHODA (Desperately) I'm trd 

desperate yet! (long pa-) 
ANNABELLE Wmmed) I know 

dear. I'm sorry. (Exit& 
RHODA (sits slowly) I won't 

share a man. I wn't be a seeond 
wife! 

Twenty-five, single girl 
Stay at home: Mama loves you. 
I'm alive! I'm a womam 
Just as much as any woman. 

I said "no" does that mean 
Suddenly I'm buried? 



t . b l . w t b t ~ a g i r E  
HBI p to* XtladedT 
I don t want mmeene e k L  hwbaad, d-w.  
But wh& if Ete'e the only man 
Wbeq eve* ark sue? 
Lv#rw$&me? 
l e q * - ~ l o p e w  
Ne Ws &. r<l my m+onl. 
Glrlinthnsinw, 
Laeecs311lt%nd libborn, 
Asggcttiid; 

ihim he rpdd fiad her, 
We& love hw and bind her, 
Aild I smiled. 

Hide from t b  thunder- 
Who knew whut a wonder 
Began here! 

Now my a;reamne taunt me- 
Whst husband muld want nu+? 
kakdpetegoodl~~~lnhaeane: 
Better M a  man then 
Noale? Done. 

Mu& Be a bladng, but hrd,  
M&be ik wag childish of me, 
Dmmbg th& he'd come and love 
me: 

(Bhada d&. Set is cJmnged back 
to Jobsr M o d ' s  stone. NErvtha 
entiera) 

6Ld&'EBA Cane put this 
aumiturt! pohh on the top shelf, - 
Nephi. 

NEPHI {leaning on ptoecenium) 
Jmt a minute, Mother. - 

MARTHA Yon know I canlt 
mad3 &at high. 

NEPHI Here I come! (dames 
over) ~~ W h t  avnart on pw 
fa& taday. New s b d  

NEEVXI New eyes! 1% 
t h c m w d W t t h e m o a t U  
gid in the world l ive naxf door to 
me! 

WABTHA gariah Beads lived 
ib re forbyaara  

NEP3I But ten. yeam ago she 
Wt look like she does now. 

MARTHA &'a a verp sweet 
girl. 

If she'd only talk to rile. 
lmRm¶A w e  praw1p shy. 
mFHI Fmbbly. 
wulrrsn Nephi, I've got 

s o m e ~ t o t e l l y o u . ~  
very important* that yoube got to 
k n o w ~ i t ~ p g a e t o y o n .  

MEPHI Yeah? 
MABTHA It's going on dl 

t a w i d  afsy, men and w e n  like 

yonr&thsrand~gandl*tm 
t;B upderstand ldk+Mm- 

NEPHI lfw is aknt #% birds 
a d  fb besa, Pa already tuld me. 

laAmM N4S-Pmddent 
Taplor's OaUBd your father to take a 
m n d  we. 

NEQHI Oh Fealw Whets it 
pol3aa be? 

MARTHA Rhoda Cambit. 
NEPfdI W s  a nice M y .  
biARTELA L dan't mean to upet 

you-tbm'll be had adjtmtmenQ fa- 
youae*,bUtIkasaryoucaads 
it. 

IWIPEI It'a OK with me, Mom 
lYWRflCU Ym'm not u p t ?  
Nb:PEE The Rimiple ion% new, 

Mom. Stme of my friends, the older 
o m ,  are taking p l d  wives 
~ ~ l v e s .  Most of them won't. 
Mrtgeemrn-to-. 

BWlTHA I'm glad to hem that. 
1 thmk. 

-HI Anotter wife won't 
less~riwther. -'==a Thavs Bue. 

N E m  Fa&er's la& Where's 
he b? 

- w n g .  
CJaha eaters, tsallhg-) 

When7t? it mm Ma? 
~o&~mer.  ~ela td)  She 

t ~ m a d a w n !  
MARTHA Oh, John, I'm so 

03W A d  I brwtght you th6se. T 
( p a  out 6 4 toses.1 A present for 

" " ,  
oneof~uywife. 
I thinh rm *nna cry! 

aumurm rfo- etahael 
@hey s t a r t h p o l h  to 

"Pol$g%m~ sans" music. Rhodrn 
annes mi kmcb an the door.) 

NEjPHf Ebmebody's at the door, 
JOHM I: gwm we mta apen 

np the stom. 
(Marthagoaet0the"dooras 

J o b  tuma sign around) 
l a A B " S H A m M t !  
&HODA csdod a ihmm,  Gieter 

Monmn. 
I iDmmACoaneh 
dam How do $do, Sister - .  

c e t .  
S O D A  I d d  like to talk to 

mu. &I may. (N- and not at all 
&&.I - 

JOHN Sure. Hm, ait down. 
MARTHA cane with me, 

"2 . ~ ~ ~ ~ h  
w b o e s t e ~ d o w n .  Mtvtha 

and NeDM ex%.) 
R~#ODA mdt YOU, s- 

M- 
JOHN What um I dofbr you? 
~ O B d I ~ t o t a l k a b a n t  

. I 
e 

A n d h o w & h e ~ ~ l e i s t h e c s i l l ' o f  
Qod, so it d m d t  matter whether 
~ a ' m  w about it or not. 

J0: It'g mppmed to matte you 
happy. somsbow. 

She - -  doefln't - know yow. M a  

* ~ c ~ ~ ~ m c b k r t r e s ' .  I 
Embraam her.) Welaollrsle &m&q 
family, . ,  

BEQDAThan.kym. 
JOHN I k n s w t h m ~ k ~  

eitber of you. But I'm E! 
the two of you dm fer a mi@ 

remembered. Ot hurta 
RHODA You're verp - 

p r e t t y - - t W a w k d )  
MARTHA (drily) ~h & 

gum wdll have. to wIi& &@ 
mud hem. and-w"Y1 k& 

MARTHA Dividing 
husband like a side of d I ) C  
a foal. i! 

RHODA Sister 

itr, And if we both work 



I hop  so. 
,- 

JOHN Well. Martha. Rhoda? 
MARTHA I think th;ings71 work 

ou% pod, Job. 
JOHN OOOd. Good then. I11 

with Brother White fer a 
the in the Endowment Haurae. (Pub 

. pnammudeaeh)Ittagoodetart 
fbr w, ysw fwo gettin' alaw eo 4. 
Maybe the Frimiple can work far us, 
tm. 

NSPHI (to audienoe) It meant a 
b t  to dl of them to have it work. 
Aad fer a long time they pretended " 

.ad m D A  (ring) 
Thereammoofus 
Whem them was one befme. 
Behid that door 
A m  the hall there irn another wSe. 
It's true. of w: 
We get alwg just fine. 
Them% aot a sign 
(>P bi&ring at. of domestic strife. 

lUARTHA (Spoken) We need to 

tho ht I'd help John in the store. 
%ARTHA amd RHODA (Sing) 

AND RHODA (Sing) 

J & .  mob- up 

aaODA, Nest time uk him far 
ten. 

lUBTHA AND REQDA (Sing) 
md@nfgbtwrewifebaaoM,the 

athefa waw: 
Our hustmmi's arm 
Iswarmhqcauseit'ahis. 
The wife who &ma alone can't daap - 

at dl. 
f%eLespsondnewmin4(andit'shard 

t o b e a p ~ = - - d  
John B q ?  h*! 
I'm yaur w&! 
Who's this ofher woman 
In your life! 

MARTHA (Spoken+hocked) 
Rhoda! Is tbiu rouge? 

RHODA Why, yes. 
MARTHA You mean YOU wew 

chi%? 
RHODA No, I bathe in it. It 

@ves my whole body a pink, healthy 
glow. 

MARTHA Yoall never wear it 
again! I wm't have you disgracing 
John by appcarine in public painted 
like a- 

RHODA Martha! I am not your 
daughter! 1 am John's wife! When he 
wants me to etop wearing it, I will! 

MARTHA (Singal Oh, my 
hwband- 

RHODA John, my huaband! 
MABllIA If you love me- 
RHODA JahB,Ilevs * 
M A B T ~ A ~ B H & A  

SaJr you lope =, 
And teU me, who's thie other woman, 
Tell me, who's this &ranger in your 

life? 
How can this woman be your wile? 

(John en*. Martha goks to 
him, leaving Rhoda -king on the 
other dde of the etage.) 

JOHN Good morning, Martha. 
MARTHA It's not a god 

mO%fm Wht'e wrong? 
MARTHA John, I've tried, you 

know I have. 
JOHN I Lnaw yeu have. 
MARTHA I just cant stand it 

any 1 r. That girl it+ 
~ % w b a t g i = ~  
MARTHA (angrily) It's been 

four monthe d I won't stay in the 
same house with her another day, 
John. I can't do it. 

JOHN Why nst! 
MARTHA She wears rouge! 
JOHN Not very much. 
MARTHA John, when you're 

withme, I'vegottohavethehoueeto 
myself. And when you*re with her, I 
donst want to ees you two together. 

JOHN What do you prapose? 
#IAIITHA A new home, John. 
JOHN I can't affard a- 
MARTHA Yea you can. It's that 

or I11 move oat  My brother in 
nhmroosnforme. *?a% Martha, that9s the spirit 

of divorce. 

lu&Bmu I am't Wp it, d e b .  
That's the way I fml. 

Can't ytm k e q  on trying1 
deal? 

lumI iA  Na I caait. 
(She turm asrry. Jkb dmkm 

h d ,  w e  on toward R b W  
JOHN Qgod3mming' meda. 
BZEODA fWo&w ftmbdy) It's - 

f 

J ENUh9b daemO-. 
RHODA I ten% s6and it any 

longer, John. I do h mIlars wrong, I 
don't wash dishce ly, I Wt 
r m ~ e  beds r i ~ t  =like a h m .  
And 1dsn't,&h. ~dmmasa JOG 
woman in 1887 dneases. I am s young 
woman. 

JOHN And a very lovely me. 
RHODA She h a t s  ma like a 

servant, John. 
JOHN Sha don't mean to, 

Rhoda. 
RHODA hem%. 
JOHN Doesn't. 
RHODA I'm your d e ,  John. 

But I'm not your wi& in thia house. 
JOHN What do VQU maoaoa? 
RHODA Mar&'s t6e drst M e .  

She shouldn't have to leave, so I will. 
If you can't afford a new house, then 
an apartment. 

JOHN (defeated) All right, 
Rhoda. I can pay far an apartmeat: 

RHODA Don't be disappointed 
with me, John. 

JOHN I'm not, Rhoda. I guess I 
just can't measure out atTgCtio~~ like 
flour in a cup. 

RHODA Can we help it that we 
love you eo much? 

JOHN Love? You bsth barin' at 
me, to get thej big& piece? 

ODA It's not 1 that, Joha. 
JOHN If you loved m, yau'd 

love each other. 
MARTHA I can't lave her, Jahn. 

I can't help it! It doesn't come! 
JOHN Lave &eesn't just come! 
RHODA h't it enough to 

separate? Then them11 be peece. 
JOHN Silence ain't peace! 
MARTHA There are mne 

people some people jnet can't love! 
JOHN You can't love anybody 

Till you love evaybdy. (exits) 
WIVES (Sine> 

There are two of us 
Where there was one b e h .  

NEPHI & Aunt Rhada got her "r m a t ,  and father Eved a t  
Rh 's lace onMonday, 
w*& Y, -Y, eve*g 
Sunday. Kind of b y  w b t  
hapaend then. Mom took to gain' 
over to visit Rhoda omeorCwiee a 
week, or Rhoda'd come here. And 
pretty m n  they Liedn liked esch 
otheie company, and there wae 
peace. Not much love-bt F e .  

~smiahentena.Marthaie 

nr~%Omd--  
Monaon. 

MARTHA How d'you do? 



SARIAH Sweeping? 
MARTHA No, no, I just took the 

broom out for a walk. 
(They laugh) 
want to aet? 
SARIAH Oh, no-I mean . . . Do 

you have time? 
MARTHA The porch71 be here 

awhile. 
SARIAH This is going to sound 

silly. But . . . oh, never mind. 
MARTHA Where are you going? 

You don't have a right to get my 
curiosity all whetted up and then run 
eway. 

SARIAH I just wanted to 
know--what's it like? 

MARTHA What's what like? 
SARIAH The Rinciple. 
MARTHA (gets up and sweeps.) 

(Rich with irony) Believe me, there's 
nothin' like it. 

SARIAH I knew I shouldn't've 
asked. 

MARTHA Somebody asked you 
to marry him? In the Principle? 

SARIAH. No. 
MARTHA Of they ever do, I'll 

expect to see your pa take off like a 
rocket on the twenty-fourth of July. 
He doesn't take too kindly to the 
Princi le. SXRIAH -tYs why I wanted to 
talk to you. He says that polygamy is 
heathen, that it's as barbaric as the 
cannibals in Mca, and that only a 
fool wouldlet himself get roped into it. 

MARTHA Oh, that's what he 
says, is it? Well, if that's his opinion 
he can look to see no more fiendship 
from this house! 

SARIAH Oh, no, Sister Monson! 
You know that John's his best friend! 
He didn't mean any harm. 

MARTHA "Heathen" my best 
blue petticoat! Cannibals in Africa! 
Why, there's not a gentler, finer, 
kinder, lovinger man than my - 
husband! 

SARIAH You know how Pa gets 
all het up and says things he doesn't 
mean. I shouldn't've said anything. 

(MARTHA (beats the broom on 
the porch, then seta it down, and sits 
calmlv.1 There. You want to know 
what ;t's like? 

(Rhoda enters unnoticed) 
SARIAH If you don't mind 

talking about it. 
MARTHA Talkin' about it's 

fine. (Laughs) It takes gettin' used to. 
Though I expect it's hardest on 
Rhoda. Comin' into a home like she 
did. 

SARIAH There's got to be 
something good about it. 

MARTHA Well, dearie, when 
you find it, you come tell old Martha. 

SARIAH The Lord must have a 
Purpose. 

RHODA He has. He wants to 
make it tough to be a Latterday 
Saint. 

MARTHA Good afternoon, 
Rhoda. 

RHODA Good afternoon, 
Martha. 

(Martha khes Rhoda's cheek) 
MARTHA Sariah here's been 

wondering why the Lord gave us the 

R i M a d D A  m y ,  everybody knows 
that. Geo e Q. Cannon explained it 
all in Co 3 erence awhile ago. 
Polygamy keeps the women off the 
street! 

SARIAH No! 
RHODA Kind of a shame, too. I 

was almost looking forward to it! 
MARTHA You don't listen to a 

word ehe says, Sariah. 
RHODA With all his d-na of 

wives, Brother Cannon still doesn't 
undenstand women. 

MARTHA Sariah, I'll tell you 
what makes it so hard. It's havin' to 
live so close together. Cloaer than 
sistem. 

RHODA It's sharing the aame 
man. 

MARTHA No, it's mmparing. 
You see, Rhoda's a lad., and I'm just 

k mule- 
ODA Martha- " O W  

MAR- If Rhoda wasn't 
married to my husband, we could 
almost be friends. 

RHODA Almost. (Takes 
Martha's hand) 

MARTHA (Singe) 
I look in the mirror 
The mirror's my friend 
I count all the wrinkles 
They never end. 
He touches my forehead, 
He kiaees my cheek 
And I know that he's thinkin' of her. 
My lonely young sister 
My meet younger sister 
My beautiful sister. 

RHODA (Sings) 
We walk by the temple, 
Werestby atree 
He looks like he's thinking, 
But not of me. 
He's been here before, and 
The memory% good, 
And I know that he's thinking of her 
My kind older sister 
My gentle-touch sister 
My motherly sister. 

BOTH (Si) 
I can't help but like her, 
This woman he loves; 
But how can I bear it to know 
His heart% for this woman 
This temble stranger 
My beautiful sister. 

MARTHA (Sin@) 
I've seen how he watches 
Her step and her smile 
He laughs and he listens 
And in a while 
He gives her his hand- 
But that hand is mine! 
No it's not, it was given to her. 

MARTHA 
My lovely young sister 
My kind older sister 
My sweet younger sister 

My gentle-touch sister 
My beautiful sister 
My motherly sister 

SARIAH 
He must love you so! - 
Are these broken hearts? <. 
Why don't you both know -,  

His love takes no parts? 
BOTH -., 

His heart's for this woman 
This temble stranger 
My beautiful sister 
His wife. 

SARIAH 
How lucky 
How lucky 
To be 
His wife. 

NEPHI In case you 
Mormons weren't the only 
Utah. We just kind of thou 
were, sometimes. And the 
time we wished we were 
were others: merchants, mi 
farmers, and government 
a lot of them. Some of them wem 
good men trying to do a good job. 
Then there were the others. Lilbea .: 
process sewer named Bill Slrimwr, 1' i. 
skunk if ever there was one. In my 
opinion, a t  least. Maybe hie m e  
loved him. If he had a mother. Fep 
months he passed our house a 5 w  
times a week. We never figured 
why, until the Supreme Court let 
Edmunds Act stand. Aaron brought 
us the news. 

AARON (enters, with Sariah) 
Mornin', ladies. Where's John? 
There3s a cable just in from 
Washington. The Supreme Court 
turned down Brother Clawson's 
appeal. 

MARTHA Why! 
AARON You can read all &at 

it in the Tribune. 
MARTHA Nobody reads the 

Tribune in thii house. 
AARON Well, if you want te 

know what the Gentiles are &in', 
you gotta read what they say! 

JOHN Hi, Aaron. (Enters with 
Nephi) News? 

AARON No hope now, John. 
Supreme Court let the law stand. 

RHODA Haven't they read the 
Constitution? About freedom of 
religion? 

JOHN The Constitution pnetty 
much says whatever the Supreme 
Court says it says. 

AARON You don't say. 
RHODA You won't go to jail, 

will you? 
JOHN Not if I can help it. I 

don't want to talk out hem on the 
street. Tl'hey start in.) 

AARON (to Sariah) Where L 
you think you're goin? 

SARIAH 1n-h  hear. 
AARON No need. Polygamfll 

never have any effed on you. 
SARIAH But father- 
AARON Stay outaide an'-make 

a quilt, or something. 



SARIAH Yes, father. 
NEPHI I'll wait out here, too. 
JOHN That's fine, Nephi. 
(John, Aaron, Martha and Rhoda 

exit.) 
NEPHI Looks like things're 

gonna start hoppin'! (silence) Think 
they'll wipe out the Principle? 

SARIAH I think it's time the 
federal government left us alone to 
practice our religion. 

NEPHI I think so, too. 
I SARIAH They never bother to 

come out here and see how the 
Principle is lived! All they listen to 
are the lies that the skunks tell 
them! 

NEPHI It's a shame! 
SARIAH The Eastern papers 

say our men kidnap plural wives! 
NEPHI They're fools, that's all! 

(Maneuvering to get his arm around 
her.) 

SARIAH Well, I intend to live 
the Principle, law or no law. 

NEPHI You? 
SARIAH The Lord calls the best 

men in the church to practice the 
Principle. I won't marry a man 
unless he's worthy to live it. 

NEPHI But your father's stood 
notice that his daughter wouldn't 
consider plural marriage! 

SARIAH Father can stand 
notice all he likes. 

NEPHI (Puts his arm around 
her.) I'm going to live the Principle, 
Sariah. 

SARIAH (Gently) Nephi, please 
take your arm from around me. 

NEPHI (complying) I'm sorry. 
SARIAH I never meant for you [, to like me. 
NEPHI You used to. 
SARIAH That was a long time - 

ago, Nephi. 
NEPHI Well, what's wrong with - 

likin' me? 
SARIAH Please, Nephi. 
MEPHI Is it somebody else? 
SARIAH Yes. 
NEPHI Who? 
SARIAH You don't have a right 

bs ataL that question. 

only want to buy. 
NEPHI Store's closed. For lunch. 
SKINNER Let me in there, boy! 
NEPHI Not without a warrant! 
SKINNER Don't give me any 

lip, kid. 
(Nephi decks him.) 
NEPHI I have a policy of 

knocking down trespassers. 
SKINNER You think you're real 

smart, kid. Well, I tell you. I11 serve 
these papers on your father or I'm 
not Bill Skinner! 

NEPHI (tips his hat) Good 

(John enters.) 
JOHN What's going on out here, 

Nephi! 
NEPHI Get back inside! What 

do you think you're doing? Don't you 
ever knock? 

JOHN Generally not when I'm 
goin' out. 

NEPHI It was a process server, 
father. A skunk. 

JOHN Right quick, aren't they? 
(examines Nephi's bruised hand) 

NEPHI I hit his buckle. He eaid 
he'd be back with a warrant. 

AARON I knew it. They got us 
now. 

JOHN They don't have me yet. 
And you're not in any danger. 

AARON I'm not, huh? You 
think this is just polygamy? They're 
out to get the whole Church! It's 
Nauvoo and Jackson County all over, 
they're gonna penmute us and drive 
us out just like they did before. Only 
now, polygamists like you are givin' 
'em an excuse to make it legal. Well, 
John, I don't want to suffer because 
you can't be happy with one wife! 
Good-bye! (Starts to leave.) 

JOHN Aaron, it's the will of 
God! 

AARON I know, dammit! You're 
being stupid and get all the credit for 
being righteous, and I'm being smart, 
and everybody thinks I'm a sinner! I 
don't think it's fair! (Slams his hat on 
hie head, exits.) 

JOHN Nephi, go back and hitch 
up the wagon. Bring it around front. 

NEPHI Where are we going? 
JOHN Away, son. We're gonna 

dig us a hole and hide till this whole 
thing blows over. (Nephi leaves a t  a 
run. John calls out:) Rhoda! Martha! 
(Rhoda comes out firrrt, followed 
immediately by Martha.) 

RHODA What is it, John? 
JOHN A process server just 

came by. 
MARTHA You're not arrested, 

are you? 
JOHN Nephi headed him off. 

But we've got to leave. 
RHODA Where? 
JOHN My brother Swen has a 

farm in Heber. Well go there first. 
MARTHA First? 

JOHN Well have to keep 
moving, Martha. They know about 
me. They'll chase me wherever I gs. 

MARTHA What about the --. 
store? 

JOHN I l l  leave it with Aaron. 
He's friend enough to keep it far us. C 

MARTHA When do we leave? 
JOHN Today! Now. We'll only 

take what will fit in the wagon. NOW J 
let's pack. 

(Martha exits, John follows, but 
Rhoda stops him.) 

RHODA John- 
JOHN What is it? 
RHODA (Picks at John'a lapel) 
JOHN Rhoda, we need to hurry. 
RHODA I can't go with you. 
JOHN Why not? 
RHODA I'm pregnant. (pause) 

TO% I'm not! That% won-! 
But wh can't you go? 

R ~ O D A  I'm pregnant! 
JOHN But you11 be all right for 

the first while. 
RHODA I'm already past that. 

I've been meaning to tell you for 
months. 

JOHN How many months? 
RHODA Four. It's beginning to - 

show. 
JOHN I thought you were 

getting fat. 
RHODA That's why I was sick a 

few months ago- 
JOHN Why didn't you tell me? 
RHODA I couldn't. 
JOHN I'm your husband, Rhoda. 
RHODA Martha hasn't born you 

a child since Nephi. We had enough 
problems without me having babies 
all over the place. 

JOHN (Softer) That was very 
kind. But Rhoda, it was dangerous, 
you've been working hard, something 
might've happened. 

BHODA I know, John. 
(Releasing months-long tension.) 
When I was getting 80 sick, I thought 
it was a miscarriage. I didn't dare 
ask Martha. And I have cramps and 
pains, and I worry that there's 
something wrong--+nd I can't ask 
anyone, and I get acared, and then it 
turns out not to be anything, and I'm 
so ashamed of having been such a 
baby. (She's crying; he holds her.) I'm 
sorry for acting like this, John. 

JOHN I'm proud of you, Rhoda. 
RHODA But you see why I can't 

go. 
JOHN But you can. You won't 

have to ride in the wagon. You'll be - 
in the carriage. 

RHODA John, I can't control the 
carriage horses- 

JOHN I'll drive, dear. You can 
rest. 

RHODA Thank you, ~ o h n .  
(Kisses him, goes inside as Martha 
comes down.) 

MARTHA John, I need to know 
how many suits youll want to take. 

JOHN Oh, are you packing my 



- tome. 
MABTlU For t4is long? 

_ dOBN Rhoda's gwhg to have a 
- 
t m~~ bkicken) Oh. ~ualus) - 

When? 
J O m  Bhe'e EDPr month along. 

6a nhe can't r h  in the wagon. I'll be 

that 

71 have Nephi. He'aa 
aegoodaferiamsteraeIam. 

MARTHA Then why can't he 
dfivetheaanhge? 

JOHN -- 
MAEI"I'A I see. Rhoda's having 

a baby, eo mtddenly she's the epecial 
d, Adidly convenient of her, to 
announa it ROW. 

JOHNMat.tha!Z3he~laybemy 
m a d  wife, but I'm her b t  
busband, d this is her first baby. 
She's &aid, ahe nee& me. But you, 
ym'm the strong one, Martha, you 
alwa hafe been. 

h m  (with * 
not strong, J h .  I'm ~ L f ~ t  
yoIlV be ameabd, that well be 
v t e d -  

dam But Jrou 8tXm Strong, 

&tie.) 
aom tsings, 

Goid enderground, hide- 
Leave in the mornin', ride 
All day, d night, 
Prayin' for a sight 
Of a Wendly man 
Who'll take you in 
Won't ae% your name 
Or where you been 
W h l l  let you work 
h r  haad aad bed 
-71 let you work 
Yourstelf Wdead 

""!i! 
umkgmund again. 
Father, I'm not going 

out in tbe m k d  again. 
JOHN Why not? 
N%PHI ha sick of getting spider 

webe in my fkce and sticky haads 
fromqand&rqjuice.Pmtiredof 
mosquito bitas and meat and 
Murburn. AndifIhave to climb one 
mon rickety ladder I'm pnna break 
every rung on the way down. 

JOHN in &her words, you're - - - qu iw .  wpm That53 right. 
JOHN I suppose that's your 

privilene, N a .  Where do YOU 
pmpo& to li& now? 

NEPHI You mean you'd- 
JOHN I won't fesd e grown man 

who ail%%, Wwkblg. 
NEPm Pa, I don't know 

anywmgwdin'rtod 

mi* a10 t 
~ m l u t t R f ) . ~ ~ ~ a d a ~  
~ t B e ~ . S o I d o * I c p n Q . I f  
y w  danY ktL '  jrOIl dorr't at.  mPm So pea% Blake me- 

d O H N ~ d R h o d a a r e  

raoQa abut dying home? 
NEPHI (Angry) No! (Brits) 
JOHN ( b l  

What about all the kids you've got? 
MdP;heylsarnthetJliadnyim 

tholqht you taught? 
Win they be deciilm" 
Lib is hiding 
A n d ~ e r d a p l a c e f h i r o w t l ?  

NEPHI It% a funny thi Everg 
time the &p-nt pat 'XI% 
plvmme, the nnIhber o f p l d  
m a r r l a g e s i n c d .  Inemytimea 
the Saints elrrdEed off. I guem we've 
~tastuWornstrerk.Ore~ahaRd 
d?krhg dram3 f a b  tagether. 

(Rhoda, mated on a chair, cries 
out in pain.) 

Mother! 
l b u w 3 A  S! 
#EPHIIneverLnewithurtao 

much, fa hawe a W y .  
dStbocfo-1 
Bbother! 
WUWHA me's all right. Her 

own mether's in tberts with her. 
&mabelle enters) 
HowbPhe? 
(Annabelle g~ocsl, to the ~ i d e  and, 
q, I-etGheB) 

What8 W r O ~  
CRhodas4cmmkl) 
What's wrong with F#otia? 
(Annabelle shakm her head, and 

retches again) 
NEPHI What're we gonna do? 
lWAa- r don't know! 
NEPHI Let me get a doctor! 
MARTHA Yau couldn't get back 

till tomomm. (Rhoda ecl.eame) 
NIPHI We 80th do #mething! 
MARTHA Yes, we do. (Starts to 

exit) 
NEPIH Where are you going? 
MARTHA 'Fb find out what todo. 
NEE4iI So she went outside and 

prayed. And I gusss she found out 

a- 
. me went ints Rhoda's 

mom 8tu.themforfzmlue 
hsurs. 

RHODA I Eainted after every 
pain, and only revived in time 
for she next. @creams) 

lMABTBA I Walt the baby h ' t  

f ~ ~ ~ y ~ w e d d y )  A doctor 
would take thebaby out in pieas, to 
eavethemofhar. 

BUErHA We mn't  do that. 
ANNABBUB There's no hope 

for the baby! 



I want 'to go home, go home! 
NEPHI In 1890, a f b  we'd been 

running far three years, the Church 
was on iks kt legs, The Edmunds- 
Tucker Act disinmrporated the 
Church, and took away most of the 
Church property. And with many of 
the leaders in hiding, things began to 

z ~ h u r c h  was never eo dose t~ 
d.&.r&lan, not in Missouri, not in 

: the f h e  of 1857--and yet 
' somehow the members found the 

I! courage to keep trying. 
(Martha enters, panicked) 

i MARTHA Rhoda! Rhoda! 
(Rhoda enters, carrying the baby) 
RHODA What is it? 
MARTHA Brother Wimble told 

me there's a skunk with a posse of 
five coming out here to get John! 

RHODA We've got to tell him- 
W T H A  I already told him. 

Met him in the fields. He mounted a 
plow home and took right off. 

RHODA Oh! Thank heavens he 
.. got away! 

MARTHA Don't sit down! 
RHODA (stands up) my? 
MARTHA You're living proof 

that J o b  lives the principle. You 
and the babies have gotta get out of 
here, fast! 

RHODA Oh, no! (scurrying) 
Where's Alma! 

MARTHA I don't know. 
r RHODA And little Joseph! They 
. .$? were right here! 
~ 7 : ~  MARTHA They could have gone 

NEPHI Of course you can't! I've 
got 'em in the carriage! 

.' MARTHA Go on, Rhoda! Hurry! 
RHODA The baby, Amy. I can't 

MARTHA It's no pleasure a t  all. 
I'm sorry that you didn't bock.  

SKINNER (Didn't quite 
understad) Where's John Monson? 

MARTHA He's in Gunnison. 
SKINNER Gunnison! I was toM 

he was right here. 
MARTHA Then I'm sum he 

must be. When you find him, tell him 
for me that he'd better get back here 
right away. It isn't right, him bein' in 
town, and leavin' me thinkin' he's in 
Gunnison. 

SKINNER Where's the other 
woman? 

MARTHA What other woman? 
SICEWER Your husband's other 

woman. 
MARTHA Sir. I know my 

husband, and he would never have 
another woman without my 
knowledge. 

SKINNER But with your 
knowledge? 

MARTHA Good day. 
SIS;INPTER I don't see why you 

don't turn him in. You can't tell me 
you lhk.&ygamy! 

THA Sir, I'm sure I don't 
know what you're talkin' about. And 
now if you'll excuse me, my baby is 

h u L R  whotse L y  is tiat? 
MARTHA Mine. 
SKINNER I was told you 

haven't hsd a baby since t W n  here. 
MARTHA I found this one 

MARTHA I don't know by what 
right you've barged into my house 
and asked me these questions, but 
right now I'm going to nutee my 
baby. (She start to unbutton her 
blouse) 

SICINNER Now, you're not 
going M e  seeg ehe 
i s - - embar rd )  Well, if you'll 
excuse me-eorry ma'am! (exits) 

NEPHI (Burste out laughing) 
Mother! Did you ever shut him up! 
That was wonderful. (Martha is 
shaking and whimpering) Mom, 
ou're shaking. (Cornea to her, takes 

i e r  by the shoulders. She clings to 
him, sobs) You were scared! 

JOHN (Sings) 
Goin' underground, hide, 
Leave in the mornin', ride 
All day, all night 
Prayin' for a eight 
Of a ftiendly man 
Who'll take you in 
Won't ask your name 
Or where you been 
Who'll let you rest 
And stay a while 
You think you've run 
Your f m l  mile. 
Don't want to go underground again. 

Well, my dears, it's time to pack. 
MARTHA Again? 
RHODA Where this time? 
JOHN Salt Lake City. 
RHODA Salt Lake! 

MARTHA HOW can we go &re? 
JOHN We've been every place 

else. 
MARTHA But they'll cateh yau 

there. 
JOHN I just got a letter from 

Aaron Bean. He saps things've eased 
up a little. A lot of the general 
authorities are livin' openly in Salt 
Lake City. 

RHODA They don't have Bill 
Skinner after them. He's the lowest, 
stubborn&, orneriest skunk that 
ever pestered a Latter-day Saint. 

JOHN Well, we're goin' home, 
and that's it. (pause) I did think 
you'd be a little happy abaut it. 

RHODA We a m 4 t  it's such a 
shock. - -. -. 

MARTHA It's been so long. 
JOHN I know. 
RHODA ~ l m a  is three years 

old, and he's never baen in Salt Lake 
City. 

JOHN Don't you want to go? 
NEPHI Course we want to go. 

We just can't believe it- 
MARTHA Just like that, goin' 

home! 
RHODA Going home! Cmey 

start to lau h) Going home! 
N E P ~  when do we go? 
JOHN I was thinkin' of startin' 

out today. 
MARTHA Then we've gotta 

pack! 
RHODA Get everything 

together! 
MARTHA (calling) Alma! Bart! 
RHODA John, we're going 

home! (Kisses him as Martha exits, 
shouting:) 

MARTHA Alma! You get baelc 
here! Right now! 

RHODA I've got to get the 
babies ready. (exits) 

NEPHI Did the letter say 
anything about me? 

JOHN It did. He says k e u l  
hope you bring your son Nephi home 
soon. Sariah has been pining ever 
since you left. She goes over every 
day and sweeps out the store. And 
every time I mention anything about 
the Monson family, she perka right 
up." How's that? 

NEPHI I'm twenty-one, father. 
JOHN Sounds like marryin' age. 
NEPHI I'd better go pack. 
JOHN (Sings) 

Why do my eyes keep turning back to 
home? 

Why do I want eo bad to see 
The dusty streeta of Salt Lake City? 
Why do they look like gold to me? 
I'm gonna go home, go home! 

(The set changes back to 
Monsone' store. Sariah enters, 
sweeping out the room. She sings.) 

SARI AH 
Every day there is sunrise 
Each day there is dust 
In the light from the glass 
I awake with the sunrise 
And labor here just 



To be deep in the past. 

He'll be back, 
He% return, 

-For he's in the Lord's keeping! 
And while I wait here 
What I lack 
I will learn 
In my dreams when I'm sleepin 
My future is here. 

In my dreams 
I can leam 
What he wanb, 
And it seems 
That I burn, 
For my Father will reach me, 
Will teach me 
Mylifeinmydreams. 

I have seen myself sitting 
In h n t  of a man 
And between this man's wives, 
And I felt it was fitting 
That I held his hand 
And was part of their lives. 

Not to share 
In his grief, 
Nor to lean on hie shoulder, 
But rather to l a ,  
I will bring 
Him relief 
Be hie youth when he's older: 
Myself is his gift. 

In my dreams 
I can learn 
What he wants, 
And it seems 
That I burn, 
For my Father will reach me, 
Will teach me 
My life in my dreams. 

In years I'm a woman 
But still I'm a child, 
With tmt in the future 
For past years have smiled; 
Although there'll be sorrow, 
Although there'll be pain, 
I've tasted the future, 
There's love in my f u t u r e  
And someday I'll live it again. 
There's joy in my future 
And all that I wonder 
Is when. 

I have seen myself lying 
In bed, with my hair 
White and sparaely arrayed. 
And my family, some crying, 
Were close to me there 
And I saw that they prayed. 

And I looked 
In my heart 
To discover if sorrow 
Was lingering there- 
It was not! 
I could part 
With my life, for tomorrow 
Meant peace for my care. 

In my dreams 
I can learn 
What he wants, 
And i t  seems 
That I burn, 
For my Father will reach me, 
Will teach me 
My life in my dreams. (Exits.) 

$: 
(Outside Mowm'  atore. John 

enters followed by Nephi, who is 
carrying bores. President Goodbody 

the other way.) 
"md%Pres ident Goodbody! 

GOODBODY John Mown! 
(shakes his hand) How long have you 
been in town? 

JOHN About two minutes. 
GOODBODY I've been wishing I 

could see you for three days, and heae 
you are in the fleeh. 

JOHN Why'd you want to see 
me? 

GOODBODY I've had a dream 
about ou three nights runnin'. 

J ~ H N  (slteptical) what about? 
GOODBODY I saw you standing 

with your arms around Martha and 
Rhoda. But something was wrong 
with that. And then another woman 
appeared, sittin' in h n t  of you, with 
her head right at your heart. And a 
voice said, "This is John Moason's 
third wife." 

RHODA What? 
JOHN President Goodbody had a 

dream about me. 
GOODBODY Three nights - 

running! 
MARTHA But John- 
JOHN Who was the other 

woman? 
GOODBODY I couldn't tell. 
JOHN I don't like it. 
GOODBODY That's what I said, 

over d over, "He won't like it." 
JOHN And? 
~ D B O D Y  The wim came 

again and said, "He'll have a sign." 
JOHN What aign? 
GOODBODY I guesa you can 

choose the sign yourself. 
JOHN Choose i t  myselfl 
GOODBODY And &om now on, 

try to live clean enough to get your 
own revelations. I need my sleep. 
(exits) 

JOHN Rhoda, do you have your 
little mirror? 

RHODA Here, John, just a 
minute. Here it is. 

JOHN (Looks at  himaelf) Well. 
I'm every bit as ugly as I thought I 
was. So here's the sign I choose. If 
the Lord can get a woman to run up 
and kiss me on the mouth right out 
of the clear blue, and if she's willing 
then and there to marry me, why, I'd 
regard that as a miracle, and I'd 
many her. But frankly, I don't 
believe the Lord can do it. 

NEPHI You never know. 
(La hing) 

%ODA YOU certainly pick 
difficult signs. 

MARTHA I don't believe you 
can fool the Lord, John. 

JOHN I'm not trying to fool 
Him, Martha. But if he wants me to 
marry again, he's gonna have to go 
out of his way to make me do it. 

NEPHI Father. There's Sariah! 
JOHN Well, why don't you caH 

to her? 
NEPHI You call. 
JOHN I'm not in love with her. 
NEPHI Then call to Brother 

Bean. 
JOHN I'm not in love with him 

either. Do your own callin'. 
NEPHI I'm scamd, Pa. 
JOHN All right. (calling) Aaron 

Bean, you old buzzard, how are you! 
AARON (entering) John 

Monsan, you old turtle-eater. You're 
back! And Martha and Rhoda! 
(striding to them. Sariah enters at a 
slight run, passed her father just as 
he reaches John-and she leans up 
and kisses John on the mouth, very 
quickly .) 

SARIAH Welcome home, 
Brother Monson. Hi Nephi. Wephi 
and Sariah are shaking hands, and so 
are John and h n ,  when suddenly 
all motion freezes. Nephi and John 
look a t  each other, and Nephi starts 
shaking his head) 

NEPHI No. No sir--(John looks 
a t  Sariah. Nephi shouts) No! (He 
runs into the store. Martha follows. 
Rhoda squeezes John's arm and goes 
out the way they came in.) 

AARON I don't mean to pry, but 
what's going on here! 

JOHN Now, I think we'd better 
be calm about this. 

AARON I am d m .  I just want 
to know why everybody left when I 
walked up! 

JOHN Well, it's on account of 
President Goodbody-he had a vision. 
That I'm supuosed to take a third 
wife. But I 8dn't want one. 

AARON And? 
JOHN And-he told me the Lord 

could give me any sign I chose. So I 
said that I'd marry again if the 
woman would come right up and kiss 
me on the mouth. 

AARON Not a rayer, John. 
JOHN That% wgy Nephi ran 

out- 
AARON My daughter will not 

marry a married man! 
JOHN But if the Lard wantdl i t  
AARON The Lord didn't ask me! 

She's my da hter, not his- 
JOHN % ere are those who 

might argue that p o i n t  
AARON John Monson, if you lay 

one finger- 
JOHN Now wait a minute, 

Aaron. I'm not any more eager to 
take a third wife than you are for 
Sariah to be one. There was another 
art of the sign. I said that she'd ! ave to be willing to marry me then 

and there. That clears it all up. 
Sariah didn't mean anything by 



JOHN How much time? He'e Father had his sign today 
already lasted three years. Heaven has pointed the way 

AARON Well, then, you don't - SARIAH John. Resident Heaven has pointed, the man is 
Goodbody had a vision and you had a anointed 
sign. Well, I had a dream, too. I saw But whether he's chasen or n d  
myself sitt' in front of you, with Doesn't mean that I've got 
Martha an%d oda standing on either To pretend that I like iW hats it. 

I a m  willing. Here side of you. And I waa told I'd be 
your third wife. Tell me where I go! 

JOHN Dreams and viaionel Hell! Father I know- ccyTm 
Sariah, do you loLle me? Give me a sign Father; -.  , *- . . 

SARIAH John, I didn't complain 
ade up my mind. a bit when the Lord annomed his 
ah, you know how I choice for me. 

Nobody told me what to do 
I have to muddle through. 

JOHN All right then! Crahes he4 Give me a sign Fader, give me a 
by the shouldens) The Lord knows sign- 
what He's doing. Things will be fine if you give me a 

SARIAH And so do I. (She leans sign! 
up and kisses him briefly. He leans 

5 AARON I didn't raise Sariah r?p down and kisses her rather longer. This time the day is too clsar 
:' t~ Iive a life of being chased by the She smiles, and leaves. Nephi walks Not a cloud in the sky 
-' law all over the territory. I meant for down as J o b  stads l o o w  after Thought the &y was thy ! ha to marry a Monson, but I her.) Where do I go? 

inte~ded it to be Nephi, not you! NEPHI Father. Never mind, Father. 
JOHN Nephi-I- (He falls Ski it, don't both- - L JOHN Aaron, we've been fiiends 

knocks him flat on his back ten feet 
tE silent and stands there while Nephi Fa er I know- 

Drab and very, very duIl. 
MAN 1 Verg dull 
NEPHI Things're drab ~ 9 ~ -  - . &: 

i ';TIC; 5. .A. .-.- 
All summer long there's dust in the 

But at least for now there'a a 
measure of peace 

Time for some pleasure, time for 
some ease 

Swear that God is wrtting all the Let it go on like this, now, please. 
(Men sing 'We Thank Thee 0 

I'm not asking a lot God for A m e t , "  "Come Come Ye 

Just why what I want is whak I Saints," and "Put Your Shouldem to 
the Wheel" behind.) 

it's very verp dull ,#- 

W r i  

That man has never been born 
Time will ease that. Who can see the stars in a storm.. 

skmtam 11:2 F-11 



the skunhe caught father. 
(AatbinbyBear Lake. Sariahis 

her hair. John enters.) % IB that you, John? 
JOHN EqPedtin9 somebody elee? 

-*?Ei3 , Mrs. Monson. 
That's getting to be 

kind of a common name, nowadaye. 
( uae) This has been a very nice tikc! ,. 

JOHN I always say that a girl's 
first honeymoon ehouM be her beat. 

8NUAH Are you sure the 
others don't mind you taking me up 
here? 

JOHN They don't complain. 
They know how hard it is to enter 
the Principle. 

SARIAH Is it hard? 
J* Maybe not for you. 
(Sariah tickles John) 
Sister Mollmon, I'll thank you to 

keep your hands to yourself. 
SARIAH You're welcome. 

CI'icklgs him again) 
JOHN (Holding her hands) 

' you was the best 
-ppened to me in yew. 

SARIAH How many years? 
JOHN Three. Since I married 

Rhoda. 
SARIAH John, if the Lord 

hadn't called you to take another 
wife, would you have married me? 

JOHN (pause) No. Martha was 
my d. 

SARIAH Aren't you happy? 
JOHN I am happy. But you just 

don% go takid extra wives for the fun 
of it. It ain9t that fun. 

SAIUAH Do you love me? 
JOHN Mare every minute. 
SARIAH I waited a long time 

for you. 
JOHN 1 married you the first 

time ou asked, what more do you 7 want. 
SAWLAH (sings) 

Hold out your hand 
And mine will be there 
When we are old 
Just as now 
I vow. 

J O r n  
This is summer 
You beside me 
Love and laughter 
We'll matre our summer 

All our lives can be 

Andminewillbethere 
When we are old 
Juart ae now I vow. 

WiVEs -- 

You are the man I loved 
in a moment 

And I'll love Gmver h m  now, eo 
ALL 

Hold out your hand. 
SKINNER (entering 

unobtrusively) Any idea who this 
k 

hatchet bebnge to? Awful careless, 
leaving it mound like that, never 
know who might pick it up. 

JOHN It's mine. 
SKINNEr And who might you 

be? 
JOHN Dan Wheelwright. 
SKINNER Well, Mr. 

Wheehdght, I guess when I armst 
John Momon I11 be taking you along, 
too. You're under a&. 

JOHN For what? 
SKINNER We've been watching 

thiscabin forthreedays, and1 and 
my men can prove you did unlawfully 
cohabit with a woman not your wife. 
Do yon deny it? 

JOHN Show me the warrant! 
SKINNER (Holds it out) Good 

enough? 
JOHN Yousve been after me a 

long time, Skinner. 
8- I knew you'd make a 

mistake sometime, Moneon. And wife 
number three is a big mistake. 

JOHN Mind tsllin' me what's in 
thh fbr you? They givin9 dree pints of 
whiskey for every polygambt you 
bring in? 

SKINNER Inok, Momon, it's 
gonna be a long day. Don't start it 
out with your mouth flapping, dl 
right? Get out on your home. My 
boya are waitins. (John exits.) 

SARLAH (Furious) Waf& your 
stm. Mr. Skinner, and treat him 
righ. 

SKINNER Pretty little thing, 
aren't you? Eoy, ol' Momon sure 
knows how to pick 'em. (Exitas 
laughins.) (scgne changeg to prison.) 

(John Mommn site with Gamer 
Reid, defense attorney) 

REID Well,  that'^ that. They've 
got the evidence. 

JOHN It's a shams when the 
United States of America is the only 
country where we can't get justice. 

REID You broke the law, John. 
JOHN Sometbs I find mmI€ 

9- 
jm : -- - - 

remember: get the'pturd irdws out of 
Salt Lake b t .  The '-51am 
sentence L only a 9e'_wb bq& ten 
minutes in prison is too long. G3e 
exib. John paws mmmly. Rhoda 
appears in the door.) 

RHODA John. (He hms8 Rhoda 
rum to him, followed lq- Wah3 
r, JOHN Rhoda! sari&, Sasicth . . . 
" '\Embraces them both, 'all are 

laughing:) Where's Martha? 
MARTHA (O&tage) Tm CO*, 

I'm coming! (She enters) T h m  yolnrg 
girl8 run faster than me. (John 
embraces her alone.) 

JOHN (5tande back, ~ 0 0 ~  at 
them.) My wives. The Lord and r sum 
pick well. I t the cream off the tqv. . 

SAR& They haven9& 
mistreated you, have they? 

JOHN No. 
MARTHA I'd like to see them 

trY !  

hatin' 'em. 
REID Well, don't. Whatever you 

think of the men, respect the office, 
honor the law, and pray for relief. 
And, uh, if I were you, I'd get my 
lurd wives out of hem. They're 

Pegally not wirira at a ~ ,  a tbn can 
be called to testify against you. 

JOHN1 don't know where they are. 
REID I do. They're here. In this 

building. 
JOHN Garn Reid, if you wemSt 

a man I'd k b  you! Where are they? 
REIDI11sersdthemin.And 

- JOHN That's the spirit! But 
listen to me-Rboda, Sariah-you 
have to hide till this is over. Rhoda, 
your mother's in Grantaville now, 
isn't she? 

I 
RHODA Yes- 
JOHN You'll go there. Straight 

1 
from here! Brother Reid, my lawyer, 
he'll see to a coach. And Sariah, you 
can't stay in town, even with your 
father. I'll have Nephi drive you to 
Provo. Jay Spencer lives there. Nephi 
knows his address. All right? 

SARIAH All right, John. 
JOHN Good. And Martha and 

Nephi will run the store. They can't 
put me in for over a year. But when I 
come back, I intend to live with all of 
you, and they'd just love to arrest me 
all over again. So I figure by then 
Nephill be married, and I'll give him 
the store-and we can go to Canada. 
Charles Card talked to me a few 
yeam back. There's settlements 

wing, and a need for god 
%=O usinessmen who know how tO sell a 
plow. 

MARTHA You're talkin' like 
you're sure you'll lose. 

JOHN Pretty sure. 
MARTHA I don't understand it, 

John! 
RHODA Why did the Load give 

usl the Principle jwt to take it away? 
JOHN Take it away? 
MARTHA Oh, it's j u t  talk. But 1 

you know F'resident Woodruff wante 
us to make friends with the world. 
Well, they say he's preparing a 
statement. 

JOHN What's it about? 
SARIAH It'd abolish polygamy, 

John. Revoke the Principle. No nepo 
plural marriages. (Silence) 

JOHN (soRly) I'll have to 
ray--about it. (pause) But whatever 

L-4 ppem4.a me, or the Church-I 
want you to know this: that I'm glad 
I married you, all of you. And if the 
law said, choose one of b e  women 
to be your wife, and send the othem 
away, I just couldn'tdo it.1 love you akl. 



MARTHA I'm his first wife. He 
married me young, we grew up 
together. I stmd beside him when he 
picked out our lot in Salt Lake City, I 
pounded nails to build the store, I 
slept with him on the floor when we 
were too poor to affard a bed. And 
when we made money, he knew that 
I had been his true helpmeet. He 
calls me the strong one, his good 
right arm. I've been a good wife to 
John, and his love is all I need to be 
happy. 

RHODA John loves his children. 
I've born him three. When he has 
Alma on hie knee, or baby-talks to 
Joseph, or holds Amy's hand and 
says how d l  it looks in his, he 
thinks of me. He's taken the 
harshness out of me, and given me 
tendernew. I've been a good wife to 
John, and his love is all I need to be 
~ ~ P P Y .  

S A W  The Lord gave me to 
John, as surely as if He had stood 
with us a t  the altar. I'm his girl-wife, 
his youth come back in his 
middle-a e. I delight him, I make 
him laug f , we run together where 
with hk other wives. he walks. I 

To us warm. 
MARTHA 

If we owe a debt to heaven 
When will i t  be paid? 

RHODA 
If we have to lose you, 
Why was this commandment made? 

SARIAH 
We follow well what He told us to 
dQ- 

WIVES This hollow cell, is it all 
the reward that the Lord can afford 
you? 

JOHN (Spoken, calming them 
Martha, please. Rhoda, Sariah. 
(Sings) 
Our Father loveth us. 
In ways mysterious, 
His hand is mighty in our weaknw, 
and yet is found in all thin@ love 

unbound. 
ALL 

His be the kingdom, and the power, 
and the glory 

Forever, and ever, in Heaven our 
Father forever, 

Amen. 
Amen. 
Amen. 

NEPHI And the trial. The 
haven't shared his life, I haven't 
borne him children: I only make him 
happy, lighten his load. I've been a 
good wife to John, and his love is all 
I need to be happy. 

JOHlV Whatever is decided 
about the Principle by the wise men 
of the world, I tell them this: it's 
hard to live, hard on the husband, 
hard on the wives. But the joy that 
comes Zo you is so great you can't 
hold it i n 4 h i s  voice shakeskit 
flows out: and these are the precious 
vessels that hold the overflow of 
happiness. (Wives speak at once.) 

MARTHA John, I won't let 
them take you! 

RHODA Doesn't righteousness 
ount for something? 

SARIAH He'll protect you, lift 
you up! 

MARTHA Hold me, John! Help * B- The h r d  wont let it- 
happen, 3 h .  

MARTHA They can't aeparate 
us, John. 

RHODA Why can't they leave 
us in peace? 

JOHN Please! Please, let's be 
calm, my dears, we have to be calm, 
or Satan becomes our master, and 
drives us into fear and doubt. (Pause) 
When the Prophet Joseph Smith was 
in prison, the night before he was 
mar$led, he had John Taylor sing a 

to calm them . . . (he waits) 
MARTHA (Sings sofily, the 

othem eoon join.) 
Our Father loveth us 
AU 

Our Father loveth us 
His hand, in weather, is our 

~blter .  
in the storm his sweet words 

eastern judges and the eastern 
lawyers had a pretty etmy time of it, 
especially when the defendent was 
guilty, like father. Let me put on 
robes of impartiality-I11 play the 
judge tonight. William Jackson 
Skinner, U.S. Deputy Matshall. Do 
you swear to tell the truth, the whole 
truth, and nothing but the truth, so - 
help you God? 

SKINNER You bet. 
JUDGE (NEPHI) Do you know 

the defendent? 
SiuNNER Yes. 
JUDGE What dealings have you 

had with him? 
8XlNNBRIfhttriedtoservea 

summons on him three yeare ago, a t  
his fiuniture store on Third S6uth. 

JUDGE This summons- 
SEINNER For unlawful 

cohabitation with Rhoda Carabit, his 
second wife . . . 

=ID Object. 
SKINNER Hell. Garn we all 

know she is. 
REID Object. 
JUDGE Stretained. (Skinner is 

F .) Now, Mr. Skinner, I 
un rstaMt you bungled the job and 
Monson got away. 

SKINNEB (gloats) His kid 
me and they high-tailed it to 

H r before I could get back with a T 
warrant. Then I made things hot 
there, and the day I got a witness to 
testie they took out for Nephi. I got 
a posse there, but Monson and Miss 
Carabit got away. They've hid out in 
Dixie, Gunnhn,  Payson, Logan, and 
Pamwan. Then you told me hands off 
for a while and they came back here. 

JUDGE Under what 
ci-cee did you arrest the 
defendent? 

SICINNER He W his third 
wife on a himeymwn- 

REID Mr. Skfnner! 
SEUNNERIerJlaspedea 

spade! You eeea shveZ and try to 
call it a s 

a r ' w  ,,risk 
of annoying you, I remind that 
the defendant is on trial for unlawful 
cohabitation, a misdemeanm, and not 
polygamy. If you have proof that 
these women you refer to were 
married to the defendent, I meat 
ou inform the court and charges will i!~! drawn up accordingly. 

SKINNER Of courser they're 
married! Do you think a man like 
John M o m n  would commit 
adultery? 

JUDGE That's peeieely what 
the court mu& think. 

SKINNER @anding the judge 
two depositions) He toak Sariah Bean 
up to Bear Lake Bnd there 
unlawfidly cohabited with her for 
three days, as w i t h  by myself 
and two others. 

JUDGE Mr. Reid, I have here 
the depositions of Wayne Williams 
and H a r r i m  Lloyd Mapad,  Deputy 
U.S. Marehalls, stipulating this same 
evidence. 

REID Go ahead. 
JUDGE What were they doing 

when you found thenQ 
SXINNER He was kissing her. 
REID Object. 
SKINNER And hugging her. 
REID Object! 
JUDGE On what grounds! 
REID The witness i not 

competent to interpret what he saw 
as a gesture of affection. 

SKINNER He had his anns 
wrapped m u n d  her, he awe wasn't 
cookin' b reakf ' !  

REID Your honor. 
JUDGE I believe Mr. Skinner is 

qualified to say whether it was a kiss 
or not. Overruled. Now, Mr. Skinner. 
Would you say the kiss was 
passionate or ~ o n a ~ ?  

SKINNER What? 
JUDGE Was he kissing her as a 

father kissee his datrghter, or . . . 
SKINNER (Laughs 

uproariously) 
JUDGE Or a9 a husband kisses 

his wife? 
SKINNER (Still laughing) It 

wasn't exactly fatherly, no. 
JUDGE Cnwa-examine? 
REID Mr. Skinner, how long 

have you been a deputy marshal]. 
SKINNER Since April 1887. 
REID Three years. Then John 

Monson was one of your Arat cases. 
SKINNER Yes, and he's not my 

lad. 
REID You've had a hard time 

keeping up with the defendant, 
haven't you? 

SKINNER He's got a lot of 
friends. 

REID You followed him to 



Heb-, right? And then Nephi, and 
Gumison. 

SgMNER Dixie. Payson, Lomn - 
and Parowan. 

REID Do you follow all your 
cases like that? Do you chase 
e.rrergu,ne you investigate all over the 

bam&&E Mr. Reid, what is the 
relevance of this line of questioning? 

REID Your honor, I am t m n g  to 
ahow that Mr. Skinner has followed 
and pe-ted the defendant far 
beyond the requirements of his 
&cia1 duties. It has not been justice, 
but a rsonal vendetta. 

&E Ths witnem's motives 
are irrelevant to the case. You will 
dimntinue. 

REID I'm through with him, 
then. 

JUDGE That will do, Mr. 
Skinnm. Aaron Bean. ( h n  comes 
forward.) Do you swear to tell the 
truth, the whole truth, and nothing 
but the truth, so help you God? 

AARON So help me God. 
JUDGE Do you know the 

deferadant? 
AARON Yes. 
JUDGE How well do you know 

him? 
AARON (pause) Well. 
JUDGE How Ion have you 5 lived next door to him. 
AARUN Eight years. 
JUDGE Friends? 
AARON I've got a few, yes. 
JUDGE Mr. Bean, are you and 

the defendent friends? 
AARON (pause) No. 
JUDGE Didn't you take care of 

his store while he was gone? 
W O N  My daughter did. 
JUDGE Wasn't your daughter 

supposed to marry the defendant's 
son, Nephi? 

AARON Nothing was ever set. 
JUDGE Wasn't it u d m M  
AARON It was mentioned. 
JUDGE Isn't it true that you 

planned to give your daughter to 
Nephi Mown? 

REID Object! Leading the 
witnefss! 

JUDGE All right, Mr. Reid. Mr. 
Bean, I remind you that this is a 
court of law. Xf you do not answer my 
questions, you will be declared in 
contempt of court. Why didn't your 
daughter marry Nephi Moneon? 

AARON What my daughter does 
is her affair. 

JUDGE Your daughter has 
disappeared in defiance of a 
subpoena. Do you know where she is? 

AARON No. 
JUDGE Aren't you aoncented? 
AARON I r a i d  her right. She 

can take care of herself. 
JUDGE It is well known that 

you do not believe in polygamy, is it 
not, Mr. Bean? 

AARON Some folks think so. 
JUDGE Are they right? 

AARON I refuse to armwer- 
JUDGE Mr. Bean! 
AARON Cause it might tend to 

incriminate me. 
dUDGE You don't practice 

polygamy! 
AARON I can't amwer on the 

grounds that it might- 
JUDGE All right, Mr. Bean. 

You won't be pmsecuted far anything 
you may reveal a b u t  your own 
activities. Now, do you have reason 
to believe that John Momon illegally 
cohabited witb Rhoda Carabit while 
living xwt door to you firom June to 
November 188R 

AARON I never made it a 
practice to snoop on my neighbors. 

JUDGE Wt it true that Miss 
Carabit lived there from June to 
A- 1887? 

AARON She was there a lot. 
Whether she lived k e  I'm not the 
one to say. 

JUDGE Miss Carabit has three 
children, ail born since 1887. Do you 
h o w  who the father of these 

- 

children mi ht  be? 
AARO~: I ~ m r  r m  not. A. to 

who is, msaybe u better ask her. 
~ v w ~ & a m ~ ~ u t r y i x g t o  

protect John Monsonl He's the man 
who b k  your daugbter away to live 
with him in his emctik i  harem. 

rrsea,IQlrjecctoyeurbrrdg;ering 
t $ i a ~ ~ .  

JUDGB Sit down, Mr. Reid. It's 
Obviow that tw wi- is 
singularly mumme of anything hie 
neigbbu or hia daughter have done 
in the 8everal yeare, and I don't 
believe he's mely to recall anything 
perthnt. But before the witnes 
B t e p ~ h * i a t m e l e m i d h i m b t  
sfrel-la-ishanrest 
way to enoomage lawlaesneiss-the 
law,w~analdprotectyoucm& 
your W y ,  is uselm to you when 
you mske a mockery of it. Do you 
u n d d  me? 

AARON Sure do, Judge. 
JUDGEStep down.Mr.Reid, 

have you any wihwses fu the 
defense? 

REID There am no w h a m  of 
events fhat did not take plaoe; how 
canwedeomeonewhocansay 
that 3ahn M w n  never toalr a 
8econd 6, or &at he did nd Eather 
children outside hie marriage to 
Martha Moneon? For that matter, 
can this mqeckd pletice produce a 
w i t n e ~ ~  to m e  that he never 

P--O- 
REID I merely point this out to 

say thak while my client cannot pmw 
heisnottheL&erofRhoda 
Carabit9'e children, he is not obliged 
to. The pmiemtion has not proved 
the point, and my client is innocent 
before the law. 

JUDQE Do you have any 
witnews to call, Mr. Reid? Or is this 

your summation? 
REID I have no witneaws. 
JUDGE All right, Mr. b i d ,  sum 

UP. 
JOHN Wait a minute, W n .  
REID May I- 
JUDGE Of course. 
JOHN There isn't to6 much you 

can do, is there? 
REID Oh, I can try. 
JOHN Forget it. No point 

pretending when they know anyway. 
REID You're sure? 
JOHN Yes. 
REID Your honor, if it please 

the court, my client has decided to 
forego the final statementt, 

JUDGE [tired) Well, I'm glad to 
hear that. The defendant will rim. 
Considering the evidence presented, 
the court finds John Monson guilty of 
one count of unlawful cohabitation 
with Sariah Bean; the charge sf 
unlawful cohabitation with Rhoda 
Carabit is diamiesed because of Aaron 
Bean's disregard for justice. Have you 
anything to say before the court 
pronounces sentence? 

JOHN You called me 

P ilty-and I did the tfriqp you said 
did-but I don't feel guilty. 

JUDGE You're telling the court 
that you're not sorry you broke the 
law? 

JOHN I mean I'm eorry that 
what I did was against the law-but 
I'm not sorry I did it. 

JUDGE (Beginning to slip out of 
character, becoming Nephi) No 
regrets at all? 

JOHN There's lots of things I 
regret. But what I did was right. 

NEPHI It doesn't matter how 
many other people you hurt. It 
doesn't matter that you've driven 
away your friend Aaron, dragged 
your wives through the 
territory-and what did you do to 
your son? 

JOHN I couldn't help i t 4  had 
to obey the Lord. 

NEPHI Blame it on God! Do 
whatever you want, ruin everybdfs 
lives, and then put on your halo and 
blame it on God. 

JOHN You know I never wanted 
this. If the Lord hadn't called me-do 
you think it was in me to aet out to 
take Sariah from you? 

NEPHI No, father. You aren't 
cruel. You just do what you're told. 
They tell you to take a wife, you take 
a wife. If they told you to walk on the 
Great Salt Lake, I swear you'd do it. 
You'd drown, but you'd obey! Don't -, 

you think for yourself? Theae men. 
don't care about us-they've got ycru 
blinded a d  drive you on without you 
being able to see left or right. 

JOHN Nevhi, I've fobwed the - .  
will of God. 

NEPHI If this misery is the will 
of God, then God isn't love--heis fear 
and cruelty. 

JOHN Na! You're wrong. 
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was verg much a realistic, full-set pmdwtion, the author played the 
type play. But in reheard  for its leading role of John Momon. 
first full-fledged perf~~nance by the 
Utah Valley Repertory Theatre 
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Castle in Prom, the formal structure John Monaon--Orson Scott Card 
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Mormons Are Also People 
by Thomas F. Rogers 

Phil and Brenda are archetypes: 
the good, active, intelligent Latter-day 
Saint couple who were raised in the 
mold and stay in it all their lives, 
content--und yet straining sometimes 
at the contradictions in themselves, at 
the restraints, usually so comforting by 
sometimes far too tight. 

These excerpts from the book- 
vignettes from a collection of vig- 
nettes-are more than a mere sam- 
pling of a fine, simple writer's work. 
They are also samples of the lives of 
fine, simple people, who, though fie- 
tional, are as real as the people who 

glanced back at us so casually from 
the next row in sacmment meeting last 
week; from the mirror this morning; 
from their schoolbooks as we made 
them study for another hour before the 
television went on. 

Perhaps, though, the best title for 
Tom Rogers3 as-yet-unpublished book 
is People Are Sometimes Mormons; 
for though Mormonness runs through 
almost all these short tales, human- 
ness runs deeper, more thoroughly. 

That is, if we can dmw a distinc- 
tion between being Mormon and being 
human. 

Recognition 

Though they seldom had a con- 
vention, Brenda often thought that 
Mrs. Richards was the best part of her 
education. Perhaps Brenda appreci- 
ated her so because her own mother 
had been so set on keeping her at  
home. Brenda's father, who had been 
their town's bishop for as long as 
Brenda could remember, had passed 
away in her junior year. It was her 
older brother Steven who had urged 
her to break away. She had her own 
life to live, he argued. And since their 
mother refused to move with her to 
Salt Lake while she attended the 
university, their mother would have 
to do for herself. She had always been 
self-reliant anyway, and would adjust 
better to widowhood if she had to 
stand on her own two feet. 

Salt Lake's urbanity still over- 
whelmed Brenda-until she thought 
of Mrs. Richards, whose cosmopolitan 
taste and background made even this 
city seem somehow terribly provin- 
cial. Mrs. Richards had come here 
with her husband from Pennsylvania. 
He'd been a railroad official, then 
passed on before his retirement. 

Mrs. Richards had remained in 
their pleasant home near the univer- 
sity, pursuing cards, charities, and a 
variety of gatherings with fellow 
clubwomen-by all appearances a su- 
perficial existence. Except that Mrs. 
Richards was also an author. Ear- 

Mormons Area Also People @ 1977 by 
Thomas F. Rogers, printed in the United States 
of America. 

lier-ten or twenty years before--she 
had published a number of books for 
children. It  was no secret: her friends 
knew it, too, but were not particularly 
impressed, while Brenda never ceased 
being fascinated. For Brenda, the fact 
that Mrs. Richards was an author 
gave her every move, her every 
gesture an omniscience and a credi- 
bility the others lacked. 

Mrs. Richards was a decent em- 
ployer. Brenda only had to fix their 
breakfast and make the beds before 
hurrying off to her morning classes, 
then return by four to pick up 
groceries and prepare supper-r 
somewhat earlier if the ladies were 
coming for cards. Mrs. Richards showed 
her how to make canapes and a 
number of delicacies that had never 
been served in the simple home of 
Brenda's parents. Never had she seen, 
let alone tasted, such elegant dishes 
or enjoyed such well-appointed sur- 
roundings. The living room was fur- 
nished with scratch-free Queen Anne. 
The china, its motif a delicate blue 
forget-me-not, was Rosenthal from 
Germany. And on the dining room 
wall, again in blue tones, hung an 
amateur but not unattractive water 
color with a view through a doorway 
onto a boat-bedecked harbor. Mrs. 
Richards, whose signature it bore, 
called it "The Blue Lagoon." 

Religious differences slightly dis- 
turbed the otherwise gracious am- 
bience. Brenda was not immune to 
the occasional slurs that the Mormons 
received in Mrs. Richard's living 
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room, particularly 6om certain 
guests. One of these, the husband of 
Mrs. Richard's dearest crony, directed 
the university's school of medicine. 
They had been in the West only a 
year or two. Their name was Gold- 
man. 

One evening, as  they dined with 
Mrs. Richards, Brenda, who was ask- 
ed to serve, couldn't help overhearing 
Dr. Goldman's resonant opinion: "It's 
true that they're shrewd business 
people, those Mormons. You'll notice 
that Brigham Young's statue a t  the 
intersection of Main and South 
Temple faces away from the temple 
with its hand extended toward, that's 
right, Zion's Savings Bank." The 
laughter which followed, mostly his 
own, was even more resonant. 

Brenda, who had just then enter- 
ed with the dessert, couldn't help 
herself: "Trust a Jew to notice some- 
thing like that!" she said. 

Mrs. Richards was obviously dis- 
pleased, but Goldman, perhaps to 
prove his superiority, laughed all the 
louder-the laugh seemed slightly 
forced to Brenda-and insisted that 
Mrs. Richards was extremely lucky to 
have such quick-witted help. 

When her guests had bid good- 
night, Mrs. Richards instructed Bren- 
da that on future occasions she and 
her guests would provide the scenario, 
while Brenda remained in the wings. 

Feeling that she had scored well 
enough, Brenda complied; and there- 
after, either in deference to her or in 
fear of another rejoinder, Mrs. Rich- 
ards tried to steer the conversation 
away from Mormons whenever Bren- 
da was within earshot. 

They spent seven months togeth- 
er. Then, one afternoon, Mrs. Rich- 
ards began to have chest pains and 
shortness of breath. Brenda, who had 
just completed a health course, cor- 
rectly recognized the symptoms of a 
coronary. Because Mrs. Richards's 
physician was too busy to bother with 
a house call, Mrs. Richards was 
dispatched to the hospital in an 
ambulance. Before they would take 
her, however, the attendants required 
an  advance payment of $15.00. By 
then Mrs. Richards was unconsious, 
and, rather than touch her employer's 
money, Brenda, by some good fortune, 
found the amount in her own purse. 
The local grocer must have learned 
about Mrs. Richards's condition the 
same day because, when Brenda 
dropped by that afternoon to pick up 
several routine items, she was told 
that the old lady's credit had been 
temporarily discontinued. 

Mrs. Richards lasted another 
week. Brenda dutifully attended her 
each day during visiting hours, al- 
though i t  was uncertain if Mrs. Rich- 

ards ever knew it. Meanwhile, Brenda 
had notified Mrs. Richards's two mar- 
ried daughters, who lived in the East 
and had not seen their mother for 
several years. She also phoned them 
on the day when, arriving at  the 
hospital, she was told that Mrs. 
Richards had finally expired. Each 
day during the vigil Brenda had 
expected them to appear, but Brenda 
was Mrs. Richards's only visitor. Even 
the Goldmans appeared to have better 
things to do. Because Mrs. Richards 
was rarely conscious, perhaps visits 
struck them as superfluous. 

As her vigil persisted, Brenda 
often wept-not so much over Mrs. 
Richards's condition as because no 
one, besides Brenda, seemed to care. 

The daughters flew in after their 
mother's death and arranged for the 
burial. There was the barest sem- 
blance of a service, attended by the 
three of them and lasting only fifteen 
minutes. The daughters had decided 
not to invite any of Mrs. Richards's 
local friends. 

As they sorted through her ef- 
fects, they discarded a variety of 
keepsakes. Others they sold to a 
secondhand dealer, keeping little or 
nothing for themselves. They had no 
room for and little interest in the 
needlepoint furnishings, now slightly 

To Each 
Brenda had majored in literature. 

Her professors' sensitivity and keen 
articulation had led her to conclude 
that the non-literate were victims of 
their own subliminal urges and, 
therefore, suspect. 

That may have been why Morris 
Linford had stopped coming to Sunday 
School. For this brawny mesomorph, 
the life of tackle and scrimmage had 
totally supplanted and compensated 
for the life of the mind. But Brenda 
had failed to notice in time. During 
her very first lesson she had asked 
him to read a passage from the 
Doctrine and Covenants. He'd imme- 
diately blanched, but made the effort: 

"Seeeek . . . not . . . to . . . dede- 
declare my . . . word but first . . . 
seeeek to mob-obtain my . . . word 
and then . . . shashall your ton . . ." 

"Tongue." 
"Tongue be loo . . ." 
"Loosed." 
The irony of those words from 

that mouth was not lost on Moms's 
otherwise obtuse classmates. To coun- 
ter their snickers Brenda quickly 
changed the subject, suggesting that 
someone relate an appropriate faith- 
promoting experience. 

hey gav 

;o pay - 1 

old fashioned, which y,,,, ,,or, ...cJ 

had grown up with. They were mostly 
interested in liquidating Mrs. Rich- 
ards's property as quickly as possible, 
then returning to the East. 

Dismantling the dining 
they came to her "Blue La 
When they told Brenda to put 
thing" out with the week's trash, 
Brenda, growing spunky, risked their 
displeasure, as she had Mr. Gold- 
man's, by suggesting that she would 
like "that thing," and t 
her. 

They also offered 1 
an  expenses incurred the week 
their arrival, but, as a point of 1 
or principle--Brenda declined 
them of the $15 she had given 
ambulance. Just as it was sol 
important that "The Blue Lagoon" 
remain with someone who had known 
and admired Mrs. Richards in her old 
age, it was also important, shp +nlA 
herself, that something be dc 
her without compensation. Mrs 
ards would a t  least retain her I 

in the memory of an impressi 
freshman from a place Mrs. Ri 
and her daughters had never k 
even heard of. It was a F 
recognition-one their money coula 
never purchase. 

His Own 
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The boy who complied so readily 
was Alfred. 

If anyone had heeded the exhor- 
tation to "obtain" the "word" (much 
less the words), it was Alfred Wash- 
bum. Having nearly memorized, it 
seemed, the contents of his gold-em- 
bossed scriptures, Alfred ha 
Brenda's one certain hope anc 
the boys, her only consolation. 

That was the year before. 
distance Brenda still follow 
progress of her former charge 
were running true to form. Alf 
already a student officer at tl 
LDS institute. He gave ir 
talks in church and was an OL 

ing debater. By contrast, Mor 
flunked out in his first semest 
there were unsavory rumors 
the direction his life had take 
His absence in the last year f 
church activity tended to 4 

them. Meanwhile Brenda s 
proached herself for her initi: 
der. She might have done mo 
during that same time, school and 
thoughts of Phil had taken up most of 
her attention. You can only spread 
yourself so thin. 
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Then one Sunday while she gath- 
ered her manual and visual aids after 
another routine lesson, Alfred entered 
her classroom. 

"How's Sister Matthews?" 
"Well, Alfred! How nice to see 

you!" 
"It's great seeing you too, Sister 

Matthews," he said, extending his 
hand. "I hope I'm not disturbing you." 

"Why, no. Of course not." 
"I just wanted to let you know 

how grateful I am for the tremendous 
influence you've had on my life." 

"Well, I. . . ."' Brenda demurred. 
"I'll be leaving for the mission 
Ie in three weeks-" 
"How wonderful, Alfred!" 
"Yes, it's a great privilege. Any- 

,,,, ., I just . . . felt inspired to come by 
and tell you how sincerely thankful I 
am for all your efforts." His voice 
grew mellow: "Unfortunately, Sister 
nfl-++\ews, most of us take our lead- 

acrifices for granted. That has 
ssed me and, well, I just wanted 
) know that in my eyes you are a 

uery special spirit and that I will 
always remember and appreciate your 
dedication." 

"Why . . . thank you, Alfred. I . . . 
you're very special yourself." 

"Thank you, Sister Matthews. 
That's a great compliment. I t  makes 
my new responsibility all the more 
momentous to think about. It's so 
humbling to contemplate the  impact 
I'll have when I get on that mission." 

Opening his attache case and 
handing her one of a large stack of 
invitations, he added: "I also want to 
personally invite you to attend my 
farewell. I t  took a lot of arranging, 
but Grandfather will be there. It's so 
hard to tie down an  Apostle on a 
Sunday night. The institute director 
will also say a few words, and the 
chamber choir is working up a special 
number. We'll have a buffet afterward 
at  the house for our very special 
friends. I hope you can come and 
shake Grandfather's hand." 

She promised she would. He 
thanked her and, with another firm 
handshake, sped off to intercept other 
very special guests. 

Brenda wanted to run away, too, 
and hide. Glancing a t  the invitation, 
she imagined in place of Alfred's slick 
profile the unpretentious features 
that belonged to Morris Linford, and 
her panic gave way to compassion. 
She yearned for one more chance. 

Oreos and Kool-Aid 

A: "What a lovely home!" 
B: "Yes, we've finally made i t  to a 

pleasant neighborhood." 
A: "Where did you get that mirror 

and such an  ornate frame? It  actually 
curves in and out, doesn't it-the 
glass, too. It  reminds me of Linder- 
hof." 

B: "Linderhof?" 
A: "In Bavaria." 
B: "Oh, yes, it's a baroque design. 

We special-ordered it." 
A: "And what are you doing these 

days to improve yourself?" 
B: "I mostly just try to keep up 

with the kids." 
A: "You really should have been 

kinder to yourself." 
B. "Oh, we enjoy them. . . . Are 

you still a compulsive reader?" 
A: "At the moment I'm not read- 

ing so much because I'm into writing. 
I'm doing a book." 

B: "You are??" 
A: "I got into i t  while Max was 

away guest-teaching a t  Stanford." 
B: "A novel?" 
A: "Heavens, no. It's historical. 

On early New England pewter." 
B: "I didn't know." 
A: "Yes. With illustrations by 

Boston's finest photographer." 
B: "How exciting. But when did u 

you.. . .?" 
A: "It's all in the museums. Just 

there to be studied. Besides, in Boston 
we have such fine museums. What 
marvelous rolls. Homemade?" 

B: "I finally learned to bake. 
Believe i t  or not, I even mix bread 
now." 

A: "Then you are improving your- 
self." 

B: "I do my best." 
A: "And how about your chil- 

dren?" 
B: "Our oldest is a very fine 

scholar." 

A: "Surely you'll send him to the 
East." 

B: "Her." 
A: "Her then." 
B: "We were thinking of sending 

our children to BYU." 
A: " .  . .I see. Well, with the 

really promising ones, you may want 
to reconsider.. . . Speaking of the 
East, have you run into any of our old 
friends?" 

B: "Let's see . .  .why, yes, the 
Jensens are now here on the faculty." 

A: "Really? They ended up here? 
Tell me, is she as  silly as ever?" 

B: "She's still a bit flighty." 
A: "What about her husband- 

does he still slip out during Sunday 
School?" 

B: "I don't know. They're in 
another ward." 

A: "You heard about the Max- 
wells?" 

B: "Yes." 
A: "I knew they wouldn't stay 

together. She was far too superficial. 
. . . But what are you doing in the 

Church these days?" 
B: "Phil advises the teachers." 
A: "Poor Phil!" 
B: "And I teach the sixteen-year- 

olds in Sunday School." 
A: "Aren't the manuals some- 

thing else?' 
B: "I quite like ours." 
A: "All those gauzy lessons on 

relationships." 
B: "I find ours quite inspiring. A 

little simplistic, I suppose." 
When her friend finally left, 

promising to stop during the next 
vacation, Brenda removed the rolls, 
glanced wearily into her ornate gilt- 
framed mirror, and thought: "I think 
next time I'll serve her Oreos and 
Kool-Aid." 

But she wouldn't. 

Endurance 
He'd cautioned the others to stay 

in  the  living room. Engulfing Caro- 
lyn's tiny hand in his palm, so small it 
was-Phil ushered her into his and 
. . . into his bedroom. 

He'd never done anything so 
difficult. I t  hadn't been so hard telling 
the  older ones. They were expecting 
it. All but Jamie, now on a mission. 
And Carolyn: Carolyn, their five-year- 
old, wouldn't have understood, and so 
until now she'd been spared, too. It  
was his duty to tell her. He wanted to 

be the one, but how much more he 
didn't want to! 

"Where's Mommy?" 
That question again: He could no 

longer tell her Mommy was just 
visiting the doctors and nurses. His 
throat tightened as hard as last night 
when, her hand in his, Brenda had 
ceased to respond. 

"Mommy's . . . Mommy's gone to 
live with Jesus." It  hadn't occurred to 
him to put i t  that way till now. He'd 
thought i t  would require the verb 
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"died." Even 'bassed away" would 
have been a circumlocution. But what 
he'd said was true enough. At least it 
was how she-and all the rest of 
them-needed to view it. 

He scanned her face. How was 
she taking it? Not anxiously, as he'd 
imagined. Curiously, wistfully, but 
not noticeably upset. As if about to 
formulate and pose another question, 
she suddenly turned and ran out the 
door. The realization just broke, he 
told himself. Her sisters would com- 
fort her. 

Now that he'd done his part, he 
was too relieved to stand. Still sitting 
on the bed, he stared before him 
through the open closet door: her 
dresses. When had she worn them 
last? Only a month ago, only a week 
beyond the day she'd found out and 
then told him. It was just after work, 
outside the doctor's office. She'd sus- 
pected for some time that something 
was wrong, then finally gone in for a 
checkup. They'd agreed to meet in the 
clinic's parking lot. A colleague had 
dropped him off, and he'd waited for 
her in her car, the Volkswagen. He'd 
intended to surprise her with plans 
for their summer cabin. He would 
start framing on weekends the follow- 
ing spring. They would have the use 
of it that very summer and all the 
summers that lay ahead of them. Or 
so he thought. 

She seemed composed enough as 
she came from the building and joined 
him. She even asked him what it was 
he'd wanted to discuss and didn't try 
to stop him until he'd shown her the 
drawings, estimated the cost and 
explained how he intended to proceed 
with the construction. Then, gently, 
she touched his arm. Her look sig- 
nalled concern for him, not her: "Phil, 
I must tell you something. I've . . . 
I've got a serious malignancy. I think 
it's terminal. It's quite advanced. The 
doctors don't dare operate." 

"You've what? So suddenly? Im- 
possible, they can't know for sure 
without more tests, can they?" 

"No, not absolutely." 
"Well, then. . . ." His voice trailed 

off. 
She did not reassure him. "Of 

course, i t  could reverse itself. But 
chances are. . . ." 

"Chances! Chances! We'll live by 
our own chances!" 

"Just the same, chances are you'll 
have to enjoy that cabin for both of 
us--this summer too." 

He forbade her to say more. He 
refused to accept the doctor's prog- 
nosis or even consider it until that 
same evening when she told him what 
she had dreamed several days before: 
"We were on our way back to Jackson 
County with a band of the Saints. 

There'd been some kind of holocaus t  
a world war maybe. It was vague. I 
only know that the country-and life 
itself-were more desolate than I had 
ever imagined. The crops had shriv- 
eled. The wind was fierce and bitter 
cold and never ceased blowing. Ani- 
mal carcasses were everywhere. Only 
the snakes--deadly snakes that were 
always in our path--seemed to 
thrive." 

"Did we make i t -back to Jack- 
son County?" 

"I don't know. I woke up before 
we got that far. But what's important, 
Phil, what's most important, is that 
you and I, and the kids, too, were all 
so close and loving. We were all so 
happy. Those hardships-like the pio- 
neers-had forced us to stand up for 
our faith. We were no longer soft and 
flabby, and we no longer doubted. We 
struggled, but we were sure of our 
purpose. We were happy. And I knew 
that we would make it, that we would 
endure to the end.. . . Phil!" 

"I'm listening." 
"Phil, I dreamed that dream for a 

purpose. Never forget it, will you? 
Because now it's you who will have to 
endure. For both of us." 

Ever since that night, only a few 
weeks back, he'd thought about their 
marriage in a new way, about the 

temple and the pledges they'd made 
there. He thought about the many 
times he had gone there for others, 
long passed on, and he thought he at  
last understood how by taking vows 
for the dead we fulfill the ordinances 
of life. Now he yearned to return to 
the temple, often. Brenda had urged 
him to consider remarrying. Should 
he? Shouldn't he? He wasn't anxious. 
He wasn't concerned. Time would tell. 

He persisted in his reverie--how 
long he couldn't be sure, perhaps only 
minutes-when Carolyn reappeared 
in the doorway. She hadn't been 
crying, as  he'd expected. She only 
seemed slightly perplexed, the way 
she'd looked before leaving the room. 

"Daddy?" 
"Yes, dear?" 
"She hasn't either." 
"Hasn't what?" 
"Hasn't left us." 
He stared again at  the limp 

garments in Brenda's wardrobe. May- 
be Carolyn was right. Maybe they 
could have i t  both ways. 

"Hasn't. . .? How do you know?" 
"Her car's still in the driveway." 
"I see." He looked once more at  

the clothes. He would remove them in 
the morning while the others were 
still sleeping. 

Looking Back 
Why are most men so attached to 

their youth? Is it that then there seems 
to be ru, limit to what they might be 
and do, so that each forthcoming day 
portends a memorable adventure? Is it 
that men later have difficulty being 
reconciled to the role life has assigned 
and for which nature has best suited 
them? Won't eternity some day open up 
a gentler retrospect and point to a 
more satisfying culmination, a true 
" h o n  of . . . mellow fruitfulness?" 
Won't that time then also seem adven- 
turous and "golden"? 

It  had been a long day. They'd 
insisted on taking him to Ogden for 
dinner, his sons and daughters and all 
37 grandchildren. Then they'd brought 
him back to the local chapel for a 
reception with his cronies (those still 
above ground) and with family friends. 
It  had been well attended, and he'd had 
a chance to reminisce and tell them 
what he really thought about whatever 
came to mind. Even the grandkids were 
attentive for once--mostly, he figured, 
because their folks had threatened 
them with a good paddling if, on this 
one day, they didn't give their gram- 
paw his due. There was some satisfac- 

tion in holding out for what would 
have been your golden anniversary if 
your wife had still been with you. 

And what did he talk about? 
Why, what he recited to them every 
time they came to visit. About his 
days, after 1914, in the U.S. Army, 
where he proved himself as a light- 
weight boxer and, though he never 
went abroad, nursed many a buddy 
who later died of influenza. That led 
to his recollection of the hard times in 
his younger years-his father, who'd 
been a bishop under Brigham Young 
and the rivalry between his father's 
two wives, especially after his father 
had to part with the youngest in 1890. 

There were also those proverbial 
incidents which become family leg- 
end, like the time Grampaw played a 
glorious prank on his reprobate half- 
brother Jeb. Jeb had gone after a 
deer; unbeknownst, Grarnpaw follow- 
ed Jeb and, when Jeb stopped for a 
rest and fell momentarily asleep, 
Grampaw took Jeb's knife. Later--as, 
after feeling his deer, Jeb discovered 
he had no way to dress it and 
bellowed a terrible blasphemy (which 
could have been predicted--Gram- 
paw, who was watching him from 





Utah Under Glass 
An Introduction to Four 

Prominent Pioneer Photographers 
of 19th-century Utah 

Gardo House: Sometimes called "Amelia's Palace," this building was started by 
Brigham Young to be an official residence for the President of the Church. It was 
finished and lived in by John Taylor. (Photo by Charles W. Carter, 1885.) 

By William W. Slaughter 
and W. Randall Dixon 

People tend to write about the 
unusual-what is exciting to them. 
They rarely take the time to notice, 
let alone write down, the everyday 
details around them. And yet it is this 
very background material, the milieu 
in which the events of the day, great 
and small, took place, that provides 
the key to our understand what the 
past was really like. 

But where the written word often 
fails us, the photographer, purposely 
or not, records a wealth of detail. 
Even in studio work, where the city or 
the countryside is not a backdrop, the 
clothing, the props, the very expres- 

sions on the subjects' faces can tell 
much that a writer, not realizing 
how much these everyday things will 
change in five or ten decades, would 
never think to mention. 

Charles W. Carter, Marsena Can- 
non, Charles R. Savage, and Charles 
W. Symons (no, there is no particular 
reason for the prominence of Charleses 
among early Utah photographers) left 
a great legacy of prints and negatives 
that fill in the background that helps 
us understand our roots, as Mormons, 
in the dry, rocky soil of the moun- 
tain west. 

Charles W. Carter 
Salt Lake City was the heart of 

the Mormon colonies, and no one 
recorded its growth as regularly and 
helpfully as did Charles William Car- 
ter, who took many different views of 
the city over several decades. But his 
panoramic work was not his bread 
and butter: like other photographers, 
he was a professional, which meant 
doing hack work on demand. And yet 
he managed to assemble an extensive 
and valuable library of photographs 
from 1859, when he arrived in Salt 
Lake, to 1906, when he sold his 
negative collection to the Bureau of 
Information of the Church for the sum 
of $400.00, to be paid in monthly 
installments of $25.00. 

Carter was born in London on 4 
August 1832. During the Crimean 
War he served in the British Army, 
achieving the rank of sergeant in the 
165th regiment. During a tour of duty 
that included the Battle of Balaklava, 
Carter learned the collodion, or wet 
plate, process, which was rapidly 
replacing the daguerreotype method. 
After leaving the army in 1856, he 
became a schoolmaster-then found 
the Church and gathered to Zion in 
the fall of 1859. 

His hobby of photography had 
become a career, and he set up his 
first studio on Main Street. He was 
successful financially throughout his 
career, and though the wet plate 
method was cumbersome, it produced 
a very high quality picture, which 
seems to have satisfied his customers. 

In the wet plate method, glass 
plates had to be coated with gun- 
cotton mixed with bromine, sensitized 
in silver salts, loaded in holders while 
still wet, exposed while still sticky, 
and then developed immediately be- 
fore the salts dried and crystallized on 
the glass. This all had to be done 
within ten or fifteen minutes, since 
the photographer had to carry with 
him, in effect, his darkroom, chemi- 
cals, plates, and equipment any time 
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LeR: A Ute Indian woman with child. 
Charles W. Carter took many pictures of 
Indians. Below: The west side of Main 
Street in Salt Lake City between First 
and Second South, ca. 1868. The first 
building to the right of Bassett & Roberts 
is the Eagle Emporium, owned by William 
Jennings. It was one of the first 
businesses to merge into the ZCMI. (Photo 
by Charles W. Carter.) 

he left the studio. This makes it all 
the more remarkable that Carter was 
able (and willing!) to take so many 
out-in-the-open shots. 

Conservatism kept him with the 
wet plate method even aRer the much 
easier dry plate came into extensive 
use around 1881. Towards the end of 
his life, Carter opened a stand next to 
Temple Square, where he sold pic- 
tures and postcards made from his 
extensive negative collection. 

Carter also performed another 
service for historians; he copied the 
work of other photographers! Often 
the only surviving copy of photo- 
graphs by Marsena Cannon and others 

is the copy Carter made. He also 
photographed anti-Mormon cartoons 
from the newspapers. Why the car- 
toons? Perhaps a sense of humor-or 
perhaps they sold rather well among 
Mormons! Or maybe he had a keen 
sense of history, and wanted to make 
sure that those biting viewpoints sur- 
vived. 

Whatever the reason, Carter's 
photographs of anti-Mormon cartoons 
were preserved right along with pic- 
tures of Indians, city scenes, and 
official portraits of Brigham Young 
and other Church leaders. His eclec- 
ticism is invaluable today. 
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Right: A view of Main Street. 
Jedediah M. Grant's home is in 
the center, with the Salt Lake 

Theatre visible behind it. (Photo by 
Charles W. Carter.) Below: Looking 

southeast from City Hall, which 
was on State Street a t  First 

South. The street in the foreground 
is Second East; fronting on Second 

East is William Godbe's Odagon 
House (toward the right) and the 

Liberal Institute (dark building in 
center) where the Godbeites held 

their forums. (Photo by Charles W. 
Carter.) 
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Right: The groundbreaking of the 
Salt Lake Temple, 14 February 

1853. As is usual with daguerree 
types, the image is reversed. 

Brigham Young brake ground and 
Heber C. Kimball dedicated the 
'te. (Photo by Marsena Cannon.) 

Marsena Cannon 
Photography first came to Salt 

Lake Valley with Marsena Cannon. 
Another daguerrotypist, Lucian Fos- 
ter, did not leave Nauvoo to come 
west, leaving the distinction of "Utah's 
first photographer" to Cannon. Unlike 
Carter, who did not arrive in Utah 
until after the difficult early years 
were over, Cannon struggled to keep 
a photo studio alive during the famine 
of 1857 and the general hard times of 
early s e t t l e m e n t ~ ~ h o t o g r a ~ h ~  seemed 
a luxury to farmers who had to hurry to 
stay one step ahead of hunger--and yet 
Cannon was able to make some impor- 
tant contributions. 

Many of the earliest likenesses of 
Brigham Young and other prominent 
Mormons are those taken in Cannon's 
studio, and some of the earliest views 
of buildings in Salt Lake City-in- 
cluding pictures of the groundbreak- 
ing for the Salt Lake Temple in 
1853-were taken by Marsena Can- 
non. 

Born on 3 August 1812 to Hiram 
Cannon, a doctor, and Mary Horne 
Cannon, Marsena was raised in Maine, 
where he met and married Elizabeth 
Taylor Bowman in 1838. In the early 
1840s, the Cannons set up housekeep- 

ing in Boston, Massachusetts-where 
Cannon was captivated by the newly 
discovered art of daguerreotypy, which 
he learned from John Plumbe, Jr. The 
method consisted of recording a posi- 
tive image on a highly polished sheet 
of silver-plated copper, and was named 
after its French inventor, Louis Da- 
guerre. 

Baptized into the Mormon Church 
in 1844, Cannon took his family west 
in a company of Saints organized by 
Wilford Woodruff in 1850, and in a 
room of the "old fort" Cannon set up 
shop and began advertising his ser- 
vices in the recently established Deser- 
et News. And after years of struggle, 
Cannon adopted new technique- 
ambrotype, tintype, wet plat&nd 
won the award for best photograph in 
the 1859 territorial fair. Things seemed 
headed for, a t  last, success and secur- 
ity-when Brigham Young called Can- 
non to go on the mission to settle St. 
George. Returning after three years 
in Dixie, Cannon found that other 
photographers had taken over the 
trade in Salt Lake City-a one-time 
partner, C. R. Savage, was now the 
leading photographer in the territory. 

During this difficult time, his 

business gone and his mission to St. 
George apparently a t  least part of the 
reason for his troubles, Cannon turned 
against the Church. He withdrew 
from membership in the seventh quo- 
rum of seventy, and though there is 
no evidence that he joined the God- 
beite movement, he did run unsuc- 
cessfully for the city council on the 
Independent ticket in opposition to 
the Church-supported People's Party. 
And in 1874, he and his family were 
excommunicated for apostacy. Soon 
afterward the Cannons, with their 
younger children, moved to San Fran- 
cisco. 

In 1895, after an absence of 
twenty years, Cannon returned to 
Salt Lake City to spend his last years 
with his sons Boman and Marsena, 
Jr., and he died 29 April 1900. 
Though the Salt Lake papers men- 
tioned his pioneering contributions to 
Utah photography, and though C. R. 
Savage was among the speakers at  his 
funeral, Cannon was soon nearly 
forgotten, and only recently has he 
begun to be recognized as the "father 
of Utah photography." 



Marsena Cannon's portrait of Rrigham Young, 
taken ca. 1850. 

Wilford Woodruff. (Photo by Marsena Cannon in 
1850s.) 

South Temple ("Brigham Street") about 1860, showing the Lion House, the Beehive House, and the White House 
(to the far right, just beyond Eagle Gate). (Photo by Marsena Cannon.) 
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Above: The Post Ofice and a store on Main Street, about 1860. (Photo by Marsena Cannon.) Below: lae  east side 
of Main Street about 1860. The vard Hunt Above the liquor store sign at 
right is another sign advertisin to studio. ( Marsena C 

Sunstone II:2 



Right: The Eagle Gate, entrance to 
Brigham Young's property. (Photo 

by C.R. Savage, early 1860s.) 
Below: The Salt Lake Temple 

under construction about 1890, 
taken h m  the hill to the north. 

(Photo by C.R. Savage.) 
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Above: The Salt Lake Theatre under construction. It was dedicated in 1862. Located 
at State Street and First South, it was demolished in 1928. (Photo by C.R. Savage.) 
Below: OfEcers of the 3rd Regiment of the Nauvoo Legion (Utah militia) about 
1890. (Photo by C.R. Savage.) 

C. R. Savage 

Unlike Marsena Cannon, whose 
association with the Church ended 
bitterly, Charles Roscoe Savage re- 
mained active in the Church and 
community throughout his life: be- 
sides a mission to Switzerland from 
1853 to 1856, membership in the 
Tabernacle Choir from 1861 until his 
death, and service on the high council 
of the Salt Lake Stake, Savage dedi- 
cated quite a bit of time to his work 
with old folks committees (he launched 
"Old Folks Days" in Utah), a series of 
illustrated lectures on the West, and 
service as a captain in the Nauvoo 
Legion. 

Savage arrived in Salt Lake City 
in 1860, a convert to the Church from 
England. After his continental mis- 
sion, he had immigrated to New York, 
where he took up the profession of 
photography; after three years there, 
George Q. Cannon sent him west. 
Savage started out in Salt Lake as a 
partner to Marsena Cannon. When 
Cannon went on a mission to Dixie, 
Savage took George M. Ottinger as a 
partner, and the firm of Savage and 
Ottinger, which sold photos and paint- 
ings, continued from 1861 to 1872, 
when Ottinger decided to devote his 
time entirely to painting. 

Prominent Church leaders, state 
officials, Utah residents, towns, land- 
scapes-all found their way in front of 
Savage's camera. And besides his 
recognition as  leading photographer 
in Salt Lake City for many years, 
Savage also won first prizes for ex- 
hibits of his work a t  the World 

Exhibitions in  Chicago, St. Louis, San 
Francisco, and Portland. 

He was commissioned by railroad 
companies to photograph many views 
of western landscapes, and made two 
other photographic tours: in 1866 a 
trip west to California, by steamer to 
New York, and then across the U.S. 

back to Utah; and in 1870 with 
Brigham Young's expedition through 
the upper Rio Virgin country and the 
Zion's Canyon area. 

In 1906 he sold his company to 
his sons. Savage died of a heart 
seizure in his home a t  80 D Street in 
Salt  Lake City, on 3 February 1909. 
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Left: Wilford Woodruff, a portrait taken 
by Charles W. Syrnons while Woodruff 
was President of the Church. Below: 
Brighton's Hotel and Silver Lake in Big 
Cottonwood Canyon, about 1890. (Photo 
by C.R. Savage.) 



The First Presidency and Quorum of the Twe 
Charles W. Symons.) 

h e  about 1900. (Photos by 

Charles W. Symons 

Symons came to Salt Lake when 
he was nineteen years old, traveling 
in the Captain Warren S. Snow 
Company. He supported himself by 
working in adobe y a r d e a t  a wage of 
$2.50 for every thousand adobes made. 
Needless to say, he had to find addition- 
al work, and he supplemented his 
income by delivering papers for T.B.H. 
Stenhouse's Salt Lake Daily Telegraph 
for $25.00 a week. 

While Syrnons was delivering pa- 
pers to Charles W. Carter, the estab- 

lished photographer invited him to 
work and learn the art of photography, 
a t  a small wage that would increase as 
Symons's work improved. Symons ac- 
cepted, and apparently the money soon 
became enough: a year later Symons 
and Miss Arzella Whitaker were mar- 
ried by Daniel H. Wells in the Endow- 
ment House (7 March 1868). 

In 1874 Symons joined with Al- 
exander Fox to form the well-known 
and popular photo firm called Fox and 
Symons-and the name continued 
even after Fox died in 1882, remain- 
ing in business until the end of 1906. 
Symons was best known for his por- 
traits of leading citizens and Church 
officials. 

Symons was another Englishman 
brought to America-and his career 
in photography-by the Church. He 
was born on 17 June 1845 in Kensel 
Town, London, England, to Charles 
Henry and Sarah Elsey Symons. Yet 
after his emigration to a different 
continent and people, he remained 
very settled and stable: he and Ar- 
zella first set up residence at  625 East 
Fifth South in Salt Lake, and lived 
there all their lives. He was active 
and loyal in the Church, and felt that 

his Church callings were more impor- 
tant than any other work he did. A 
high councilor in the Liberty Stake, 
he also sewed a mission to Great 
Britain from March 1889 to May 
1891, and for 21 years was a teacher 
and then superintendent in the Tenth 
Ward Sunday School. He also con- 
ducted the Tenth Ward Band, which 
escorted the body of Brigham Young 
from the Tabernacle to his burial 
spot, and was enough involved in civic 
affairs to be a member of the Utah 
Constitutional Convention from the 
First Precinct. And after the closing 
of the Fox and Symons Studio, he 
worked in the Bureau of Information 
and served as a temple worker from 
1913 until his death in 1934. 

William W. Slaughter, proud bearer of 
a B.A. in political science and a Master of 
Libra~,E+ience from BYU, is employed as 
an arc ~ 1 s t  In Salt Lake City. He has all 
the credentials to claim bourgeois status, 
with a wife (Sheri) and two children 
(Danielle and Wes). 

Randall Dixon earned a B.A. from 
B W  in history, and is now working as a 
photograph archivist in Salt Lake. Orig- 
lnally from an Idaho dairy farm, he is now 
etting accustomed to the delights of city 

b e .  



Above: Church Patriarch John Smith, about 1890. 
(Photo by Charles W. Syrnons.) Right: J. Golden 

Kimball of the First Council of Seventy, ca. 1895. 
(Photo by Charles W. Symons.) 

Bathsheba W. Smith, a portrait taken while she was 
president of the Relief Society from 1901 to 1910. She 
was the wife of Apostle George A. Smith. (Photo by 
Charles W. Symons.) 
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To MKT on His Birthday 
By Steven Orson Taylor 

Low sand hills 
hump like cramped muscles 
down to the waterline. 
The abrupt liR and sag 
in the shallow estuary manifests 
movement beyond the dunes. 
Sediment turns in thin lines 
in the dark water 
like strings of clotted blood 
(whose wound?). The heron's beak 
pursues a rockfish (glance away- 
it is as if they never were, 
but for the roiled mud). 
A capricious, indefinable wind 
rattles grit through the stiff grass 
(the revolving shadows of which 
are the indices of what 
informations?) 
Sounds not quite audible, 
movement too slow, too small 
and close to the edge of vision 
to be quite noticed: 
the creatures (the spirits) of this place 
are not so difficult to recognize 
as  to perceive, are only felt 
(like the passage years before 
of someone in a room nearby the one we slept in 
--one night in stiff, old lacy sheets 
beneath quilts with stitches mapping out the universe-- 
who made those still footsteps long before our birth). 

This is not an imagined landscape 
(though the mind might prefer it a dream, 
forgotten by breakfast); 
imagination brings nothing to it, 
cannot bear the filmy dark in the water, 
the streaming fragments 
(which will bear no particular fate 
when the tide goes out). 
We too came in through the breakers once, 
there, beyond those squat, irregular hills 
where that gray bird rises on a turn of air 
and moves out over the reef, 
waiting for a dark form, sea turtle or porpoise, 
to frighten little fish to the surface. 
Let us say you swam in the sight of the gull's black eye 
for a long time on a day like this, 
the long rollers passing shoreward beneath you, 
you listening, when their soft hiss was quiet, 
to the breakers making white the edge of the land. 

Mormon Trivia 

Saturday Review Pans the Church 
In a n  obviously pro-ERA article in the 

25 June 1977 issue of Saturday Review we 
get far more mention than our small 
numbers deserve. In "Confusion Among 
the Faithful," a one-page sidebar, the 
Church is mentioned in no less than three 
of the seven paragraphs: 

"On the Sunbelt's border lie Utah and 
Colorado, the former a Latter-Day Saint, or 
Mormon, precinct, the latter a Mormon 
s illover territory that vigorously opposed 
tge amendment [ERA] a few months ago. 
Did not God predestine male-female differ- 
ences to last through eternity? What would 
the ERA do to the father's power and to 
family life (Mormons are big on families), 
or to sex differentiation in the churches? . . . 

"Cautious or numbed, most church 
p p l e  ?em to cherish the sidelines, while 

ethodist women advocate selective tour- 
ism and the Mormons and Phyllis Schlafly 
line up against the amendment in the 
name of their God and H i s a n d  they do 
mean Hissexdifferentiating preferences." 

Oh well. Even theMormon Churchcan't 
please everybody. 

Big Polygamists Listless 
The list of most-married men in The 

Book of Lists (David Wallechinsky, Irving 
Wallace, and Amy Wallace, eds.) pub  
Bri ham Young tenth, with only 27 wives, 
wh8e Joseph Smith is rated as the most- 
married American, with 49 wives. Too bad! 
The figures are robably wrong. According 
to Stanley S. &ins in Mormonism and 
American Culture (Marvin S. Hill and 
James B. Allen, eds.), Joseph Smith might 
have had as many as  sixty wives, and 
"Brigham Young is usually credited with 
only twenty-seven wives, but he was sealed 
to more than twice that many living 
women." And not even on the Wallaces' list 
is  Heber C. Kimball, who '%ad forty-five 
livin wives." 

l n d  when you add the practice of 
having deceased women who died without 
husbands sealed to Church leaders, Brig- 
ham Young was married to a t  least 150 
more women during his lifetime, and 
Orson Pratt, who only took ten living 
wives, spent two busy days a week apart 
and was sealed for eternity to more than 
200 dead women (pp. 104-5). 

Mormons Are Good Sports 
Admittedly Utah is not entirely Mor- 

mon-but if you want statistics that reflect 
the Mormon influence, Utah is the best 
place to go! And in his book Sports in 
America (Fawcett-Crest, 1976), James A. 
Michener points out that whatever quality 
Mormons may or may not have in sports, 
they certainly have uantity 

Utah has more gig-time college teams 
(two-platoon intercollegiate competition in 
NCAA) per ca ita than any other state of 
the union, wit[ four such teams in one of 
the smaller pulations. Furthermore, Utah 
ranks t h i r r  ~n the nation in number of 
pla ers from the state on the 136 major- 
colCge team-nly Ohio and Texas rate 
higher. And the county in the United States 
that produces more college football players, 

r capita, than any other is Morgan 
E u n t y ,  Utah (pop. 3,000). However, Utah 
falls much farther beh~nd when ~t comes to 
supplying players for professional teams. 
Seems our athletes give it  the old college 
try-and stop. 

Go team go. 



Books 

Provo, Front and Center! 

Under the Cottonwoods and Other 
Mormon Stories, collection by Douglas H. 
Thayer. copyright 1977. Frankson Books. 
Provo. 228 pp. ($4.00 pa rback, $6.00 
hardback.) Review by Roy g ~ i r d .  

As I think about Under the 
Cottonwoods, I cannot avoid making a 
pretentious comparison between Doug 
Thayer's collection of stories and James 
Joyce's Dubliners. While there can be 
no doubt about the relative literary 
merit of the two works, I think it is 
accurate to say that, maintaining 
proper cultural perspective, Thayer's 
book does for Provo, Utah, what 
Joyce's book does for the Irish capital. 

Just as Joyce centers the action of 
his stories in Dublin, most of Thayer's 
stories are set in Provo. And while the 
characters are not always in Provo, 
they always are a t  least thinking 
about Provo. Asserting that Provo is 
"perhaps Utah's most Mormon city," 
Thayer uses the community and its 
LDS residents as a microcosmic repre- 
sentation of Mormon society in gen- 
eral. 

The universality of these stories 
is enhanced by another Joycean tech- 
nique: epiphany. "Poised on a deci- 
sive moment," as Thayer expresses it, 
each story follows a central character 
through the process of finding his way 
in a difficult situation. In "Indian 
Hills," for example, a young professor 
must face the early death of his 
lifelong friend. In "Under the Cotton- 
woods," which I feel is the most 
sensitive and profound of these stor- 
ies, a successful young dentist makes 
a pilgrimage to a place that haunts 
his memory of his youth and sym- 
bolizes his sense of loss of freedom as 
the cost of his success. In "Greg," the 
young protagonist struggles with the 
painful consequences of his moral 
wrongdoing. 

Skillfully employing understate- 
ment, Thayer generally resists the 
temptation to make his characters' 
epiphanies overtly didactic. Instead, 
like Joyce again, he maintains a 
deceptively calm narrative surface to 
his stories. This apparent calm, juxta- 
posed against the internal turmoil of 
his characters, enables Thayer to 
generate considerable intellectual en- 
ergy in his stories. For example, 
curious hornets disrupt the apparent 
order of the congregation in "Testi- 
mony," just as the main character's 
attention to the fast and testimony 
meeting is disturbed by his concern 
for his teenager son's spiritual condi- 

tion. And with the possible exception 
of the overly dramatic final scene of 
"The Rabbit Hunt," the ambivalent 
endings of the stories effectively com- 
plement their understated tone. 

Under the Cottonwoods obviously 
appeals to the literary critic in me, 
but the collection has an equally 
powerful impact on me as a member 
of a more general Mormon audience. 
Like no other Mormon literature that 
I have read, Doug Thayer's stories 
give me a sense of community with 
LDS experience. He candidly exam- 
ines the conflict that inevitably arises 
between LDS cultural expectations 
and the challenges of individual ex- 
perience. He frankly yet tastefully 
explores such problems as dealing 
with our heritage of material sacrifice 
in a society which demands little 
sacrifice ("Zarahemla"), returning to a 
"Zion" that may not always fulfill our 
our idealistic expectations ("Second 
South"), and facing a situation in 
which personal conscience seems to be 
in conflict with family tradition ("Op- 
ening Day"). 

Above all else, what I am trying 
to say is that I see myself and my 
culture in every one of Doug Thayer's 
stories. And that is reassuring, both 
because it gives me a feeling that 
there is such as thing as LDS culture 
and because i t  is refreshing to know 
that there are writers like Doug 
Thayer who are totally, yet unsenti- 
mentally, dedicated to excellence in 
Mormon values and literature. F'rovo 
should be proud to find its character 
so honestly preserved by Doug Thayer 
in  Under the Cottonwoods, and LDS 
readers everywhere should relish the 
talents of this skillful artificer of 
Mormon stories. 

Trudging through 
Mormonism 

Turn Again Home [novel] by Herbert 
Harker, copyright 1977 by Random House, 
New York and Canada. Reviewed by P. 
Kathryn Kidd. 

James Michener once told a re- 
porter he has no use for casual 
readers; to thwart them, he purposely 
makes the first hundred pages of his 
books so dull that only serious readers 
finish his tales. Author Herbert Hark- 



er imitates the style in Turn Again 
Home, but where Michener's thou- 
sand-page sagas can withstand a 
hundred pages without apparent di- 
rection, a 245-page book can't. Only 
by reading to the end of Turn Again 
Home or by glancing at  its flyleaf can 
one be assured that a plot does indeed 
exist. 

Harker's latest novel (he is the 
author of Goldenrod, which won signi- 
ficant critical acclaim) is not without 
merit. The hero, 22-year-old Jared, 
sets out in search of his aged father 
and uncovers intrigue instead. The 
mystery concerns polygamy and the 
Mountain Meadows Massacre-two 
facets of Mormon history which fasci- 
nate nearly every Latter-day Saint, 
and most nonmembers, too. The third 
of the Big Three topics (the martyr- 
dom of Joseph Smith) is introduced 
briefly, too. Harker clearly has a 
sense of what people want to read 
about Mormons, and he eventually 
ties the three subjects together well. 

Too, Harker writes without the 
condescension to non-Mormons which 
laces most LDS fiction. He throws in 
such terms and concepts as "Celestial 
Kingdom" and "the Priesthood" with- 
out sidetracking to lengthy explana- 
tions for non-Utahns' benefit. Fur- 
thermore, such topics are naturally 
introduced into the book instead of 
being forced in as a missionary tool or 
to give the book Mormon flavor. 
(Neither the text of Turn Again Home 
nor Harker's biography on the flyleaf 
indicates the author's religious be- 
liefs, which somehow gives the work 
credibility.) 

Finally, Harker struck pay dirt in 
finding a publisher for Turn Again 
Home. While Donald Marshall's bril- 
liant picaresque The Rummage Sale 
is doomed to relative obscurity be- 
cause it was published locally, Hark- 
er's lesser work is assured wide 
publicity and distribution because its 
publisher is Random House. Harker's 
choice of publishers will mean more 
money for him and more exposure of a 
piece of Mormondom to nonmembers, 
whether or not the latter was his 
intention. 

The pluses of Turn Again Home 
aren't enough if nobody reads the 
book, however. Harker uses the com- 
mon literary style of switching from 
story to reverie, but he hasn't mastered 
the technique. Often the scene moves 
several years up or back in mid- 
mid-paragraph (occasionally in mid- 
sentence), and the unwary reader 
often has to go back and untangle 
what he has read. Deciphering Hark- 
er's opening hundred pages is similar 
to playing volleyball without a net; 
where he would have succeeded by 
using italics or even a few well-placed 

hads, he omits the guidelines and 
wreaks literary chaos. 

The reader who can wade through 
the first half of Turn Again Home will 
find an  interesting story punctuated 
by bits of insight. For example, Jared 
tells a nonmember that Mormons try 

to become gods '%y slow degrees. By 
doing things that God would do, I 
guess." By the time the covers close 
on Turn Again Home, the reader will 
be satisfied with what he has read. 
The trick is waiting until the end of 
the book to close the covers. 

Theatre 

Taking Turns 

My Turn on Earth, musical comedy, book 
and lyrics b Carol Lynn Pearson, music 
by lax de Lvedo,  pmduad by Embyo 
Productions. Reviewed by Frederick Bliss 
and P. Q. Gump. 

We have written two openings to 
this review: a pan and a rave. Due to 
indecision bordering on violence, we 
include both: 

Pan. Lex de Azevedo has found a 
way to use up all his leftover music 
from eight dozen television shows! 
And Carol Lynn Pearson has got 
together all her clever Mormon quips 
that didn't fit into poems, and has put 
them in a skit! Not only that, but 
they take turns doing it onstage and 
have given it the same title: 'My 
Turn on Earth." It is very short and 
takes too long. 

Rave: Five excellent performers 
with a gifted director-choreographer 
have combined to tell the story of the 
Plan of Salvation. As little children 
they skip through all of life's prob- 
lems-sin, sorrow, loneliness, love, 
death-bringing a eesh, warm view 
and leaving the doctrines simple, the 
characters touchingly familiar. To 
non-Mormons a delightful introduc- 
tion to Mormonism; to Mormons a 
nostalgic trip through Sunday School 
lessons with a wry recognition that 
much of what we do is, however 
painful, also funny. 

Perhaps both openings are true. 
Certainly Carol Lynn Pearson is de- 
terminedly writing a t  the level of her 
Mormon Mother's Notebook; certainly 
the music is brash and unoriginal, 
sounding like Lex de Azevedo imita- 
ting his own imitations of Hollywood 
pop. And yet as we sat through the 
production, inwardly cringing (which 
means outwardly scribbling), we inad- 
vertently found ourselves pulled back 
from the brink of utter banality and 

given fresh insights (now and then) 
and wonderful touches of pure enjoy- 
ment (more often than not). Why did 
i t  work? We can only think that it is 
because of those five actors-Gunda 
Le Reid, Karen Gordon, Marilyn 
Richardson, John Cameron, and 
James Pitts-and a director choreo- 
grapher, Jayne Luke, who has some- 
how managed to conceal under a 
sometimes crusty exterior the heart of 
a child forever longing for recess. 

If there is a recipe for cheap 
theatre, the show certainly followed a 
lot of i t r u l e s  like: 

1. A fat person is always good for 
a laugh. Two, if he's talented. 

2. When you don't know what to 
do next, sing a song. 

3. The more familiar it is, the 
better the audience will like it. ("What 
does trite mean, Mommy?") 

4. If it worked for Saturday's 
Warrior, it'll work here. 

But in several key areas, the 
author and director and cast did not 
follow that recipe. They ignored other 
rules, like: 

1. Bigger is better. (My Turn on 
Earth, despite the splashy publicity; 
remains intimate, gentle, close- 
small.) 

2. If they can sing, they're in- 
damn the acting, full speed ahead! 
(Though all of the performers had 
excellent voices with good, modern 
rock interpretation that was a plea- 
sure for FM-rock lovers like us, they 
could also act. True, the style was 
presentational, but within that frame 
the performances were generally re- 
strained, sometimes believable, al- 
ways delightful, and almost never 
maudlin or hammy.) 

3. If you don't have a star, you 
don't have a show. (These performers 
were virtually unknown--certainly 
unknown to us!-and yet their polish 



denied any charge of amateur status. 
None of them emerged as a "starv- 
that rare, elusive ensemble feeling 
prevailed, much to our surprise and 
delight.) 

In creating a small show, Carol 
Lynn and Lex did something good for 
the commercial Mormon theatre genre 
-they proved that a show doesn't 
need to have a cast of eight billion 
and a chorus of twice that to be good. 
And yet-if only- 

The show was still plagued by the 
same old problem-too much music. It 
seems that neither Carol Lynn Pear- 
son nor Doug Stewart know how to stop 
when it comes to lyrics. Their first 
verses-particularly Carol Lynn's- 
are always delightful. But then they 
have five more verses that are pro- 
gressively more awful, until the song 
that started with such promise ends 
with a sigh, not of contentment, but of 
relief. No matter how many lyrics Lex 
is given by his lyricists, he apparently 
feels obliged to include them all. 
Would that Carol Lynn, however 
poetic she feels, would learn that 
lyric-writing is a different art from 
versifying: unlike her poems, i t  is not 
enough to have one punchline per 
stanza. 

Another problem was that the 
high points of the show were the 
moments when "notes"-from either 
Christ or Satan-appeared at  key 
junctures in the characters' lives. 
Those passages from scripture that we 
had heard a million times took on 
fresh power, chillingly strong, when 
seen as direct messages in immediate 
situations. Yet it says something, too, 
about the playwright when the best 
moments in the show are quotations 
from the King James version! 

And it seems that they a t  last 
succumbed to the temptation to be 
tacky when at the end we got such 
brilliantly embarrassing moments as: 

Lights up on audience. Character 
points a t  audience and says, "I love 
you." 

Moral a t  end: After an  hour and a 
half of obvious parallels between the 
play and mortal life, already straining 
just a little at  our patience, the 
playwright actually has the cruelty to 
make one of the actors say to the 
audience, "Someday it'll be our turn 
to go home. Better start packing!" 

And then, to the confusion of an 
audience that believes that the show 
is over, the actors run out into the 
audience (new with Hair, old with 
Brigham! now dead and buried with 
My Turn on Earth) and distribute 
little clues-the messages from 
Christ-to those audience members 
unwise enough to have sat on the 
aisle. The audience was then com- 
pletely confused. When was the show 
over? The obligatory standing ovation 
(we don't count standing ovations 
unless the clapping lasts a t  least sixty 
seconds, which it did not) was inter- 
rupted, new clapping came when the 
audience was fooled again into think- 
ing they were getting an unsought 
curtain call, and all in all the device 
created confusion and a fmling feel- 
ing that was certainly a letdown 
after some very fine moments of 
entertainment in the rest of the show. 

Do we sound ambiguous enough? 
We loved the show; we hated it. 
Perhaps the best guideline we can 
offer is this: For those who loved 
Saturday's Warrior, this is better, 
though not bigger. For those who 
hated Saturday's Warrior, this isn't 
anywhere near as bad, though it's 
still far from good. And for those who 
couldn't tell the difference between, 
say, Saturday's Warrior, Moroni, and 
Here's Brother Brigham, well-you'll 
probably like this just fine, too, and 
you probably put catsup on your 
steak, don't you! 

rust Another Theatre? 
by rrederick Bliss and P. Q. Gump 

The 
. -  - 

offers (c 

scenery in Utah is littered 
with the corpses of dead theatre 
companies. Val Johnson's three-year 
venture in Heber City; the short-lived 
McKay Ensemble; Orson Scott Card's 
abortive Utah Valley Repertory The- 
atre Company-and now? 

Mormon actors in Utah just don't 
give up, it seems. They aren't content 
with the opportunities that BYU 

onsiderable, if a faculty mem- 

ber likes you; nonexistent, one hears, 
if you are in disfavor or disrepute); 
they keep wanting to start their own 
theatre company, producing plays in 
repertory. And now, foolishness upon 
folly, a group has been formed which 
not only wants to produce great plays; 
they also plan to make money a t  it. 

Stifle your laughter. They just 
may do it. 

Perhaps by picking through the 

1 

t 

Orson Scott Card's 
first new play 
in two years 

Fresh 
Courage 
Take 

The story of William Clayton, composer 
of Come, Come Ye Saints and the 
scribe who wrote down Section 132 of 
the Doctrine and Covenants. He was a 
model follower--a man who, despite 
trials from Gentiles and fellowsaints, 
remained loyal to the Church. 

Pla ing every Friday, Saturday, and Monday 
nigtt in July. At the Greenbriar Theatre, 8261 
South Redwood Road, Salt Lake City (West 
Jordan). Utah. $2.50 at the door; family rates 
on Mondays; group rates available for mre 
than 25 people. 

This 
could 
be 
your 
ad! 

For advertising information, write 
to Advertising Director, Sunstone, 
5555 Willow Lane, Salt Lake City, 
Utah 84107. 

I 



wreckage of their predecessors the 
ambitious members of the Lighthouse 
Repertory Theatre learned several 
mistakes not to make; or perhaps they 
happen to be in the right place at  the 
right time. Whatever the reason, they 
have several things going for them: a 
fair-to-adequate theatre at a very 
reasonable r e n t t h e  Greenbriar at  
8261 South Redwood Road in Salt 
Lake County, which is as close as 
possible to being halfway between 
Salt Lake and Provo; substantial 
donations from wealthy people using 
the Lighthouse Theatre as a tax 
write-off; careful organization with 
competent accounting and responsible 
management; and a pretty dam tal- 
ented group of actors and directors. 

Why do they want to do theatre 
in Utah? Let's face i t t h e  only show 
that has made big money so far is 
Saturday's Warrior, though Utah au- 
diences may respond to Carol Lynn 
Pearson's and Lex D'Azevedo's newest 
work, My Turn on Earth. Even such 
family fare as Norlan Jacobs's produc- 
tion of Shenundoah failed dismally, as 
has every production of Threads of 
Glory that has hit Salt Lake. Dozens 
of little community shows are boring 
the parents and siblings of the parti- 
cipants and barely pay back royalties. 
All in all, if one were to look for an 
ideal place to do theatre, Utah would 
rate only one or two ranks ahead of 
Uganda and a step behind the Aus- 
tralian outback. 

And not only that, the Light- 
house group are ignoring one lesson 

~ that the UVRTC and community 
theatres have learned at  great cost: 
Mormons want Mormon plays. At the 
very Greenbriar Theatre where the 
company is taking up residence, the 
only shows that have made any 
money a t  all were Mormon plays-the 
only show to turn a profit in three 
years of operation was Father, Mother, 
Mother, and Mom by Stoddard and 
Card. Mormons will come and cry at 
Mormon plays-far fewer of them 
come at  all to non-Mormon plays. 
And, shudder, they form lines just to 
stay away from (whisper the words) 
classics. 

The Lighthouse Repertory The- 
atre season: Oliver-reasonable hope 
here, especially with rubber-bodied 
John Huntington as Fagin; Mirack 
Worker, which is one of those classics 
that has been done to death by the 
local high schools; Imaginary Znvalzd, 
which is guaranteed not to bring out 
the southern Salt Lake County agri- 
cultural community; Mousetrap, a 
great hit in England but a gamble in 
Utah; Beware of Falling Rocks, which 
is downright experimental ("Well, Da- 

I verla, I just didn't understand why 
everybody was standing around yell- 

ing a t  each other"); Caution: Contents 
Flammable, another improvisational 
show ("Well, Renella, I like shows 
where you get the jokes"); Giraffe 
Story, by Robert Stoddard, which has 
done well before in Utah; and then 
two classics: Ah, Wilderness!-but is 
the Utah audience (and we mean 
the broad Utah audience) ready for 
O'Neill?-and Midsummer Night's 
Dream, which has been done eight 
times in the area in the last five years 
and hasn't exactly made anyone rich 
any of those times. 

It seems that once again, theatre 
people have chosen to do the plays 
they l ike-or  rather, the plays with 
characters they want to portray-in- 
stead of looking at  what the audience 
is hungry for. The sell-out perfor- 
mances of Saturday's Warrior seem to 
have communicated nothing-the pur- 
ists among LDS theatre people merely 
turn up their noses and utter (using 
the kindest word), "Drivel." Well, 
those lines outside the theatre mean 
something. How far would Shakes- 
peare have gotten if he and the 
Burbages had sneered at  the ground- 
lings and insisted on doing "great 
art"? 

We speak angrily: Mormon au- 
diences will keep flocking to drivel as 
long as the really talented Mormon 
artists keep producing plays (paint- 
ings, music) for themselves instead of 
for their audiences. There is a demo- 
cracy involved in the arts. Those 
artists who ignore the vote of the 
majority miss a lot of meals. And 
though starvation may, once a month, 
be good for the soul, it is bad for crea- 
tivity. 

And yet, our anger calmed by 
having expressed it, we must admit 
that the aims of the Lighthouse group 
are very attractive. The Mormon 
audience needs to see the classics, too; 
needs to learn to appreciate fine 
acting, fine directing, and fine writ- 
ing, and the last is harder to come by 
in the Church than the first two. No 
wonder the artists turn to the classics 
or the tried-and-true Broadway suc- 
cesses, or to improvised experimenta- 
tion. 

But couldn't there be a balance? 
Shouldn't there be? A spoonful of 
sugar to help the medicine go down 
(borrowing from those masters of 
banality, the Sherman brothers)? The 
talents of the Lighthouse Company 
are considerable; they are starting on 
a firmer footing than any other 
ongoing theatre company attempted 
in Utah. If they would only attempt a 
few Mormon plays among the classics 
and non-Mormon works in their sea- 
son, they could accomplish three pur- 
poses: they would increase their own 
chances of survival, since Mormons 

like best to attend plays that remind 
them they're Mormon and make them 
feel good about it; they would produce 
Mormon plays better than they've 
been done before, raising the stan- 
dards of theatre in the Church; and 
they might even provide an opportu- 
nity for really fine writers to want to 
write plays, knowing that they'll get a 
decent production. 

Composers live by having works 
commissioned by orchestras and per- 
forming groups. So, we must point 
out, do playwrights. The business of 
writing a play on speculation is just 
about as sensible as digging oil wells 
with a shovel. It's a lot of work-and 
no guarantee of pay-off in the end. No 
wonder Robert Elliott is selling cou- 
pon books in Salt Lake; no wonder 
Orson Scott Card is writing science 
fiction; no wonder Robert Stoddard 
has abandoned Mormon theatre in 
order to pursue a career, perhaps, as a 
singer. 

With all that the Lighthouse 
Repertory Theatre has going for it, we 
wish they would add even more. 

Of course, we are playing prophet 
here. The Lighthouse group may just 
prove that Mormons in Utah want 
classics after all, and they were just 
waiting for the right group to give 
them a chance to prove it. But though 
our predictions may turn out wrong 
(indeed, we hope they do), we can still 
wish that the best talents could be 
turned to genuinely Mormon theatre. 

In the meantime, we give a 
standing ovation to the Lighthouse 
theatre's intention to maintain "high 
Christian ideals and high professional 
standards. It was Brigham Young 
who said that drama and music were 
tools too important to turn over to the 
use of the adversary," their publicity 
releases state, and they are commit- 
ted to doing Mormon theatre in the 
sense that they will try to personally 
be exemplary Latter-day Saints, a 
point so important it cannot be over- 
emphasized in a time when theatre is 
a breeding ground for immorality (yes, 
even in Mormon theatre, at  times) 
and for corrupt, un-Christian business 
practices. 

Even though we fear for the 
Lighthouse Theatre Company on some 
grounds, we hope for their success-- 
and even halfway expect it, since they 
are going into their venture with at  
least half-open eyes, much better than 
the blind condition of their predeces- 
sors. And maybe partway through 
their season they will find they have 
the time-and the need-to do a new 
Fires of the Mind or And They Shall 
Be Gathered 

P.S. from PQG: There have been those 
who have complained that our necessarily 



myopic view of Mormon theatre is entirely 
Utah-oriented, utterly ignoring the Cali- 
fornia Mormons and various p u p s  back 
east. To which we answer amen. We do not 
have a large travel budget; jaunts to 
California are beyond us. We certainly 
invite (as do the Sunstone editors) reports 
on plays being done in the farflung regions 

I of the Church. But at the same time we do 
not feel we are cheating our readers by 
stressing Utah theatre: Utah is the only 
place where a large region is predominant- 
ly LDS. In California, where the member- 
ship is more scattered, almost any Mormon 
play is going to attract the Mormon 
audience if only for a sense of identifica- 
tion-as witness the fact that Threads of 
Glory, certainly one of the most medlocre 

I imitations of bad television ever put on in 
the name of the Church, bombed In Salt 
Lake where Church-sponsored events are a 
dime a dozen and Mormons will not let a 

I sense of loyalty overcome their desire not 
to be bored to death for two hours. Even 

I the same cast that played to SRO houses in 
California made no dent in the Utah ~ audience. Furthermore, with the exczption 
of Ruth and Nathan Hales's work, it is our 
impression that most California Mormon 

1 theatre is written by such Utah stalwarts 
as Doug Stewart and Carol Lynn Pearson, 
though if that impression is incorrect, we 

I 
I 

beg to be informed of professional-level 
writing and producing. In short, if we are 

I ignorant, relieve our ignorance! 

Organizations 

Mormon Society 
and Culture 

To those who don't yet know it, 
the Committee on Mormon Society 
and Culture exists and is putting out 
a newsletter. Four single-spaced pages 
in the newsletter are devoted to news 
items of interest to students of Mor- 
mon life, including items like an 
announcement of the establishment of 
the Evaluation Correlation Commit- 
tee at LDS Church headquarters, 
which is actively soliciting resource 
people to report on various aspects on 
problems within the Church popula- 
tion. Also included are lists of theses 
and dissertations from BYU that are 
presumably on the Mormons; an out- 
line of an upcoming article by Dean 
May; reports on symposia; and a 
listing and brief review of various 
relevant articles with an occasional 
comment on the contents or quality. 
For more information, write to Com- 
mittee on Mormon Society and Cul- 
ture, PO Box 7258, University Sta- 
tion, Provo, Utah 84602. 

History 

In Quest 
of the Past 
The Mormon History 
Association Today 
By Ronald K. Esplin 
and Kenneth Stobaugh 

Once the heart of the Mormon 
Church, the site of dozens of  revela- 
tions that are still the foundation of 
LDS doctrine and organization, Kirt- 
land, Ohio, has for a hundmd years 
been a backwater--the temple there 
only preserved because of the interest 
and concern of the RLDS Church, 
while building after building of signi- 
ficance to our past disappeamd in 
neglect. Now, however, alert to the 
need for preservation of our past, we 
have begun obtaining and preserving 
those few sites that still remain intact. 

In  April 1977, Kirtland was once 
again filled with the followers of 
Joseph Smith as three hundred mem- 
bers of the Mormon History Associa- 
tion gathered there for meetings. Sun- 
stone asked two historians who were 
there to report, not only on the Kirt- 
land meetings, but also on the MHA as 
a whole. 

The Mormon History Association, 
now in its twelfth year, has grown 
from a few dozen scholars to a viable 
professional organization of nearly 
one thousand historians and teachers 
and readers of history. A few non- 
Mormons are scattered among the 
largely LDS and RLDS membership  
and members come from across the 
United States, all drawn together by 
common interest in the Mormon past. 
From its inception in 1965 the Asso- 
ciation's purpose has been to promote 
"understanding, scholarly research, 
and publication" in the field of Mor- 
mon history. 

Even before 1965, historians con- 
cerned with the Mormon-past met and 
exchanged ideas in connection with 
regional or national historical asso- 
ciations. The organization of MHA 
launched formal sessions, sometimes 
officially part of larger historical 
association conventions. Two or more 
such meetings were held annually, 
usually in connection with the Ameri- 
can Historical Association, the Pacific 
Coast Branch of the AHA, the Organ- 
ization of American Historians, or the 

Western History Association. For such 
professional sessions, members of the 
MHA prepared dozens of scholarly 
papers, many of which were later 
published. 

However, as the tempo of re- 
search and writing increased, the 
need for more publishing opportuni- 
ties became acute. At first, too small 
an  organization to support a journal, 
the Association took full advantage of 
other publishing opportunities. Dia- 
logue, A Journal of Mormon Thought, 
founded about the same time as MHA, 
provided an outlet for some articles. 
The MHA even served as guest edi- 
tors of the first special issue of 
Dialogue, the fall 1966 "Reappraisals 
of Mormon History," as well as of a 
later special issue (1972) focusing on 
Mormon experience in the 20th cen- 
tury. 

BYU Studies, re-invigorated and 
eventually expanded under the edi- 
torship of Charles D. Tate, Jr., also 
became a frequent publisher of arti- 
cles on Mormon history. In coopera- 
tion with the Institute of Mormon 
Studies a t  B W ,  BYU Studies has 
published impressive special issues on 
Church history, providing an outlet 
for many of the specialized studies of 
MHA members on the Church exper- 
ience in New York, Ohio, Missouri, 
and (presently) Nauvoo. BYU Studies 
periodically publishes other articles 
on Mormon history, including a spe- 
cial twice-a-year section called "His- 
torian's Comer," prepared for the 
MHA by James B. Allen. 

Even though publication opportu- 
nities developed-not only with the 
two journals mentioned, but also with 
the Utah Historical Quarterly and 
other regional, national, or local his- 
tory journals-historians of the Mor- 
mon experience still planned for a 
journal devoted exclusively to the 
historical study of Mormonism. Fi- 
nally, with steady growth and a 
healthy membership, the Journal of 
Mormon History was launched in 
1974 as an annual. To date, it has 
published seventeen Mormon history 
articles, with each issue larger than 
the last. The fourth volume is due 
from the press in early fall 1977. 

And in addition to the founding of 
Dialogue and the rejuvenation of 
BYU Studies, other forums of discuss- 
ing Mormonism have been created- 
the short-lived RLDS Courage and the 
new publications Sunstone and Ex- 
ponent IZ. 

Besides the inevitable sharing of 
ideas that occurs at  Mormon history 
sessions, the vehicle for keeping schol- 
ars in touch with one another has 
been the MHA Newsletter, published 
several times a year since 1965. The 
Association also encourages schol 
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ship by providing cash awards and 
citations for outstanding books and 
articles each year. 

It  should also be noted that the 
organization of the LDS Historical 
Department in 1972, with its staff of 
research historians under Church his- 
torian Leonard J .  Arrington (first 
president of the MHA), has also 
boosted Mormon historical scholar- 
ship. Among the concerns of founding 
members of the MHA in 1965 was the 
150th anniversary of the organization 
of the Church in 1980; members 
discussed ways to stimulate research 
towards a new history by then. Today 
the task of coordinating those efforts 
has been assumed by the LDS His- 
torical Department, which is sponsor- 
ing a 16-volume sesquicentennial his- 
tory of the LDS Church. Many of the 
sixteen authors come from the ranks 
of the MHA, including eight former 
MHA presidents. 

As the MHA grew in size, in- 
cluding in addition to professionals an 
increasing number of history buffs, it 
became more important to organize 
annual meetings independent of the 
regional and national historical asso- 
ciations. At first such meetings were 
organized in Utah, where more parti- 
cipants might attend. Then in 1972 a 
spring meeting (not including the 
official business meeting) was hosted 
by the RLDS members in Indepen- 
dence, Missouri. It was so successful 
that since 1973 in Salt Lake City, the 
spring meeting has become the an- 
nual meeting of the association, with 
awards, annual banquet, presidential 
address, and election of officers, as 
well as readings of papers. These 
meetings have also provided partici- 
pants the opportunity to visit-with 
historical specialists as guides-many 
of the important sites in Mormon 
history. 

In 1974 several busloads from the 
West joined scores of people from the 
Midwest and East for a threeday 
meeting in restored Nauvoo. St. 
George, Utah, was the site of the 1976 
gathering, with papers on colonization 
and settlement and tours through 
much of Utah's Dixie. And most recent- 
ly, in April 1977, Kirtland, Ohio, 
hosted the MHA annual meeting. 

Many from Utah flew to Ohio 
under MHA-sponsored tour arrange- 
ments. Others drove from East and 
West to converge on that quiet suburb 
of Cleveland for the three-day confer- 
ence. Registered members and spouses, 
along with local RLDS and LDS en- 
thusiasts, numbered approximately 
300. Some sessions were filled to 
overflowing. 

Through the cooperation of the 
local leaders and the First Presidency 
of the Reorganized Church of Jesus 

Christ of Latter Day Saints, some of 
the plenary sessions of the convention 
were held in the Kirtland Temple. In 
one such session, Paul L. Anderson, 
assistant LDS Church curator for 
historic sites, presented an illustrated 
lecture on the history of temple 
building. With the LDS continuing 
their long tradition of temple-build- 
ing and the RLDS contemplating 
their first temple since the Reorgani- 
zation, his review of Mormon and 
worldwide concepts of sacred space 
was greatly enhanced by taking place 
in that first Mormon temple. 

In another session, Thomas Ben- 
nett, general counsel of the RLDS 
Church, reviewed the history of the 
the Kirtland Temple, clarifying the 
grounds for RLDS title to the property 
today. LDS listeners learned that 
even though Brigham Young had 
legal grounds for maintaining that 
the Temple still belonged to the Utah 
Mormons-because Joseph held it as 
Trustee and his successor as Trustee 
had never sold i t -s t i l l  there is a valid 
sale and deed going back to 1862. Mr. 
Bennett explained that the property 
had indeed been held by Joseph Smith 
as  Trustee, but that it was nonethe- 
less sold from his estate by the 
executors in 1862 as if it had been his 
own property. Although other factors 
also support title, it was through this 
sale that the RLDS eventually pur- 
chased the property in 1873. 

Continuing rain forced the con- 
ference to conduct its "walking tour" 
of old Kirtland from within the temple 
walls, via a slide presentation by Keith 
Perkins of Brigham Young University. 
Afterward many sloshed through the 
cemetery, located next to the Temple, 
to see the graves of Joseph and Emma 
Smith's twins, Hyrum Smith's wife, 
Jemsha Barden Smith, and Mary Duty 
Smith, the Prophet's grandmother. 
Some later found time to visit remain- 
ing historic structures such as the 
Whitney Store and the homes ofSidney 
Rigdon, Vinson Knight, and Joseph 
Smith, Sr.; or to look over the sites of 
the tannery, the brickyard, and "Black 
Pete's Leap." 

Saturday concurrent sessions were 
held a t  nearby Lakeland Community 
College, where conference-goers chose 
from ten sessions, ranging from an 
examination of spiritual manifesta- 
tions in Kirtland to a reappraisal of the 
Kirtland economy. Papers investigat- 
ed, among other things, the crisis of 
Kirtland apostacy, early anti-Mormon 
literature and Mormon missionary 
pamphleteering, the introduction of 
plural marrage by Joseph Smith, and 
the role of women in the religious life 
of Kirtland. 

The day's activities were punc- 
tuated by a luncheon where LDS and 

RLDS Church historians Leonard J .  
Arrington and Richard P. Howard 
delighted the audience by sharing 
humorous stories from their own 
experience and from the records they 
use as historians. Brother Arrington 
ended with a story from the diary of 
an early Bear Lake Valley, Utah, 
pioneer. Charles H. Hart, alone and 
tormented by a toothache, found him- 
self forced to lay hands on himself and 
administer to himself for relief. None 
came. "I then recollected," continued 
his diary account, "that James said 
that faith without works is dead, so I 
took my pliers and pulled it out. And 
sure enough, marvelous promise, it 
has never ached since." 

Between meetings, before and 
after scheduled activities, and some- 
times far into the night, informal 
groups shared their recent activities 
and special interests. Many have 
remarked that rap sessions were a- 
mong the most valuable experiences 
of the conference. Others took the 
opportunity to quietly explore Kirt- 
land and its environs, to drink in 
some of the spirit of that historic 
place. Sharing with friends or walk- 
ing about the village or sitting in the 
temple pondering some of the great 
events that once took place there, the 
opportunity to visit Kirtland and to 
discuss its significance in our past 
was rewarding. Already members look 
forward with anticipation to future 
opportunities: in Logan for 1978, and 
hopefully in western New York for the 
sesquicentennial of the founding of the 
Church in 1980. 

From the beginning, the Mormon 
History Association has been a forum 
where LDS and RLDS could discuss 
their common history without rancor 
or emotionalism. Through that di- 
alogue many friendships have been 
formed, bridging differences of faith 
and religious viewpoint with increas- 
ing understanding of one another's 
position. These friendships have ma- 
tured over the years, as evidenced by 
professional discussions as well as 
good-natured ribbing. They were ev- 
erywhere in evidence in Kirtland, as 
the large contingent of western Mor- 
mons was warmly hosted by the 
Kirtland RLDS stake and temple 
officials. Persons of both faiths, for 
example, were moved by the beautiful 
simplicity of unaccompanied violin 
music and of early Mormon hymns 
recreated by a brass ensemble for the 
closing MHA session. Sitting quietly 
in the temple on Sunday morning as 
the music floated about, one almost 
felt part of that past which music and 
structure represented. 

While good humor between RLDS 
and LDS enlivened the Kirtland gath- 
ering, nothing topped the classic jest 



at  the Independence meeting four 
years earlier. On that  occasion, a 
straight-faced Richard Howard began 
his paper on "Restoration Hymn- 
ology" by suggesting that  something 
important could be learned about 
each other's hymnals by singing to- 
gether "Redeemer of Israel." "As we 

/ all sing the  first two verses," he 
I soberly instructed, "you will note 

differences in  the  RLDS and LDS 
versions. Then I would like the  Utah 
Mormons to sing verse three, while 
the ~ n d e ~ e n d e n c e  sa ints  conclude with 
verse four." Everyone noticed minor 
differences in  melody or wording a s  
the audience sang the  first two stan- 
zas. Then, anxious to demonstrate the 
continuation of the  Mormon singing 
tradition i n  Utah, the LDS partici- 
pants sang with gusto: 

How long we have wandered 
As strangers in  sin 
And cried in  the  desert for thee ... 

It didn't require the  completion of the 
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Dear Friends, 
It is easy for me to call you friends 

based on the fine work that you are doing. 
The Church desperately needs this maga- 
zine. I don't think that they know it-but I 
know it, as do all the other young artists 
involved in the fight of their lives. 

I also wish to thank you for your 
 port and help in the more personal area 
my production "Here's Brother Brig- 
n." Because of your encouragement 

 re plays, books, and poetry will find 
their courses to publication. Because there 
is a forum, more artists will feel their work 
has merit and a road to travel. Because of 
your work all the arts will find an increase 
in interest and enthusiasm. 

Presently there are only a few of us 
that realize that the renaissance of Mor- 
mon art is dawning. Hopefully through 
publications such as yours more will come 
to understand it and we will help usher in 
the Lord's people to do what they can to 
fulfill their talents and build the Kingdom 
in their own way. 

Obviously with such feelings I must 
get your magazine through the mail in- 
stead of hunting for it at a bookstore. 
Although my art has not given me a great 

11 of money, let me contribute something 
{our sustenance. 
Yours, James Arrington 

Dear Editor, 
When I received the prospectus for the 

proposed quarterly, Sunstone, some years 
ago, I wrote a letter of priceless advice. 
Don't remember what I said, except that 
none of it seemed to be taken. 

The recent appeal presses the same 
button, and I'll probably give the same 
suggestions of untold worth. Thus: 

whole verse for the  LDS to realize 
that they had been set up. Their 
RLDS associates burst into laughter! 
Of course Howard had reserved for his 
own fellowship the triumphant final 
stanza: 

As children in  Zion, 
Good tidings for us. 
The tokens already appear. 
Fear not, and be just, 
For the  Kingdom is ours. 
The hour of redemption is near. 

Ron Es lin is membershi chairman of 
the MHA. Renneth Stobau g, director of 
the Joseph Smith ~ i s to r i ca f~en te r ,  Nau- 
voo, Illinois, served as cochairman of the 
local arrangements committee for the re- 
cent Kirtland meeti of the MHA. 

Those i n t e r e s a  in learning more 
about the Association, the Journal of 
M o m n  History, future annual meetings, 
or just keeping up to date on research into 
the Mormon past are invited to write to 
the Mormon History Association, Dr. Larry 
C. Porter, Secretary-Treasurer: Box 7010, 
University Station, Provo, UT 84602. 

Some 20 years ago, as a new (but 
late-blooming) elder, I sat in quorum 
meeting as we were exhorted to attend 
sacrament meeting, because (1) the pemn- 
tage was low, and (2) it was a comrnand- 
ment. Somewhat boggled, I said, "I've been 
around show biz enough to know if you're 
hurting at the box-ofice, you'd better 
improve the show." While this might not 
be sensational wisdom, it's still being 
quoted. So I offer the same to you. 

My impression of Sunstone, from the 
first issue, is that a group of sincere and 
dedicated people wanted to put out a 
magazine. Period. I don't believe those 
people decided exactly what the market 
was, nor what the competition. 

In talking to an independent motion 
picture producer about a proposed film, he 
said, 'What we have to do is what MGM 
can't do." This, I think, must be your role 
also. You can't compete with BYU Studies, 
Utah Historical Qunrterly, the Church 
News, Ensign, or Dialogue. So you won't try 
to publish what they do. Andwhatremains? 

What remains is the Mormon culture. 
The "official" press-and even Dialogue 
since it was baptized-resents the official 
facade. But this is the press-agent version, 
not the real scoop. You will present the 
culture as it is, not as we wiah it to be. 

The difference is that the primary job 
of a press agent is to suppress the fads, 
while the job of a reporter is to print them. 
I'm not particularly intimating a gigantic 
conspiracy of suppression; it's just the way 
the official press always is. 

Is there a market for a quarterly 
devoted to the culture? I believe so. 

For starters, you might examine the 
food storage program. Recent publicity has 
decried the wastage of stored food in fallout 
shelters. How much of our year's supply is 
wasted? A family I home teach dumped 
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everything-weevils. We purchased the 
year's supply of another family who were 
moving. We found the only thing we could 
use was the toothpicks. 

What are the reasons for the appalling 
dropout rate? (Paul Dunn said that even 6 
of 10 returned missionaries fell away.) 
Joseph C. Muren wrote a booklet, "Causes 
and Prevention of Inactivity in the Church," 
which puts the entire burden on the 
dropout. This, of course, dodges the prob- 
lem. The Catholic Church made a survey of 
dropouts, and listed such things as prohibi- 
tion of divorce, anti-abortion, and unques- 
tioned obedience to the pope as being 
important factors. No such survey exists 
for Mormons. So let's blame the dropouts! 

Our scholars admit that we haven't 
"matured in the arts. Why? Well, we 
never will mature under a managed media, 
any more than will Russia. Let's face it, 
and not blame it on "lack of spirituality," 
as was recently done. 

Perhaps a searching examination could 
be done of the apparent marriage of God and 
Mammon in our wealthy church. Last year 
two Associated Press reporters did a story 
on Church business interests. I t  won an 
award, but no Utah paper could find spaoe 
for it. 

In Russia, with its managed media, 
there is a lively samizdnt of undergmund 
literature. The Salt Lake samizdnt also 
thrives. 

What would Brigham Young think, or 
Joseph Smith, i f  he walked into the 
modem culture? How do we differ from the 
original pattern? 

Well, perhaps you feel this is negative. 
So join the club. Compete with MGM. 

Good luck, 
Samuel W .  Taylor 
Redwood City, California 

We're working on improving the show, 
constantly-though not in the directions 
you suggest. The distinction between press 
agent and reporter may be valid, but 
Sunstone professes to be neither. Our 
purpose is not to sell the Church, and no 
one is hoping to get rich from selling the 
magazine, either. There may be a market 
for the expose reporting you describe, but we 
are unconvinced that is what is needed. 

The problems are readily available for 
all to see-in our wards and stakes, our 
families, and our private chambers. We do 
not try to conceal them (witness our articles 
on Mormon drug abuse, working mothers, 
historic site preservation, and theatre and 
visual arts, among others); we try to be part 
of the solution. Our purpose is not to rub 
salt in open wounds, nor to lay them bare 
for all to watch them bleed, but rather to 
help them heal. 

Better a Little Red Hen than Chicken 
Little, if we may mid the nursery for 
analogies. If there is an alarming dropout 
rate among returned missionaries, Sun- 
stone's job is not to shout about how the 
Church is failing. Our job is to present the 
kind of article, the kind of thought, that will 
help some of those potential or rrctual 
dropouts realize that the problems they 
found, though real, are not insurmountable. 
That is why Sunstone, neither reporter nor 
press agent, tries to maintain a positive 
editorial stance. 

As to other LDS publications, we think 

it is a healthy competition, i f  competition it 
be. To our thinking, it is a symbiotic 
relationship. We haw certainly benefited 
from the encouragement, mom1 support, 
and fiiendly criticism of other publications, 
and hope we can do the same for them. 
Sunstone is unique in directing its primary 
attention to the interests of collegeage and 
young professional Latter-day Saints. Not 
specifically to the women, the scholars, the 
historians, or the thespians (other publica- 
tions exist for their specialized interests) but 
to the diverse interests common to all. 

Admittedly that cmtes special prob- 
lems. We have had to experiment with every 
issue, trying to strike the chord that will 
bring sales and subscriptions (and letters) 
to let us know we're on the right track. And 
even though our views are different, we are 
grateful that you have the concern and 
interest to write. Would that more readers 
would make the effort! 

One final note: You say, "Our scholars 
admit that we haven't h tured '  in the 
arts." We wonder if that is so. Scholars tend 
to be especially critical of their own age- 
perhaps that is part of being a scholar- 
and thus we hear the moans and g m n s  
about how Mormonism has never produced 
(can never produce?) great art. 

We are not so pessimistic-as our 
recent article on contempom y visual artists 

and our earlier survey of Mormon theatre 
indicate. You yourself, Brother Taylor, are 
proof that LDS writers, drawing on their 
experiences as Mormons, can produce litem- 
ture of note. As to chronicling culture, Doug 
Thayer's sometimes moving, sometimes acid 
portrayals of East Bench Provo life; Don 
Marshall's finny-sad stories of too-well- 
known Mormon characters; Jack Weyland's 
brightly entertaining stories of the problems 
and joys of youth, among others, are 
evidence that Mormon literature is coming 
into its own. Even Sunstone, with all its 
failings, is cause for hope. Its mere existence 
gives the lie to the cry of "managed media." 
(Though some of us wish Sunstone could be 
managed more efficiently!) 

There is much good in the Mormon 
people and their way of life. And while 
Sunstone tries to suggest remedies for some 
of the ills of our brothers and sisters, we 
will continue to offer material that says, 
cheerfilly, that a lot of good things are 
going on, too. That's not hype; that's the 
way it is. 

It takes courage to criticize. It also takes 
courage to be optimistic. We hope Sunstone 
has enough of both kinds of courage to be a 
vigorous, positive influence among Latter- 
dny Saints for years to come. 

-The Editors 
P.S. Thanks for your renewal. 

Hollow Homes (Cont. fmm p. 7) 

emotional vacuum created by  an in- 
adequate family system may leave no 
alternative available to the  family 
member. T h e  individual withdraws 
from family interaction and centers 
more and more upon himself until he 
gets completely involved in  his own 
world o f  self-stimulation and fantasy." 
(Family Counseling for Sexual Self- 
Abusers: A Practical Developmental 
Approach, pp. 1-2.) 

And, o f  course, as the  child re- 
treats more and more into his fantasy 
world, he  becomes less able to  cope 
wi th  reality. And less willing to  try. 

" I t  should be kept in  mind," 
Woolf  states, "that in every case we 
have treated, the  family world o f  the  
sexual self-abuser is hollow and pain- 
fully lacking i n  any form o f  deeply 
satisfactory interpersonal communica- 
tion." (p.  2.) 

Hollow families-do we find them 
in t h e  Church? O f  course. 

Not all the  members o f  hollow 
families necessarily will become regu- 
lar self-abusers; but a non-nurturing 
family certainly encourages i ts  mem- 
bers to  take  that path. And here we 
come full c i r c l e f o r  society, which 
encourages men  to  be macho and 
makes  them ashamed o f  the  gentler 
masculine virtues that nurture a good 
family, raises generation after gen- 
eration o f  men torn by  the  impossibil- 
i t y  o f  meeting the  he-man image 
while still being true to the  godly 
impuIses within them. Each genera- 
t ion is  the cause o f  the next, except 
where men ,  breaking that  mold, be- 

Sunstone II:2 

come nurturing fathers and create a 
strong, full home. 

One o f  the  primary purposes of  
the Church is  t o  teach the  men  o f  our 
day what they  have had little oppor- 
tuni ty  to  learn: how to be real fathers. 
For as in motherhood women find 
their greatest fulfillment, so in  fa- 
therhood do m e n  become most what 
m e n  should be. I t  is no accident that 
God is  our Father, and he  who would 
be most godly will regard his family 
as his most priceless stewardship, his 
fatherhood as his highest calling. 

And t h e  circle breaks. For a boy, 
growing u p  wi th  a father who is kind 
and loving, learns the  true masculine 
role, and so is  not destroyed by the 
macho myth.  He does not need to 
retreat from reality; his home is  not 
hollow; h e  not only admires but also 
loves t h e  example o f  manhood closest 
t o  him; and, unplagued by doubts o f  
his own manhood because he has no 
conflict between his best desires and 
his  image o f  masculinity, he  is set 
free to  create another nurturing 
home. 

Sodomy and self-abuse are Sa- 
tan's escape routes from his own lie of 
t h e  macho man. Rejection o f  that lie 
and acceptance o f  Christ's strong yet 
kind example are the  only route that 
can lead a m a n  to  his best self, I 
believe. 

This article represents one view. 
Sunstone is preparing a series of ar- 
ticles on homosexuality. T o  achieve 
balance and accuracy, we welcome 
facts, differing opinions, and personal 
experiences from our readers. Confi- 
dentiality will be strictly observed, but 
anonymous submissions cannot be 
printed as full articles. 
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