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READERS FORUM

CORRELATING
INDEPENDENT

STUDY GROUPS
AS A CO-FOUNDER and managing

director of a local LDS study group, I started
wondering what other groups were in exis-
tence, what they did, how they were
organized and financed, and who was lead-
ing the discussions or speaking to the groups?

Our group has primarily invited speakers
on Mormon histoU to come to our area and
talk to the group about their field. \re have
had Leonard Arrington, Mike Quinn, Jan
Shipps, Paul Edwards, Elder Dallin H. Oaks
(then Utah Supreme Court Justice Oaks),
Elder Eldred G. Smith, Run Walker, Jim Allen,
and many other speakers over the past eight
years. Although most of our speakers have
come from Utah, we have also had speakers
from the East Coast and from other areas of
California.

I am interested in hearing from the leaders
of other groups throughout the U.S., and even
overseas, to share ideas on format, topics of
discussion, and methods of funding the
general costs of programs. If any of your
readers have organired a group such as ours,
and would like to share ideas, please drop me
a line. If there aren’t too many, perhaps we
can exchange nexvsletters on a regular basis.

I have found SUNSTONE to be a rich
source of ideas and a great source of speakers
for our group. Without such publications, my
job would be much harder, if not impossible.

Stephen L. Eccles, managing director
The Miller-Eccles Stud)’ Group

91482 ~Uinston Court
Upland, CA 9] 786

GLASNOST AND THE
BYU BOOKSTORE

I WAS HARDLY surprised to hear about
the BYU Bookstore’s attempt to "... first can-
cel and then relocate and downplay the
autographing session for Calvin Grondahl’s
recently released Marketing Precedes the
Miracle 5

In 1987-1988, when I attended BYU as a
freshman (I’m presently serving a mission) the
bookstore decided to discontinue their line
of Soviet Union t-shirts. This decision coin-

cided with pressure from a political mgani-
zation called "The College Americans." One
day several of the members of this right-wing
group went to the bookstore and bought out
all the t-shirts. One member said:"You might
as well have a pro-Soviet rally out in front of
the library."

The Student Review never got a hold on the
story, but several people I worked with polit-
ically in the "peace vigil" and "Response Club"
did some investigating. They found that the
management of the bookstore told the
producer of the t-shirts that "... they had
received some complaints about the Soviet t-
shirts, and it was their policy to cancel a
product when consumers complain." When
we talked to the producer, he seemed to think
that was a hint to stop producing the Soviet
shirts. Of course, he didn’t want to lose his
other business so he promptly discontinued
the Soviet shirts. Later, when we asked the
management why they had stopped selling
Soviet shirts they merely explained that "the
producer had quit making them."

This was a sly move, and we had the infor-
mation to blow it all open. However, we res-
trained our overwhelming desires to bring this
matter to light because we didn’t want to
endanger "our source’s" business. Ironically,
the Missionary Emporium in University Mall
(in Orem) now carries the shirts. I bought one
for my P-days.

Elder Dennis Potter
Porto, Portugal

BORN AGAIN MORMON
ORTHODOXY

WHO TOOK MY church ’,away?"
demanded Armand Mauss in his review of
Kendall White’s Mormon Neo-Orthodoxy: A
Crisis Theology. I got the feeling that when he
lays his hands on the culprit, it wor,,’t be a
pretty sight.

For Mauss, Neo-Orthodoxy is not merely
misguided, it is the enemy. It is a c~minal
conspiracy. It is a disease. His message is in
his metaphors. Though an occasional general
authority has "given aid and comfort to the
movement," he observes, "’general authorities
are not much implicated in it." And he writes,
"This theological syndrome is called ’neo-
orthodoxy.’ "

As a neo-orthodox Mormon, I’m not sure
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whether Brother Mauss wants to attack me,
arrest me, or medicate me. But perhaps that’s
the kind of violent reaction Kendall Whi:e
would predict from a believer in the midst of
a crisis.

Because: of what White calls traditional
Mormonism-Mauss’s church-the Church is
in crisis today. Its liberal catechism ultimately
abandoned Jesus Christ, and even Joseph
Smith, except for a single piercing, luminous
insight into man’s godly potential. That one
insight seemed to satisfy, even liberate,
Mauss’s generation, especially those in
academe.

But many Mormons now find building
upon the human foundation at once too
difficult and too facile. Too difficult because
it denies t]he sinful side of our nature; too
facile because it denies the paradoxical nature
of our world. Hence the resurgence of interest
in Neo-Orthodox- Christian- Mormonism:
the dying God silently answers more ques-
tions than the god-in-embryo sees.

As for Kendall White’s analysis, it is splen-
did as far as it goes. The book was unfor-
tunately dated on publication because only
the earliest expressions of current Neo-
Orthodox writers were available at the time.

Neo-Orthodoxy has now laid, or rather
exposed, the Christian foundations of the
Mormon religion. This is not the final state-
ment, but the opening statement, of Mormon
Neo-Orthodoxy.

Mormon humanism is moribund. Some-
thing more inclusive, more tolerant, more
Christian, is trying to be born. White’s tradi-
tional Mormons would do well to lend a hand.
Or at least not stand in the way.

J. Frederic Voros, Jr.
Salt Lake City, UT

Armand Mauss replies:
Brother Voros correctly perceives my

hostility to Neo-orthodoxy, whether the Pro-
testant strain or its Mormon derivative. As a
believing Mormon, I can hardly be expected
to look with equanimity upon the apparently
growing influence in Mormonism of doctrines
which Joseph Smith was told were "an abomi-
nation" in the sight of God. Yet, I suppose it
is inevitable that if reasonable people can dis-
agree over what Jesus really taught, they can
also disagree over what Joseph Smith really
taught.

I am puzzled, though, by Voros’s dismis-

sal of"traditional Mormonism" as "humamsm"
and "liberal catechism." Perhaps I shouldn’t
be, since these are the standard pejoratives
used by today’s Protestant fundamentalists
(especially if the humanism is "secular"!). Yet,
I don’t see how the teachings of Mormonism
during its first 75-80 years (which is what I
mean by "traditional Mormonism") can be
reduced to such characterizations.
Humanitarianism is more than humamsm,
and libertarianism more than liberalism. So,
I plead not guilty on that count, as I do also
to any suspicion that I would like either to
attack, arrest, or medicate the Neo-
fundamentalists. I will, however, plead guilty
as charged to standing in their way as long
and as vigorously as I can, lest my Mormon
grandchildren end up thinking like Southern
Baptists.

My next obstructionist effort in this regard
will appear in the Spring 1989 issue of Dia-
logue. If Brother Voros believes that "Neo-
orthodoxy has ... exposed the Christian
foundations" of the Mormon religion," I would
say that White and I have exposed the sec-
tarian sources of Mormon Neo-orthodoxy,
which has been borrowed in large part from
Protestant fundamentalism. It is the resort of

"What kind of church is this.., when the first thing they do after
arriving, in the Salt Lake Valley is build a basketball court?"
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a spiritually and intellectually insecure folk
and is ultimately alien to both the spirit and
the letter of traditional Mormonism.

A WIFE’S STORY

I WAS INTERESTED in reading Ron Ker-
shaw’s article on serving homosexuals with
AIDS (SUNSTONE 12:3). Much has been said
and written about the homosexual and this
is good. But what about the spouses of
homosexuals? I am 27 years old and my real
name is not Lynn Conley. I use a fictitious
name because my husband is gay. Jim (also
fictitious) and I have been married a little over
three years, and we have a 20 month old son.
We have filed for divorce which will be final-
ized 1 January 1989. I don’t blame Jim for
what has happened in my life. I went through
a stage where I wanted to blame anyone and
everyone, but not any more.

I was born into an active Mormon family,
and lived a typical Mort-non life including
going to BYU, completing a degree in nurs-
ing, and serving a full-time mission. I con-
tinued to follow this path by marrying in the
temple a fine young man with many talents
and spiritual qualities. We had a wonderful
marriage. It wasn’t perfect, but we are now
fond of saying that we had a better marriage
in three years than many couples have in a
lifetime.

Jim first expressed his true feelings to me
when our son was two weeks old. Even
though he didn’t completely understand his
desires, he believed that the Church held the
solutions to help him. To this point he had
been true to his marriage vows and had never
been sexually involved with another man. He
knew he had some homosexual feelings grow-
ing up, but comforted himself by concluding
that others must have similar feelings, and that
an active sexual relationship with a woman
would decrease his homosexual urges. With
time, righteous living, and a temple marriage,
he was led to believe these feelings would
pass. They did not, they intensified. That was
not because of lack of trying. He has always
been a good person. He fulfilled a productive
mission and was called to be an assistant to
the president. He has served well in many
responsible positions ~n the Church, and at
the time of our malTiage Jim was a member
of the bishopric. I realize these are only titles,
but I knew the man behind them and he truly
strived to be a man of God.

Homosexuality-the word had hardly
entered my sheltered life and now it con-
sumed me. I searched my mind desperately

for information connected with this word.
Something about evil people and strange men
waiting in the dark to abduct children. It made
no sense and it was all too much for me to
face, so we put it aside, almost pretending it
didn’t exist. Jim continued to be faithful, but
he grew restless and extremely depressed.

Life was a nightmare of confusion and
pain. Finally we had to have some answers.
Jim was always afraid to ask because his
greatest fear was that there were no answers.
Many months and thousands of dollars later
his fear was confirmed. This was a time of
great hope, severe disappointment, and bit-
ter despair. Counselors both in and out of the
Church basically told us there was nothing
that could be done to change Jim’s sexual
orientation. And yet we continued, because
we both desperately wanted to stay married
and continue our family. As bitter as it all has
been, at least we can look back without regret
and with the assurance that we tried every-
thing we could.

Duing this time of searching, we had
decided not to tell anyone. It was a very long
and painful year of silence. Jim knew I needed
to talk to someone. I had felt that I was the
only one in the universe who had gone
through this. After hearing Carol Lynn Pear-
son speak at a conference, Jim knew she
would be understanding and empathetic. It
took me three months to get up the courage
to write her. Thank God for Carol Lynn! Two
days later her letter was in my mailbox. I
drove to the hills. I remember sitting there
looking at it and shaking. Finally I opened it
and read. She didn’t say anything earth-
shattering. She didn’t even have the answers
to my questions, but it was like the weight
of the world had been lifted off my shoulders.
Someone else had gone through what I was
going through, and survived it.

I love the Church, but in all honesty it was
not there for Jim and me in this time of cri-
sis. We finally spoke to our bishop who
couldn’t have been more supportive. God was
also there for me, as he always is for his chil-
dren. I had many more questions than God
felt I should have answered, but he gave me
what I needed to make it through. Early on,
God let me kno~v this was something I was
supposed to be going through, which brought
some comfort. He also let me know that he
loves homosexuals and that he expected me
to love them also.

Love them? I didn’t even know who they
were. At first I hated them. They were the
enemy. Whoever they were, it was their fault
that my life was falling apart. And yet, I felt
a desire to know them and understand them.

I started by joining an AIDS task force, which
has become one of the most rewarding
experiences of my life. I also met with the
other gay people both in and out of the
Church. I was afraid at first. What would they
do to me? How would they accept me? What
would we say? It now seems silly asking these
questions because I have many gay friends.
Although homosexuals are as varied as het-
erosexuals, I find that generally they are a very
kind, loving, and caring group of human
beings. I am grateful for the blessings that this
tial has brought into my life.

I felt guided to start a support group. When
I had looked for something-anything--there
was nothing to be found. I felt strongly about
providing support for other women who
might also be making this same journey. This
was a challenge for me because I had never
gone to any support, let alone start one of my
own. My biggest challenge was finding the
women. We are a very closeted group. When
a husband "comes out of the closet" his wife
goes in. I didn’t know where the wives were
but I knew where some of the husbands were.
I made flyers and posted them in the gay bars
and gave information to gay groups, gay pub-
lications, and other community organizations.

Slowly I started getting calls. My life will
never be the same. I wish that I could express
the hurt and pain of these women. I am cons-
tantly amazed at the stones I hear and the
number of women who call. Our group meets
twice a month and we have a phone list that
can be used by both those who attend and
those who cannot. Some women drive over
70 miles and rarely miss a meeting. I have had
calls from throughout the United States, even
from men married to lesbian women.

I need to mention the issue of openness
and honesty. This was one of the hardest
things I had to deal with. I believe that no mat-
ter what comes along, if you deal with it
honestly it can be dealt with. Fictitious names
and secret lives go against my way of think-
ing. Yet, did I have a choice due to the mis-
understandings of the Church and society? I
have slowly been able to open up to family
and friends as I have gotten over my own
paranoia and become more self-confident.
Only then did the healing begin. I hope soon
to stand open to the Church and soci.ety as
who I really am- the wife of a gay man. I am
not alone in these feelings. Others from my
group have expressed the desire for "no more
lies" and "no more hiding."

I hope we can all work together for a bet-
ter understanding of each other, regardless of
our situation, so we can live honestly and love
unconditionally as Christ taught us.
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For more information on the support
group or if you have any questions, please call
me at 415,/432-9123.

Lynn Conley
Contra Costa County, CA

A POOR WAYFARING
MAN WITH AIDS

I ENJOYED THE frankness of Ronald
Kershaw’s article, "AIDS, Leprosy, and Dis-
ease: The Christian Resoponse" (SUNSTONE
12:3), and am discouraged that the response
of some Mormons towards homosexuals and
persons with AIDS is uncharitable. Consider
a 1980s parable of the Good Samaritan (a per-
son in Jesus’ day who was considered not
chosen by God).

’John," a person travelling on life’s journey,
is stricken with AIDS and falls to the side of
the road. A. Mormon bishop sees John lying
by the road and says, "He’s done wrong. I can-
not give 1-tim welfare because he will be
excommumcated." The bishop truns away
and hurriedly walks past on his way to a
Priesthood Correlation Committee meeting.

Next, a band of Mormons approach and
walk past .John. They are on their way to
picket a Gay Pride celebration. As they hurry
along, John. sees the messages of their horn-
made sign, "AIDS is God’s Punishment," and
"Homosexuality is Sin: Go Back Into the
Closet."

John lies near death by the road. It is get-
ting late in l:he day. A Mormon who isn’t cur-
rently active in the Church approaches John
on the road. John’s sores are bandaged by the
person who takes John to a hospice for fur-
ther medical treatment. At the hospice, John
is cared for, regardless of his past, his religious
standing, or religious interest.

Which person was living their religion?
Thank you for publishing Mr. Kershaw’s

article.

Judy Yoshiko Shim
West Hollywood, CA

CALL FOR PAPERS
I AM PRESENTLY compiling a collection

of personal essays celebrating the complexi-
ties of homosexuality among Mormons. Issues
to be treated include relationship, feelings, atti-
tudes, peer reactions, etc. These essays will
help to enlarge the reader’s understanding of
the uniqueness of gay individuals, their
challenges and joys, their contributions to

church and society. Such a compilation is long
overdue. If you are interested in contributing
to such a work please contact me.

Phillippe Lussier
4014 South Highland Drive #442

Salt Lake City, UT 84124-1617

BOOK OF MORMON
CONVERSION STORIES

NEEDED
AT THE BEGINNING of October

General Conference, President Benson
challenged "our Church writers, teachers, and
leaders to relate more Book of Mormon con-
version stories that will strengthen our faith
and prepare great missionaries" and to "let us
know how [the Book of Mormon] leads us to
Christ." My heart immediately responded, and
I have arranged with Deseret Book to edit a
collection of personal narratives of conversion
to Christ and his Gospel through the Book
of Mormon, with a focus on first-person
accounts from all over the world-wide
Church. Royalties will go to the family Book
of Mormon program. This is an invitation to
SUNSTONE readers to participate.

If you are willing to have your own con-
version story considered, please send it to me
as soon as you can. Please encourage others
to send such testimonies, also. Tell your story
in your own words, simply but completely,

with as many specific details about what hap-
pened and what you felt as you can provide.
I want to include not only accounts of initial
conversion to Christ, but also accounts of the
impact and continuing influence of the Book
of Mormon as members of the Church come
to know Christ better and try to live his
Gospel.

I deeply appreciate any assistance. I believe
this proposed collection of testimonies can
help President Benson’s goal "to move the
Book of Mormon forward now in a marvellous
manner" and that our efforts can be one way
to respond to his charge to "help with this
burden and with this blessing which [God]
has placed on the whole Church."

Eugene England
177 5 Andros Lane
Provo, UT 84604

OUR MOTHER IN
HEAVEN

I AM PREPARING a paper on personal
experiences with Mother in Heaven to be
presented at the February Mormon Women’s
Forum. I invite Mormon women (and men)
to send their personal experiences with
Mother God to me, c/o SUNSTONE.

Martha Pierce
Salt Lake City

’Trn your ’ ’computer-matched escort to the singles’ dance.
We both read Exponent I[!"
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Choose the Write!
THE 1989 BROOKIE & D.K. BROWN MEMORIAL FICTION CONTEST
SUNSTONE’S annual fiction contest is sponsored in behalf of the memory of Brookie and
Donald Kenneth Brown, a nationally respected law enforcement officer and locally admired
Arizona religious leader with a great love for literature.

Sunstone encourages aW interested writer to submit material. All entries should relate
in some manner to the experience of the Latter-day Saints. All varieties of them<< ton<<
and attitude are encouraged. Both traditional and experimental short story forms will be
considered. Entries will be judged by a board of independent judges. Awards will be
announced at the concluding banquet at the Sunstone Symposium on 26 August 1989.

RULES

1. The Brookie & D.K. Brown Memorial Fiction Contest is open to all writers. Entries
must be: delivered to the Sunstone Foundation office or be postmarked by 15 June 1989.

2. Stories must be typewritten, double-spaced, on one side of 8-1/2 by 11 inch paper
(not omon skin). Since manuscripts will not be returned, contestants should keep a copy
of their entry. The stories should not exceed 25 double-spaced pages. One author may
submit no more than three stories.

3. Each entry must be accompanied by a signed statement from the author attesting
that it is the author’s original work, that it is not being considered elsewhere for publica-
tion, and that it will not be submitted elsewhere until the contest results have been
announced. Contest winners will be published in Sunstone magazine.

1988 BROOKIE &: D.K. BROWN AWARDS

FIRST PLACE

SECOND PLACE

THIRD PLACE

Susan Howe

Lewis Home

Michael Fillerup

"Getting to Disneyland"

"Mona’s Family"

"Daddy-Daughter Date"

SUNSTONE was gratified by the number of excellent entries submitted to the 1988 fic-
tion contest. On behalf of the Brown estate, the first place winner will receive $500, second
place $250, third place $100.

Sunston< 331 South Rio Grande Street, Suite 30, Salt Lake City, Utah 84101-1136(801/355-5926)



FROM A TRUSTEE

BUSINESS ETHICS ALONG
THE WASATCH FRONT

By Brian C. McGavin

DURING MY TWELVE years of prac-
tice in public accounting, I have developed
a clientele with tremendous diversity. Even
though I am LDS, a majority of my clients are
non-LDS; I am fairly conservative in my
politics, but my clientele reads like the who’s
who of the liberal community; my practice
is located on the Wasatch Front, yet I have
clients throughout the Western United States
and even in foreign countries.

As I travel and carry on commerce outside
Utah, I am increasingly impressed by how
(without exception) people I visit view Mor-
mons as having a standard of integrity higher
than that of the community as a whole. Each
instance seems to be not just a cultural per-
ception but is backed up by personal
experience with a Mormon, usually a neigh-
bor, professional colleague, or schoolmate.

In contrast, within our community there
has been considerable discussion asserting
that in many instances Mormons have levels
of integrity which are lower than the commu-
nity as a whole and that somehow this
propensit), is endemic in the Mormon culture.
I do not s]hare this conclusion. Which is not
to say that I believe the opposite. It is my
opinion that the vast majority of people-LDS
or non-LDS-are basically honest. I have never
met a person who is so maliciously inclined
that he or she is capable of plotting from the
very outset a scheme to defraud the public.
Of course such persons do exist, but I have
never to my knowledge crossed paths with
one.

Why then do we hear about so much
fraud among and by Mormons? One of the
things I have learned is that desperate peo-

BRIAN C. MCGA VIN, a C.RA. in Salt Lake
City, is a member of the Sunstone Founda-
tion board of trustees.

pie do desperate things. When I ponder the
meaning of being honest in one’s dealings
with one’s fellow man, I remember the two-
and-a-half minute Sunday School talk about
the three applicants for the stage-coach driver
position. The prospective employer asks them
how close they can bring the wheels of the
stage-coach to the edge. The first applicant
drives the coach to within six inches of the
ledge. The second very skillfully drives the
coach within two inches. The third
applicant-who gets the job-keeps the pre-
cious cargo as far away as possible. Similarly,
I have found that dealing honestly with one’s
fellow man often means staying as far away
from a potential dishonest act as possible-
certain types of transactions lend themselves
to erosion and compromise more than others.

How does this relate to some of the more
highly publicized "schemes" in the LDS com-
munity, schemes which have victimized a
number of my clients and resulted in prison
terms for the perpetrators? I believe many of
these began as legitimate endeavors which
had the potential for treating investors very
well. These organizations (often real estate
related) then became victims of a circum-
stance beyond their control: the economy. As
the organization started to erode, the officers,
committed to their investors and the success
of the company, began to compromise in
small ways. Little white lies were told for the
greater good of the whole. They often were
told to "buy time" until the company could
orchestrate its redemption. Usually at this
point the management had convinced itself
that it was only a matter of time before the
’Japanese bail-out" came through (or a Repub-
lican was elected president, or the prime rate
dropped, or the real estate market came back)
and the company would be saved. Then,
when the redemption does not occur, the

white lies become securities violations or
other felonious acts which may result in pri-
son terms.

The Wasatch Front is slowly maturing
from a wage-earner to an entrepreneurial
economy. As we go through this maturation
process, there is a lag time until our cultural
assumptions catch up with the change. This
lack of sophistication often manifests itself in
falsely attributing to others criminal-like
behavior when they are really guilty of noth-
ing more than business misfortunes, as in the
following examples:

-If a fellow Mormon is also one of your
debtors and his or her debt to you is past due,
it does not naturally follow that he or she is
dishonest. The reality of the eighties is that
most households have more obligations than
they have resources. Each month prioritizing
occurs which means that some bills go
unpaid. You, of course, are free to pursue
reasonable collection efforts or determine
credit worthiness before credit is extended.

-If two parties are involved in a civil
lawsuit, it does not naturally follow that one
of the parties is a criminal. Modem-day soci-
ety is so complex that disputes are frequent
and often need judges and juries to sort them
out. When a judge hands down a decision
there is a winner and a loser; but that doesn’t
mean there is a right and a wrong.

-In and of itself, the business failure of
a Mormon does not reflect on his or her
standing in the Church. Whenever a business
fails there are victims. In this economy, busi-
ness failures are a regular occurrence. No mat-
ter how disappointing it is to be notified that
a debtor has filed for protection under
bankruptcy laws, it is unsophisticated to
accuse him or her of being a crook.

Sometimes it is easier to identify
individuals likely to be victims than it is to
identify ill-fated investment opportunities.
Victims of business failures usually are unful-
filled by their employment, are under a lot of
stress, and have less than $50,000 to invest
(frequently the money they invest is bor-
rowed). In other words, they drive too close
to the edge.

Our objective must be to find fulfillment
in life’s pursuits, to eliminate stress, and to
be patient with the slow accumulation of sav-
ings. If we can be patient, we will gain more
than the wealth promised by reckless invest-
ment; we will gain peace of mind.

I think the old saying, "people are to, love
and money is to use and not the other way
around," is a good guiding principle for LDS
businessmen and women; it should be the
Golden Rule for all investments.
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TURNING THE TIME OVER TO...

Paul Douglas Mallamo

SONIA JOHNSON AND MY JOURNEY
WITH DISSENT

ON A THURSDAY evening early in Sep-
tember I drove to San Francisco to hear Sonia
Johnson speak. This radical feminist/presi-
dential candidate/mother/divorcee first
gained notoriety during a well-publicized bat-
tie with Mormon leaders over the Equal Rights
Amendment and free speech in the Church.
Sonia’s more or less public excommunication
was an agony both for the largely defenseless
defendant and for a church which meticu-
lously preens its public image. Who won that
battle I can’t say. Sonia lost the church of her
heritage and birth, and later the ERA as well.
The Church lost a good deal of national
respect, and worse, the mind and heart of that
true rarity in Mormondom: a committed

PAUL DOUGLAS MALLAMO now fives in
Taos, New Mexico.

member who dares to speak strongly, intelli-
gently, and, most unforgivably, openly, in
opposition to an official position which she
considers to be morally wrong.

In my own personal struggles in the
Church, Sonia played an important role. Per-
sons like myself who, for various reasons,
begin to question a religion to which they
have been committed for many years, a
religion which claims sole possession of the
essential core of divine truth and sanction,
and which continually reinforces this teach-
ing in the minds and hearts of its members,
face difficult challenges.

The groping struggler often seeks the blaz-
ings of those who went before. Sonia was one
of those blazers for me. She chronicled the
story of her break from the Church in her first
book, From Housewife to Heretic, a volume that
will endure as a classic of emancipatory biog-

raphy. Much of what she said there gave me
new insights into the destructive personal
impact of patriarchy and its inevitable brother,
authoritarianism, and the dangers inherent in
literalism. In my own struggle it was an unex-
pected blessing, a rational voice telling me that
I was not evil or crazy, that others had passed
this way and seen these same things, that
individual members could think creatively on
their own, individually, truthfully, even heret-
ically if that was necessary.

That Thursday night I drove to Old Wives’
Tales bookstore on Twenty-first and Valen-
cia to listen to Sonia discuss her new ideas
and her new book, Going Out o.f Our Minds-
The Metaphysics of Liberation. After she spoke,
Sonia asked as many women as would to
stand and talk about themselves. It was a
room full of the pain of women. In that brief
time, in those intense personal expressions,
the gathenng was very much like the gather-
ing of a church, one in which a common bond
or a common faith was pain and anger, where
the only relief was to turn in upon themselves
as women, and abandon the world of the
enemy, the world of men.

That night I felt like a creature absolutely
out of its element. I felt more out of place in
that room, among those women, in my blue
corduroys, permanent-press blue shiI~:, penny
loafers, and shaved face than anywhere else
I have ever been or anywhere else I can
imagine. Sonia spoke of the otherness of the
sexes, of the unbridgeable canyons of under-
standing separating females from males-new
ideas indeed, a startling evolution, for me at
any rate, from the more communitarian ideals
expressed in Housewife. I felt that otherness
among those women. And yet, near the end,
when Sonia requested that we stand with our
arms around each other to sing a feminist
hymn, the woman next to me did not pull
back as I expected her to, but embraced me
as I embraced her while we sang. Had she
known that I was a Mormon elder she might
have been appalled, perhaps angry. I laughed
out loud later to think what my Mormon
brothers would have thought to have seen me
standing there, arm in ann with 200 feminists,
singing a song their wives must never sing.
The word "appalled" would not do justice to
their feelings.

I have a persistent mental image from that
night. I see SoniaJohnson the radical feminist
standing before a group of women in San
Francisco, proclaiming the irreducible other-
ness of women, the depravity, stupidity, and
arrogance of men, and freely admitting her
sexual relations with other females. Then I see
Sonia Johnson the wife and mother, active,
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faithful Mormon, attending to her prescribed
ecclesiastical and family duties within the
strictured othemess of Mormonism. That’s the
only "othemess" I can really understand, and
I stress that in a vain attempt to express the
incredible psychic distance Sonia has travelled
in those years since her excommunication.

I believe I understand the basics of what
she said that night, and for what it’s worth
I agree with most of it: that in the best strug-
gle the means must be the ends, and that
those means/ends do not involve struggle at
all, especially using tactics the opponent is
more adept with anyway, having used them
himself for literally thousands of years; that
the more one struggles in certain arenas, the
stronger the opposition grows (witness the
political defeat of the ERA); that the follies of
patriarchy, of the moral squalor peculiar to
authoritarianism and the abuse of strength, are
responsible for a host of the world’s most
urgent problems, including almost all the hor-
rors inflicted upon women since the species
emerged; that the wide influence of women
is indispensable if the world is to be saved
from humankind; that to save the world you
must first save yourself, change yourself, that
simply b{:ing, what you want to be (if that’s
possible) is infinitely superior to becoming
what you want to be. Take now for yourselves
the attitudes of the person you ideally envi-
sion. You are your own reality. Be it!

But then she said-Don’t involve the men.
They are not us. They are the other, and even
if some of the kindlier members of that sex
wanted to help, they couldn’t.

It’s what she had been saying, one way or
another, all evening, but it sounded so sud-
den, so new. Upon reflection, it also sounded
old and familiar. She stung me with that one
because I was there, I cared enough to be
there, if I may say that much for myself.

What distinguishes Mormonism from so
many other religions are its claims to authority
and exclusivity. Only Mormonism offers those
saving truths and divinely sanctioned
ordinances that will be efficacious in the here-
after. There is no compromise with other reli-
gious systems, other than to concede that they
are probably better than nothing for most
folks. They might contain a portion of the
truth, but what they have serves at best as an
introduction to the full program that only
Mormonism offers. And since the true church
is administered by men who alone on earth
understand, interpret, and proclaim the full
word of God, they had better be listened to.

What Sonia said that Thursday night was
different in substance, but identical in spirit.
Only the words had been changed. The

authority was there-herself and, I assume, a
few of the other lights of feminism. If you were
not a female you could not participate in what
Sonia called "the greatest spiritual revolution
in history." It was like a religion. It was a lot
like Mormonism. But at least among the
Latter-day Saints the outsider can be admit-
ted into the embrace of its promises and pro-
tections through baptism. In Sonia’s faith there
is no baptism for the sex that shaves its face.

Sonia had much to say about the respon-
sibilities of women in saving humankind from
its own destruction, and she spoke well and
truthfully; but she had absolutely nothing
good to say about one half of humanity-a
remarkable blind spot. The Mormon Church,
likewise, says much about the dreadful con-
dition of the modem world, and of its spe-
cial responsibility to it as a divinely sanctioned
body-in fact, as the only divinely sanctioned
body-yet the Church’s own blind spot con-
sisting of apathy in the face of chronic human
problems is legendary. (Mormons rarely
mobilize to address a problem that doesn’t
involve substantial numbers of other Mor-
mons, that is not likely to generate a good deal
of positive publicity leading to more converts
or political influence, or that is not seen as
a threat to institutional integrity.)

The sincere questioner of the claims and
activities of a religion to which he or she is
heavily committed only needs the support of
kindred souls until his or her questioning
takes on a life of its own, which, if it is honest,
deep, thorough, and persistent enough, it will
most certainly do. Sonia helped see me
through until my questioning was alive and
well of its own accord, until the problems that
had initiated the questioning seemed paltry
by contrast. Eventually I was able to see clearly
that the picture the Latter-day Saints paint of
the Church, its origins, subsequent historical
development, and its current goals, is some-
times at wide variance with scholarly evi-
dence, contained in studies unknown and
unread by the vast majority of Mormons.

It is worse than ironic that in questioning,
in turn, what Sonia now advocates, I perceive
an all too familiar pattern. She should have
learned from her years of experience within
the Church a basic human law: any person
or organization that claims to have cornered
the market on truth or moral authority most
certainly has not. Sonia had much more to
offer her listeners that night than what they
heard. She said what her audience wanted to
hear instead of enlarging their vision to
include more than just themselves. The world
is made of all of us. Mormons alone can’t save
or change it, and neither can feminists. We

all are needed in the endless struggle to
improve the life we live together, like it or not.

It is sad and discouraging to add that Sonia
could have done much for a church that today
desperately needs reform and new directions.
Sonia’s excommunication was seen as her
badge of honor among the Mormon intel-
ligentsia. Her influence is missed in the bat-
tles now being waged to forge a more humane
Mormonism, actively focusing its tremendous
energies and organizational skills on the real
problems of the world, less concerned with
accumulating additional wealth, power,, pres-
tige, and converts; a more egalitarian Mor-
monism, valuing women as much as men,
acknowledging their adulthood, their right to
autonomy and to proportional represer~tation
in the halls of power; a more open and honest
Mormonism, unafraid to finally unlock and
examine all aspects of its controversial origins
and development as it charts its future; a more
tolerant Mormonism, less prone to stifle dis-
sent and punish dissenters, more willing to
listen and learn, to acknowledge and correct
past mistakes; a Mormonism which functions
less as a multinational corporation and more
as a vital and humanitarian world faith.

Instead, her exclusionary brand of
feminism alienates her Mormon supporters
and those who need her support, and con-
firms Mormon leaders in their reactionary
behavior, justifying to them in retrospect their
unfortunate treatment of a woman who dared
to speak her mind.

MARY

Can even morning dew wet the dust
Of Palestine? Cracked callous rimmed each
heel
As she returned to cook the morning meal
And clouds were golden grapes bunched just
Above. Before her sight was full to trust
His presence in the doorway to be real,
The air between them swelled, and she
could feel
It split like bread baking through its crust.

Behind her eyes a flute intoned the choir,
The sheep and shepherds clustered on :he
plains,
The star along whose rays voiced fire
Sang to a central blaze, and, by her heart,
A field of lilies whose light perfumed her
veins
And did not dim beneath the "Touch me
not."

-KATHRYN R ASHWORTH
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Proving All Things While Holding Fast to the Good

MODES OF BELIEF:
DAVID WHITMER, B. H. ROBERTS, WERNER HEISENBERG

By Karl C Sandberg

THE QUESTION PUT TO PETER AND THE OTHER APOSTLES

on the day of Pentecost, "’Men and brethren, what shall we do?,"
presupposes a more baslc question: "Brothers and sisters, what
shall we believe?", which in turn presupposes one more basic
still, "Brothers and sisters, how shall we believe?" The manner
of our belief selects the content of our belief, and both together
set our course and determine how we act in those things that
matter most and touch us at our deepest places. Where the
human questions and the religious questions are one.

At a time when talk about religious belief within Mormonism
turns increasingly upon the relation of the individual to institu-
tional authority,1 three unlikely companions of the road,
David Whitmer, B. H. Roberts, and Werner Heisenberg, exem-
plify three diverse modes of belief, among the many possible
modes, which may help us to think about the question in its
larger dimensions as well as in its particular Mormon context.

THE FAITHFUL WITNESS

DAVID WHITMER (1805-1888)is remembered in the Mor-
mon world principally for the fact that as one of the Three Wit-
nesses of the Book of Mormon, he never denied his testimony,
even though he apostatized from the Church. However, if we
read his last statement to the world, a pamphlet written in 1887
entitled An Address to All Believers in Christ, we can see that
he left the Church not because he became faithless but because
he remained faithful in his fashion.2 Formed in a culture
remote from the present, he nonetheless exemplifies a recur-
ring way of believing and a kind of Mormonism. He represents,
in sum, the type of the faithful witness.

The testimony of the: faithful witness begins with a private
experience, one not available to everyone, which sets the course
for the rest of his or her life, by establishing an external authority

KARL C 5ANDBERG is a professor of French and humanities
at Macalester College m St. Paul, Minnesota. This paper was
presented at the 1987 Washington Symposium.

to which all subsequent questions are addressed. The experience
of David Whitmer, so he testifies, was that an angel showed
him the plates of the Book of Mormon and that he heard the
voice of God declare the translation of them to be correct.Estab-
lished by the experience was the Book of Mormon, which, con-
raining the fullness of the doctrine of Christ, became the standard
by which all further religious questions were to be decided)

The eminently private character of the experience of the wit-
ness will sometimes require him or her to stand alone against
the maW. In the 1887 pamphlet, David Whitmer was ostensi-
bly speaking to all believers in Christ, but was in fact address-
ing the three churches which accepted the Book of Mormon:
the Church of Christ (of which Whitmer was an elder), the
Reorganized Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints in
Independence, Missouri, and the Church of Jesus Christ of
Latter-day Saints under John Taylor in Utah. He wanted to leave
a clarified testimony of the Book of Mormon before the world
which would disassociate the Book of Mormon from the errors
of doctrine, ordinances, and organization into which the latter
two churches had fallen under the direction of Joseph Smith.4
In the last year of his life, as the three Restoration churches
ignored his counsel and followed their various paths, David
Whitmer was left alone, like Mormon, standing against all of
his generation.~

The faithful witness has the additional conviction that he
or she has laid hold of the infallible criterion of truth, which he
or she subsequently does not question further.

For David Whitmer, infallibility came from the seer stone
which Joseph used to translate the Book of Mormon. It was
only after giving up the stone in early 1830 that Joseph began
to drift into error and speak revelations out of his own heart.~
Just why the seer stone guarantees authenticity is a question
which Whitmer appears not to have asked, but the authority
of the stone runs like a leitmotif through the entire pamphlet.

For others, the infallible mark of truth might be the phrase
"Thus saith the Lord," or the fact that a statement appears in
a Church publication, or, for those of a secular persuasion, that
the Party has decreed it thus, or that it occurs among, the
thoughts of Chairman Mao. Every group that lays claim to the
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truth has its seer stone.
From the notion of infallibility derives the conviction that

the message is unchangeable. It has been finalized. Once the
Word of God is written down, it becomes the standard by which
all subsequent revelations are judged] To trust in any person
rather than in the written word is to put one’s trust in the arm
of flesh? When some revelations were changed from their
original form in the Book of Commandments (1833) and repub-
lished in the Doctrine and Covenants (1835), David Whitmer
says, "as if God had changed his mind after giving his word.
No, brethren! God does not change and work in any such man-
ner as this .... "~ The faithful
witness is not infallible, for
David Whitmer confesses the
errors he had fallen into, but he
corrects them by returning to the
infallible and unchangeable writ-
ten word and hewing to it.

Allied to the belief in immuta-
bility is the conviction in the
faithful witness of having the full-
ness qf the truth, and for David
Whitmer, the Book of Mormon
was the fullness of God’s
word’° "The Book of Mormon
is full concerning all spiritual
matters pertaining to the Church
of Christ ... and we have no
need of the Doctrine and
Covenants or any other
creed.’’~’ If the Book of Mormon
contains a fullness, how can it
get fuller? The part of the faith-
ful witness then is not to move
forward, but to abide, neither
adding to the truth nor taking
from it.

And it is on the conviction of
the fullness and the unchange-
ableness of the Book of Mormon
that David Whitmer came out
from the Saints and testified of
the errors of the LDS and RLDS
churches.~2 The errors of Joseph
and others were many, and in
the pamphlet we get a picture of
what Mormonism would be like if it had been shaped by the
faithful witness holding to the unchangeable original views
expressed in the Book of Mormon.

First, there would be no prophet, seer, and revelator to the
Church because neither the primitive church in Jerusalem nor
the Nephite church on the American continent had one. The
members of the Church received the revealed will of God
individually by the gifts of the Holy Ghost. If any of you lack
wisdom, let him ask of God, and not ask the prophet, seer, and

revelator to inquire for him.’3
A Book of Mormon Mormonism would have no high priests,

since nowhere in the New Testament or the equivalent parts
of the Book of Mormon is the office of high priest mentioned
as an office or a calling in the church-Christ himself is the
only high priest.1~ The church organization among the
Nephites included elders, priests, and teachers, but no high
priests.’5

A Book of Mormon church would have no polygamy., for
the Book of Mormon is an anti-polygamy document. Here David
Whitmer bears down hard on the contradiction between the

Book of Mormon and later books
purporting to be scripture, fo:c the
Doctrine and Covenants says
that God approved of the mul-
tiple wives and concubines of
David and Solomon (DgzC
132:38-39), whereas the Book of
Mormon describes them as being
abominable to God (Jacob 2:24).

David Whitmer goes on to
cite the errors of publishing early
revelations when they were
commanded not to,’° changing
or adding to revelations pub-
lished in the 1833 Book of Com-
mandments when they were
republished in the Doctrine and
Covenants in 1835,17 changing
the name of the Church from the
Church of Christ, which name
had been stipulated by the Book
of Mormon, to the Church of the
Latter-day Saints (1834, under
the influence of Sidney Rig-
don),’~ and of undertaking too
hastily to build up the New
Jerusalem in Jackson County
when the Book of Mormon
teaches quite explicitly that the
New Jerusalem is to be built up
by the seed of Lehi, with the
Gentiles and others of the House
of Israel merely assisting
them. ~

In this light and seen from the
inside out, David Whitmer’s separation from the Church appears
not as an apostasy but rather as an expression of his testirnony.
The year of 1838 was a time of moral crisis for a believer in
the Book of Mormon, which glories in openness and plainness
(2 Nephi 25:4, 33:5,6) and speaks of oaths and secret combi-
nations as coming from the devil (Helaman 6: 26), because here
in Missouri a secret organization (the Danites) was being formed
which bound members by oath to support the leaders of the
Church in everything they should teach, and affixed penalties

SEPTEMBER 1988 DAVID WHITMER PAGE ll



S U N S T O N E

to deviations therefrom. All those who refused to take the oath
were regarded as dissidents from the Church.2° One senses
David Whitmer’s repugnance at the thought of swearing to do
vengeance in the name of the Lord.21 When he tried to show
these people their error, he said, his persecutions became such
that he was forced to leave the community. According to Whit-
mer, as he rode out of Par West in June 1838, "God spake to
me again with his own voice from the heavens, and told me
to ’separate myself from the Latter Day Saints, for as they sought
to do to me, so should it be done unto them.’

THE MAGNIFYING DISCIPLE

BH. ROBERTS (1857-1_933) is remembered among Mormons
as one of their foremost defenders of the faith, rising to defend
the cause of Mormonism in any situation where it was
challenged2~ and always stating and confronting the strongest
criticisms that could be raised against it.2~ He exemplifies a
second mode of belief. Roberts overcame the adversity of
poverty and a bleak adolescence in a mining camp in Park City;
he experienced Mormo~q.ism as a counterbalance to the down-
ward drag of his environment.-’~ He became the type of the
magni_~ing disciple.

He summarized his mode of belief himself in a 1906 article
in The Improvement Era. He first quoted Josiah Royce as saying
that

Disciples and partisans, in the world of religious and
of philosophical opinion are of two sorts. There are, first,
the disciples pure and simple-people who fall under
the spell of a person or of a doctrine, and whose whole
intellectual life thenceforth consists in their partisanship.
They expound, and ,defend, and ward off foes, and live
and die in one formula. Such disciples may be indispens-
able at first in helping a new teaching get a popular hear-
ing, but in the long run they rather hinder than help
the wholesome growth of the very ideas they defend;
for great ideas live by growing, and a doctrine that has
merely to be preache,:k over and over, in the same terms,
cannot possibly be the whole truth. No man ought to
be a mere disciple even of himself. We live spiritually
by outliving our formulas and by thus enriching our
sense of their deeper meaning. Noxv the disciples of the
first sort do not live in this larger and more spiritual
sense. They repeat. And true life is never mere repetition.

On the other hand there are disciples of a second
sort. They are.., attracted to a new doctrine by the
fact that it gave expression in a novel way to some large
and deep interest that had already gown up in them-
selves, and which had already come, more or less
independently, to tlc~eir own consciousness. They thus
bring to the new teaching, from the first~ their own per-
sonal contribution, and the truth that they gain is
changed as it enters their souls. The seed that the sower
strews upon their fields spnngs up in their soil, and bears
fruit-thirty, sixty, and one hundred fold. They return

to their master his own with usury. Such . . . are the
disciples that it is worthwhile for a master to have. Dis-
ciples of the first sort often become as Schopenhauer
said, mere magnifying mirrors within which one sees
enlarged, all the defects of a doctrine. Disciples of the
second sort cooperate in the works of the spirit; and
even if they always remain disciples rather than origi-
nators, they help to lead the thought that they accept
to a truer expression. They force it beyond its earlier
and cruder stages of development.

Roberts then comments,
I believe Mormonism affords opportunities for dis-

ciples of the second sort; nay, its crying need is for such
disciples. It calls for thoughtful disciples who will not
be content with merely repeating some of its truths, but
will develop its truths and enlarge it by that develop-
ment. Not half-not one-hundredth part-not a
thousandth part of what Joseph Smith revealed to the
Church has yet been unfolded, either to the Church or
to the world. The work of the expounder has scarcely
begun. The Prophet planted by teaching the germ-truths
of the great dispensation of the fullness of times. The
watering and weeding is going on and God is giving.
the increase, and will give it more abundantly in the
future as more intelligent discipleship shall obtain. The
disciples of Mormonism growing discontent with the
necessarily primitive methods which have hither to
prevailed in sustaining the doctrine, will yet take pro-
founder and broader views of the great doctrines com-
mitted to the Church; and departing from mere
repetition, will cast them into new formulas; cooperat-
ing in the works of the Spirit, until they help to give
to the truths received a more forceful expression, and
carry it beyond the earlier and cruder stages of its
development.-~°
The magnifying disciple thus sees the world as dynamic,

not static, and is ready to respond to changing situations. The
fundamental law of the universe is in becoming, not in being.
Moreover, for Roberts the genius of Mormonism was not that
it possessed a fullness of anything, but that it held the key to
increase. In a conference address he said, "In the truth of prin-
ciples we have received from God we are strong; not so much,
either, because of the little truth that has been revealed to us;
the little knowledge to which we have attained, but more
because of the great ocean of knowledge we have access to,
through one of the great principles we announce as a doctrine
to the world, namely: revelation.’’~r For this disciple, the
truth, the vitality, and the value of a doctrine are not in what
it states but in what it implies, and it is the disciple’s task to
draw out its implications.

The disciple should therefore expect that a doctrine will
change as it is magnified. Faith is best defended by living and
growing in response to the flux of the world and its permuta-
tions, even if it entails casting off old suppositions or forms.

If the disciple fulfills the task of seeing the doctrine in increas-
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ingly larger perspectives, he or she will be a perpetual candi-
date, in Ionesco’s phrase, for the total doctorate. The magnify-
ing disciple has the same taste in the mouth, the same hankering,
as Orson Pratt felt when he undertook to preach a "Funeral
Sermon for All Saints and Sinners, and also the Heavens and
the Earth." Being so moved, the disciple cannot a priori eliminate
or refuse to contemplate any facet of human existence or refuse
truth from any source.

For B. H. Roberts this notion implied acceptance of the truths
of science no less than the truths of revelation. A challenge has
not been answered, he felt, until it has been stated in its stron-
gest terms and answered on its
own grounds. To leave out the
truths established by science
would mean leaving out a large
portion of Mormonism.

In the composition of Roberts’
magnum opus, The Truth, the
Way, the Life, and in the con-
troversy surrounding its pro-
posed publication (ca. 1928-31)
we can see the role of the mag-
nifying disciple being acted out
as well as its disjunction with the
way of the faithful witness.

Around 1926 Roberts
encountered Herbert Spencer’s
comprehensive account of the
earth and human life within a
framework of Darwinian evolu-
tion, as rendered by Will Dur-
ant in his Story of Philosophy.
Durant recognized the implica-
tions of the Darwinian world
view as the most profound and
powerful challenge to any and all
religions in the twentieth century
especially as Spencer had
extended the principle of evolu-
tion from biology to politics, eco-
nomics, ethics, and aesthetics,
making it the basis for a total
explanation of humanity’s rela-
tion to the cosmos. Spencer first
concluded that since knowledge
cannot overstep experience, we
have no knowledge of any of the ultimates, whether scientific
or religious. Within this framework, Spencer’s succeeding
volumes examine the evolution of life, mind, and society, ending
with the ethics implied in the materialistic view. And the final
word is grim-individuals, societies, races, and species will grow
and then disintegrate. The earth itself will wind down and dis-
solve. On the cosmic scale, everything will begin again, end-
lessly. Defeat of the human enterprise is written into the
elements.2~

The value oF a doctrine is
in what :it implies; it is
, lsciples task to draw out

it .... "s Implicanons.

Roberts was horrified at the gloom and profound pessimism
of the views Spencer had worked out over forty years and ten
volumes, and he wanted to get into the ring with him to see
how Mormonism would measure against this new world
view.> For Roberts as a defender of the faith, it was impera-
tive to respond because "religion, to be effective, must appeal
to the understanding as well as to the emotions of man.’’3° He
consequently shaped The Truth, the Way, the Life into a response
to the Spencerian view of man and his world, even to follow-
ing the general organization of Spencer’s work.

Like Spencer, Roberts begins with knowledge, but makes
a place for revelation, thus fur-
nishing a larger context than
materialistic evolution for the
formation of the earth and the
development of life. Spencer’s
notions about the evolution of
societies are leavened by a dis-
pensational view of history with
the infinite atonement of Christ
at the center of it. And like
Spencer, he concludes with a
consideration of ethics ("the
Life") implied in the previous
views. What Spencer had done
with materialistic evolution, B. H.
Roberts would do with Mor-
monism, but on a grander scale.

To get a coherent picture of
human life, Roberts had to part
company with the 6,000-year-
old earth. He accepted the record
of the rocks as a repository of
truth which cannot be ignored
or explained away, and which,
reaching back hundreds of mil-
lions of years gives evidence of
human-like races that peopled
the earth long before 4000 B.C.
Roberts therefore introduced the
concept of pre-Adamites that
were destroyed in some general
catastrophe, leaving the earth
empty and ready to be
replenished, much as in the time
of Noah after the flood. And

thereby hangs a tale.
The Truth, the Way, the Life did not get published, because

of the opposition of another defender of the faith, Apostle Joseph
Fielding Smith, who possessed all the characteristics of the faith-
ful witness. Though the entire world might oppose him, he held
firmly to the concept of an infallible and immutable scripture
and to a world view formed in Mormonism in the 1830s. His
conclusion was that the 6000-year-old earth was the lynch pin
of the Plan of Salvation. The atonement of Christ depended
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on there having been a Fall, and the Fall depended on there
having been an Adam and Eve who introduced death into the
world. Since the scriptures indicate that Adam and Eve lived
6,000 years ago, nothing could have d.ied before then, and no
fossils could be more than 6,000 years old without overturn-
ing the Plan of Salvation. Smith felt that no responsible apostle
could dissent publicly from this position. Since Roberts refused
to delete the offending passages from his work, the two men
fought a long and bitte:r battle over its publication.

During the controversy about publishing The Truth, the Way,
the Life neither side was able to satisfy the other, and the First
Presidency, whose pmTnission was necessary because of
Roberts’s stature as a Church spokesman, concluded that con-
tinued public discussion of the matter would lead simply to
"confusion, division, and misunderstanding.’’3~ In order to
avoid controversy The Truth, the Way, the Life was not
published )2

This confrontation provides some basis for reflecting on the
two modes of belief involved. Had the work been published,
it would have had to have been corrected. The science upon
which the work was based has changed. Moreover, the theol-
ogy upon which it was based has also changed. In getting the
world peopled, Roberts developed an elaborate scheme whereby
those who were less valiant in a pre-existence, i.e., the blacks,
would be denied access to the priesthood. This priesthood
policy was supposedly written into the very structure of the
cosmos, but the change of policy in 1978 unhinged this par-
ticular theological notion. The test of the way of the magnify-
ing disciple as defender of the faith would then be seen in the
degree that it provides for self-correction.

The effect of not publishing also shows implications for the
way of the faithful witness. Holding fast to a finalized doctrine
resulted in a de facto repudiation of science in its principles
and findings. Although John A. Widtsoe as an apostle continued
to present: a view compatible with science in the Improvement
Era during the 1940s, the tide had turned, and the official church
presented the picture of withdrawing behind a wall to assume
a strictly defensive posture, culminating in the publication of
Joseph Fielding Smith’s Man, His Origin and Destiny in 1954
and in Bruce McConkie’s attempt to stake out and delimit Mor-
monism within a strictly dogmatic theology in Mormon Doc-
trine (1960).

To the extent that it repudiated science, the Church lost both
the ability to speak with the part of society dominated by science
and the ability to exercise the prophetic role of challenging the
secular society, since the challenge must necessarily be in terms
which the society can understand. It began a current which
ended in the standardization of the missionary plan and in the
standardization of all Church lessons and programs through
the Correlation Committee, whereby controversy is avoided
by not asking the pertinent questions and by providing the
predetermined correct answers to the ones it does raise. Some-
thing may have been gained by avoiding controversy, but cer-
tainly much was lost. During the nineteenth century,
Mormonism met every’ challenge head on, from sectarian

attackers to the U.S. government. In confronting the most impor-
tant and far-reaching intellectual challenge of the twentieth cen-
tury, it flinched. Let us own the debt.

THE UNFETTERED SEEKER

AFTER a certain amount of eavesdropping on the family
discussions and tensions in the household of faith and rea-
son, it is refreshing to get out of the house and take a walk
with someone unconnected with the family to see the ques-
tions from a new perspective. Such a friend is Werner Heisen-
berg, one of the key figures in the "Copenhagen group" of
physicists who developed quantum physics during the 1920s
and effected a revolution in scientific thought. The formation
of this body of theory made possible the development of nuclear
energy, the new biology (DNA), and the microchip.> In
attempting to explore the atomic and subatomic world, physi-
cists of this group concluded that the Newtonian principles
and models which had served so well for exploring visible
nature for over 200 years were not sufficient for the new task,
and they proceeded to rethink the whole enterprise of science.
At a time when a positivistic, deterministic science dominated
Western thought generally, the Copenhagen group came to reject
determinism and objectivity as principles, demonstrating that
material reality depends in part on how we choose to observe
it and that the cosmos is in a fundamental way open and par-
ticipatory)’ Heisenberg himself is remembered for having
established the uncertainty principle-that it is impossible to
know both the location and the velocity of a subatomic parti-
cle at any given moment. Without dipping deeper into the bot-
tomless sea of quantum physics, I would like to consider only
the qualities of mind and spirit that made Heisenberg a type
of believer, the unfettered seeker.

In his intellectual autobiography, Physics and Beyond, Heisen-
berg describes himself coming into young manhood in the after-
math of World War I. Far from being the defender of a faith,
he belonged to a generation which had seen all of the ready-
made, received values of religion, society, and ethics fall as
casualties in the trenches.~ After much casting about, he set-
tied on physics as a field of study-at a time and place where
everything visible was in disorder, the theories of relativity of
Einstein and the work of Max Planck and Niels Bohr had opened
up unexplored territory, making physics a promising field for
pushing closer to a knowledge of the "central order.’’~

To consider the biblical question, "what does it profit to gain
the whole world if one loses one’s own soul?", it is helpful to
see what is left when one has lost the whole world and still
has one’s soul. Heisenberg’s example is therefore pertinent, in
that he shows what resources of belief are possible outside a
framework of revelation or dogTna after one’s inherited, tradi-
tional beliefs have been destroyed. The way of the seeker begins
with the realization that his or her baggage has been cast over-
board and with an act of faith that even when the visible foun-
dations have been shaken, whatever they be, there is an order
which is more fundamental still and which undergirds
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everything.
Heisenberg also shows another characteristic of the unfet-

tered seeker-being moved by an ultimate seriousness about
troth, he or she is never satisfied with secondary questions or
partial explanations and thereby joins the seeker in the realm
of religion. This characteristic also explains why Heisenberg
turned away from the positivistic science of his time. It left too
much out. It equated "understanding" with "predictive ability,"
but one can predict the path of an airplane in flight, he said,
only if we understand the intentions of the pilot, and a discus-
sion of "intentionality" is ruled out a priori by the positivistic
ethos.~r Moreover, positivists
have tended to turn away from
universal questions to experi-
mental questions of particular
facts. The great values of the
positivistic mode have been
bought at the price of renounc-
ing discussion of wider issues.38
Science no less than religion
turns away from confronting
basic or general questions,
thereby often turning away as
well from the only means avail-
able for the solution. As Heisen-
berg later pointed out, "the
genuine solution of a difficult
problem is neither more nor less
than a glimpse of the wider

~39context ....
The unfettered seeker must

nonetheless cope with estab-
lished authority. In the 1920s the
Copenhagen group, which today
is recogni7ed as the creators of
modem physics, was looked
upon as a kind of lunatic fringe.
The field itself was dominated by
those who believed that Newto-
nian physics gave a complete
and adequate account of the
physical world. The Copenhagen
group therefore not only had to
contend with the intellectual
problem of exploring the nature
of matter in new and
unimagined ways, they also had to contend with the ubiqui-
tous authority of the scientific establishment. After construct-
ing a larger system that did not so much negate as subsume
Newtonian physics-the Mediterranean world did not cease to
exist after Columbus, but it did cease to be the entire world-
there remained the task of persuading their colleagues that the
traditionally established concepts and models did not work in
the subatomic realm and that the new ones proposed by quan-
tum theory did. Even Einstein, for example, was never entirely

convinced by the theory of quantum mechanics and went no
further than finally giving a grudging, ad hoc acquiescence to
it. The new theory gained ground only by demonstrating its
worth. Every foot of ground was contested.4°

This example gives a helpful slant on viewing authority,
which works in political and scientific arenas as well as m the
religion. Authority never gets in place without first filling and
continuing to fill some necessary function. The mischief is that
its role is most often oriented to the present or to the past;
it is of limited value, and is often a hindrance, in grappling with
new problems which concern the future. The unfettered seekers

may be carrying no excess bag-
gage, but are nonetheless con-
strained by circumstance to
contend with authority by
demonstrating the value of what
they are doing.

The chief difficulty in the
struggle to explore and describe
the subatomic order was that
people had to learn to think in
fundamentally new ways which
sometimes seemed to violate the
very laws of thought. A tough-
minded empirical scientist
would have difficulty following
the dictum of Niels Bohr, "The
opposite of a true statement is a
false statement, but the opposite
of a profound truth may well be
another profound truth.’’<
Nevertheless, the ability and the
courage to rethink the fun-
damentals of one’s world, to
accept that the world is not the
equivalent of any of the forms
people use to think about it or
live in it, may be the most salient
characteristic of the unfettered
seeker. The greatest achievement
of Columbus in discovering
America, said Heisenberg, was
not in believing the earth was
round or in sailing west to get
to India or that he had prepared
carefully or rigged his ships

expertly. Others had thought or done as much. "His most
remarkable feat was to leave the known regions of the world
and to sail westward far beyond the point from which his pro-
visions could have got him back home again .... In science,
too, it is impossible to open up new territory unless one is pre-
pared to leave the safe anchorage of established doctrine and
run the risk of a hazardous leap forward.’’42 Usually science is
not so hazardous and requires no more than the acceptance
or elaboration of new ideas (in the manner of the magnifying
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disciple), but at the frontiers, when there are new problems
to be solved, sometimes the very structure of scientific thought
may have to be changed. The mettle of the seeker will be tested
by hearing people all around saying that others have tried it,
and they really did sail off the edge of the world.

CONCLUSIONS

WE have then, in summary, the picture of three types

of believers. The faithful witness has the infallible criterion of
truth and a fullness of the unchanging message of truth. The
magnifying disciple has a core of truth and the key to getting
more, from which to draw out the implications of truth in
response to the challenges from without. Both work within a
framework of revelation. The unfettered seeker has no revela-
tion and therefore no core, but is moved by the faith and the
desire of penetrating to the central order of things, a task which
is always in process and which will eventually entail rethink-
ing the basic suppositions of the system, whatever it is. Though
unfettered in mind, the seeker is nonetheless constrained by
circumstance to demonstrate the pragmatic value of his or her
supposed advances.

The example of David Whitmer as the faithful witness shows
forth plainly the subjective character of the spiritual experiences
that are the headwaters of belief and provides the basis for three
remarks.

The first is in the form of a question: How shall we respond
to the experience of someone who affirms an immediate
experience and communication with divine beings? We can-
not know the experience subjectively, although we may have
our own subjective feelings about it. We cannot replicate it.
We cannot get inside of it to see it from the inside out. On
the other hand, if we approach it analytically and objectively,
we find ourselves outsiders, much like the men who accom-
panied Saul of Tarsus to Damascus. They saw Saul fall from
his horse and heard him speaking with a voice that they did
not hear. Subjectively, Saul saw the resurrected Jesus and heard
him speak, but all that those with him could see, practicing
empiricists as they were, was a man hallucinating in the sun.
For Saul, the reality of the experience was such that he spent
the rest of his life trying to understand it and to live out its
implications. The men with him presumably went back to
Jerusalem, and having put in their time, drew their pay.

Spiritual experiences are supremely authoritative for the one
who has them, as William James points out, but not for
others/3 We can only know our own experiences, and the
responsibility for the significance we attach to them is total.
Whether we be the fiddle upon which the forces of the
numinous world improvise in their revels, or whether we be
among those in whom that cord is unstrung or broken, the
testimony of the faithful witness causes us to look inward. To
what, and on what basis, will we stand as witnesses? If we
pledge to remain true and faithful, on what basis will we answer
the questions, to whom? to what? and why? In terms of the
religious life, these questions may turn out to be more valua-

ble than ready acceptance of what the witness testifies. "With
the endless burrowing," said Henry Miller, "a certitude develops
which is greater than faith or belief.’’4~

The second remark we may make about David Whitmer
is that in observing the changes in the new church, he was
right. The forms of Mormonism-doctrines, organization, and
ordinances-had changed in important ways between 1828 and
1838, and have continued to change right through the present
time. But in assuming that the flood of revelation could be
turned back once it had started, he was egregiously mistaken.
A continuing revelation turns out to mean in practice that every
revelation is in some way partial and to that extent tentative,
often with the effect of triggering a new revelation to elaborate
the old one, making change inevitable.

A third remark is that the faithful witness, who finalizes and
then holds to a fixed truth at all costs, cannot accommodate
change. The type has nonetheless recurred many times in Mor-
monism, as elsewhere-the mode remains constant and only
the content of belief changes. David Whitmer could accept the
Book of Mormon but not the Doctrine and Covenants. Others,
such as William Marks, could accept the Doctrine and
Covenants up to but not including section 132. John Taylor
could accept section 132, but could not imagine a Mormonism
without plural marriage as the very bones of the world, and
many tenacious and courageous souls since that time have also
acted out the part of the faithful witness maintaining the pat-
tern of the nineteenth-century church at all costs. And it may
be that we also partake of this mode any time that we say "I
have a testimony of       " and mean thereby that we have
baked the ship’s biscuit so hard that we hold unimproveable
views.

It is at times when the flux of the world is most evident
that the shortcomings of the stance of the faithful witness are
seen most clearly. In a church undergoing change, David Whit-
mer, who held faithfully to what was immutable and infallible,
lasted ten years. In the end, the sure way to prove unfaithful
to a doctrine is to try to finalize it and to hold to it exactly.
One thinks of the late Bishop Pike’s rendition of the first com-
mandment: "Thou shalt have no other gods before me, not even
the best idea you have of me."

In contemporary Mormonism, the same difficulty awaits the
magnifying disciple: what he or she says is likewise never more
than partial, and in responding to the challenges of changing
times, there is the risk that the faith will merely be absorbed
by the prevailing fashion, with all of its vagaries and faddish
transiency. Nonetheless, it is only individuals or churches
imbued with the spirit of the magnifying disciple that can exer-
cise the prophetic calling of challenging a changing and secu-
lar world, because they are the only ones who have the means
of understanding it in its own terms and thus speaking with it.

A further observation is that both the mind that believes
it possesses a fullness and the mind that believes it possesses
only a core to be added to are permanent features of Mor-
monism. Neither will completely displace the other, and the
loss would probably be immense if either prevailed totally. But
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a more interesting question is whether the metaphor of the ten-
sions between the way of the faithful witness and that of the
magnifying disciple adequately express what Mormonism is
about. As Mormonism encounters new cultures in its missionary
outreach, we may think of the white man who took a stick
and drew a circle, saying, "This is what the Indian knows" then,
drew a larger circle around it and said, "This is what the white
man knows." The Indian took the stick, and drawing a huge
circle around both, said, "This is where the white man and the
Indian know nothing." Heisenberg as Indian will not let us forget
that there are still other dimensions and questions of belief and
unbelief in the twentieth century-such as those centering
around the world views of science and the disappearance of
traditional ways of belief-that have not been explored or
delimited. Mormonism at one time turned away from them or
did not encounter them, and yet it must eventually face them
if it is to fulfill its professed mission.

Expressing the situation in these terms suggests yet another
Heisenbergian aspect of belief. When the movement toward
specialization in science and the separation of faith from secu-
lar knowledge in religion have resulted in an intellectual and
cultural fragmentation, it is reassuring to have the picture that
Heisenberg gives of a mind always moving toward the discus-
sion of larger issues and toward the connectedness of
knowledge. His example also suggests that in enlarging one’s
view of the world in the manner of the magnifying disciple,
there comes a point when what seem to be fundamental views
have to be rethought in new ways, when there must be new
wineskins for new wine. What happened in the scientific world
of the twentieth century has already happened at other times
in religious contexts, e.g., Jesus and the religious traditionalists
of his time. The same kind of situation currently seems to be
urging, even forcing itself upon Mormonism, and Heisenberg’s
approach is as much a part of Mormonism as the Golden Plates.

But here someone will surely cry out, "Could there even be
a Mormon Heisenberg? Doesn’t the very fact of accepting mem-
bership and discipleship impose fetters?" And the answer is,
"No, not necessarily." Fetters can take the form of creeds or
of attitudes. Now the idea is old in Mormonism that creeds
are an abomination in the sight of God, not because they are
false creeds, but because they are creeds. This idea about creeds
is as old as the idea of authority, to which it stands in tension.
As for the intellectual fetters abetted by the social pressures
and expectations of the group, we may remember that just as
the limits of the oppressor are always set by the oppressed,
so fetters of mind and spirit are always self-imposed. But can
one unfetter oneself comfortably and safely within the bosom
of the Church? No, but Joseph Smith, probably the most unfet-
tered Mormon, could not do it comfortably and safely, either.

But isn’t such a statement fanciful, one might ask, when the
whole Church appears to be acting out the part of the faithful
witness, endlessly repeating the same message in the same terms,
as if the current manuals had alTived at a definitive statement
of truth? It would seem so when one visits wards across the
land and around the world and hears the same pre-formed ques-

tions asked and the same pre-formed answers read as the
appropriate response of the class members.

On the other hand, when the role of the magnifying disci-
ple with its accompanying independence of thought was eased
out of the official church, it merely went underground like the
Snake River, to emerge at a different point downstream iFt such
forms as Dialogue: A Journal of Mormon Thought, SUNSTONF_, and
the new generation of Mormon historians. There is good rea-
son to believe that the intellectual activity of Mormonism has
never been livelier, and that the forces moving within Mor-
monism and the larger society will inevitably bring a recasting
of yet more forms that were once thought to be unalterable,
which brings us to a final surmise.

Mormonism is not identical to or synonymous with any or
all of its forms. None of its views are unimprovable. Its genius
is to push beyond. It’s scope will be enlarged by those who are
drawn by the tug of its spirit and who will combine the attrib-
utes of the magnifying disciple and the unfettered seeker, who
will not wait further for the Church to give them what God
has already given them. The Apostle Paul said, "We havre this
treasure in earthen vessels" (2 Corinthians 4:7). In a time of
thinking anew, the urgent task of the seeker and the believer
is to ask, "Which is the treasure, and which the vessel?"
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MY YELLOW LIGHT

Darkness takes the room,
First the table, then the rug,
Walls, books, pushing my
Yellow light to the window
Then dumps it

Down
Into the street.

I stumble into the hall,
Down the black stairwell,
Then out the door
Onto the sidewalk where
My yellow light lies quivering,
Trying not to slide

Down
The storm drain.

I put my foot on its tail
And grasp it by the scruff
Of the neck and carry it back
To my room and spread it
Liberally on the walls
and ceiling, tacking it with
Nails to keep the darkness
From pushing it back

Down
Into the street.

-GAVIN DOUGLAS

YOUR FAITH
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The Prophet Joseph: Essays On the Life and
Mission of Joseph Smith. Nineteen expert scholars
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The Best of Lowell Bennion. Thirty-three essays,
articles, lessons, book excerpts and personal experi-
ences by well-loved author and teacher Lowell
Bennion. Edited by Eugene England. $16.95

Find these new books wherever Deseret Book publications are sold.
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Pillars of My Faith

A CHRISTIAN BY YEARNING

By Levi S. Peterson

I BELONG TO A LARGE AND AFFECTIONATE FAMILY. Through

phone calls, letters, and reunions I keep in touch with brothers,
sisters, nephews, nieces, and innumerable cousins, most of
whom are faithful Latter-day Saints. I converse amicably with
my relatives on many subjects. However, when I take up the
topic of religion, they often become wary and reserved. They
know I am a doubter, and they wish to avoid an unseemly
confrontation.

I acknowledge that it is my own provocative and ribald
behavior that places a barrier between me and my relatives.
That fact does not diminish my regret, for I love them very
much. On occasion I suffer from the perception that I am dan-
gerous to them. I am like Rappaccini’s daughter in Hawthorne’s
famous story. The unearthly flowers which the scientist Rap-
paccini had created imbued his daughter with a lethal emana-
tion. She could not associate with ordinary mortals because
her very breath would kill them. As I say, I find in Hawthorne’s
story an apt figure for my relationship with those faithful Mor-
mons who hold me in greatest affection. At times I feel my mere
presence is a poison.

Four or five years ago my sister Mary surprised me by con-
fiding to me a spiritual manifestation she had experienced in
the Mesa temple. I see Mary only once or twice a year on my
visits to Arizona. She always greets me with a warm embrace
and chats affably about our mutual concerns. Yet I believe she
feels vulnerable and cautiously avoids challenges to her faith.
With many apologies she returned unread a book of my short
stories which I had mailed her as a gift. I therefore recognized
an extraordinary courage and generosity when she shared with
me her remarkable experience with deity. I think she risked
my rebuttal and scorn, which I am happy to say I neither felt
nor expressed, because she hoped to help me. I think she hoped
the unusual manifestation given her would help turn me toward
a more complete obedience to the commandments.

LEVI S. PETERSON is a pro[essor of English at Weber State
College. He is the author oi-The Canyons of Grace, stories; The
Backslider, a novel; and Juanita Brooks, a biography.

When I was a child I both believed and doubted. When
my brothers told me God’s eyes could pierce concrete or could
penetrate the dark recesses of a root cellar where I had Laken
refuge to pursue unhallowed impulses, I doubted that they could.
On the other hand I often found myself directing silent sen-
tences toward God, as if I truly believed that he had hid him-
self within the sound of my imagined voice. Now that I am
an adult, I no longer hold conversations with God. I am too
much a doubter, having no gift for intuiting spirit beyond the
world of matter. Yet I am still a Christian and a Latter-day .Saint.
To many, my Christian aspirations will seem paltry. I have no
thoughts about exaltation in the celestial kingdom, no ambi-
tions to be a king, priest, and ruler over worlds without end.
Instead I concentrate upon that most incredible miracle, the
resurrection of the dead. I will thank my Lord with an utter
fervor if he will again give form and fire to my cold ashes.

I became a confirmed doubter within a few days after my
arrival in the French mission in November 1954. Late one after-
noon my senior companion and I arrived in La Chaux de Fonds,
a small watch-making city in the Jura Mountains of Switzer-
land. Without pause we deposited our trunks in our new
quarters and conscientiously went out tracting For a couple
of hours we knocked on doors without gaining entrance. In
that brief period I reassessed the nature of my mission. Its
novelty and achievement had already faded and its tedium and
frustration loomed. Clearly the vast majority of people m the
world were apathetic toward the Latter-day Saint message. I
was therefore doubly grateful when at last a man invited us
in. Although his bristling grey hair and round wire-rimmed spec-
tacles gave him a stern, ascetic appearance, he seated us with
polite dignity and asked his wife to serve us mint tea and cook-
ies. He informed us that he favored the Jehovah’s Witnesses
but would value any new light we might throw upon the Bible.
He listened attentively and scrutinized each biblical passage
to which we referred. He agreed that we could return on another
day and again on another. At the end of our third meeting he
politely said he had heard enough. He could not find sufficient
evidence for the Joseph Smith story in his Bible to justify fur-
ther lessons.
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This turn of events, minor though it was, precipitated a
spiritual crisis for me. According to the faith in which I had
been raised, this man stood condemned. He could make no
excuse on Judgment Day. He could not claim that the mission-
aries had failed to reach him and that the glad tidings had never
been preached to him. He had examined the truth closely yet
had denied it. This was a crisis, I say, because I simply could
not believe that a man of such evident kindness and sincerity
could stand in any manner condemned before God. And by
extension, I had suddenly lost my ability to believe that all the
other good and sincere people in the world would stand con-
demned for failing to accept the particular interpretation of the
gospel which the Morn-ton missionaries carried. It no longer
seemed imperative to me that everyone in the world become
a Latter-day Saint. And with the fall of this premise, a long line
of other premises tumbled like dominoes in my mind.

I do not need to say that my mission proved a difficult
experience. At one mmnent, after I had been made a senior
companion and transferred to Charleroi, Belgium, I made
arrangements to abandon my mission and only at the last
moment decided to carry on, principally because I couldn’t think
of a single person who would welcome me home. I knocked
on thousands of doors and delivered the missionary lessons
hundreds of times in a strictly matter-of-fact, expository vein.
I refused to bear a testimony, and I lived with a constant dread
that someone might ask me point-blank whether I believed what
I preached. Luckily no one ever did. I baptized three persons
and was the initial contact for a family who later proved, as
most converts in those days did not, permanent, sustaining
members of their branch. In addition, I regularly saved a third
to a half of my monthly stipend and gave it to the poor I met
while tracting, and I used my beloved Louis Segond transla-
tion of the Bible to comfort and encourage the downhearted
I met in any context, regardless of their attitude toward the
Latter-day Saint message. A Mormon missionary could be, I
learned, a kind of roving free-lance minister of the universal
gospel. It now seems, thirty-one years following my return, that
my mission was a rare and invaluable experience and that I
am fortunate to have been persuaded to carry it to an honor-
able end.

Today I am a more or less active Mormon. I attend sacra-
ment meeting regularly, I am a home teacher, I am a half-time
instructor of my ward high priests’ group. I am uninterested
in what I will call secondary theological questions such as the
authenticity of the Book of Mormon, the prophetical character
of Joseph Smith, and the doctrine of the three degrees of glory.
I do not quarrel with those doctrines. If my fellow Mormons
consider them important, I too will stand by them, and I will
certainly not fail to give them an orthodox cast when I lead
discussions in my high priests’ group. But in my private rumi-
nations I dwell instead upon the more primary matters of the
fatherhood of God, the redemptive sacrifice of Jesus Christ, and
the immortality of the human soul.

Pedictably, I sense that my worship differs from that of
many with whom I share a pew in sacrament meeting. This
difference arises, I think, from a difference in the focus of our
fundamental human anxiety. Christians have traditionally been
anxious chiefly over the salvation of their soul. I speak here
of salvation in the broad Christian usage signifying the entrance
of the soul after death into the bliss of God’s eternal presence.
The late medieval English play Everyman expresses this tradi-
tional anxiety in a forthright manner. At the beginning of this
simple allegory, God commands Death to summon Everyman
before him for judgment. When Death informs Everyman that
he must descend into the grave, this representative of univer-
sal humanity frantically begs time to arrange his affairs. Death
allows him only to canvass his acquaintances to determine who
will accompany him into the grave. Everyman is greatly disil-
lusioned to discover that, despite their earlier promises, his
hearty comrades Fellowship, Kindred, and Goods refuse to go
with him. Even his old allies Strength, Discretion, Beauty, and
Five Wits ultimately fail to accompany him. Only Good Deeds,
much attenuated by Everyman’s long neglect, is willing to go
with him to judgment. As the play ends and Everyman and
Good Deeds, newly fortified by Knowledge and Confession,
descend into the grave, Everyman prays: "Into thy hands, Lord,
my soul I commend. Receive it, Lord, that it be not lost. As
thou me boughtest, so me defend. And save me from the fiend’s
boast, That I may appear with that blessed host, That shall be
saved at the day of doom."

Although Latter-day Saints assert that their theology has
abolished the doctrine of hell, they actually fear eternal punish-
ment in much the same manner as other Christians. The outer
darkness to which Mormons relegate those who deny the Holy
Ghost is in its own way as frightening as the fiery hell in which
their Puritan ancestors believed. Of course, Mormons commonly
reassure one another that most sinners will be assigned to the
lesser kingdoms of gloW, the telestial and terrestrial kingdoms.
These kingdoms are not thought of as places of active torment;
their inhabitants will suffer chiefly because they will recognize
the infinite opportunities of the celestial kingdom which they
have failed to inherit. The blessed inhabitants of the celestial
kingdom will enjoy the presence of God and will become the
creators of worlds and the parents of spiritual children. As
benign as this teaching seems, the prospect of failing to achieve
the celestial kingdom fills many Latter-day Saints with dread.
Even faithful, meticulous Mormons frequently express anxiety
that they will not prove worthy of that blissful condition. In
effect they suffer a traditional Christian anxiety over damnation.

If I differ from the typical Latter-day Saint, it is because
my anxiety is focused not upon whether my immortal soul may
suffer damnation but upon whether I have an immortal soul.
I find my kind of anxiety well expressed in The Seventh Seal,
a movie by the contemporary Swedish director Ingmar Berg-
man. I have viewed this movie numerous times during the past
thirty years. Like Everyman, this movie is an allegory. It is about
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a medieval knight who encounters Death while returning from
a crusade. Whimsically Death agrees to a game of chess, to be
played intermittently as the knight and his companions ride
cross-country toward the knight’s castle. As long as the knight
can forestall the checkmating of his king, Death will allow him
to live. Everywhere are grisly reminders of Death’s dominion,
for the plague is sweeping the land. An entire village has been
decimated; an unburied corpse rots by the roadside; a villainous
priest dies in agony before the horrified eyes of the knight and
his retinue. Furthermore, the knight is a doubter consumed by
the question of whether God exists and, contingently, whether
the human soul will persist beyond the grave. At one point
he asks a young witch who is being burned at the stake whether
she has truly had commerce with Satan, since the existence
of Satan would imply the existence of God. Her ambiguous reply
gives him no satisfaction, and her cruel demise only exacer-
bates his anxiety. His question remains unanswered. As the
movie closes, Death claims the knight and his companions,
leading them in a danse macabre across a distant skyline.

Like the knight of The Seventh Seal I fear that the human
soul evaporates with death. I live in anxiety of annihilation,
and this anxiety conditions the nature of my worship. I will
not argue that my kind of worship is better than, or even equal
to, the worship of conventional Mormons. I will argue, however,
that it merits consideration. It seems to me that I respond to
Christian meanings which many others ignore. As paradoxi-
cal as it may seem, there are religious advantages to doubt.

One advantage of doubt is the perspective it offers upon the
rite of the Lord’s Last Supper, to which Mormons give the dis-
tinguishing title of the sacrament. The prayers of the sacrament
enjoin participants to remember the mutilated body and spilled
blood of the crucified Lord and to obey his commandments
in order to have his spirit to be with them. The Latter-day Saints
observe a reverent silence during the sacrament, making it a
period of meditation and recollectedness. Although I can’t know
with certainty what my fellow worshipers meditate upon, I
believe that most of them contemplate their successes and
failures in living a Christian life. They do this because the Church
has chosen to emphasize the sacrament as a renewal of one’s
vows to live righteously. The Latter-day Saints are, as my priest-
hood lesson manual informs me, a covenant-making people
who perpetually refresh their commitment to obey God’s com-
mandments by partaking of the sacrament. I trust that for most
Mormons the renewal of this commitment is a propitious and
rejuvenating experience. Undoubtedly they yield themselves
to God’s designs and rejoice in the sheltering sweep of his provi-
dence. Perhaps they contemplate the agonies of the Lord on
the cross and experience gratitude for the redemptive sacrifice
which effaces the desperate consequences of their sins and
opens before them the stairway to glory.

Often as I partake of the sacrament I vicariously borrow a
like response from my fellow worshipers. As the deacons dis-
tribute the bread and water, I think about my baptism long
ago in an icy creek and about the obligation of obedience that
even at the age of eight I understood myself to be under.

Moreover, I imagine myself to be contrite over my infractions
of the commandments and resolute about mastering my imper-
fections. Finally, however, I return to my private reality. This
is not my own true response to the rite of the Lord’s Last Supper.

For about ten years following my mission, on those :infre-
quent occasions when I attended church, I partook of the sacra-
ment from motives that seemed strictly social. I partook: of it
in order not to disturb the meditations of my neighbors by rous-
ing their curiosity as to my reasons for not partaking of it. When
our daughter turned three, my wife and I agreed that she should
be raised a Mormon and we began to attend meetings with
greater regularity. It did not take me long to recognize that I
responded to the sacrament with an apprehensive grief. Often
I had to halt my singing during the sacrament hymn and clench
my teeth in order not to weep. In time a curious symbolism
grew on me. During each service the sacrament table and its
plates of bread and trays of water sat before the congregation
covered by a white satin cloth. Irresistibly I identified the sacra-
ment table with my father’s coffin. When my father died when
I was nine, a local craftsman constructed a coffin and iRelief
Society sisters covered it with white satin. During the funeral,
the coffin sat immediately in front of the congregation.

Unquestionably the sacrament had become a tragic ceremony
for me. Its tragic meanings, of course, ranged far beyond the
connection I made between my father’s coffin and the particu-
lar setting of the sacrament table in my ward. Its tragic mean-
ings derived from nothing less than the premise that God
himself, in the person of Jesus Christ, suffered and died. Even
the faithful are sobered by the contemplation that Christ endured
an agony so vast that it could redeem the sins of an entire world
and that he lapsed, if only momentarily, into the cold immo-
bility of death. But, of course, the faithful are sheltered from
utter grief by their belief in the resurrection. The Lord’s; Last
Supper has always been taken as a symbol of hope. According
to the account of its first occurrence, Jesus broke bread and
poured wine for his apostles and expressly urged them to
remember him. He had given them a tangible sign of his tran-
scendent reality. It would remind them in the dark times of
his absence that he had risen and would return. But for me,
doubting alike Jesus’s immortality and my own, the sacrament
seemed an adumbration of despair, a weekly reminder that
bright landscapes and beloved personalities from my past were
irretrievably lost.

Time has elapsed and I have become even more consistent
in attending meetings and performing my minor ecclesiastical
duties. My response to the sacrament has evolved or at least
has enlarged and become more complex. Often when I par-
take of the bread and water my mood is such that I ignore the
benumbing possibility that human destiny is eternal death.
Instead I contemplate the egregious, absurd, astonishing,
miraculous proposition that on a certain resplendent morning
the graves of all history will open and the incarcerated dead,
one and all, will emerge into a new and everlasting life. In such
a mood I allow my imagination to construct a Christian future.
I pay no heed to the conjecture of my associates regarding the
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furnishings of the resurrected world. I reject out of hand an
earth transfigured by glory like a sea of glass. Furthermore, I
pay no heed to the belief of many that because of my perver-
sity I will be denied the presence of God and my loved ones.
If I have surrendered to a miracle, I insist that it be an entire
miracle. On the morning of the resurrection I will greet my wife,
my daughter, my father and mother, my brothers and sisters,
and a host of other dear relatives and friends, as I knew them
in the finest moments of their mortality, clothed as I once knew
them, speaking as I once heard them. Around them I will see
the friendly surface of the earth as I once knew it, broad and
fair with plains and mountains, forests and rivers, farms, vil-
lages, and cities. And soon I will see the architect of this mira-
cle threading his way among the crowds of the resurrected,
speaking kindly, giving reassurances, recognizing all as if indeed
he has had with each a long and perfect familiarity. His coun-
tenance will be radiant with grace.

I am a Christian by yearning. Opposed to my doubt and
perversity is a longing that the gospel be true. Christians are
made, said the apostle Paul, of faith, hope, and charity. Though
I have little charity and less faith, perhaps I have hope in some
abundance. Often when I recognize how intensely I yearn for
eternal life, I find myself elevated and encouraged. I find that
my yearning has transformed itself into hope and I find myself
responding to the sacrament as a ceremony of hope. On many
Sundays while I participate in this solemn ritual, I ponder the
possibility that Christ will one day resurrect me, and I am filled
with gratitude that such a thing might come to pass.

When I attended a family reunion in Arizona a little more
than a year ago, I found my brother Arley absent. His sons
reported him to be very frail and ailing. When the reunion was
over, I drove to Mesa and on an early evening dropped in on
Arley. He made his way from the supper table to an easy chair
with trembling legs, and he sat with his shoulders so slumped
and his head so drooped that I wondered whether his chin
would touch his knees. [ asked him questions about our father
and about our father’s first wife, Arley’s mother, and about the
penurious homestead they had struggled to develop. Narrat-
ing anecdotes from the family’s past, Arley seemed invigorated
and greatly pleased. I too was greatly pleased. We each dis-
cerned in the other a vital trace of our father. For a couple of
hours there in Arley’s Mesa home we evoked our father’s puls-
ing, blooming presence:.

At leave taking I gripped Arley’s hand and hugged his frail
shoulders. It was an extraordinary goodby. I feared, with good
reason as it turned out, that he would die before I saw him
again. A sense of the sacred accompanied me as I left his house
and walked toward the home of my sister Mary, where I would
spend the night. My way led past the Mesa temple. It was dark
and the temple was illuminated. I remembered that the tem-
ple is a holy place, and I remembered that I had just come from
a holy place, a living room made sacred by the fervent goodby
of two brothers. I spoke of this to Mary when I arrived at her

house. Mary had been at the .reunion and had returned early
to Mesa largely for my convenience. I stood with her at her
kitchen sink while she tidied up a few dishes. I said a person
could find the sacred in places other than a temple. I said h.oli-
ness is as wild and free as the air. It circulates everywhere. I
have felt it often in the presence of the newborn and the dead.
I have felt it in a sunrise or along a mountain stream. In a soft
voice Mary agreed. She said she too had met the sacred in unex-
pected places. Then we fell silent, each cherishing the prox-
imity of the other.

People who have known each other for a lifetime can abruptly
resume a topic of conversation after years of leaving it dormant.
At her kitchen sink I renewed the discussion Mary had opened
when she shared with me her sacred experience in the tem-
ple. My literal words concealed a larger meaning. Mary had loved
me enough to share a sacred experience in hopes it would give
me faith. I loved her enough now to share a sacred experience
so that she would at least know that I am not irreligious. I think
that was all I meant to say, and perhaps it was enough for the
moment. Months or perhaps years from now I will renew my
dialogue with Mary, and I will tell her how I feel about the resur-
rection when I partake of the sacrament. I do not know how
I will persuade her not to worry over my poor prospects on
Judgment Day. But perhaps she will be comforted to know that
even a doubter can hope.

If Christ has indeed purchased eternal life for humanity,
I for one will awaken to the reality of his gift with an immeas-
urable gratitude. In the meantime I will make it the center of
my Christian worship to anticipate that gratitude when I par-
take of the sacrament. I do not belittle the communion of my
fellow Mormons. It is not an unworthy way of celebrating the
Lord’s Last Supper to measure one’s successes and failures in
keeping the commandments and to renew one’s covenants to
live righteously. Yet in a sense it seems a pity to take one’s
immortality for granted, to expect it and count on it. It seems
a pity to be so sheltered from the terror of death that one’s grati-
tude for the resurrection is merely dutiful and perfunctory.
Perhaps truly there are religious advantages to doubt. Perhaps
only a doubter can appreciate the miracle of life without end.
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1987 D. K. Brown Fiction Contest Second Place Winner

A GAME OF INCHES
B,v Michael Fillerup

FIGHTING THE WOOD STOVE, TRYING TO, I’M THINKING OF

my high school football coach, Stan Friedman. No particular
incident, just the recurring image of that dark Semitic bear stalk-
ing our helmeted ranks in blue gym shorts and white T-shirt,
shoulders hunched from surplus muscle, forearms curved like
clubs, clutching his clipboard like a caveman looking for some-
one to strike with it.

After the third futile match, I congratulate myself for having
suppressed all four-letter expletives. It’s been five days since
our priesthood lesson, "Tame Thy Tongue," and I’m still bat-
ting a thousand. I’m not doing as well in the aftermath of Carla’s
Family Home Evening Lesson on building positive attitudes.
I’m having trouble (as match number four strikes and flares
a brilliant moment before fading to a quick ribbon of smoke)
convincing myself that today is not going to be one of "Mur-
phy’s Days": a million things to do, no time to do them, and
everything imaginable or un- going wrong.

Plus a rotten night’s sleep. Davy waking up at 2 A.M. scream-

MICHAEL FILLERUP is a [reelance writer in Hagsta[[, Arizona.

ing bloody murder. Another nuclear nightmare, no thanks to
the six o’clock news. Sure, we teach him about resurrection,
salvation, exaltation; Carla and I, at home, at church. But how
can we refute those atomic mushrooms the networks keep flash-
ing on the screen? The twilight tragedies of the world. Ethio-
pians, charbroiled skeletons with bloated bellies, giant
two-legged spiders limping towards oblivion. Emaciated exodus.

"What’s wrong with those people, Dad?"
"They’re starving, son."
"How come, Dad?"
Greed, selfishness,politics, ignorance,apathy,

megalomania ....
"Lots of reasons."
"Are we going to starve?"
"Not tonight... No."
"Do we have a year’s supply, Dad?"
"We’re working on it, son. Almost."
Innocently laying guilt trips on me.
Last night, after I’d calmed him down: "Dad, would you die

to save the world?"
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I pause for an uncomtbrtably long time. ’Jesus already has."
"I know, but would you?"
"I suppose-to save tThe world."
He throws his little arms around me. "Don’t, Dad.

Please ..... "
Whatever happened to Sesame Street and the Electric

Company?
He never describes his nightmares in details, but they are

frequent and very real. At five-and-a-half he’s stressed out. Like
his old man, he grinds his teeth in his sleep: I can hear the
tormented gnashing as he twists and squirms in bed. Every
night is a wrestling match with the Angel of Death. Eventually
he wakes up shrieking. I hurry to the rescue and find him tan-
gled up in his electric blanket like an animal caught in a net.
Usually some soft talk and a glass of milk sedates him.

"It’s okay, son. It was only a bad dream."
Sometimes, like last night, he’ll ask me to say a prayer.
Kneeling by his bed, half comatose, I’ll mumble the words

that now seem as fixed and automatic as the sacrament prayer:
Father in Heaven... bless Davy so he’ll get a good night’s
sleep.., so he’ll think happy thoughts and dream nice
dreams ... so he’ll know that you’re looking after him and
there’s no need to fear. ..

"Dad?"
"Yes?"
"Will you say another?"
He needs more of my time but I have very little to spare

now. It’s taken me three years to get this _job at the university,
and I’m struggling. I mustn’t blow it. We can’t afford another
move, financially or emotionally. Six in four years.., no
wonder the kid has problems. No roots, Carla said. No secu-
rity. That’s why we left the reservation, to give them roots. A
neighborhood. Permanent friends. I’m still second-guessing
Maybe we didn’t have the Golden Arches or a movie theater
or a real house with a microwave and VCR, but at least we
had time. I won’t go into that. Leave nostalgia to the nostalgiacs.
Now I’m gone before they’re up. Three nights a week, when
I’m not teaching classes or at a church meeting (P.E.C., wel-
fare, presidency, P.P.I .... ), I make it home for a late dinner.
I see the kids maybe an hour before bedtime. They want to
play-"Dance wif me, Dad, dance! .... Swing me, Dad! Swing me!"
But Dad’s been up since live. He’s too beat to swing and dance
but does anyway, cautioning himself that if he doesn’t he’ll regret
it twenty years from now.

Not much time for home teaching. Going the extra mile. Four
generation sheets. Friendshipping. Save the world, feed the hun-
gry... But but but... That old song. Somehow I don’t think
God is the type who’ll sit around patiently patronizing excuses.
On Judgement Day we’ll be scantroned by a "did you/didn’t
you" device. No. That’s the skeptic in me talking. He’s been
slinking out of the shadows more regularly, showing his scratchy
face.

David-all the kids-need more time, but they’ve got to eat
too. House payments, car payments, food, fuel . . . The Great
American Lament. Someone’s got to bring home the bacon-

more bread than bacon lately. So far we’ve always managed
on my paycheck. That’s going on fifteen years. Carla’s been fi’ee
to raise the kids, manage the home. But we’re running counter-
culture. Even our good church friends tell us its only a matter
of time. Economics, the final word. Get a babysitter, get a job.
Carla could teach; she’s certified. The temptation is strong. But
we’ve still got the two-year-old, our blue-eyed prodigy, child
of our young-old age. We don’t want him raised by Mary Moppet
Day Care.

Money. Bread. Mammon. Every time it looks like we might
get a little ahead, a little breathing room, something comes lap.
Last year, Carol’s braces; this year, a leaky roof.

We bought our log home last spring, a thirteen-year-old
artifact, and discovered the leaks during our first big thunder-
storm in July. Rain hammered the asphalt shingles, played a
hard percussion on the skylights which swelled like giant bub-
bles ready to burst. As water trickled down the slanted beams,
I ran around the living room like a sun-blinded outfielder try-
ing to catch the drips in a frying pan. At night, in bed, gazing
up at the thick pine beams as rain pelted the roof, I felt as old
Noah must have his first night afloat in the ark.

That was four months ago, monsoon season in the
mountains.

Striking lucky match number five, I’m thinking of Stan Fried-
man again, something he said during pre-game pep talks: !~.ys,
remember.., football is a game of inches. I don’t know why this
particular quote comes to mind-he had dozens hand-lettered
on cardboard strips taped throughout the locker room-unless
I’m subconsciously stretching a comparison between the minutia
factor in football and my, inability to get a fire started (i.e., what
split-hair subtlety was making the wadded newspaper so
obstinate this morning when it had been so compliant yester-
day and the day before and the day before that?).

Coach Friedman also said that football is the game of life,
his being a relatively short one-he died five years ago, gang-
tackled in mid-life by a stroke and cardiac combo. High blood
pressure. Too many championships slipping through his fingers
in the closing seconds, one of those slips being mine. I wonder
now if his death was a matter of inches and seconds. If the
paramedics had arrived a few moments earlier.., if so and
so had knoxvn CPR ....

The kindling has caught fire, a mounting flame. Soon the
Fisher stove will be giving off laggard heat. I light it first thing
when I get up so at least the kitchen will be warm when Carla
and the kids wake up (my small sacrifice to the cause). Other-
wise the house would be an icebox. No snow yet, but Old Man
Winter’s definitely here. I can hear him howling, shaking the
pines, banging on the door, seeping through the cracks- all my
unfinished caulking! I hate getting up now, hate leaving Carla’s
soft body warmth. Do I have a choice? Like the bumper sticker
says:

I owe, I owe,
It’s off to work I go . . .
Or from a more authoritative source: By the sweat of thy

brow thou shalt labor all thy days ....
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The kids survive in electric blankets.
This morning I’m groggy and grouchy-lazy, too. I pour

myself a bowl of Granola Crunch and pull a chair up close to
the stove, barely feeling the stingy heat. The logs snap and
crackle as the flames go through their slow preliminaries. Gradu-
ally they will tighten and intensify, reducing the wood to red-
white coals that will begin to emit true warmth about the time
I slip out the back door.

It’s my day to take the car. Three days a week I bundle up
in wool cap, wool sweater, knickers, gloves, the works, and
pedal into town on my Schwinn mountain bike, empathizing
with Mr. Amundsen as the wind burns my face and slices
through my woolen armor. No matter what or how much I
put on my hands and feet, after two miles, my toes and finger-
tips are ice cubes. I neither beg nor deserve pity: my pioneer
forefathers (and mothers) trekked west with frozen legs falling
off. To feel at least this small portion of that suffering... It
keeps me humble (and healthy, they say, though I wonder
sometimes, thawing out in the shower at the end of a sub-zero
ride, if I’m not bucking for premature arthritis). But today I have
the car. I won’t deny a certain pleasure in this luxury-more
like relief, not to face the cold grind for a day. Mornings like
this, on bike-back, I usually grit my teeth from start to finish.
(That’s ten miles into town and another three to the university.)

Pulling out of the driveway, cinders crunching underneath,
the full moon in the mist like an underwater light half-trapped
in crab shadows, I try to mentally undermine Mr. Murphy’s
odds: a razor nick, feckless matches, bloodshot eyes I can han-
dle. But language proficiency scores, two thousand of them,
due on the department chairman’s desk by 5:00 P.M., with a
complete written summary, including recommendations for stu-
dent placement and follow-up testing? It wouldn’t be half bad
if Dr. Fisher hadn’t casually dumped it on me three days ago.
"Oh, Jim, by the way ...."My penalty for entering the faculty
smoker’s lounge.

The annual writing contest is a different story. Sometime
today I have to type the last four pages of my article and get
it in the mail. The last day again. Always the postmark, the
deadline. Every year I resolve to enter but somehow the clock
runs out on me, or vice versa. I try (with diminishing success)
to reassure myself it isn’t fear of failure or procrastination but
time-no time. Having the car today should help but won’t.
Errands, chores-they come with the vehicle. Picayune expe-
dients. Today, Carla’s miscellaneous shopping list, hastily scrib-
bled on a scrap of paper: weather stripping at Angel’s, a dozen
eggs (X-large), two dozen stamps (not the generic kind,
please!!!!). Another of her infamous scavenger hunts. The incon-
venience of zig-zagging back and forth across town for three
items makes me wonder why some genius on the make hasn’t
designed a store where they sell stamps, eggs, and weather strip-
ping under one roof. Maybe in the millennium.

As I cross the first cattle guard, it occurs to me that here
it is, Friday, and once again I have failed in my Sabbath reso-
lution to be a better person during the week. Every Sunday
as the sacrament is circulating, noble, humanitarian thoughts

surge through me like new blood. I privately vow to go out
of my way to make the world a better, happier place, to do
my part, to impact lives.

To date I’ve done nothing to substantially augment the tnoans
and groans of this planet, but I’ve done just as little to alleviate
them. Every week I fill my sights with good intentions only
to lapse into the same old patterns. The spirit is willing, the
flesh is fired up, but the dog’s got to be fed, the car washed,
the papers graded, the firewood split .... Noble desires lost
in the daily shuffle. "Spiritual fossilization," Brother Sanders calls
it. Somehow the malady is a little more palatable once we put
a label on it. But I’m as weary of excuses as my superiors; must
be (meaning my super-superiors). I used to look back on my
missionary experience to buoy me up, but now that, too, has
become a concession (or confession?).

Crossing the highway underpass, I’m momentarily caught
in an open-ended echo chamber: the traffic overhead rumbles
like preliminary thunder, a grumbling voice from on high (losing
patience?). Voluminous, powerful, like the sea. Full of premo-
nitions. I make a sharp left and cross the second cattle .guard.
The heater is blowing hot air as I join the parade of headlights,
smeared and sticky in the gray light.

As the powdered darkness begins to fade, my thoughts drift
like an open boat, destination nowhere. The highway steepens,
a sharp incline. The forest is a dark blur, the meadow to my
right a blond-on-brown patchwork, an autumn quilt. Frosted,
it appears to have grown old overnight. The ponderosa pines
lay black lace on the horizon. As the last few stars run out of
fuel, pink streamers stretch across the pre-dawn sky. Not candy-
colored. More like glorified bandages; the fading aftermath of
a hot sky war (the nuclear Angels of Death that visit David
in his sleep?).

The skeptic in me wonders if in ten years my children will
be hiking through a forest of burned matchsticks. Or ihiking
at all. And my grandchildren, scorched red deserts, like the
Indian lands on the other side of the mountain. A banal lament,
like death. I don’t think about it often, rarely dwell on it-who
can afford to add stress to stress? I’m not worried for my life-
time but my children’s. Not hopelessness but helplessness,
knowing that one itchy finger could detonate an early Arn~aged-
don~ counsels me to ignore the thing. Or try to. (Deep down,
though, I believe God would intervene. If Abraham bargained
to save Sodom and Gomorrah for the sake of a righteous ten,
why not the world on behalf of six million? Plus he, too, is
something of a showman, and I can’t see Him allowing some
trigger-happy camel scratcher to upstage his premier
production.)

A diesel truck blows its horn and bellows, advancing on
me like a mechanical monster aiming to take a bite out of my
rear end. An angry arm pokes out the window, waving me out
of the fast lane. He is justified: my tiny Honda Civic, an egg-
shell amidst mastodons, rolling along as aimlessly as my
thoughts: Diane Greenbaum, the new graduate assistant, the
one with hair like a French poodle that’s just come in out of
the rain. Hairy armpits, hairy legs, Levi skirt to mid-thigh; the
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slogan on her T-shirt: YOU CAN’T HUG WITH NUCLEAR
ARMS. Barging into my office like a nightmare from the Six-
ties, my youth, a d{jd vu except I’m wearing the suit and tie
now. She has organized a campus-wide (hopefully, citywide)
anti-nuke campaign. Will I march with the others-will I march
with "them"? Professors X, Y, and Z-distinguished men, liter-
ary men, humanists-they’re all participating.

I invent a reasonable excuse for Diane. To myself, I ration-
alize: I’ve got papers to grade, tests to score, an Elders Quo-
rum meeting, hospital visits. I’ll be lucky to get home by nine
as it is. Who’s got time to march? I’ve got a wife, kids, a family,
for crying out loud!

My inner rebuttal-reflected in Ms. Greenbaum’s stem green
eyes-so does everyone, professor. (That’s assistant professor.
Struggling-to-make-ends-meet assistant professor.)

But I’m embarrassed, ashamed-confused mostly-by my
reply. Too busy to march for peace? Or an innate skepticism
of marches, protests, playing for the press. What is all this hoopla
but misdirected energy? Fanfare. Benevolent socializing. Band-
wagon sensibility. Especially a peace march. At best, a neces-
sary futility.

Or is this my rationalitzation for apathy? Diane Greenbaum
dressed like a bag lady and smelled like the men’s locker room,
but: here was commitment, fervor, zeal. Correct or not, well-
groomed or not, she had a cause she was willing to fight for,
pound on doors, insult her superiors. Which is precisely what
she did, insulted me, took a shot: "I should have
known.., from a Mormon!"

A Mormon-Mormon! Spoken with such contempt, derision.
Mormon. I considered b~riefly my causes: to spread the gospel,
the message of peace, truth, salvation. To save the world. Sure.
When it’s a major effort for me to drag myself out of bed in
the morning-to leave my warm wife and face the cold, to drag
through another day.

I didn’t march yesterday. I graded papers in my office.
I’m driving ultra slow this morning, delaying what? Enter-

ing town, I watch the sun climbing out of the pines like a sun-
burned god. I marvel as it slowly peels the shadows from the
mountains. A blue mist circles the peaks like the rings of Saturn.
I marvd, but only momentarily: proficiency scores. Writing con-
test. Errands. Chores.

And the boy.
At primary inservice last week, the theme was, "Reach Out

for the One." They showed Cipher in the Snow. I can never watch
that film without weeping a little within-guilt and despair for
the ciphers in my life, the cipher in myself. Oh yes, Sister
Lundquist-President Lundquist-zeroing in on me: "Are there
any children in your class who might be . . ."

Derek.
This year I’m doing double duty. Second counselor to the

Elders Quorum President, I also teach the Blazer A’s, the ten-
year-old boys. Oh, they all have needs, sure. But Spencer, Eric,
Ryan, Reed-they live on. Cherry Hill, a stone’s throw from the

church house. They are sound and happy fellows, basking in
that lapdog conviviality of pre-adolescence. Video games and
Mars candy bars.

They are in good, nurturing hands: doting, bread-and-jam
mothers; honorable fathers. Doctors, lawyers, professors. They
are on their way: Eagle Scout, Duty to God, mission, temple
marriage .... Anything I do is gravy.

But Derek... He lived with his mother and sister-an obese
girl with squinting piglet eyes, who wore costumes to church:
knee-high boots with pink fur lining and sleeveless sundresses
that exposed in vaunting fashion her massive arms and shoul-
ders, patched with button-sized moles and freckles. A recent
convert, the mother was short, dumpy, divorced. (Some mem-
bers said retarded-"mentally handicapped" is the current
phrase.) She smelled bad. Body odor. And something else.
Urine? I don’t know. She dressed in half rags. A goodwill
wardrobe.

Derek was a quiet boy with soft blond hair and a vacant
look. Persona non grata. Disappearing in the woodwork. A vic-
tim. I’ve seen the permanent bruises he tries to cover up on
his forearms; the scar like a whip-welt on his cheek. Semi-
literate, he stumbled through the simplest scriptures and shook
his head when asked to pray in class. The few times he has
spoken, his voice was a whisper, soft, apologetic, wind in the
grass. During my lessons his eyes drifted off. Where his thoughts
were wandering I don’t know. But he wasn’t with me. His face
had the smooth, uncast features and displaced look one associ-
ates with Down’s. A sad case. He needed time. Masculine com-
panionship. Someone to take him fishing, hiking, to the ball
game. A dad.

But so did my own kids. They were growing up without
me. The little guy, the two-year-old, what’s his name? He’s
learned another dozen words, I’m told. Before I know it he’ll
be driving, heading off to college. Brother Peterson, get thine
own house in order.

But I’d promised myself to touch base with Derek some time
this week. Some time.

Gaining the summit, the green blur flashing by, I refuse to
commit though I’ve already committed. Another broken reso-
lution? Sacramental good intentions? Play it by ear ....

I switch on the radio. 5:58, the DJ says. Stay tuned for the
6 A.M. news. More rioting in South Africa. Shiite hijackers grin-
ning in the driver’s seat. AIDS invading the elementary schools.
A rape victim claiming it wasn’t rape five years ex post facto.
Arms control talks in Geneva-arms control! (I can’t hdp smiling
at a reference to the "positive response" of Soviet negotiators.)
Catholics and Protestants slaughtering one another in North-
em Ireland, booby trap deaths in Lebanon, primitive villagers
expunged in Afghanistan, big league ball players sniffing coke
in the on-deck circle... More cliches. Hurting human
cliches. I switch off the radio as I pass the City Limits sign.
By the time I reach the university, frost is smoking in the sun-
light. The mist hovers above the pines like gold dust. The aspens
and cottonwoods desperately cling to a few token leaves,.

I enter the main office and my day is ruined by a memo
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in my pigeonhole: emergency faculty meeting at eight sharp.
So much for my productive morning. Dr. Fisher is notoriously
long-winded. The Faulkner expert has yet to keep a meeting
under three hours.

This one drags on until noon. Before it is over, Dr. Fisher
has assigned me to write a summary of all department course
offerings-mule work for the rookie-due in his office by five
o’clock sharp. In addition to the language proficiency report?
His silence is a reprieve of sorts.

I skip lunch and plow into it. Outside a naked branch is
tapping on my window like a secret warning in Morse Code,
trying to remind me of more urgent business. But I’m quickly
lost in the task at hand; arms control and apartheid are fading
echoes in the seashell of my mind. The tapping persists all after-
noon. I ignore it and other promptings.

At 3:4-5 I drop the ten-page report on the secretary’s desk.
"Hope you can decipher this," I say with a smile, the best I
can manufacture considering the time and task. Friday, an hour
before quitting time, she manufactures her best also.

Decision time. Errands. Article. Test scores... Test scores
can wait. Hopefully my semi-brilliant summary will keep Fisher
and other wolves from the door. But eggs, weather stripping,
stamps-don’t come home without them. No town trips till
Monday-we’re trying to conserve on gas. It’s up to me. Friday
driver.

I hustle out to my car. The sky is clear, blue, piqued with
an autumn chill, the fallen leaves clicking as they dance across
the pavement. At the post office I bump into Steve Boyak, an
old friend from the rez. He’s moving-no, has moved-to town.
Marital problems, he and Doris. He’s seeing a shrink. "Too
angry-I feel too much anger inside .... "His ten-year-old boy
still dirties his pants. The seventeen-year-old girl still playing
the cello and step-child games.

I listen; we talk. I try to offer consolation. Steve is a godless
man with a godlike heart, but he either doesn’t know it or won’t
admit it. I invite him to the football game next weekend. I have
no spare money for tickets and no time to go. Steve smiles,
the gold in his teeth sparkling. I’ll make time; I’ll scrounge up
the bucks. Break a piggy bank.

At quarter to five I say good-bye, hagoonee. No hope for
the article. Wait till next year? I refuse to give up hope. One
of these days ....

Errands.
Driving across town to Angel’s, I try to ignore the nagging

little voice inside; I argue internally: What will I do, just show
up, ta da! Here I am! Big as life! And then what? If I were tak-
ing him hiking or fishing, if we had something to do .... Post-
pone until a good weekend? There are no good weekends. You
haven’t even put up the storm windows. You teach that exten-
sion course in Page every other Saturday. Now or never, buddy.

I take a hard left on Switz.er Canyon Road. They live "some-
where on the west side." The homes here are nice-A-frames
and solar complexes nestled in the pines. On the other side
of the hill, though, a village of shanties and battered trailers
with dirt lawns. Every home a mini-junkyard; old refrigera-

tors, engine blocks, car shells, junk.
I park in front of trailer number 86. Wary of dogs, I approach

tentatively. A rabbit in a wire cage looks at me as if I were an
old friend whose face he can’t quite place.

I knock. Derek answers. A moment of surprise, then the
vacant look, the passive stupor. I smile though I know I’ve made
a mistake. He mumbles something-always a mumble. The
mother appears, short and dumpy. The smell of lard and onions
reaches me from the kitchen. I hear the crackling of fried grease.
An infant sleeps on the floor. Babysitting to make ends meet?
The carpet is ragged but clean. A mildewy odor. On the TV
screen He-Man is wrestling Skeletor. Masters of the Universe
in black and white.

"Hi," she says; her jack-o-lantern smile. Those poor teeth.
"Did you want to visit?" She must recognize me. New home
teacher?

"No, I .... "I gaze around, the TV, the sleeping child, Derek’s
vacant blue eyes, the hillbilly environs. "I wanted to know if
Derek could go out for an ice cream."

The woman’s face is a lamp I’ve suddenly ignited. And the
boy-yes, him too. A shade slower, but his eyes, blue eggs burst-
ing. They are two children gazing at me in wonder and awe
and joy; I am Santa Claus bringing an early Christmas. I share
their surge of joy (some shame, too, at my reluctance).

But now the boy looks puzzled, confused, as if he’s just
awakened from a dubious dream.

"Go ahead," the mother says. She is positively beaming
We step outside; he looks around-dismayed? Disappointed?

He stops. "Isn’t there anyone else?"
"No. Just you."
His face is perplexed but etched with an emotion I’ve never

seen on him before. "Why me?" he asks.
"Because..." I search for something simple and sincere.
"Because you’re special!"
Oh, it was trite, it was banal, it was soooo typically the text-

book thing to say, but it was true. For the moment anyway.
Then a startling thing: I put my arm around him-my gads!
I never put my arm around anyone but my own kids; the cold
Scandinavian in me. But it isn’t hard, near spontaneous, and
I don’t feel like a phony or a put-on doing it. Walking to the
car, I am flying as high as my little friend.

A premature climax.
In the car, we get down to brass tacks: communication, con-

versation, developing a true relationship. It is not the foster dad-
son experience you often see on TV movies-that instantane-
ous bonding of male companionship. He is shy, quiet, diffi-
dent in blue jeans and an old gray sweater. (I note the holes
in the elbows, the frayed hem.) I ask several conversation
starters, trying to find some common ground. His answers are
abortingly brief. Paralinguistic.

"So how’s school?"
"Okay."
"What’s your favorite subject?
A shrug.
"Do you like baseball?" I have a World Series follow-up in
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mind.
He shakes his head.
"Football?"
"NO."
"Water polo?"
He looks at me with a wrinkled eye. "What’s that?"
’~Just kidding."
At the Dairy Queen l~Le steals glances at the menu board as

if he were doing sometl-Ling wrong. Two girls from the junior
high school are giggling loudly. The jukebox is deafening. I shout
into Derek’s ear. "What looks good?"

His face is utter astonishment. "I can have awthing?"
"Sure," I say, feeling my pockets for change.
He orders a Buster Bar-I order it, actually. He points to the

full-color placard featunng a vanilla ice cream and peanut con-
trivance coated with milk chocolate.

"You want to eat it here or in the car?"
He points to the doer.
In the car he thanks me twice. Another ten minutes of silence

and I ask, "You want to run a couple errands with me?"
He nods.
We drive to Angel’s m silence. He works on his Buster Bar

while I a&nire the autumn tapestry on the mountains-red and
gold arabesques on forest green; a Persian rug. At the store he
shadows tne as I hunt f, ar weather stripping. He doesn’t ask
but I explain what it’s for anyway.

On the way home, a truck driver pulls up on my left and
swears at me for something-driving too slow? Braking prema-
turely? I don’t know. Short fuses at quitting time. Hands clasped
meekly on his thighs, gazing at the floor, Derek whispers,
"Thanks."

I ask about the rabbit. He answers in complete sentences:
it is his, yes; there were two but one died.

Progress, I think to myself. He’s opening up.
He tells me, in impressive detail, how he feeds and cares

for it. But that is all. Maybe a minute and a half. When he’s
through, he’s through.

So what? So the conversation isn’t lively. Is that requisite
for a Buster Bar? Better silence than brown-nosing butter talk.

I place my hand on his thigh and give it a gentle squeeze.
It’s 5:30 when I drop him off. I say nothing about Church

or primary-no stipulations, no nice guy coercion.
tie thanks me for the fourth time.
I note, in my rearview mirror, how he stands on the door-

step beside the rabbit cage watching me drive away as if he
is Cinderella and I’m hi:s fairy godmother.

I pick up a dozen eggs at Safeway and get on the highway
heading south. The sundown sky is a peppermint swirl. Cruising
along the pavement, the green woods flashing by, I feel as fluid
and buoyant as my vehicle. I switch on the radio-habit or latent
masochism? More of the same: Book burnings, cult heroes, sex
in the Southwest, Jesus in ragtime, network religion, contami-
nated kisses . . . Local: Diane Greenbaum’s anti-nuke march

creating some ripples in town, favorable and unfavorable.
Threats. Arrests. Follow-ups? America the Beautiful to the res-
cue. Counting calories as we quarrel over the fat of the land.
Physician, heal thyself. This Cabbage Patch Society. The Great
American Utopia? A bomb shelter in every basement, two MX
missiles in every garage . . . Cockroach mentality. Survivorhood.

The sun is sluggish going down, a red light glowing in a
fog. Martian skies. I switch off the radio before it takes back
what little has been gained. As the sun bleeds into the pines,
I am thinking peace is not the absence of guns but of hate;
as long as there are rocks to throw and sticks to swing ....

I ease down the off-ramp and take a sharp right, over the
cattle guards and up the hill, leaving behind highway, city, test
scores, faculty lounges. Another sharp right and my tires are
grinding over the cinder-coated driveway, the nuggety crunch
alerting my little two-year-old playing in the sandbox. He freezes
like a frightened fawn-that instant of bewilderment: the cat
scampers across the porch; a squirrel waves its bushy tail and
scurries up a pine, pausing once to scold me with a shriek.
But the boy: his eyes light up like holiday lights. He drops his
little hand shovel, the plastic bucket, and toddles towards me
on funky Charlie Chaplin feet, a frenzied penguin, his diaper-
padded behind swinging comically.

We have this little game . . . I drop to my knees and hold
out both arms while he runs full-speed into me like a linebacker
hitting a tackling dummy. On impact, I fall backwards and
benchpress him into the sky. He spreads his arms and legs:
"I’m a bird, Dad! I’m a bird!" He smiles-those dimples belong
in Hollywood. I pack him over my shoulder like a sack of flour.
He laughs, shouts: "Da-dee! Da-dee-eee!" (Sometimes less daunt-
lessly; My Papa’s Waltz.)

Pausing at the door, I smell enchiladas cooking. I’m a sucker
for Mexican food; Carla knows that. Peeking through the win-
dow, I see the three girls and the other boy huddled by the
wood stove, wearing blankets like Indians (more for fun than
warmth), watching Wheel of Fortune. Cindy, the three-year-
old, is sucking her forefingers and clutching the rag blanket
she refuses to trade in for a newer, silkier model ("It’s not a
rag!"). Norman Rockwell would have done cartwheels ....

I am filled with simple joy. The scene isn’t always this idyl-
lic. Some days, bike days, I come home wet and dripping,
pooped and pissed. The boy is in bed-a late nap, forewarn-
ing trouble. A lousy rotten bad day. Outside the door I hear
Carla screaming-is that really my wife? Or the Wicked Witch
of the West? I hear, vaguely, the name of each child enunciated
in vain. She is at the stove, stirring a large pot (to boil them in?).

But those days are exceptions. Usually my homecomings
are like today, when I feel such a rush of simple peace and
happiness it almost frightens me, wondenng how long it can
possibly last. Can joy be everlasting? Or is the balance too deli-
cate? Father Lehi’s pleasure-pain formula, a little of this, a little
of that ....

Gripping the doorknob, entenng, the shuffle of excited feet,
the shouts, "Daddy’s home! Daddy’s ...." I’m thinking that
life, too, is a game of inches.
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Stanley B. Kimball
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tage, Historic Sites and Markers plays a vital role in
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ancestors. Kimball includes maps and photographs to
demonstrate the dimensions, variety, and significance of
these western trails and landmarks. "An important con-
tribution to the history of the West and perhaps the most
comprehensive mile-by-mile guide to trail markers and
historical sites ever prepared." -- Brigham D. Madsen,
author of The Shoshoni Frontier and the Bear River
Massacre. Illustrated. Paper, $15.95 (cloth, $37.50).
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Pragmatic Prophet is an important and worthwhile piece
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Discipleship. Illustrated. $24.95.
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Richard L. Bushman
"A brilliant piece of research and writing by one of
America’s top historians. It is written with style and
felicity, and it deals with all the difficult topics that
must be probed in describing and interpreting the contro-
versial early history of Mormonism. It is simply an out-
standing work." -- Leonard J. Arrington, co-author of
The Mormon Experience. "Bushman has made a pro-
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at its most critical juncture .... A major work." m Dean
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INTERVIEW

EXPANDING OUR MORAL VISION
BEYOND THE HUMAN COMMUNITY

A Conversation with Donald Worster

Donald Worster, a native of Needles, California, is
the Meyerhoff Professor of American Environmen-
tal Studies at Brandeis University. He is the author
of Dust Bowl: The Southern Plains in the 1930s,
which was awarded the 1980 Bancroft Prize in
American History, and of Pdvers of Empire: Warm;
Aridity and the Growth of the American West,
a provocative 1985 book which explores how the
manipulation of water in combination with front-
ier myths propelled the Western United States to
exceed its natural limitations and become over-
populated. ~rhis interview was conducted by Elbert
Peck in August 1988.

IN RIVERS OF EMPIRE YOUR CHAPTER
ON THE MORMONS IS ENTITLED "THE
LORD’S BEAVERS:’

That’s because the role that water has played
in Mormon history has not been given enough
attention. Generally, people who study their
own religion tend to take an idealist
approach-they see those ideas as having an
independent li[E and an ideal set o[ origins. But

material conditions do affect the way people
think, even the way they think religiously. I
think it is hard to understand Mormonism as
we know it today apart from its Utah setting,
its setting in the arid west, its relation to water

The reference to beavers was not meant to
be degrading. I’ve always been amazed at how
much identification there has been with the
bee and the beehive in Utah; but it seems to
me to be a mischosen or inappropriate
metaphor; given the role of water in Utah his-
tory and in the formation of its communal cul-
ture and religion.

Like bees, beavers are communal; they are
very family centered. There’s probablyno more
appropriate totem for this state and its people
It strikes me as interesting how in many soci-
eties we identify with animals-sometimes
insects, but mainly the larger animals. Even
today within the Judeo-Christian tradition we
do what native peoples in North America did:
we often identify ourselves with an animal. A
number of American Indian tribes identified
with the bear. Mormons have done that with

the bee The point is we continue to do this,
and yet it strikes me that in modem society
we don’t take seriously the implications of
doing it. For us it’s simply a kind of symbolic
relationship; it’s not a genuine ethical relation-
ship, it’s not a spiritual relationship with what
we’ve chosen. That makes us different from, say,
the Australian aborigines who choose the wall-
aby, with which they have a fraternal as well
as a symbolic relationship. They’re allied
together in a spiritual harmony and unity, and
I doubt if that really ever developed here in
Utah, not just with the bee but with all of what
was here before, with the natural world.

DID THE SCRIPTURAL COMMAND TO

HAVE DOMINION PREVENT THAT UNITY?
Anyone who came West in the middle of

the nineteenth century, Mormons included,
came with a lot of cultural attitudes about water
and land. It was hard to grow up in America
at that point and avoid developing an ethos of
domination over the natural world. Curiously,
at the same time Americans were generally
celebrating the natural world. That was all we
had to give us a sense of identity in terms of
the world of nations. We didrit have cathedrals,
we didn’t have an old civilization, old cultural
institutions, and so on, but what we had was
nature in abundance So in the nineteenth cen-
tury America became ~nature’s nation? A nation
that was peculiarly blessed by nature, a nation
that had a peculiarly dose relationship with
the natural world. However; at the same time
we were saying all that endlessly to ourselves,
we were also bent on domination and conquest
over the natural world; people saw no real con-
tradiction in their set of attitudes.

I think the Mormons who came to Utah
had precisely that same sort of contradiction,
a deep contradiction that they were not aware
of. It looks like a contradiction to us today
because it is hard to see how you can cdebrate
something you are in the process of dominat-
ing but that was a common American charac-
teristic. We’ve done this with American Indians,
too. We celebrated .them at the same time we
were setting out to dominate and even in some
cases exterminate them. That is an old pattern
in American society-mining spoiling and kill-
ing what we most cherish. Even today, from
the president on down, we somehow consider
ourselves a more natural people than others.
When Reagan gets on his horse and rides
around the ranch that he cherishes, I’m sure
he feels in some sense that he is an environ-
mentalist. But his political policies dofft follow
that; in fact they’re almost diametrically
opposed to it. It’s not just his peculiar con-
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tradiction, it’s a national and cultural contradic-
tion. It’s so in Utah, and it’s so in Massachusetts.

At some point we must become more self-
aware of the contradiction between our values
and policies, and that’s where we seem to be
arriving in the country as a whole. When you
become more aware of the contradiction, you
try to resolve it. That greater self-awareness is
what environmentalism is about, and I must
say that Utah is still not on the cutting edge
of the environmental movement. There is still
not much awareness of contradiction in this
state.

IDEALLY, WHAT IS THE CORRECT
RELATIONSHIP TO THE LAND, ESPECIALLY
FOR THE DESERT?

The primary thing that is necessary today,
for anyone living anywhere in the country, but
especially for people living in areas such as
Utah where vital natural resources are scarce,
is to get control of one’s needs. That is, to deter-
mine which are our real needs and which are
the needs that we’ve just invented, created, or
thought up. This is a challenge which we have
to face all through the American West.

I often quote William Mulholland, the water
and power director for Los Angeles in the early
part of the twentieth century, who said, "If we
don’t get the water we won’t need itS’ That is,
go and get everything you can get out of the
environment and then discover how you can
use it later. That same philosophy has been
applied up and down the whole Colorado
River Basin-"Let’s get the water before some-
one else gets it and then we’ll discover how to
put it to use? So, the primary challenge in every
state is to put some limits on our sense of need.
Until we do that ’we are vulnerable to
manipulativ< powerful forces that move us this
way and that, and then our lives are out of our
control. Unless you can control your needs,
which partly means to define them, then you
have no control over yourself, over your com-
munity, over your destiny.

That is a very abstract answm; but it speaks
on the deepest metaphysical, spiritual and ps,v-
chological levels about what is needed in the
West. What is the amount of water we really
need in this state to serve vital human func-
tions, to provide a sense of community, to
preserve our traditions, and to provide a home
for our children? We have to identify our values
and personal values and then ask, what do we
need in the way of natural resources to get
them? That’s not been done so far in any
advanced consumer society.

In Utah, any extension of large-scale inten-
sive agriculture is clearly out of the question;

it cannot even be sustained at present levels.
I think small-scale agricultural uses of water in
various valleys can probably be sustained for
a long time to come. But large-scale intensive
uses, involving inter-basin transfers of water
that tie in up and down the Colorado River
and so forth, are responsible for a whole ser-
ies of environmental problems. We have
assumed for the last 100 to 150 years that we
could tum the West into a major agricultural
producer. That was unrealistic. It can’t be sus-
tained, and over the next fifty years everybody
in the West is going to have to accept a much
smaller agricultural base than what we now
have or what we wanted to have. Agriculture
is going to migrate back East where there is
more natural rainfall and where the environ-
mental and ecological problems are less over-
whelming. Water in the West is going to be
increasingly used for other purposes, urban and
industrial. We also have to arrive at some idea
of how many people we can optimally sup-
port. Again, we have had extravagant ideas: the
nineteenth century had a vision of hundreds
of millions of people living here. I think
Westerners are beginning to recognize that
extravagance, but we must ask very specifically,
"How big should Salt Lake City be?" "How can
it possibly go on and on?" "How can we sus-
tain Los Angeles as the second biggest city in
this country-a city in a desert?" At some point
those questions must bring us to consider
population control-the size of families, etc. I
realize that this is a particularly sensitive issue
in pro-family Utah. But we have almost a
quarter of a billion of people in this country,
and if you consider not just our numbers but
the demands those numbers make on the
environment, we are one of the most over-
populated countries on earth. In a great many
ways the American West is one of the most
overpopulated regions of this continent. We
don’t want to think of ourselves in that way-
overpopulation is supposed to be a problem
in Calcutta, not Salt Lake City. How can you
endlessly sustain that American lifestyle in a
desert? Especially a lifestyle which is bent on
endless economic growth, endless want, end-
less proliferation of demand.

SEEMS LIKE YOU’RE ANTI-
CAPITALISTIC.

There isn’t going to be a solution to the
challenge of environmental limits anywhere on
the planet within a purely capitalistic frame-
work. I’m not anti-capitalistic in some abso-
lute sense Capitalism is a great system in maW
respects, certainly for its achievements in
production and technology. The whole world

recognizes those achievements. But it’s not a
system that is well designed for living within
ecological limits because it’s premised not only
on endless economic growth but on endless
envy.

There are other disadvantages: I don’t see
how you can sustain forever a system that is
based on calling vice a virtue I don’t know of
any other system that has tried to make greed
a virtue. We all know that it’s a trick, a trick
we’ve tried to learn to play on ourselw.’s, but
I don’t see how we can continue to fool our-
selves that greed is a virtue or believe t)hat we
can find a virtuous society emerging from the
pursuit of personal greed. In environmental
terms it leads to endless emulation and end-
less envy, so that no matter how much you
have you’ve got to have more to be wo:rthy in
the eyes of society. How can you sustain that
in the desert? How can you sustain that in a
shrinking biosphere?

THE MORMON COMMUNITARIAN
EXPERIMENT TRIED TO MASTER NATURE
THROUGH TECHNOLOGY, BUT IT WAS
ALSO ANTI-CAPITALISTIC. WAS IT A FAILED
ATTEMPT?

It represented an important exception to
what was going on in the culture at that time.
Mormons felt that the idea of turning vice into
virtue was phony; I don’t think they felt that
way for environmental reasons, but their stance
had important environmental implications.
Maybe we will come back to such religious
responses as the best way to deal with capital-
ism. I’m not personally convinced, however,
that any traditional religion has been very suc-
cessful in returning us to a sense of values. It
may be that Christianity and all the religious
traditions of the world still have the possibil-
ity of an important function here, and I would
include Mormonism in that. But they will have
to go a step further than they did in the
nineteenth century. That is, Mormonism will
have to correct its indifference to our ecologi-
cal situation-the predicament we’re irt as far
as resources-and will have to expand its old
moral vision beyond the human community,
to accept moral responsibility for the whole
community of life on this planet, which
includes a great deal more than the people sit-
ting in church.

We cannot get an effective solution to any
of our environmental problems-water scarcity
and so forth-until we develop what Aldo
Leopold called the "land ethicT’ That is not, as
far as I can see, on the agenda of any of the
traditional religions in this country. It’s about
time that they began to take the idea of a land
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ethic seriously and to expand their moral
horizons-to grow ethically. That’s one kind of
growth I’m in favor of-ethical growth. The next
step in such growth in the country must be
to move beyond a narrow anthropocentricism
in our attitude toward the fand. I mean "land"
in the collective sense-plants, animals, the
soils, the river systems, the whole biosphere
We need to understand that now that we have
power over the biosphere, we also must have
moral responsibility. We must develop a com-
munity sense, a sense of mutual interaction and
mutual benefit. This is what was missing in
the nineteenth century generally, and what was
missing in the Mormon experiment here in
Utah. I don’t mean to say having it would have
changed things, but only that it just wasn’t there
It wasn’t a possibility for t!~e culture at that
point. It may be a possibility for the culture
today, for Utah today and tbr Mormonism.

Since it was founded, Mormonism has been
through some significant changes in its moral
vision, and it seems to me that it is possible
for people like Ezra Taft Benson and others to
lead the Church to a land e(hic; to lead others
to become more ecocentric instead of
anthropocentric. I see that not just as a Uto-
pian ideal but as an practical necessity if we’re
to develop new ways of making a safe and sus-
tainable living here in the West. I’m quite skep-
tical that our religions’ leadms are willing to do
that. Some of them are taking seriously our
moral responsibility to the poor and suffering
of the Third World, and that’s a step forward.
But I don’t see many churchmen, many key
religious leaders anywhere in this country, who
really address the environmental and ecologi-
cal issues. In Japan there are thousands of local
environmental organizations, and many of them
are led by Buddhist monks. It may be that the
only way we can come up with a strong coun-
tefforce to our economic institutions is to use
some sort of religious counterforce If so, our
religions do not yet appear ready or willing to
do that.

IS THIS "RELIGIOUS COUNTERFORCE"

ROOTED IN SPIRITUAL MOTIVATION?
Call it pantheism, call it bit-regional cons-

ciousness, there are lots of labels being thrown
around. Call it an ecological consciousness.
Some kind of holism is what I’m getting at. That
is, a sense that there is a whole out there that
includes more than the human species, and
that it is in our own self-interest to develop a
sense of that whole and a responsibility for it.
Otherwise we will continue to have power
without responsibility. That is what I see in our
water projects all over the West: we’ve got enor-

mous technological power without any kind
of moral responsibility to everything that lives,
that is a part of those river systems. We’ve
abstracted water out of all those complex liv-
ing systems, and we’ve denied moral respon-
sibility for the consequences. So we have power
without responsibility. That cannot go on very
long in any culture or society. If you do not
expand your ethics along with your power-
your capacity to do harm-you self destruct.
That’s what the history of ethics on this planet
teaches.

DOES ADDRESSING WATER ISSUES

ADDRESS ALL ECOLOGICAL ISSUES?
Of course not everything. It wouldn’t help

us solve our problems with the ,grizzly bear
population in Yellowstone, or a lot of other
issues. But if we began to put water back into
rivers, instead of extracting it as a commodity
and ignoring the whole complex of ecological
relations of which water is a part; if we began
to think about rivers and watersheds and their
limits and all that lives in them and the cycles
in them, we would cover most of the issues
affecting the American West today. I think it
would be the single biggest step forward we
could take To see the West not simply as a
straggle of Utah versus Arizona versus Califor-
nia over wate~ but to understand that the
Colorado River was once a living entity, and
to see that we’ve killed it, it’s dead. There are
bits and pieces of it that are straggling to stay
alive, but it’s "a nver no moral’ as one author
calls it. It never reaches the ocean in most years.
We’ve dismantled a lot of living systems in the
West, dismantled whole watersheds because
we somehow couldn’t conceive of them as
whole entities. The same thing is tree of the
Missouri river, it’s been totally taken apart. We
thought we knexv what we were doing, but
there is an enormous illusion in all of this.

If we began to think about all of our major
rivers in the West as living entities based
around water but including all kinds of organ-
isms, vegetation patterns, climate cycles, the
whole complex of nature-in other words, if
we began to think about them holistically-
that would have a profound effect on the
politics and economics of this region.
Undoubtedly wed begin to ask questions about
the extent which the West has been commit-
ted to military and atomic development. All of
that gets into the water in some way or
another- radiation, for example- everything
finally gets into the water. You can’t think
holistically about rivers without thinking about
everything else that goes on in the West. This
is tree in the East, too, but it is especially tree

out here where life is on the biological edge,
where there are very strict limits to the key
natural resource that life needs to sustain itself.

WHAT ABOUT THE PROMISE OF

NEW TECHNOLOGICAL ADVANCES?
Every recent technological panacea we’ve

come up with has encountered more and more
problems as we began to deploy it. I do believe
in new technologies; I’m just leery of big tech-
nological panaceas.

The latest one that is clearly a disaster is
the nuclear power industry. It is the biggest
failure in the history of industrial civilization.
We now know that it is not going to be the
great way to the future Some people still won’t
accept that outcome, but, by and large, people
all over the world are beginning to do so. It is
an enormous failure in which we’ve invested
hundreds of billions of dollars as a way out
of our problems.

I can’t believe that any administration in
Washington is going to revive the project to
turn around Arctic rivers to make them flow
to Arizona. They would be in the U.S. and
Canadian courts for decades trying to push that
scheme through. It would involve so many
complex issues, and there would be so many
people angry about it, that it is just not going
to be the way out.

We thought we could desalinize the ocean
water; that sounded like a great scheme if we
could build the nuclear power plants to pro-
vide endless energy to do it. Now, not only do
we not have an energy source for the scheme,
but we don’t even know where we are going
to dump all the brine we’re going to have left
over. Who’s going to get it? Where is it going
to go?

Yes, I think there is a need for new tech-
nologies, for some technological solutions. But
like more and more Americans I am skeptical
of these big solutions. Finally, I don’t think we’ve
got the capital surplus we once had. We’re in
an economic struggle with very powerful com-
petitors in Western Europe, Japan, and East
Asia; how are we going to find the capital to
address that kind of competition and at the
same time push forward these enormous water
and energy projects? The projects we have now
were begun at a time when we could ignore
cost-effectiveness or any kind of rational eco-
nomic analysis.

SUPPOSE WE DON"I ADOPT A HOLIS-
TIC APPROACH, HOW WILL WE THEN
DEAL WITH THIS APPROACHING CRISIS?

If we fail to adapt and find new ways of
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producing a living, and if we don’t get control
of our numbers and demands, we’ll simply dis-
appear as a nation. Large numbers of people
may actually die. The risks will get more and
more scary.

ARE WE GOING TO SEE VIOLENT

MOBS SEARCHING FOR FOOD?
Not in the United States, because for a while

we’ve got a comfortable surplus of food. But cer-
tainly in other parts of the world that will be
the case. Especially if we simply seek short-
term solutions to food supplies for the rest of
the world, which would probably undermine
our capacity to provide long-range food sup-
plies. We’ve got to do both.

I’m not really a prophet of doom. I’m a lit-
tle more optimistic than I may sound. I am a
believer in the possibility of change. We’re not
the first society to face problems of depletion
of resources and undermining our resource
base. I teach environmental history, and if you
look at the world from that perspective it seems
dear to me that most societies have been driven
by environmental and ecological constraints-
demands to adapt and change their ways of
thinking-to reinvent what they do. There are
societies that have disappeared in the past, and
we could face that fate in this country. If we
believe that we have to go down with all of our
economic solutions intact, all our water projects
intact, then we’ll probably disappear as a peo-
ple. But I suspect that this country is a little
more adaptive and flexible than that. We are
already beginning to rethink most of these
questions. I don’t think there is much popular
sentiment nationally, and less and less in the
West, for building new water projects, although
there’s a sense that we’ve got to finish the
projects we’ve started like the Central Utah
Project. California is a bellwether state when
it comes to water. Nobody knows what Los
Angeles is going to do over the next fifty years,
but the defeat of the Peripheral Canal, stopping
the diversion of more water from Northern
California, is clear evidence that Californians
are not going to follow old patterns. The states
are not going to come up with the money on
their own for big projects, and the Federal
government certainly is not going to do it.

SO WE’RE ADOPTING THE HOLISTIC

VIEW ONLY BECAUSE WE HAVE TO?
It may be that when we look back fifty or

a hundred years from now we will see that we
lived through a cultural revolution. We wouldn’t
have wanted to call it that at the time, of course

As far as urban centers are concerned,

there’s enough water in the West to sustain
urban development for some time to come The
people who are not going to get more water
in the future, who are going to be forced to sell
their existing wate~ are the farmers. What we’ll
do then with that wate~ until we learn differ-
ently, will be to build more swimming pools
and do less irrigating of cotton. But already
researchers are working on new varieties of
grass that require half as much watm: We won’t
give up our lawns, but we won’t be growing
Kentucky Blue Grass in L.A. We will search
every way we can to find solutions. We’ve done
rather well in energy conservation, and we can
do even better in water conservation in the
West, and that will stave off aW absolute
growth ceiling for a while

Most people won’t do much adapting
strictly out of total altruism for the whole
ecosphere. I don’t have aW faith in pure altru-
ism to find our way to the future, but I do think
altruism will be part of the solution. There is
a growing sense of responsibility to the land
and other forms of life in this country. It may
not be the only reason we do things, it may
not even be the most important reason. Some-
times, it is tree, we give reasons that are really
not the real reason-we give economic reasons
when we want to give moral reasons. But I have
no quarrel with the idea that we are likely to
find our way to the future through economic
pressures changing our economic thinking that
there will be a lot of fundamental self-interest
at work. I see nothing wrong with self-interest
being a factor. If it is self-interest to develop a
broader holistic vision, then I don’t find any
real contradiction.

HOW WOULD SELF-INTEREST MOVE

US TOWARD GREATER RESPONSIBILITY
TOWARD OTHER ANIMALS?

Probably the biggest environmental issue on
this planet right now is the loss of biological
diversity. And most of that is happening in the
ThiM World through the destruction of the rain
forest. Preserving biological diversity on this
planet is a moral and altruistic ideal, but it is
also in our self-interest. I don’t meant to say
that every plant we save is going to contain a
cure for cancec but arguments like that are part
of the self-interest aspect. We can’t separate our
health and well being on this planet from the
survival and health of so many other organ-
isms and whole communities of organisms. In
the past we have thought that our self-interest
was totally insulated from the well being and
survival of other species, that if we eliminated
the passenger pigeon in North America it didn’t
affect us, that we could do these things with

impunity. Maybe we’re more aware than we
were in the nineteenth century. When we lose
a species, it has become a moral issue and we
see that it can affect us; it can affect our future
and our survival on this planet.

SOME CHRISTIANS TAKE THE BIBLICAL

COMMANDS TO TEND THE GARDEN AND
TO HAVE DOMINION OVER THE EAR~/H AS
AN ACTIVE STEWARDSHIP OF RESPONSI-
BILITY FOR NATURE.

There are people who criticize the idea of
stewardship because it is nothing more than
enlightened anthropocentricism. That is., it still
tends to assume that the earth was created for
humans and their welfare. Also, with that sort
of thinking the creation becomes a piece of
property. The concept of stewardship comes
out of a lord and master social world, where
the steward was commanded to look after the
lord’s property to ensure that when he came
back it would be in good shape, hmnming
along and producing. Of course, one doesn’t
have to approach stewardship in so property-
conscious a way. Stewardship, for all its faults,
would certainly be an advance over wlhat we
have now; it would be a form of moral respon-
sibility.

I don’t go as far as some critics who believe
that our environmental problems today are due
to the Book of Genesis. That’s much too sim-
plistic. The Judeo-Christian tradition got bent
pretty far out of shape by the rise of modem
technology, industrialism, and capitalism, and
themes of domination were given a lot more
emphasis than they had received in the tradi-
tional religion. The Christian concept of the
natural world is essentially the concept: of the
Creation-and that’s a holistic concept. The
Creation is a whole You can take the view that
the whole has got to be understood and
appreciated, valued and saved. If that’s what
one means by stewardship then it seem.,; about
as effective as anything else we could invent
or create.

I’m a little more nervous about the idea of
stewardship as a chain of hierarchy, because
that way of thinking seems to be full of possi-
bilities for exploitation. What we need is a
much more democratic sense of our relation-
ship to that whole, one that does not place us
near the top of a chain of being somewhere
between the angels and the apes, enjoying a
special privilege to use and appropriate_ I think
the direction that we must move is toward a
more egalitarian relationship with the natural
world. If stewardship can be expanded to
include that, then I think it’s a useful teaching
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WHAT ABOUT OTHER RELIGIOUS

TRADITIONS?
The other religions have not seen much

thinking about our environmental predicament.
I mentioned the Japanese Buddhist monks
leading environmental causes, but Japan has
also been driving the whales to extinction.
They’ve been polluting the world. Recently, I
read about a group of Japanese businessmen
who want to set up a penguin hide factory in
Patagonia and make penguin gloves to sell to
American teenagers. Apparently, this is going
to be a hot new consumer item. A lot of Budd-
hist businessmen, like their Christian counter-
parts, have not yet begun to see the
contradictions in what they’re doing. We’ve got
to get some new awareness of our responsi-
bility awakened in many religious traditions.

Islam has great potential for taking moral
responsibility toward the earth, but I don’t find
the Moslems who are eager to sell oil to the
rest of the world and to bnng Kentucky Fried
Chicken into their countries have discovered
that potential. There has been little self-analysis
about how to enter a capitalistic economy, lit-
fie asking how they can build an industrial
society and still maintain their traditional moral
insights, let alone strengthen them and allow
them to grow.

I don’t see most of the world’s religious
leaders doing all that they could to promote
this holistic point of view and vision. In the
future, the even larger challenge is going to be:
How can we move from our multiplicity of reli-
gious traditions to a common environmental
ethic? That is clearly what we will need. It is
too small a planet these days for people to
simply go off in completely different, conflict-
ing moral directions. We’ve got to come together
on some sort of planetary consciousness and
planetary environmental ethic. Traditionally our
ethics have grown out of our religious tradi-
tions. But if our religious traditions continue
to be as disparate as they have been, then we
have to wonder what language we are going to
use to talk about these things. We have lots of
such communication trouble in this country.
Try inviting a Protestant clergyman, a Jewish
rabbi, a Catholic priest and a Mormon bishop
to discuss these issues: "Give us an answer as
to what we are going to do with water in Utah
or with endangered species in Alaska;" "Tell us
what the earth was made foi.’ "What is the
proper role of humans on this earth?" You
know what chaos that is likely to produce I
don’t know how we get beyond such chaos
except by sitting around and talking at great
length and by finding common ground within
these moral traditions. The environmental
issues of this country require that sort of dis-

cussion. We simply can’t withdraw into our
different religious sects and expect each of them
to come up with its own environmental ethic
based on its own tradition. You can look at the
abortion issue and see what kind of difficul-
ties there are in trying to reach a consensus
among these religious traditions. It’s a serious
dilemma we’re facing, and when you stretch
that to the world it’s going to be even more seri-
ous. How does an American environmentalist
raised in a Protestant tradition, for example, talk
to a Japanese businessman about whaling?

We Americans have had an extraordinarily
confused answer to give to the question of our
role in the natural world. We have not yet come
up with a single cleat; satisfactory answec Still,

the discussion has moved a long way from
what it was when the Puritans arrived m Mas-
sachusetts. At least we’re much more aware of
the many dimensions of the question than we
ever were before.

Whatever will emerge, it will have to be
pluralistic. It will have to involve a pulling
together from various places. This is not the
first time we’ve tackled difficult issues or con-
fronted our differences. We’re a diverse nation,
racially, ethnically, regionally, and yet we some-
how function. We’ve learned ways to talk to
each othm: That’s what democratic societies are
about-that’s what democratic pluralism is. An
environmental ethic is something we have to
find collectively.

"This job as Church historian isn’t as hard
as I thought it’d be."
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POETICS/NOETICS

THE POSSESSED

By Michael Hicks

I BUY MORE books than I read. Some
books have sat on my shelves for years
without my having done more than pull them
out, flip through them, and replace them.
Lately, my shelves have grown thick with
such books. And when I study this profusion,
I realize that one can rarely be more than a
steward over books. One never really owns
them. Read or unread, my books remain
forever apart from me, heavy, impenetrable,
like bricks in an imaginary wall that keeps me
from what Wallace Stevens called "nothing
that is not there / and the nothing that is."

The LDS Booksellers Association conven-
tion held each August in Salt Lake City isn’t
about books, but it is about possession. True,

MICHAEL HICKS, an assistant professor o[
music at Brigham Young University, is the
author o[ the forthcoming book Mormonism
and Music: A History.

some books are on display amid the dozens
of booths that neatly line the convention hall.
A few booths display only books. But their
caretakers are generally bored and lonely,
bereft of clientele. The busier booths offer
more (in the form of less) and less (in the form
of more): goods that can be owned, used,
manipulated, and consumed in a way that
books can’t.

Ironically, many of these goods still rely
on the power of the word. They not only are
inscribed, it is for these inscriptions that the
objects exist at all: the otherwise ordinary tote
bags that read "Relief Society," for example,
or the iron-on patches that affirm "Families
are Forever." What is troubling is not so much
the offhand way in which these objects dis-
seminate the quasi-sacred inscriptions, but
rather the objects’ contempt for the sanctity
of use. To me, an object becomes holy by the
use it serves and by the goodness of the per-

son who uses it. In former times, if a good
man or woman carried provisions with a bag
or kept out the cold with a patch, that was
enough to sanctify bags and patches. The
modem equivalents require printed messages
as guarantors of sanctity. To omit these mes-
sages would be to neutralize the objects, to
denote "mere" bags and patches.

One also encounters at the convention
innumerable inscribed objects of play, from
foam-rubber Frisbees that say "Keep on Trac-
tin’ " to bags of taffy-pieces whose centers
declare ’I ~ the Book of Mormon." To me,
the worth of play is measured in the restora-
tion of vigor it provides to the doer of good
works. Amusement is redemption for good
people. But the profusion of inscriptions on
these recreational objects testifies that, to some
people, play’s redemptive power has waned;
playthings must be sacralized by religious jar-
gon. And the irony is that, as the words try
to elevate the objects, the objects end up
engulfing the words. For by tying religious
sayings to disposable, even ingestible, objects
we assert their degradation: the words may
sanctify everyday life, but ultimately we own
them.

Christian religions usually decry the visual
on behalf of the invisible, yet construct enor-
mous repertories of images. In one sense these
images simply supplant the word for the sake
of the masses of illiterate faithful. (To
paraphrase Savonarola: icons are the bible of
the people.) But they also reduce mysteries,
those things that are essentially and irrefuta-
bly unseen-and thus terrifying-into things
that are not only seen but, like books, are port-
able. This convention hall is coated with port-
able images, from needlepoint temples to
cartoon Joseph Smiths. And as I rummage
through some pnnts depicting pastel scenes
from the afterlife, a salesman gently reminds
me that "a picture is worth a thousand words."
That worth subsists not in the sharpness of
the images, but in the margins and frames.
They tell most clearly what the pictures mean:
order, enclosure, confinement. To buy an
image is to circumscribe one’s vision against
the terror of the invisible world.

Despite scriptural renunciations of it,
jewelry remains inextricable from the image-
repertory of Christianity. The principle of
jewelry is to consecrate potentially useful
minerals and ore to useless ornaments. The
gods of some religions demand such a con-
secration to their own worship, yet forbid it
to their worshippers. But the arrogance of self-
ornamentation seldom fails to seduce religious
folk, perhaps because of their obsession with
subduing the unruly earth: gems are trophies
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of that subduing. Hence, it comes as no sur-
prise to see jewelry occupying so much space
at the convention hall. Some of the jewelry
is inscribed ("For Time and All Eternity" neck-
laces), some not (Moroni tietacks). (One can
even be treated to a view of"The World’s Lar-
gest Sterling Silver CTR Ring," a ring wider
than a fist.) I suppose that this plethora of
ornaments denotes a rather typical mongreli-
zation of sacred and profane impulses, by
which one may adorn oneself with tnnkets
made holy by their markings or casts. But one
is also struck with these ornaments’ abundant,
subtle parodies of utility. The Moroni tietack,
for example, represents itself as a thoroughly
useful object. But it is useful only for secur-
ing a tie, which is a purely symbolic sort of
tether, a gripping of the throat, a leash.

However delectable and bizarre their
wares, it is the exhibitors’ company names
that reveal the obsessions of our culture. Some
of the names imply authority, by appealing
either to cultural legacies (Pioneer,
Homestead) or to assertive metaphors (Cor-
nerstone, Covenant, Trusthouse). Others
speak of futurity and progressiveness
(Embryo, Rising Generation). But many sug-
gest how much we want to retreat from the
marketplace into the house of nature, to
recover our bonds to a subdued but estranged
earth. Such names run the gamut from mac-
rocosmic to intimate (Sun, Horizon, Great
Mountain, Wellspring, Eagle, Acorn). Embla-
zoned above the convention booths, these
names suggest how desperately we want to
salvage ourselves from a system whose god
is the principle of possession itself. The God
of nature is a God who made us, bought us,
owns us, yet eternally relinquishes us to our-
selves. His antithesis is a god who is made,
bought, and owned, inescapable yet forever
beyond our grasp.

LIGHTER MINDS

THE UNPLEASANTNESS AT THE SALT
LAKE FORTUNE COOKIE FACTORY

Paul James Toscano

I know this story is true because VerDon
Flake, who told it to me, couldn’t have made
it up. And his sister, LaPreal, who told it to
him, had it first hand because she was actu-
ally there when it happened. Besides, I have
corroborating evidence.

It started right after Ardel Maxfield retired.
He had been the message stuffer at the Salt
Lake Fortune Cookie Factory since 1968. And
when he left, they replaced him with a new-
comer named Phil Kajerian, whose profile
reminded everybody of the Joseph Smith
death mask, except he had black curly hair
and a permanent five o’clock shadow.

Anyway, everybody at the factory was sur-

PAUL _]AMES TOSCANO is an attorney liv-
ing in Salt Lake City.

prised that they gave Ardel’s old job to some-
one so young and inexperienced. And, later,
people said that this decision was responsi-
ble for all the trouble. Phil was the type who
kept to himself, read thick books at breaks,
and did not contribute to the company birth-
day fund. But he seemed competent and
level-headed

In spite of what you may think, stuffing
messages into fortune cookies is not so easy.
In the first place, you’re in this room all day
by yourself, wearing a surgical gown and
gloves, loading the cookies and just the right
mix of messages into the stuffing machine.
(They don’t do it by hand anymore due to
high labor costs.)

Everybody agrees that the trouble began
within days after Phil’s promotion. Corn-
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plaints came pouting in from Chinese restaur-
ants all around town. The whole tone and
content of the messages suddenly went weird.
Instead of the usual "You are a kind and sen-
sitive person," or "Soon you will experience
unexpected good fortune," the messages had
become eerily specific, like, "Your lost sun
glasses are under the passenger seat of your
Volvo," and "Your wife wants you to pick up
some pizza on the way home."

Incredible you say? Well, here’s where the
corroborating evidence comes in. One day,
when all this was going on and after indulg-
ing a craving for egg roll, I broke open my very
own fortune cookie and read, "The waitress
just over-charged you by 87 cents." I checked
the bill, and it was true. It made me shiver.
But how could the cookie know?

That’s the question they were asking at the
Salt Lake Fortune Cookie Factory, where,
according to LaPreal Flake, the big wigs were
not at all amused. The front office was knee-
deep in order cancellations from bulk buyers
who were complaining that the fortunes were
frightening their ordinary, decent customers,
and attracting the lunatic fringe. There was a
report that a group of spiritualists had
attempted to hold a seance in the Gung Ho
Restaurant at high noon and that many peo-

ple were crowding into the effected eateries
during peak hours only to order a diet cola
and fifty or sixty fortune cookies. The entire
Chinese restaurant industry was being threa-
tened. Something had to be done.

It was Callas Harding, the heir-apparent to
the presidency of the company, who
responded decisively and with dispatch. He
hauled Phil up before the board of directors
and gave him an ultimatum: "You’re making
us look like a bunch of crackpots and you’re
killing our business. It’s got to stop!"

Phil seemed genuinely puzzled. Was this
not a Fortune Cookie Factory?

Of course it was.
And were not the messages in the cook-

ies supposed to be fortunes?
Of course they were-the kind that say

"This is the first day of the rest of your life"
and "You can turn defeat into victory."

But those are not really fortunes, protested
Phil. They’re only sentiments, like what you’d
read in a greeting card. A fortune cookie is
different. It looks to the future. It predicts. It
knows.

The board was appalled and Callas turned
red. The effrontery! People don’t crack open
a fortune cookie so they can be scared out of
their wits. All they want is a little, vacuous,

verbal bon-bon. (It’s about all the dessert you
can expect in a Chinese restaurant.) And who
do you think you are to be telling us about
fortune cookies. We’ve been in this business
for generations. And you’re nothing but a-
a-.

LaPreal was not quite sure what they com-
pared Phil to, but it was not complimentary.
The upshot was that Phil got the sack that
very day. The Salt Lake Fortune Cookie Fac-
tory is not unprogressive, but there are limits
even for broad-minded people. It wasn’t long
before business became again business as
usual.

And that’s the story just as I got it from
VerDon. Nobody knows for sure what hap-
pened to Phil. But about two weeks ago, I read
a curious item buried on one of the back
pages of the newspaper. It seems that some-
where in Vermont-I can’t recall exactly where
now-a local bakery reported that spirit-
writing was mysteriously appearing m the
icing on cakes.
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ANOTHER LOOK

INDIVIDUALISM AND THE CHALLENGE
OF COMMUNITY

By Marie Cornwall

WHEN ALEXIS DE Tocquevflle visited
the United States in the 1830s, he was very
interested in the new form of individualism
that developed with the new nation. He
defined American individualism as

a calm and considered feeling which
disposes each citizen to isolate him-
self from the mass of his fellows and
withdraw into the circle of family and
friends; with this little society formed
to his taste, he gladly leaves the
greater society to look after itself.1

He also warned, however, that too great
an emphasis on individualism could lead to
the fragmentation of American society and

MARIE CORNWALL is an assistant professor
of sociology at Brigham Young University.

individual isolation.
Recently, there have been a number of

scholarly attempts which re-examine Ameri-
can society and its individualistic tendencies
(Robert Bellah’s Habits of the Heart2), take a
careful look at our intellectual traditions which
sustain or contradict these tendencies (Allan
Bloom’s The Closing of the American Mind3),
and examine again the relationship between
the individual and society (Scott Peck’s The
Different Drum4 and James Fowler’s Becoming
Adult, Becoming Christian~). These authors
raise important questions: Have we neglected
that which is most meaningful? Should more
attention be given to defining the common
good? Should we pay more attention to our
role as citizen and to the relationships which
create community and less to the pursuit of

individual self-interest?
These books present questions which

Americans must address as they look to their
future. They also address questions which
American Latter-day Saints should confront,
partly because Mormon culture finds it source
in America (in what other religion and coun-
try can a boy dream of the possibility of
becoming either prophet, president, corporate
mogul, or football giant?), and partly because
American Mormons are not often required to
confront their American roots and ideals.

For example, let’s look at how individual-
ism is played out in the American dream
After reviewing the philosophical traditions
which encourage individuals to seek their
own personal destiny and to attain self-
fulfillment, James Fowler suggests that "the
strategy of self-fulfillment calls for a direct
assault on the citadel of ’goodies’. It means
maximizing one’s accumulation of those qual-
ities and goods that promise to guarantee
one’s fullness and completion" (p. 102). Is
there a parallel in Mormonism in which the
pursuit of self-fulfillment produces a campaign
on the heavenly "citadel" for God’s blessings?
Could it be that modem Mormonism’s preoc-
cupation with perfection comes from the ten-
dency of Americans to pursue their own
self-interest and to accumulate more of the
good life than anyone else? (Certainly our
view of attaining perfection is more an
individual effort than a team project.)

There is another aspect of individualism
that also concerns these authors-a lack of
concern for the common good. Too little
attention, they say, is being given to the 7para-
dox inherent in the desire to be free to pur-
sue one’s own self-interests and also to belong
to something larger than self, to have a sense
of community. The paradox is evident in one
man’s revealing description of his con-
dominium complex: "We have a great little
community here, everybody leaves everybody
else alone." Absolute independence and
autonomy leaves individuals isolated; ,com-
munity is not created by default.

This same paradox exists withinMormon-
ism. As individuals pursue their religious self-
interests-the accumulation of blessings for
themselves and their families-the common..

good can be neglected. But, one might argue,
personal righteousness requires kindness to
others, caring for the poor and afflicted, and
a sense of sister and brotherhood. And as
individuals become converted and begin to
seek after righteousness and the blessings
which come from living God’s command-
ments they begin to contribute to the com-
mon good. The enlightened self-interest of

PAGE 38                                                                                                                                  SEPTEMBER 1988



good women and men produces a common
good (an Ayn Rand kind of social capitalism).
Thus, they conclude, there is no paradox. As
a political philosophy, this way of thinking
is closest to John Locke. Allan Bloom reminds
us that although Americans tend to agree with
Locke there are other philosophic traditions
which explore the relationship between the
common good and private interests in differ-
ent ways. One might say that it is in our self-
interest to explore these other traditions so
that we fully understand alternatives to this
extreme form of individualism.

The combination of American individual-
ism with a bureaucratic system of government
produces strange assumptions about how to
achieve the common good. In effect, we say,
"The good society is created by an effective
division of labor (bureaucracy) and by
individuals faithfully carrying out their
assigned duties." But is it really that simple?
For example, a few months ago, I asked my
Gospel Doctrine class what they thought they
could do to create a greater sense of commu-
nity within the ward. They struggled with the
answer. One woman suggested that it was
simple-we should attend our meetings, pay
our tithing, and do our home and visiting
teaching. Perhaps she was right: That a Zion
community is created by perfect individuals
who carry out their assigned duties and
responsibilities. If so, then Zion’s creation
merely requires perfect people, a rational divi-
sion of labor, and leaders who effectively
instruct and motivate their subordinates to
carry out these duties for the good of all-a
buzzing beehive.

It seems to me, however, that this vision
of community not only naively assumes a
human that doesn’t exist (thankfully) but also
creates dysfunctional expectations in us.
Several years ago I was glad to be available
when a friend of mine needed help in a cri-
sis. We lived in the same apartment complex.
One Sunday as I was returning home from
church, we passed in the parking lot. I could
see she was upset and asked if I could help.
She was on her way to the hospital-her
granddaughter had been hit by a bus. I got
into the car with her, knowing that her daugh-
ter was a single mother of three and that
someone would need to take care of the other
two grandchildren. At the hospital, as my
friend talked with her daughter and the doc-
tors, I took the other two children and called
several people she wanted notified (someone
to come give the child a blessing, the bishop,
etc.). I was glad to help. The child survived
and, after a lengthy recovery, is healthy today.

The incident provides insights about com-

mon notions regarding service, duty, and
responsibility. The missionaries wanted to
know why I was at the hospital. Was I the
visiting teacher? No, just a neighbor. Why
wasn’t the visiting teacher there? Because I
was available and wanted to help. That even-
ing the Relief Society president called to apolo-
gize for not being on top of the situation. No
problem, I assured her, we had everything
taken care of. The next morning, the visiting
teacher called to apologize for not coming to
pick up the grandchildren and take care of
them. No problem, I assured her, they were
just fine; it was an opportunity to help a
neighbor. Isn’t it strange how the concept of
institutional duty diminished my contribution
at the same time it engendered guilt and frus-
tration in the people to whom responsibility
had been assigned. I found myself in a situa-
tion where I had to assure those who had
been assigned to care for my friend that I
wasn’t angry witl~ them because they had not
fulfilled their duty and I had to do it for them.
Individual concern about how well each was
performing his or her duty got in the way of
community concern about the well-being of
the child. The joy of working together to
achieve something good was almost des-
troyed. I am reminded of a comment of a
friend of mine describing the response of her
ward to a family crisis: "The neighbors were
there to offer food and help before the Relief
Society President had time to organize it." I
don’t think it is possible to create an ideal
community based on bureaucratic principles.

What would an effective community be
like? These authors give us some concepts to
consider. Among other things they warn us
about too much individualism. Bellah
writes that "individuals cannot achieve suc-
cess or happiness simply by serving them-
selves" (p. 192). Fowler discusses "a call to
partnership with God on behalf of the neigh-
bor" (p. 102). Peck talks of being called to
wholeness, but cautions that "we can never
be completely whole in and of ourselves" (p.
54). Fowler reminds us that "we are called to
personhood in relationships. There is no per-
sonal fulfillment that is not part of a com-
munal fulfillment" (p. 102). All of these
scholars attempt to demonstrate {hat individu-
alism should only be taken so far, and that
a meaningful life is created when individuals
become citizens of the good society, rather
than simply laborers in it. (To some degree
institutional assignments help us become
citizens, but they can also limit our involve-
ment and bonding).

These authors give us images of what it
might be like to seek the common good

instead of self-interest, however enlightened.
Bloom and Bellah point out the destructive
implications of a philosophy which
encourages individuals to do anything, they
want as long as it doesn’t hurt you or anyone
else. Their arguments provide food for
thought. There may be reasons, for example,
for keeping God’s commandments that have
more to do with contributing to the common
good than with seeking personal righteous-
ness. Bloom writes:

Sex may be treated as a pleasure out
of which men and women may make
what they will, its promptings fol-
lowed or rejected, its forms matters
of taste, its importance or unimpor-
tance in life decided freely by
individuals .... Or sex can be
immediately constitutive of a whole
of life, to which self-preservation is
subordinated and in which love, mar-
riage and the rearing of infants is the
most important business. It cannot be
both. (p. 163.)
Fowler provides us with an image of how

individuals would act differently if they no
longer pursued their own interests, but under-
stood their lives and vocations as partnerships
with God.

It is a life in which individuals are freed
from the tyranny of competition, anxievy, and
jealousy. Community is experienced in the
recognition of diversity, in celebrating the gifts
and graces of others. Peck describes the stages
of community building and provides exam-
pies of ways individuals can unknowingly
thwart the progress of community.

Religion is community; individuals cannot
achieve righteousness without community.
That is the ultimate irony. Our scriptures are
full of images of community and what
individuals must be and do in order to cre-
ate community. In the Book of Mormon we
find images of community such as "the fold
of God" in which people are "willing to bear
one another’s burdens" and "mourn with those
that mourn," and "comfort those who stand
in need of comfort" (Mosiah 18:8,9). Here, for
Alma, the baptismal covenant was not merely
a covenant with God, it was a covenam with
God and neighbor. Another passage shares a
peaceful image of community in which there
are no "-ites," "no contention ... envy-
ings.., strifes.., nor tumults" (4 Nephi
15-16). How do these scriptural images com-
pare with the images of community provided
by Bellah, Fowler, and Peck? What questions
must we ask in order to understand how to
create community within Mormonism? These
are important questions for Latter-day Saints
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to explore.
Some may think individualism and the

challenge of community a~_’e not problems for
Mormonism. Some people also actually like
the consolidated meeting schedule. Some peo-
ple like capitalism, American individualism,
and the pursuit of self-interest. These things
are a part of the Western heritage American
Mormons love so much. But I worry about
these things, and I think we ought to think
again about what it really means to build a
society called Zion.
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Reviewed by Dale Van Atta and Dary] Gibson

READ ALL OF these books and you will
learn more than you ever wanted to know
about Mark Hofmann, and still not know why.
The hunger to know why led prosecutors to
agree to a piddling plea bargain in exchange
for the answer, and they were still cheated.

Even behind bars and stripped of his
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smugness, Mark Hofmann-the master tbrger,
bomber, and murderer-continues to baffle.
Mormons should be reveling in blessed relief
that there was no white salamander to dis-
grace Joseph Smith, no blessing making his
son the heir to the Church, and no Lucy Mack
Smith letter to muddy the details of the
Restoration.

Yet exposure of Hofmann as a forger has
wreaked more havoc than living with Hof-
mann as a finder of lost letters. And there is
an uneasy feeling that Hofmann knew that
would happen all along.

The authors of this trio of books t~., vali-
antly to answer the question of why HoImann
did it. He couldn’t relate to his father. He was
tormented by a history of polygamy :in his
family tree. He was a sociopath. The devil
made him do it.

Until Hofmann deigns to tell the truth, we
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have only the facts to work with. These
authors use the facts to varying degrees of
effectiveness, but the most they can do is sim-
ply dance around the central enigma, Hof-
mann, who refused to be interviewed by any
and all authors.

SALAMANDER-This is the book for
Utahns and Mormon readers. It is the forum
for believers to hash out what will go down
as one of the most devastating chapters in
Church history.

The best factual record of the three,
Salamander occasionally wallows in its facts.
Each chapter begins with a punch and then
sinks under the weight of information. Silli-
toe and Roberts are meticulous researchers.
Silfitoe the poet and fiction writer takes that
research and occasionally shines through the
clutter of detail. But we longed for her to stop
writing the definitive reference book and start
telling a story.

They are "insiders" to this Mormon story,
but Sillitoe and Roberts aren’t prissy about
their subject. For example, they take a well-
deserved shot at Hugh Pinnock when it is
clear that he pussy-footed with the police. "All
we know is what we read in the papers," says
Pinnock, who negotiated with Hofmann and
arranged a loan for him.

If the authors hold back at all, it is to spare
the survivors of Hofmann’s mayhem from
vivid descriptions of the death of his victims,
Kathy Sheets and Steve Christensen. But in
the place of horror and grief, Salamander
rewards the reader with portraits of Sheets,
Christensen, and Hofmann that are not
matched in either of the other books: Sheets
the prankster and eternal optimist; Christen-
sen the young missionary who went out in
the alley to scream an obscenity when he was
made a district leader; and Hofmann who
built little bombs and tortured cats as a child.

None of the other authors comes as close
to understanding Hofmann as Sillitoe and
Roberts do. The others completely miss his
double dealing as a missionary in England
where he bought and stole old books. (Only
upstate New York would have been a worse
place for God to send a boy bent on destroy-
ing his church through historical fraud.)

5illitoe and Roberts are the only authors
to make Hofmann the central character of
their book- no mean task considering that he
refused to be interviewed. Their chapter on
Hofmann’s obsession with polygamy sings:
"Like poking his tongue into a sore tooth,
Mark mulled over a family secret .... " It is
easy to imagine Hofmann poking around at

the Church’s sore spots and watching others
squirm.

When it was Hofmann’s turn to squirm-
in court-Sillitoe or Roberts was there and this
is where their book becomes impossible to
put down. We see Hofmann first hand, not
through the eyes of friends and relatives.

Sillitoe and Roberts could have sold more
books by telling a better tale, but they were
clearly more interested in establishing what
happened for the record, dispassionately and
with insight. The final proof is the inclusion
of 20 pages of analysis by a documents
examiner George Throckmorton. Only the
most avid Hofmann buff will read the chap-
ter, but we’re glad it’s there.

A GATHERING OF SAINTS- This is the
book for non-Mormon readers. Richard Lind-
sey, who is not a Mormon, does one of the
best jobs we have seen of explaining Mot-
monisms to outsiders. While the others
casually use the vocabulary-"wardhouse,"
"Relief Society," "The U."-Lindsey is acutely
aware of his audience. A fine writer, his
description of William Clayton and the
pioneers’ entry into the Salt Lake Valley is as
readable as his descriptions of the bombings.
There are minor inaccuracies and some
interpretations of Mormon history that chafe
("Every man, Smith said, had a right to marry
ten virgins." "A church founded by men who
commanded young women to bed down with
them with the threat of eternal damnation if
they refused .... ") But Lindsey is as fair and
kind as an outsider can be with a history as
unorthodox as ours.

From Lindsey, and not from the other
authors, we get the best explanation of Coor-
dinated Financial Services (CFS), Gary Sheets’s
struggling business which Hofmann hoped
would cover the motives for his murders.
Lindsey also comes up with the best treatment
of the "Oath of a Freeman," Hofmann’s most
important forgery. None of the authors ade-
quately gives Hofmann a place in world his-
tory as a forger with few peers. He is treated
as Utah’s little aberration.. But at least Lind-
sey keeps the national perspective of the story
with his emphasis on Hofmann’s impact in
New York and Boston.

Lindsey figured out early on in his research
that Mormons are journal keepers and he
quotes from every journal he can get his
hands on-the journals of the victims, the
police, the attorneys, the documents dealers.
In that respect, he is as good an investigator
as Dick Forbes of the Salt Lake County Attor-
ney’s Office. Lindsey includes the wry note

that the resourceful Forbes used the Church
Genealogical Library to track his prey.

Sillitoe and Roberts are members of "the
Mormon underground"- or the intellectuals
and historians. But it takes Lindsey to give the
best portrait of that community: "Information
became a forbidden fruit. Like erotic books
circulated surreptitiously in a boarding school,
old diaries, journals, letters and other docu-
ments took on a mystique that energized
efforts to possess them. Secretly, students and
instructors at BYU, as well as nonstudents
who were interested in Church history, began
to photocopy documents and exchange them
like collectors of baseball cards."

Because Lindsey was the late finisher, he
has what the other authors don’t-Hofmann’s
interview with Michael George of the Salt Lake
County Attorney’s Office. From prison, Hof-
mann mailed a letter to his wife which read
like coded gibberish for a plot to kill the mem-
bers of the Board of Pardons. George was
assigned to investigate, and he went straight
to the mystery man for what turned out to
be a revealing confession. Of his victims,
Sheets and Christensen, Hofmann said: "I
don’t feel anything for them. My philosophy
is that they’re dead. They’re not suffering. I
think life is basically worthless. They could
have died just as easily in a car acciden~ ....
I don’t believe in God. I don’t believe in an
afterlife. They don’t know they’re dead."

MORMON MURDERS-This is the book
for masochists. Naifeh and Smith begin with
a disclaimer-they don’t have anything against
the Mormon church. In fact, they barely knew
anything about the Church when they began
their research. "One of us dated a womart who
was a devout Mormon ...." they say. She
must have jilted him.

From the first page, Mormon Murders is a
slap in the face of the living and the dead.
Mark Hofmann confessed to forgery and
murder, but Naifeh and Smith ignore him in
their frenzy to convict the Church. Hofinann
is lucky to be a minor character in this charac-
ter assassination. ("By all accounts, Mark Wil-
liam Hofmann was the ideal Mormon child,"
Naifeh and Smith write. They must have
missed the accounts about how he dropped
cats from second-story balconies and set his
shirt on fire while building incendiary
devices.)

Naifeh and Smith get their version of Mor-
mon history from Gerald and Sandra Tanner.
Every innuendo and myth is spilled out in a
brutal invective. Fawn Brodie, according to
Naifeh and Smith, provided the best "neutral"
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history of the Church in "7_",1o Man Knows My
History." One can debate the accuracy of Bro-
die’s biography of Joseph Smith, but it is no
more "neutral" than her biography of Thomas
Jefferson which was panned by critics and
historians.

To Naifeh and Smith, General Conference
is a meeting of the Politburo. The United
Order was disbanded during the McCarthy
era to avoid the appearance of Communism.
Mormons make vows in the temple to com-
mit homicide and suicide. G. Homer Durham
is a Mormon Machiavelli who tours the coun-
try, preaching the gospel of money. The
Church security force is "a hotbed of Mormon
fanaticism, just the kind of crazies to rid the
Church of its enemies." In fact, the gospel
according to Smith and Naifeh says that the
only thing keeping general authorities from
wholesale murder of their critics is the fact
that the Church is obsessed with public rela-
tions. It wouldn’t look good.

Polygamists get a better rap than main-
stream Mormons from Naifeh and Smith.
They are ’"peaceful, decent people." But Mor-
mons, while they are rabid, greedy, murderers
in the making, are also quite dull. The authors,
two New York-bred, Harvard-educated law-
yers, describe one flamboyant character in
their book: as "a welcome relief from the great,
grinning goodness of Mormon culture, a crys-
tal of salt on a vast landscape of mashed pota-
toes." Have these guys never been east of the
Hudson River? They remind us of every
tourist who comes to Salt Lake City, discovers
it’s a tough town in which to get a drink, and
decides the populace must be the inspiration
for The 5tepford Wives.

We’ll give Naifeh and Smith the benefit of
the doubt and assume they stumbled upon
the Tanners when they got off the bus and
didn’t know any better. But at best that makes
them sloppy researchers.

Out of ignorance or malice, they twist the
simplest of facts. For exmnple, they describe
Ervil LeBaron as "Mormon polygamist" and
treat his bizarre reign of terror as if it were
everyday church fare. "Not all the fanatics
were as crazy as the LeBarons .... " Naifeh
and Smith demure. "But, unfortunately, not all
the fanatics were safely out in the country-
side. Some were right downtown, working in
the Church Office Building."

Even the saintly Spencer W. Kimball is
made to look a bit off his, rocker because he
tells visitors to his office that he loves them.
That is the unkindest cut of all.

The good news is, the barrage of assaults
from Naifeh and Smith eventually becomes
amusing, especially when couched in their B-

grade writing style: "What Joe Namath was
to football, what Bobby Orr was to hockey,
what Joe DiMaggio was to baseball, what Stal-
lone was to Rocky, Jerry Taylor was all these
and more to the Salt Lake City cops .... This
was a cop’s cop. He didn’t look like much-
early forties, dark curly hair with a few
touches of gray, thin, a bit of a paunch,
glasses-not the kind of guy to stop traffic or
bring a bar to its feet when he walked in. But
appearances could be deceiving."

ALL three of these books are painful
reading, but the subject is one that will not
go away if it is ignored. Mark Hofmann ripped
the rug out from under our history and when
we finally got the rug back in place, we real-

ized he was tugging at our faith and culture,
too. Indeed, he poked at the sore spots until
they festered-the greed for money and recog-
nition, the deification of Church authorities,
suppression of the Mormon media, manipu-
lation of history for good and ill.

We should thank Hofmann for blowing
himself up. It is clear from his collection of
note cards, each carrying one commonly used
word from the Book of Mormon, that his ulti-
mate coup was to be the forgery of the lost
116 pages of the manuscript.

And we should thank Brad Christensen,
the bystander who blessed Hofmann to live
after he blew himself up. Without &vine
intervention, we might never have known the
truth, even if we still don’t know the reason.

MORAL ISSUES IN HEALTH CARE
DOES FAITH MAKE ANY DIFFERENCE?

SECOND OPINION HEALTH, FAITH, AND ETHICS.
The Park Ridge Center.

By Courtney S. Campbell

IN THE BEGINNING of bioethics, a field
that in general terms is concerned with the
application of ethical values and principles to
the biological sciences, medicine, and health
care, the dominant mode of discourse and
analysis was theological. Two of the early clas-
sics in the field, Joseph Fletcher’s Moral and
Medicine (1954) and Paul Ramsey’s The Patient
as Person (1970) respectively drew on the the-
ological themes of agape (neighbor-love) and
covenant as fundamental premises in their
examination of such issues as euthanasia,
artificial reproduction, organ transplantation,
research on human subjects, determination of
death, and the allocation of scarce medical

COURTNEY 5. CAMPBELL is an associate in
religious studies at The Hastings Center, Bri-
arc]iff Manor, New" York, and editor oF the
Hastings Center Report.

resources. The pervasive assumption was that
religious traditions had an important and
indeed indispensable contribution to make in
illuminating the questions and directing the
answers to bioethical dilemmas.

Over time bioethics became significantly
secularized for several reasons. The paradigms
and principles that assumed prominence in
bioethical literature, and came to have an
influence in medical practice, such as con-
cepts of autonomy, rights, contractualism, and
informed consent seemed better supported by
philosophical premises and even somewhat
at odds with the perspectives of religious tra-
ditions. As bioethical issues moved from
being debated by academics to unavoidable
matters of public policy, theological presup-
positions appeared too particularistic and a
more likely source for disagreement than
poli~y consensus. This transition to secular
bioethics was accelerated by the discovery of
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theological ethicists that a faith perspective
had, after all, very little distinctive to provide
at the level of substantive moral conclusions.
Religious convictions seemed morally interest-
ing only when they created conflicts with
health care professionals, as in refusals of life-
saving blood transfusions by Jehovah’s
Witnesses.

This narrowing of bioethical concerns to
a dominantly secular orientation, and the con-
comitant exclusion of theological ideologies
and discourse, has just begun to be challenged
by scholars, and Second Opinion: Health, Faith
and Ethics (c/o The Park Ridge Center, 1875
Dempster St., Suite 175, Park Ridge, Illinois,
$35, 3 issues a year) is a splendid example
of the utility and necessity of a more com-
prehensive approach. The preface to this
"book-like _journal" identifies its role and
unique contribution: while current literature
adequately addresses, in various relations,
only one or two of the three key concepts
expressed in the subtitle, "Second Opinion dis-
tinctively seeks to address all three." Its self-
designated ambitious purpose is to "help form
one public out of a number of related consti-
tuencies" that will provide an informed, inter-
disciplinary discussion of ways of relating
"ethics and faith to health issues."

Volumes 1-4 of Second Opinion go a sub-
stantial way towards realizing these ends.
These volumes contain an impressive array
of articles from contributors in Protestant,
Catholic, and humanist backgrounds, as well
as clinical practitioners and public policy
makers. Volume two, which contains a spe-
cial focus on medical treatment or nontreat-
ment of impaired infants, is especially
informative and balanced, and furnishes a
standard that other bioethical journals would
do well to achieve. Robert Weir’s article on
selective nontreatment of some newborns, for
example, is simply an outstanding discussion
of the medical, moral, and religious dimen-
sions involved in such decisions. A conscious
attempt to avoid a narrowly ethnocentric
focus on Western religious, ethical, and health
traditions is also present. Volume four con-
tained a very enlightening discussion of ethi-
cal issues in health care in such diverse places
as Nigeria, Guatemala, Hong Kong, and the
People’s Republic of China. The latter in par-
ticular is a signal contribution to the field of
bioethics in general. A prospective series of
articles on the relation of theology, ethics, and
medicine in prominent contemporary theo-
logical ethicists will make future issues of
Second Opinion indispensable for serious
scholarship in bioethics.

It does need to be stressed that there is
more to Second Opinion than the moral quan-
daries involved in bioethics. There is a
refreshing variety in content, ranging from the-
oretical reflections on the meaning of "illness,"
descriptive comparisons of the approaches of
religious traditions (including Mormonism) to
"health" questions, and insightful articles
oriented by historical interests or the special
challenges of pastoral care of the very ill. The
scholarly writing in each issue, which for the
most part is of very high quality is com-
plimented by an interview with a leading
figure in the health care field, including prac-
titioners, clinical ethicists, and public policy
makers.

Second Opinion does not present itself as
the "last opinion," which is fortunate, since
the contributors raise many issues that, to my
view, produce more confusion than clarity.
One outstanding problem is the definitions
of the basic terms themselves. An undefended
assumption in many articles is a very broad
notion of "faith," which draws on Paul Tillich’s
idea of religion as a sense of "ultimate con-
cern" in one’s life. At the least such a posi-
tion needs to be substantiated and its
implications thought through more carefully.
In a journal devoted to examination of the
relations between faith, ethics, and health, the
waters are only muddied when Marxism is
discussed as a "religious" tradition under the
guise of "ultimacy." The same tendency
towards all-encompassing terminology can be
discemed in the use of the words "health" and
"well-being" interchangeably in several articles.
The World Health Organization has defined
"health" as a state of "complete physical, men-
tal and social well-being," and many authors
seem to reflect such a perspective, but surely
from the standpoint of faith traditions with
an eschatological component, "well-being" is
not exhausted by such dimensions, and
should be more carefully differentiated from
"health."

Despite many provocative analyses, one is
still left with the nagging question of what
difference a faith perspective makes in ethi-
cal decisions about health care issues. For
example, in analyzing a case about proposed
termination of treatment for a severely
impaired infant, Richard McCormick, SJ.,
equates a "reasonable" decision with a "Chris-
tian" decision: Such an answer is fully con-
sonant with the natural law tradition of
Catholicism but also implies the same deci-
sion could be reached from humanistic or
nontheological premises. In addressing the
same case, Karen Lebacqz, a Protestant the-
ologian, suggests that the experience of the

parents of the newborn might be compara-
ble to the wanderings of the Israelites in the
Sinai desert after liberation from bondage. This
reliance on analogical reasoning is instructive,
but one can’t help but wonder whether the
parents themselves would be a bit bewildered
by this comparison. Moreover, th~ analogy
needs to be fully played out. What is the
meaning of arriving in "the promised land" in
this narrative of parental wanderings: the
death of their child? Significantly, Lebacqz
does not address the impact of this interpreta-
tive context on moral deliberation and reso-
lution of the problem.

The assumptions of Lebacqz’s commentary
do suggest one important direction for future
reflection on the role of a faith perspective:
while religious convictions may not change
the conclusion of a process of moral reason-
ing, they may be influential at the level of
providing an interpretative context that gives
different meaning to the problem. For exam-
ple, the birth of an anencephalic newborn (an
infant lacking any higher brain func~ion)
should quite obviously have a different mean-
ing to a Latter-day Saint family, because of our
theological and soteriological assumptions
about the eternal destiny of handicapped
infants, than they might to a family without
such assumptions, even if no difference can
be discerned at the level of making a moral
decision about treatment-continuation. Faith
can be critical at the level of perception and
meaning, even if less significant at the level of
resolution.

Second Opinion is a most valuable addition
to the relatively sparse literature on the rela-
tion between faith, ethics, and health, and to
the voluminous literature on bioethics. Its pur-
pose of creating "one public" out of diverse
disciplines may be idealistic, but it would be
no small contribution to bring these at times
adversarial constituencies "within shouting
distance" of each other.
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 MAKING ISAIAH
PLAIN & SIMPLE

THE BOOK OF ISAIAH: A NEW TRANSLATION,
WITH INTEPd?RETIVE KEYS FROM THE BOOK OF MORMON

By Avraham Gileadi
Deseret Book, 1988, 250 pages, $19.95.

Reviewed by Alfred E. Krause

Before I begin to carp, qualify or equivo-
cate, I must bear witness to the quality and
importance of this book. [f the popular mind
still thinks of Isaiah as a mine of inspired gib-
berish that can occasionally be drawn upon
for useful prooftexts, this book will illuminate
and expand the popular mind. If "Liahona"
Saints regret that LDS scholars have not made
more use of the methods and hypotheses of
modem secular biblical scholarship, this book
is evidence that one Mormon scholar at least
has more than mastered those methods; he
has transcended them and stands on the cut-
ting edge of new knowledge of the poetic and
historical content of Isaiah.

With this book the ,diligent reader can
begin to grasp the richness, complexity, and
immensity of Isaiah’s thought and testimony.
He can begin to see the book of Isaiah for
what it is: possibly the tnost complex liter-
ary artifact from the hand of man. This may
not be the only book you can buy to under-
stand Isaiah, it may not be appropriate for
someone who has never :studied the prophet
before, and it offers only a portion of Gileadi’s
most recent work. It will, however, take the
reader deeper into Isaiah l:han any other book
now available.

The past two decades have seen an explo-

ALFRED E. KRAUSE is a biblical scholar and
author oF,, "Historical Seqectivity: Prophetic
Prerogative or Typological Imperative?" He
lives in Lake in the Hill: Illinois.

sion of LDS studies and commentaries on
Isaiah. The few chapters in Sidney Sperry’s
books have been joined by new works from
Monte Nyman, Lamar Adams, Avraham
Gfleadi (an earlier edition of this translation),
Cleon Skousen and Daniel Ludlow. That same
generation has seen the emergence of new evi-
dence to shake the consensus views of
nineteenth-century liberal biblical scholarship.
George Mendenhall’s work on the antiquity
of covenant forms, Isaac M. Kikawada and
Arthur Quinn’s survey of large-scale
parallelism and chiasm in Genesis, C. S.
Mann’s arguments for the primacy of Matthew,
and Gileadi’s own work on structure and
rhetoric in Isaiah are all examples of this.

The response of secular biblical scholar-
ship to much of this new data has been an
attempt to ignore or even suppress it: to
pigeonhole the scholars as fundamentalists or
worse. Gileadi, who is seen as neoconserva-
tive and who is also LDS, might seem partic-
ularly vulnerable to this: even if he did not
base some points of his analysis in this work
on tools found in the Book of Mormon, the
mere fact that his work is published by
Deseret Book would normally ensure that it
would not reach beyond the community of
Latter-day Saints.

Gileadi’s work, however, defies pigeonhol-
ing. His ideas are known and warmly
regarded among biblical scholars of many
faiths and viewpoints. He commands respect
from Jewish, Adventist, Episcopalian, Evan-

gelical and even some secular scholars. His
next work, a Festschrift of papers on the
Hebrew prophets by scholars inside and out-
side the Church, has just been printed by
Baker Books of Grand Rapids. He might com-
mand even greater eminence in the world of
LDS biblical scholarship if he belonged to one
of the fifty famous LDS families or were a bet-
ter practitioner of telestial academic office
politics.

The Book of Isaiah contains a readable
modem translation of Isaiah. The translation
follows about ninety pages of introduction
dealing with traditional Jewish and Book of
Mormon approaches to the study of Isaiah.
It touches on large-scale structures within the
prophetic books, composite symbolic and
ideological figures, and a wide variety of poetic
devices (parallelism, chiasm, metaphor, etc.).

At first the translation does not appear
drastically different from several other good
modem ones, such as those of the New
English Bible (NEB) or the New Jerusalem
Bible 0B). As other reviewers have noted,
Gileadi’s translation is significantly less
prescriptive than the NEB. Some choices of
text and language are indeed powerful and
enlightening. For example, his use of the Sep-
tuagint "City of Righteousness" in Isaiah 19:18
illuminates the central meaning of that whole
chapter: the possibility for conversion by
example. Once or twice the translation may
go a bit far in "likening" individual verses to
our condition, as with the "safe neighbor-
hoods" of 32:18, or when Jerusalem land-
marks like Ophel tower or The Keep (32:14)
become "highrises and panoramic resorts."

Nevertheless, Gileadi is quite cautious
about major alterations or emendations of
text; those he does make, appear valid. For
example, his reordering of the final verses of
Chapter 33 not only makes good sense, but
(unknown to him) is consistent with a long
chiasm running throughout the whole of 32
and 33. There are a few "zingers," where Isaiah
is expressed in terms familiar from Latter-day
scriptures or the temple, but these are also
common in the JB, NEB or even the King
James Version (KJV). Compare, for example,
the various translations of Isaiah 22:14-25,
where Shebna has provoked both the Lord
and his prophet and is being relieved of his
temple blessings.

The unique qualities of Gileadi’s transla-
tion are more subtle, and thus deeper in their
effect. To use musical terms, there is a great
deal of legato-of uninterrupted lyric con-
tinuity. This translation is not a collection of
fragments; it is blended expression of a com-
plex but united whole.
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This conception is also consistent with the
ideas of the Book of Mormon. Abinadi does
not merely cite fragments of Isaiah 53, but
cites it all as a unitary composition. Nephi and
Jacob may cite one, two or even thirteen chap-
ters at a time. In the Tree of Life vision and
its interpretation, Lehi and Nephi see the
choices offered to the individual soul, as the
entire process of salvation history is depicted
in terms of symbolic or composite figures.

Gileadi’s translation is also painstakingly
literal in its treatment of words and phrases
depicting these composite entities and forces,
especially the various means of divine action:
words like "sword," "staff, .... arm," etc. This
makes clear the recurrence and transforma-
tion of particular ideas. It also allows readers
who do not speak Hebrew to discern citations
from earlier prophecies, notably the Song of
Moses (Deuteronomy 32:1-43), to better dis-
cern the various levels of parallel structures
Gileadi has found, and to seek out still other
structures (especially chiastic ones) that are
still being discovered. In this sense it is a literal
translation where literalism is needed.

This volume is only one of several on
Isaiah planned by Gileadi. We see, for exam-
ple, only a part of Gileadi’s full intent in his
treatment of Isaiah’s relation to the historical
events of his own time. To a considerable
extent the book reflects the author’s views as
expressed in his earlier Apocalyptic Book of
Isaiah (Hebraeus Press, 1982). In the
Introduction he apparently writes off Isaiah’s
treatment of contemporary events as impor-
tant only within the great overarching scheme
of typology: the symbols that describe the
recurring problems and opportunities that will
occur throughout history, but particularly in
the Meridian of Time and the Last Days.

This does not mean that Gileadi views all
of Isaiah as intended only for the Last Days;
that would mean closing off one important
dimension of prophecy. It is certainly true that
Isaiah saw recurring elements of all human
history, such as the external moral and cul-
tural opposition between "Zion" and "Baby-
Ion." It is also true that the composite entities
in his prophecy encompass the Last Days,
including our own times: "Assyria," the mili-
tary arm of "Babylon" may be any great
totalitarian power of this age, while "Egypt,"
the unreliable ally, may well be the United
States. Given that divine revelation and view
of the end from the beginning, however, Isaiah
was just as powerful and accurate an analyst
of the events of his own day.

This contemporary historical dimension is
also consistent with the uses of history in the
Book of Mormon, where specific events, such

as the ministry to and eventual destruction
of Ammonihah, are viewed as a scale model
for the events to come upon the Nephites at
the coming of Christ and upon the entire
world in the last days. Recognized use of
typology also offers a potential basis for com-
munication with-or even conversion of-
secular biblical scholars. Many people who
totally reject the idea of predictive prophecy
can initially accept the ideas of projective
prophecy, of rational and accurate analysis of
religious, political and social trends and forces.
Should it become clear that Isaiah was a sys-
tematic historian and sociologist comparable
to Toynbee, Spengler, Ibn Khaldun, or
Marx- but of greater accuracy- many people
may be moved to ask how this was possible
in a cultural backwater of the Middle East two
hundred years before Herodotus. Isaiah as
historian may be another one of those seeds
of truth that will allow some people to begin
Alma’s experiment.

I have personally discussed these points
at length with Gileadi since 1985. He proved
to be not only aware of them, but far ahead
of anyone else in grasping their implications.
I suspect that either (a) editonal limitations
on space required drastic pruning of certain
aspects of Isaiah, including the historical or
(b) Gileadi is unwilling to leave the reader
with only a partial delineation of areas in
which his ideas are still developing.

For the same apparent reasons, the book
also omits some of the most striking exam-
ples of Gileadi’s literary analysis found in his
earlier work. Chief among these is the aston-
ishing verse-by-verse antithesis between
Babylon with its king (Isaiah 14, with a few
verses from Chapter 47) and Zion with its
Suffering Servant (Isaiah 52 and 53)-a
remarkable argument for the unity of the book
and, indirectly, for the identity of the Servant
as Jehovah. Another of these is the analysis
of the verse-by-verse recurrence of the themes
of apostasy, judgment, restoration or repen-
tance, and salvation throughout the first six
chapters; this alone opens up another liter-
ary dimension, suggesting that there may be
not only parallelisms, chiasms, and antitheses,
but tessellations: building blocks poetically
equivalent to the recurring figures found in
some of the sketches of M.C. Escher.

For the reader just beginning to study
Isaiah, Gileadi’s reluctance to infringe upon
the unity of the text and to impose his ideas
upon the reader may represent another short-
coming. There are no footnotes or commen-
tary in the translation, other than purely
linguistic ones. There is no attempt to define
the boundaries of individual revelations, to

ascribe dialogue beyond what the prophet
himself has done, or to impose anything like
modem paragraphing.

There is certainly some fine commentary
and exegesis of sample chapters like Isaiah’s
First Vision (6) or the Garlands of Ephraim
(28), but elsewhere the bewildered beginner
will need help from Sperry, Nyman or espe-
cially Victor Ludlow. Gileadi clearly states in
the introduction that his intention is to teach
the reader to do his own exegesis, but many
readers will still find themselves in a sink-or-
swim situation.

Other readers might also wish a fuller dis-
cussion of poetic tools. Gileadi’s work has
touched off studies of chiasm, of the ideas and
structure of the Song of Moses as the basic
unit of prophecy, and of tessellated units.
Some of these, notably the chiasms, can sig-
nificantly affect the way we read and under-
stand the prophets. Micah, for example,
appears to contain two chiastically opposed
lines of history, one running from the fall of
Samaria to the eventual fall of Jerusalem
(Micah 1-3) and affecting the covenant peo-
ple, and the other running from the punish-
ment of Israel to the enlightenment of all the
nations (6:2-4:1) with the major idea blocks
running backwards.

When Gileadi began his work, one of his
aims was to prove that a single author wrote
Isaiah. He has made some powerful argu-
ments for this, and set off other studies that
offer other powerful arguments. Directly o1" in-
directly, however, he has opened up so much
meaning and possibility as to render his origi-
nal aims nearly irrelevant. The use of many
large-scale poetic structures to express a valid
view of the workings of all history, insofar as
it is shaped by the nature and aims of God,
is not so much a proof of unity but of divinity
of authorship. It becomes a manifestation of
the "argument from design," the only pl’~ilo-
sophic proof of the existence of God accepted
by ancient prophets of both hemispheres.

Gileadi’s translation is only an introduc-
tion to his work. It may be too strenuous, for
some beginners and not full enough for some
others who know and value his work. It is,
however, an essential tool, a "can opener" for
real understanding of Isaiah. If it is true ~:hat
each reader must be a prophet to understand
Isaiah, as was said in the early days of the
Church, this is the book that teaches him or
her how. It serves the same purpose as the
book of Isaiah itself: to allow every righteous
person to view the workings of history and
not fear them, knowing that behind all events
there is at work "that Love which moves the
sun and other stars."
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NEWS

RLDS ANNOUNCE TEMPLE
DESIGN

The schematic design of the
temple planned by the Reorganized
Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day
Saints has been made public, with
construction scheduled to begin in
1990. The temple will be located in
Independence, Missouri, adjacent
to the Auditorium, world head-
quarters of the RLDS Church.

Architect Gyo Obata headed the
team that produced the gracefully
curving design, which incorporates
a natural spiral similar to forms
found in sea shells. The temple
spire will rise over 300 feet, cap-
ping the main sanctuary chamber;
a spacious, rounded meeting area
with a 200-foot ceiling and seating
for 1,800.

The natural spiral form of the
temple is more than a simple de-
sign statement, according to RIDS
church President Wallace B. Smith:

"By building a temple we are striv-
ing to declare that God is active in
human history, touching all people
at all times. We also are seeking to
create space in which the reality of
the Divine Presence may be exper-
ienced-space which physically
bears witness of the incarnation of
Jesus Christ in the life of the
church,’ he stated in an article in
the October 1988 Saints Herald.
"The spiral form has a single-point
source of origin and emanates out-
ward, expanding infinitely without
deviating in form .... The spiral is
a figure that retains its shape as it
grows in one dimension by adding
substance at the open end. There
is no such thing as a static spiral.
And this makes a wonderful sym-
bol for the church?’

Planning for the temple site
beg~n in 1974, and was accelerated
in 1984 with the announcement of
RIDS Doctrine and Covenants 156,
which induded a descnption of the
temple’s purposes: "The temple
shall be dedicated to the pursuit of
peace_ It shall be for reconciliation
and for healing of the spirit. It shall

also be for a strengthening of faith
and preparation for wimess. By its
ministries and attitude of whole-
ness of body, mind, and spirit as
a desirable end toward which to
strive will be fostered" (v. 5). At
present the plans are preliminary
and are "presented for the consider-
ation of the Saints~’

While the temple will have no
rites or activities not available else-
where, it is seen as a unique,
spiritual setting for the develop-
ment of the church’s ministry and
educational goals. (See SUNSTONE
November 1987, for a more com-
plete description of the history and
meaning of the RIDS temple.)
Adjoining the temple will be a wing
with offices and classrooms for the
Temple School, as well as a library,
museum, and reception hall. Con-
stmction is scheduled for comple-
tion in 1993.

Architect’s drawings of RLDS temple

scheduled for completion in 1993.
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CHURCH LEADERS CAMPAIGN
AGAINST IDAHO LOTTERY

By Hand Carre

AMID ANGRY allegations regard-
ing LDS opposition to gambling,
a state lottery initiative passed in
Idaho last November 8. The pass-
ing vote is accredited by some to
a backlash against LDS church
involvement with Consider, the
anti-lottery organization which
mounted a huge campaign last
summer.

The controversy stems from
news reports of fund-raising tech-
niques, including assessing dona-
tions from wards and stakes, that
implied official Church endorse-
ment of Consider. On 31 October
1988, The Idaho Statesman
reported that "much of Consider’s
war chest of nearly $500,000 has
been raised through the stake and
ward system of the Church." The
volatile mixture of religion and
politics, the article said, was
"polarizing what already was a
heated issue."

Some political observers have
commented that the "unofficial"
Church involvement in the anti-
lottery political campaign was
similar to the organized LDS
influence in the successful attempt
to keep the Equal Rights Amend-
ment from being ratified during
the 1970s.

The Church’s position on the
lottery, a political question it con-
siders a "moral issue," was unam-
biguous. Consider’s executive
director, Randy Furniss, a Mor-
mon, cited a letter from LDS Presi-
dent Ezra Taft Benson, dated 26
September 1986, just prior to a
similar vote in Idaho when a lot-
tery initiative passed by a 60 per-
cent majority vote. (It was later
overturned by an Idaho Supreme
Court ruling). The letter, addressed
to Church leaders from General
Authorities to bishops and branch
presidents, urged opposition to
gambling on moral grounds and
expressed sorrow at seeing

"governments now promoting
what they once passed laws to
prevent."

More recently, the 23 October
1988 broadcast of the Sunday
Tabernacle Choir program "Music
and the Spoken Word" included
a well-timed sermon against gam-
bling. The broadcast lamented that
more and more of the estimated
1-3 million American pathological
gamblers are women, "the increase
due in large part because of the
legalization of lotteries, a form of
gambling to which experts say
women are particularly attracted"
and which encourages unrealistic
risk-taking

The "Spoken Word" enumer-
ated the theological ramifications
of gambling: "Morally and spiritu-
ality, gambling is wrong. The
philosophy of getting something
for nothing [instead of work-
ing] ... is at odds with the fun-
damental Christian principle of

stewardship .... Even the
sacrifice of Jesus Christ-the grace
of salvation-is manifested by our
good works .... Life does not
happen by chance, but by choice.
Gambling focuses not on life, but
on the trappings of life" (empha-
sis in original).

In addition to hearing sermons,
some Idaho Church members
were solicited for contributions
privately by local Church leaders
and some from the pulpit as well.
One Pocatello stake president
assigned each member of the
high council to donate $100 to
Consider.

The Statesman quoted an
anonymous LDS man who said
that requests for donations were
made twice during ward priest-
hood meetings. "The thing that
was most offensive to me was that
it was a bandwagon thing. If you’re
an active member of the Church,
which I am, you’d best get on the
bandwagon and get out your
checkbook."

The bishopric of the Boise 20th
ward mailed a letter on Church
stationary, dated 10 September
1988, to ward members. "In meet-
ings with the area presidency, our
stake presidency committed to

raise funds for Consider," the let-
ter read. "The assignment to our
ward is to, among its members,
raise $2,000 by September 15th."

"The urgency of this request,"
the letter continued, "does not
allow for individual, person-to-
person contact. Please, consider
your resources, decide what
would be an appropriate response
to this request, and make a con-
tribution to Consider. Checks
need to be made out directly to
Consider and collected on a ward
basis. They can be turned in to a
member of the bishopric or mailed
in the enclosed envelope."

Bishop Gordon J. Stevens, who
sent the letter, was quoted in the
Statesman as saying "We got the
money we were asked for. There
was no additional request." Ted
Johnson, Church spokesperson in
southwestern Idaho, who sat on
Consider’s board of directors, said
that although he felt some fund-
raising methods were inappropri-
ate, "the bishop acted responsibly"
by asking ward members to per-
sonally weigh what they were able
to give rather than assigning
specific amounts.

"He wasn’t doing anything
different from many other

z
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ministers of other denominations,"
Johnson clarified. "He was urging
his congregation to contribute to
a cause he felt was worthy." But,
he said, Stevens was not at the
meeting with the area presidency
and specific fund-raising goals
were not set between the Church
and Consider.

Johnson said that Consider and
local Church authorities had
talked about how they might work
together, but that all Mormon

leaders who worked with Con-
sider did so on their own. "Our
people were involved on every
level. But those involved were act-
ing in their private capacities."

Johnson said that in the meet-
ing with the area presidency
"nothing was said about quotas or
money. They talked about the
moral problems of gambling and
encouraged people to get
involved." He insisted that no offi-
cial directive from Church head-

quarters in Salt Lake City had ever
been sent relating to Consider, and
that no Church money funded the
organization.

In fact, Johnson said that Con-
sider explicitly refused to take
checks from ward budgets or
checking accounts. He did not
recall whether any such checks
had been received by Consider,
but "the suggestion was made and
Consider said they would return
them."

Consider was organized as a
multi-denominational group. Its
religious advisory board included
a Methodist, a Nazarene, an Epis-
copalian, a Seventh-day Adventist,
a Mormon, and an evangelical
Christian. LDS members make up
a significant voting block in the
southeastern part Idaho.

Consider’s chair, Rev. Ken
Wilde, pastor of Boise’s Capitol
Christian Center, said that the
anti-Mormon bias in the area had
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From 1981 to 1984 the Sunstone Foundation also published the Sunstone Review. This monthly newsprint periodical combined the features
found in national magazines and weekly book reviews into one publication. Regular departments included: Update, news reports on the Church;
People, short news stories on visible Mormons; One Fold, news of other churches; Speeches and conferences, reports of LDS gatherings; Mormon
Media Image, reports on U.S. media coverage of the Church; Books, reviews of LDS books and general books of interest to the educated Mormon;
Articulture, essays on contemporary LDS culture.

Copies of the Sunstone Review are not only collector’s items but often provide the only public documentation of events and ideas during its time.
Each of the remaining available issues contains numerous entries in the above departments, including the selected highlighted contents noted
below. Each issue cost one dollar, postage included. A set of all remaining issues costs fifteen dollars.

1:1 July/August 1981

Sundance Film Institute in Utah

MX Fallout in Zion

Klaus J. Hansen’s Mormonism and the American
Experience reviewed by James L. Clayton

Thomas L. Shaffer’s On Being a Christian and A
Lawyer: Law for the Innocent reviewed by Christine
Durham

"Scriptural Commentary: David and Perdition" by
Steven F. Christensen

1:2 September/October 1981

Frank Fox’s J. Reuben Clark, The Public Years reviewed
by Douglas D. Alder

Caroline Eyring Miner and Edward L. Kimball’s
Camilla: A Biography of Camilla Eyring Kimball
reviewed by Lavina Fielding Anderson

Mark P. Leone’s The Roots of Modern Mormonism
reviewed by Jan Shipps

"Scriptural Commentary: Becoming" by Steven F.
Christensen

1:3 November/December 1981

Fawn Brodie’s Richard Nixon: The Shaping of His
Character reviewed by Davis Bitton

"Republican Bias Charged at BYU"

"’Sports: Is There a Scoreboard in Heaven?" by
Stephen W. Durrant

Sonia Johnson’s From Housew!]e to Heretic reviewed by
Dixie Snow Huefner
Maurine Ward’s From Adam’s Rib to Women’s Lib: A
Mormon Looks at the Women’s Movement reviewed by
Reba Keele

2:1 January/February 1982

"Utahns Spearhead Food for Poland"

’A Look at the Games People Play" by Stephan
Durrant

Keith and Ann Terry’s Emma: The Dramatic Biography
of Emma Smith and Eliza: A Biography qf Eliza R. Snow
reviewed by Jill Mulvay Derr

Jack Weyland’s Charley and Sam reviewed by Susan
Wakefield

2:4 April 1982

"Who Answers Prayers?" report on Elder McConkie’s
controversial BYU talk

"Contraceptives for Teens: Two Views" by Susan
Roylance and Stephen Rosenblatt

"’Vernice Pete: A Poet of Conscience" by Marilyn
Arnold

Harold S. Kushner’s When Bad Things Happen to Good
People reviewed by Clifton H. Jolley

"Sermons in Critical Form" by Orson Scott Card

2:5 May 1982
"LDS Media Council to Combat Bad Press"

"When David Puttnam Came to Town" by Peggy
Fletcher

"BYU War and Peace Conference"

"Of Latter-day Saint Men, Women and Books" by
Leonard Arrington

2:6 June 1982

"Creative Tithepaying" by G. Thomas Stromberg, Jr.

"Darwin Experts Lecture in Salt Lake"

"Mormons Plan Private TV Network"

"Women Make Pilgrimage to Relief Society Birthplace"

James Arrington’s Farley Family Reunion reviewed by
Elouise Bell

2:7 July 1982

"Mormon Church: From Cult to World Faith" by
Susan Staker Oman

"’Zion in Gomorrah: Mormons and Gambling in Las
Vegas, Pt. I" by Bob Gottlieb and Peter Wiley

"Anti-Mormons on the Move" by Lisa Bartow and
Gary James Bergera

Victor L. Brown’s Human Intimacy: Illusion and Reality
reviewed by Marvin Rytting

"Mormon Mushies: The Wonderfu! World of the
Sugar-Coated" by Pamela Gillie Carson and Lavina
Fielding Anderson

2:8 August 1982

"Behind the Scenes: The Joseph Smith lll Blessing" by
Mark Hofmann, Richard Howard, and Donald
Schmidt

"Zion in Gomorrah, Pt. II" by Gottlieb and Wiley

"Recent Shifts in the RLDS Conception of Scripture"
by William D. Russell

"Mormon Mushies: Thrills and Spills in the Mormon
Adventure Novel" by Carson and Anderson

2:9 September 1982

"Libertarians Court Mormons" by John Sillito

"Hunting for LDS Documents" Mark Hofmann
interviews

"Mormon Mushies: A Peck of Pretty Parables Pt. Ill"
by Carson and Anderson

"ET: Celluloid Savior" by Marry Nabhan

2:10 October 1982

"Chaim Potok Explores the Dilema of Living in Two
Cultures"

Interview with BYU Bookstore Director Linda
Brummett

"Mormon Mushies, Part IV" (on Mormon Historical
Romances) by Carson and Anderson

Michael Novak’s The Spirit of Democratic Capitalism
reviewed by Eugene England
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2:12 December 1982

Richard D. Lamm and Michael McCarthy’s How the
West was Sold reviewed by Peter Wiley

"Living in the Shoe: Life in Large Families"

"The Church International ?vlagazine: A Shortened
Stride" by Jose Susurro

James Arrington’s J. Golden reviewed by Richard H.
Cracroft

3:1 March 1983

"Behind the Denver Post Story" by Susan Staker
Oman

"BYU Sends Student Paper Walking"

Emma Lou Thayne’s Once i;q Israel reviewed by James
F. Cartwright

Norman Podhoretz’s Why We Were in Vietnam
reviewed by Alan F. Keele

3:4 & 5 April/May 1983

"Mormon Courts Spotlighted" by Thomas Powers

"Love is Not Enough" speech by Arthur Bassett

"B.H. Roberts Society on Discipleship"

"Church, State and Politics"

Mormon Women Speak: A Collection of Essays reviewed
by Eugene England

"Wallace Stegner: The Writer as Seer" by Gary
Topping

"In Search of the Land of Iv!ormon"

3:6 June 1983

"Plight of the Polygamist"

"Historians Meet at Winter Quarters"

Gene Sessions’ Mormon Thunder: A Documentary
History of Jedectiah Morgan Grant reviewed by William
D. Russell

3:7 & 8 July/August 1983

"Anti-Mormons Gather for Testimonial"

"Humorists Assault Mormon Piety"

"Mormons Meet the Moonies"

"Is Orrln Hatch Faltering in the Conservanve Cause?"

3:9 September 1983

"Reporters Lament General Authority Isolation"

’Access To Church Archives: Penetrating the Silence"

"B.H Roberts Society: A View of the Church from the
Outside"
Peter Brown’s The Cult oJ the Saints: Its Rise and
Function in Latin Christianity reviewed by Davis Bitton

3:10 October 1983
"Sonia Johnson Makes Bid for President"
"LDS Psychologists Meet to Discuss Sex and the
Gospel"

"Gay and Lesbian Mormons Gather in San Francisco"

"Censorship at BYU?"

Keith E. Norman reviews The Myth of Christian
Beginnings, Early Christian: Life in the First Years of the
Church, and The First Urban Christians: The Social
World of the Apostle Paul

3:11-12 November-December 1983

"A Moment in Time: JFK’s Visit to Utah"

"Innocent Mormons Victims of Seam"

"Hugh Nibley Talks About Contemporary Issues"

"Wall Street Journal Expounds on Church"

4:1 January 1984

"Eldridge Cleaver Baptized"

"Mormons and the CIA"

D. Michael Quinn’s J. Reuben Clark: The Church Years
reviewed by Kenneth L Cannon 11

4:2 February 1984

"Singling out Singles"

"Who’s Watching You at BYU"

"BYU Performing Groups: For Whom"

Conversations with Wallace Stegner on Western tqistory
and Literature reviewed by Joseph M. Flora

4:3 March 1984

"Helmuth Huebener Play Causes Commotion"

"McConkie Speech Ruffles Local Salt Lake Ministers"

"Mormon Sexuality Discussed at B.H. Roberts Society"

M Scott Peck’s People oJ the Lie reviewed by Robert A.
Rees

4:4 April 1984

"General Conference: Whence and Whither"

"The Tanners on Trial"

"BYU Peace Symposium"

The Personal Writings of Joseph Smith reviewed by Jan
Shipps
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suggested to him that Consider
might be viewed as a wing of the
LDS church. "We’ve tried to be
broad-based," he said, to counter
that effect.

Such claims were made by
Larry La Rocco, chair of Idahoans
for the Lottery, who denounced
the ecclesiastical influence as
unwarranted. "Idahoans don’t
want to see laws created with only
one view involved."

Consider Executive Director
Furniss commented at the time,
"They [the lottery lobby] have
nothing positive to say... [but]
they’re dropping in the polls and
they have to say something."

Johnson said he felt that the

allegations had fueled an anti-
Mormon reaction. Historically, he
said, "if anyone wants to create a
diversion to an issue, they kick the
Mormons." Although the lottery
initiative passed by a narrow 3
percent margin (significantly
down from the 60-4-0 vote two
years ago), Johnson suspected that
many people had voted for the lot-
tery simply because Mormons
opposed it.

"I think we had the lead until
this happened," he said. But he
reaffirmed the press release Con-
sider gave just after the election,
stating that the organization
accepted the will of the people.

WEST COAST
SYMPOSIUM

3-4 MARCH 1989
SAN FRANCISCO BAY AREA

CONTACT:
KIM McCALL

1987 EUCLID AVENUE
MENLO PARK, CA 94025

415/327-1887

ONE FOLD
,,

CATHOLICS ACCEPT MO ON BAPTISMS
By Hand Carr~

In an "official promulgation" on the norms for sacramental prac-
tices, Bishop Edward C. O’Leary of the Catholic diocese of Portland,
Maine. declared Mormon baptisms to be valid, making their
recipients Christians, according to Catholic doctrine. Mark Mutty,
director of communications for the diocese, noted that the announce-
ment, made in The Church World, 14 April 1988, was a restatement
of established Catholic doctrine. Father Paul Stefanko of Portland
explained that the criteria for baptismal validity are the method of
baptism (immersion. pouring, or sprinkling) and the use of the
trinitarian formula.

Mormons meet the criteria, along with Eastern Orthodox, Adven-
tism, Evangelicals, Episcopalians, Baptists, the Polish National church,
and manv others. "Churches who do not believe in baptism, or
whose baptisms am considered invalid include: Christian Scientists,
Quakers, Salvation Army, Pentecostal Churches, Church of Divine
Science, Unitarian-Universalists, Jehovah’s Wimesses," said the article,
adding, "the above listing is not intended to be exhaustive."

What does a valid baptism mean in Catholic theology? Accord-
ing to Father Francis Mannion of the Salt Lake diocese, "the doc-
trine is that any valid baptism brings the person into some kind
of relationship with the Catholic Church." But Mormon baptism holds
a peculiar place for the scholar of canon law, because although the
trinitarian formula is undeniably used, the titles Father, Son, and
Holy Ghost have considerably different meanings in Mormon the-
ology. Therefore, said Father Mannion, "the question becomes
whether the words alone are efficacious, or whether there has to

Mormons in relation to the validity of mamage must be held to be
valid ; in relation to evewthing else. however, it is termed "doubt-
ful" (vol. 8 pp. 677-78).

Church tradition establishes certain ramifications when a Catholic
marries a non-Catholic; it makes a difference whether the non-
Catholic spouse is considered a baptized Christian, since, in order
for any Catholic sacrament to be bestowed, the recipient must be
baptized. In the sacrament of marriage, the priest functions as a wit-
ness to declare the couple man and wife. but the two parties serve
as mimsters to each other.

In all other Catholic sacraments (e.g., the eucharist, confession,
last rites), the priest officiates as the minister, and in order to receive
them one must be a member of the Catholic faith. Most non-Catholic
Christians who convert to Catholicism go through what is called
a "rite of reception into full communion," said Father Mannion, but
they do not need to be rebaptized if their former baptism is consi-
dered valid.

However, the "doubtNl" classification of the LDS baptism makes
its case unclear. Father John Hedderman of Salt Lake explained that
many Mormons who become Catholics are "conditionally

that the rite of reception (essentially the equivalent of confirmation)
is sufficient. "The issue has been left hanging for a long time," said
Father Mannion, "and it needs to be resolved." Father Hedderman

be one particular kind of bdief associated with them."
The issue is unresolved. Father Stefanko noted that Mormon bap- ily; there should be serious consideration. Of course, the irony is

tisms are determined to be valid chiefly for purposes connected withMormons rebaptize everybody"
marriage. The Canon Law Digest declares that "the baptism of the
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LDS SINGLE ADULT HOTLINES

AZ Hoilbrook 602-524-2046
AZ Ma:cicopa 602-835-5400
AZ Phoenix 602-230-1455
AZ Tempe 602-986-3321
AZ Tucson 602-623-8228
CA Almaden 408-286-7677
CA Ch:ico 916-342-3801
CA Ch-ala Vista 619-421-5422
CA Fairfield 707-426-4950
CA Long Beach 213-498-9205
CA Los, Angeles 213-299-7505
CA Los, Angeles 213-399-3957
CA Maywood 213-927-5017
CA Morgan Hill 408-779-0670
CA Oakland 415-531-6686
CA Orange County 714-738-6921
CA Pasadena 818-285-3953
CA Pleasanton 415-846-0165
CA Sacramento 916-364-1986
CA San Diego 619-582-9536
CA San Diego 619-488-2557
CA San Femando 818-343-7344
CA San Francisco 415-572-9273
CA San Francisco 415-345-0077
CA San Jose 408-448-1113
CA San Jose 408-226-6523
CA San Jose East 408-259-5740
CA Santa Clara 408-446-4636
CA Santa Cruz 408-423-8516
CA Santa Monica 213-396-7879
CA Saratoga 408-867-5267
CA Stanford 415-494-9136
CA Walnut Creek 415-932-2903
CA Walnut Creek 415-935-0128
CA Whittier 213-696-7275
CO Denver 303-759-2847
DC Washington DC 301-927-2944
ID Meridian 208-888-4066
MO St. Louis 314-997-4676
NV Las Vegas 702-364-5317
NV Reno 702-322-6988
OR Portland 503-244-8585
PA Media 215-565-1151
TX Austin 512-834-1372
TX Houston 713-781-4108
UT Bountiful 801-292-3235
UT Orem 801-225-8444
UT Orem 801-225-5556
UT Salt Lake City 801-966-7116
UT Salt: Lake City 801-485-9311
UT Salt Lake City 801-278-6609
WA Seattle 206-632-7220
WA Seattle 206-364-5826
WA Tacoma 206-588-5001
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If You Hissed Out On Past Sunstone Symposiums,
BE THERE BY CASSETTE!

Purchase The Top 20 Best Cassette Sellers Of All Time!
¯ RECORDED LIVE ¯

Choose any Top 20 Cassettes for only $6.S0 each or purchase our
12-Cassette Special for a low price of only $72.00! Check the 12 Cassettes

of your choice and get One FREE Cassette and One FREE Storage Album!

Ranking:
# 1 __ 87319-0600

# 2__86319-0450

# 3__86319-0190

# 4__86319-0470

# 5__86319-0100

# 6__86319-0240

# 7__85319-1030

# 8__85319-0760

# 9__87319-0220

#10__87319-0240

#11 __85319-04O0

OR
__ 87319-0540

Can You Bea Mormon & Not Ridea Bike?:
The Place of Satire in the LDS Church --
Mike Yaconelli
How Can Mormons Respond to Their
Homosexual Brothers & Sisters? -- J.
Stout, R. Kershaw, G. Booher & M. Cheney
Personal Recollections of Marriage, Life,
Love & Death -- Carol Lynn Pearson
Sweet Are the Uses of Fidelity: Why
Celestial Marriage is Monogamous-
E. England
Christ As Advocate of the Oppressed /
Beyond Matriarchy, Beyond Patriarchy:
Christ as Mediator of the Marriage Covenant
-- Paul & Margaret Toscano
Pillars of My Faith -- P. Barlow,
C. Broderick, L. Ulrich, J. Alien & R. Lee
The Obedience Dilemma -- S. Kenny,
L. Anderson & J. Newell
Drinking Deep of the Pierian Spring: Study
of Personal Reactions to the Conflicts of
Faith and Study- C. Francisco,
A. Hutchinson & E. England
Woman’s Work is Never Done: Feminist
Interpretation of the Bible -- Phyllis Trible
Mormon Temple Experience: FourWomen
Reflect -- E. Richardsen, L. Nibley-
Schoenfeld, N. Prigmore & M. Toscano
The Search for Buried Treasure in Mormon
History -- J. Grosebeck, R. Walker &
L. Peterson
Pillars of my Faith -- T. Dahl, C. Riddle,
J. Dushku & C. Robison

#12 __ 86319-0730
OR

__ 86319-O46O

#13 __ 87319-0180

OR
__ 8531

OR
__ 8531

#14 __8731

#15__8731

OR

9-O67O

9-075O

9-0410

9-0080

__87319-0090

#16__86319-0360

#17__87319-0200

#18__87319-0570

#19__87319-0620

#20__86319-0480

__ Total Individual Cassettes at $6.50 each -- $ ~

__ Total 12-Cassette Specials at $72.00 each = $ ~

*Postage & Handling -- $ ~

GRAND TOTAL -- $ ~

Evolution of the Mormon Temple: Endow-
ment Ceremony -- David Berger
The Message of the Book of Mormon --
Hugh Nibley
Saving the Constitution or Why Utah
Mormons Should be Democrats .--
E. England
Pillars of My Faith -- W. Bennett, E. Theng,
S. Christensen, A. Starch & H. Hunsaker
Sex and Divine Image-- Paul & Margaret
Toscano
How Much Tolerance Can We Tolerate? --
A. Bassett
A Discussion of Michael Quinn’s Early
Mormonism and the Magic World View-
S. Ricks, R. Poll, C. Grosebeck, K. Robson
& W. Wilson
Reconstruction of Heaven / My Incomplete
Journey to Peace: Feminism and the
Church -- M. Charles & A. Craig
Feminist Approaches to Mormon Culture
-- L. Bickmore, S. Swenson & S. Staker
Zion’s Gulag: Reflections on Intellectuals,
Inquisition and The Consolation of
Philosophy- N. Chandler
Mormon Neo-Orthodoxy: A New
Theological Movement -- P. Toscano, O.
White, J. AIIred & K. Robson
The Fullness of the Priesthood --.
Paul Toscano
Mark Hoffman and the Mormon
Manuscript Bombings: Fraud Deficit and
Deceit in a Religious Context --
J. Heinerman & A. Shupe

3.00

TO ORDER CASSETTES: Simply check the sessions you wish to purchase on this form. Cassettes are priced at $6.50 each (some
sessions are presented on 2 cassettes as noted in listings). *Please include $3.00 Postage & Handling and a street address.

Allow 2 - 3 weeks for delivery.

Chesapeake Audio/Video Communications, Inc.
6330 Howard Lane, Elkridge, MD 21227

-- Or for credit orders, phone (301) 796-0040
-- Or to FAX, (301) 379-0812

[] VISA [] MASTERCARD

CARDbtOLDER S NAME EXPIRA’r ION DA T E

SIGNATURE (required or/ ad (;r/ar.ges!

All purchases under $10.00 must be paid by check or money order.
All checks must be drawn on banks within the U.S.

Make checks payable to Chesapeake Audio/Video Comm., Inc.
[] PAYMENT S                   ENCLOSED

PLEASE PRINT CLEARLY

Name

co

Street

State

Phone




