
S U N S T O N E

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

T h e  N a k e d  Tr u t h

A WIDOW FROM SCIPIO

I WAS MOVED BY MY FRIEND AND BYU COLLEAGUE
Douglas Parker’s eloquent eulogy honoring the late Karl C.
Sandberg (SUNSTONE, Apr. 2001). As I read, I had that old

wish, felt so often with the passing of acquaintances, that I had
known this spiritually and humanistically vital man better. Still,
I knew him, in Doug Parker’s words, as “a renaissance man with
many attractive facets on the diamond of his soul. He was a
man whose many serious convictions were often wrapped in
humor.” For me, Karl will live forever in a pair of linked events
which took place in the winter and summer of 1985.

Karl had come to BYU that winter semester as Visiting
Professor of Humanities. Following our practice with visiting
professors, I, as dean of the College of Humanities, and Garold
N. Davis, as associate dean, invited Karl to lunch at the
Skyroom of BYU’s Wilkinson Center. As we perused the menu,
Garold said, dripping with all the magnanimity of a host with
a budget-supported charge card in his pocket, “Have anything
you like, Karl.”

“But,” I added in a deanly, admoni-
tory, and archly pious voice, “just re-
member that your meal today will be
paid with money donated by a little
old widow in Scipio who gave her last
dollar to the Church. But don’t let that
bother you in the least.”

“Thanks,” grimaced Karl, “I think
I’ll have a salad.” We laughed and then
ordered what we pleased, regardless,
for we in the humanities are carpe
diemists a la cart—if that means we “seize the day, by the cart-
load!” And that was the end of the matter. Or so we thought.

In April, Karl finished his teaching assignment at BYU and
headed immediately to France, where he was to teach litera-
ture at the Sorbonne during summer term.

One morning in July, my secretary, Jeri, came rushing in,
blushing, rattled, and visibly perplexed. She held a postcard
in her hand, which she seemed hesitant to give me, shielding
it from my view as she said, “I don’t know if I should give this
to you or not; someone has sent you some pornography
through the mail. And it’s unsigned. Maybe we should report
it to Security.” Jeri, bless her soul, was intent on protecting
me, a sitting stake president, from viewing something I
shouldn’t.

“Give me the postcard,” I said, taking it from her trembling
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CORNUCOPIA

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

Percent who favor capital punishment for murder

THE LONG SHADOW OF BLOOD ATONEMENT?

L ATTER-DAY SAINTS ARE MORE LIKELY TO FAVOR
capital punishment for murder than is the case 
nationally. According to respondents to the General

Social Survey conducted by the National Opinion Research
Center, three-fourths of the national population favor capital
punishment, with this percentage increasing since the
1970s. Nearly ninety percent of Mormons favor capital 
punishment for those convicted of murder. Latter-day Saint
approval of capital punishment increased at about the same
rate after the ’70s as it did nationally, and the gap between
national and LDS opinions has remained fairly constant.

Karl Sandberg
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hand. And there it was, not exactly pornographic, but certainly
a startlingly graphic color photograph, in full sensual splendor
(right there in the Jesse Knight Humanities Building!), of a gor-
geous woman on a sandy Mediterranean beach, less-than-
scantily clad in a bikini, leaning soulfully and fleshily into the
camera, and radiating sun-kissed desirability from every
pore—nine-tenths of which were clearly visible to the, well,
naked eye.

Puzzled, for this was clearly not a picture of my wife—or of
any wife I knew—I turned the unsigned postcard over and
read simply: “She says she’s a widow from Scipio. Could this
be the one?”

Bless you Karl Sandberg, and thanks for the memories!
RICHARD H. CRACROFT

Orem, Utah

Tw e n t y  Ye a r s  A g o  i n  S u n s t o n e

A STANDING REBUKE TO
SHODDY, PARTISAN HISTORY

The Church history division moved from Church headquarters to
BYU on 1 September 1982. Ten turbulent years in what Davis Bitton
would later call “Camelot” were over. It was therefore fitting that the
article by Bitton, originally titled “Like the Tigers of Old Time,”
from which the following is excerpted, appeared in the September-
October 1982 issue of SUNSTONE. Bitton’s reflections seem just as
relevant today as they did during the difficult time for Mormon his-
torians in which it was written.

I T SHOULD BE CLEAR THAT HISTORY, FAR FROM
being considered a harmless interest somewhere between
novel-reading and stamp collecting, has been viewed as a

prickly, troublesome threat with a power to do real damage. In
Elizabeth’s England, in late nineteenth century Catholicism, in
Mormonism, various efforts were made to tame Clio, making
her subservient to church or state.

My conclusion is not going to be only the cheap and easy
one of calling for freedom in the research and writing of his-
tory. That is one part of what I wish to say. Those in positions
of leadership in church or state, those who become concerned
about speeches and writing they dislike, should once a year
read John Stuart Mill On Liberty; they should commit it to
memory; better still, they should understand it, believe it, and
carry out its precepts. You will remember that Mill appealed
for the free expression of ideas not only because true and valu-
able ideas might otherwise be suppressed but also because of
what the absence of comparison does to those holding sound
positions. “If the opinion is right,” he said, “they are deprived
of the opportunity of exchanging error for truth; if wrong, they
lose, what is almost as great a benefit, the clearer perception
and livelier impression of truth, produced by its collision with
error.”

History which authority figures have feared has . . . [often]
turned out to be quite within the capacity of the institution to
endure. Mill would say that an institution that does not have
that capacity does not deserve to endure. When historical mat-
ters come out, life goes on. Sometimes adaptation is made. Or
counter-versions to the unwelcome history are produced, and
scholarship continues its dialectical movement, one generation
after another. We vastly overestimate the extent to which most
people are motivated by such things as history, and we under-
estimate their capacity for adjustment and enlarging and refor-
mulating earlier views. Most of the time, it seems to me, insti-
tutions are better off encouraging access to information and
allowing good and well-researched history to be a standing re-
buke and answer to shoddy, partisan history.

But indifference to what historians come up with, a com-
plete willingness to let the research and writing take place
without hindrance, an opening up of the archives in their to-
tality to any and all research—such a situation is not in the
cards. We will continue to experience tension in one way or
another, which is to say that researchers will continue to push
for access to documents and will write up their findings, while
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M o r m o n  M e d i a  I m a g e

SUCH A PIECE OF ART

“A dark night in a city that knows how to keep its secrets. But high
above the quiet streets on the twelfth floor of the Acme Building,
one man is still trying to find the answers to life’s persistent ques-
tions . . . Guy Noir, Private Eye.”

SO BEGINS THE INTRODUCTION TO
the serial adventures of Garrison
Keillor’s fictitious private detective.

Listeners of Keillor’s radio show, A Prairie
Home Companion, always know the Guy
Noir segment will be full of laughs, but on 9
February 2002, LDS listeners had an extra
reason to chuckle. As Keillor, who plays the

voice of Guy Noir, described
femme fatale Ann Thrope, he used
his typical descriptive lingo:

“Oh my gosh. She was magnifi-
cent, tall, tan, with that look of
hope and trust in her face that a
guy appreciates so much. And that
was just her face. The rest of her
was such a piece of art that who-
ever designed it probably hadn’t
gone to Brigham Young. Though
she certainly looked like the an-
swer to a prayer. She had a pair of
legs that would make a Baptist fall to his knees.”

As the story unfolds, it turns out that Noir’s new flame is an
accountant from Arthur Andersen who eventually offers him
a chance for a life with her in Mexico.

Garrison Keillor
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defenders of the bastions will find it necessary to draw lines
and exercise restraints.

History is not as far removed from us as we sometimes
think. Its tendrils reach from the near or distant past into our
lives at many points. Concern over how much of history is re-
vealed, and how it is presented, is the tribute paid by those
who recognize that it is in fact relevant to the present. History
is not the dead past, for it is not dead and, as someone has dis-
cerned, is in many respects not even past.

R i g h t e o u s  D o m i n i o n

COLUMN DESCRIPTION: The term “Righteous Dominion” is clearly
an oxymoron, like “jumbo shrimp.” Yet we all understand the term,
because virtually every reader of this magazine knows LDS leaders
who have exercised “unrighteous dominion” to the detriment of their
flock. Those few have created spiritual havoc far out of proportion to
their numbers. Indeed, there are vast numbers of good men and
women in the Church who maintain their influence “by persuasion,
by long-suffering, by gentleness and meekness, and by love un-
feigned, by kindness, and pure knowledge . . . without hypocrisy, and
without guile” (D&C 121:41-42). Such leaders may sometimes bend
a rule or two when someone’s spiritual well-being is at stake. For
them, people are more important than programs, and conscience

more powerful than conformity. They act as exemplars of the love of
Christ. “Righteous Dominion” is dedicated to such leaders and will
tell their stories. We’ve started with one example and invite you to
submit your experiences to us for future columns. Please email your
stories to <StewartSLC@aol.com.> —Alan and Vickie Eastman

THE WARD CHRISTMAS WREATH

L IKE MANY LATTER-DAY SAINTS EACH CHRISTMAS
season, I look at the gloriously decorated Temple
Square with pride. The thousands of lights, the

greenery swags inside and outside the Tabernacle, the lighted
trees clustered around the organ—all give me the warm
feeling of Christmas. Besides a sense of civic pride and the de-
sire to draw visitors who might want to hear the gospel mes-
sage, I’m sure the Church must also wish to provide a sense of
holiness and spiritual uplift for its members when it decorates
this most sacred place for Christmas.

When I lived in California, my ward had a lovely Christmas
tradition in the form of a specially-made wreath of artificial
greenery. About four feet in diameter, it hung in our chapel
over the choir seats every year, starting the first Sunday after
Thanksgiving. Within itself, the wreath contained the story of
Christ’s birth. The skyline of Bethlehem, cut from wood and
painted white, was wired into place in the center of the wreath.
Clear mini-lights were woven into the branches of the upper
arch of the wreath; when lit, they looked like the stars in the
heavens. One light was mounted in a hole cut into a single
wooden star—this was the Star of Bethlehem. A red bow on
the bottom arch finished it off. Our ward loved that wreath. Its
hanging each year signaled the start of a whole month of re-
joicing over Christ’s birth. It gave us something visual to focus
on, something to help us teach the story to our children. It set
a mood—the chapel seemed a holier place.

When I moved to a new ward, I found myself facing a bare
cinder block wall during the entire Christmas season. As a
member of a performing group, I had visited the buildings of
other denominations and had seen joyous and welcoming
greenery, lights, and banks of red poinsettias—a clear sign to
all that the celebration of Christ’s birth was imminent. So I de-
cided to try to reproduce my old ward’s Christmas wreath in
this new place. It required the permission of the two ward
councils in the building, but with the help of an ally (with con-
nections, and whom no one could refuse), I finally prevailed.
When the wreath went up for the first time, my heart was glad.
Ward members noticed and expressed the feelings I had
hoped.

Over time, though, the other ward’s bishop had more and
more objections to the wreath. His feelings seemed to be based
on a rather arbitrary rule in the Church Handbook of Instructions
that there are to be no Christmas decorations in the chapel and
that any Christmas trees in the foyer or cultural hall are to be
without lights. Most years, he tolerated the wreath, but even-
tually, the “stars” could be lit only during my ward’s meetings.
Finally, it came to the point where our ward wanted the wreath
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A l l - s e e i n g  e y e

A COSMO MAKEOVER?

A T FIRST GLANCE, YOU MIGHT NOT EVEN
notice that the person you are passing isn’t
wearing a typical BYU shirt. But wait—Cosmo the

Cougar with shades, facial hair, and a pierced ear? It’s then
that you notice how the first two letters of the logo have
been juxtaposed and how, when read as a question, they
take a lighthearted poke at BYU’s “culture of conformity.”
At least that’s how the shirt’s creator, Troy Williams, inter-
prets the fun behind the design. Williams, a film student at
the University of Utah, has created several versions of the
shirt and is selling them to raise money for his senior film
project. For more information, see <www.ybushirts.com>.
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and the other bishopric
did not. I will always be
grateful to my bishop for
his solution to this
problem. Since the wreath
was sturdy and self-con-
tained, he simply un-
plugged it after our meet-
ings, lifted it down (it
helped that he was a tall
man), and stored it in his
office for the week. Then,
each December Sunday, he
put it up before our meet-
ings, plugged it in, and let
it shed its glow over our
meetings. The other ward
got the blank cinder block
wall.

Now I’m in another
new ward looking at an-
other blank wall. I ask my-
self if I have the energy to fight again for something beautiful
in our chapel at Christmas. I also ask a larger question—why
should we have to break rules in order to bring spiritual and
emotional warmth to our chapels at Christmas? The Lord him-
self said he came not only to bring life, but that we might have
it more abundantly. I’m grateful for a bishop who remembered
this and was willing to stand up to pressure, knowing that his
ward members would welcome, and needed, more spiritual
nurturing at Christmas.

VICKIE STEWART EASTMAN
Bartlesville, Oklahoma

A l t e r n a t e  Vo i c e s

MAIN STREET MANIA: PROJECTS
THAT DIDN’T MAKE IT 

W E’VE ALL HEARD ABOUT THE BEAUTIFUL PLAZA
the Church built in downtown Salt Lake City (see news
coverage, page 70). But only a few know about the

other ideas imagined for that space. Here’s an exclusive scoop on
some of the ideas that never made it beyond the drawing board:

BYU-MAIN STREET: Freshmen would enter this mini-campus
from the corner of Main & South Temple, emerging six hours later
from the corner of Main & North Temple with diploma in one hand
and eternal companion on the other. RESTRICTIONS: Open to
everyone, but some restrictions may apply to outspoken feminists,
gays, and men with beards.

DESERET INDUSTRIES: THE VINTAGE OUTLET. This upscale
version of the popular thrift store chain would target large Brady
Bunch-like families who haven’t yet discovered—or who can’t af-
ford—cotton. RESTRICTIONS: Open to everyone, but making it
through the checkout may require proficiency in Spanish.

BOOK OF MORMON MUSEUM: THE NEPHITE EXPERIENCE.

A meticulously accurate historical reconstruction of the sets for the
movie The Testaments, this museum will provide evidence that the
Seagull Monument fountain may have been built on the site of a pre-
Columbian baptismal font and that State Street may stand on what
used to be a Nephite highway. RESTRICTIONS: Open to everyone, but
some restrictions may apply to archeologists and DNA researchers.

THE MAIN STREET MEGAPLEX: This could be advertised as the
Ultimate Mormon Cinematic Experience. While the main theater up-
stairs would continuously run Richard Dutcher’s God’s Army, smaller
rooms downstairs would screen some of Dutcher’s less-known pro-
jects: God’s Navy, God’s Boys Scouts of America, and God’s Immigration
and Naturalization Service. RESTRICTIONS: Open to everyone, but
some restrictions may apply to unmarried couples who display affec-
tion during the screenings and to visitors who refuse a Kleenex after
the show.

THE LATTER-DOT COM CAFÉ: With hot cocoa the only item on
the menu, this cyber-café would bring a little bit of Paris to Temple
Square. Equipped with fast Internet access, computers at each table
will help patrons do genealogy, retrieve old Ensign articles, and find
that special someone waiting for them at <www.ldssingles.com>.
RESTRICTIONS: Open to everyone, but some restrictions may apply to
hackers and to married men who hide their rings before clicking on
the mouse.

C a l l e d  t o  S e r v e

A FATHER’S ADVICE

S EVERAL YEARS AGO, I WENT TO A MISSIONARY
farewell for the son of a friend. When my friend stood to
speak, he said he was going to give a different talk than

the one he had planned. It occurred to me that this was the
talk he had planned on ever since his son’s birth. When our
children are born, we automatically begin thinking of the ordi-
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L i g h t e r  m i n d s

A SCENT FOR THE SPIRITUALLY ADVENTUROUS

I T APPEARS THE FOLKS AT THE
Sugar Beet have found another,
um, “sponsor” for their satirical

e-zine, <www.thesugarbeet.com>). As
with the 1991 Church “statement on
symposia,” we at Sunstone are glad
the ad didn’t mention us! 

We wish this sponsor the best 
of luck. We’re sure a fragrance like
this will be one of those that smells
different on each individual wearer.
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nances we’ll perform and the advice we’ll give at various points
in their lives. 

I had been thinking on a regular basis about what I would
say at my daughter’s missionary farewell. But given recent
events and the new rules for farewells (see page 75), it’s not
likely I will be asked to speak. So I offer in writing the gist of
the advice and council I would give.

MISSIONS ARE PHYSICALLY HARD, SO DON’T DO ANYTHING
TO MAKE THEM HARDER. Fasting is a good idea, but occasion-
ally some district or zone leader will come up with the bright
idea of fasting for two or three days to increase everyone’s com-
mitment or testimony. The only thing I ever got from fasting
more than one day was a headache and the dry heaves. Your
level of spirituality won’t go up much when you’re sick and
tired, so as far as I’m concerned, one day is enough.

MISSIONS ARE JOGS NOT SPRINTS. Don’t get caught up in

S U N S T O N E

quotas and goals for baptisms. God’s time is not our time. He
may not much care that it’s the last week of the month. It may
be the first where he’s living. When I was a missionary, we had
an all-mission conference. It was three days before the end of
the month, and Elder Franklin D. Richards was coming on
tour the next month. At the end of the conference, our mission
president announced that we would fast for the remaining
days of the month (see my thoughts above) and that anyone
could return to any area of the mission if they felt it would re-
sult in a baptism. The numbers we put up were impressive,
and Elder Richards was pleased. His next question for us was
interesting. He wanted to know what we’d done for the cur-
rent month. The answer, as you might imagine, was not much.
Just do the work, and if baptisms happen, they happen.

JUST LOVE YOUR COMPANION AND GET ON WITH IT. Your
companions may be people who will remain your closest
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F OR SEVERAL DAYS ARAH CONSIDERED MICAH’S
words of warning about the carpenter. He’d known
Micah all his life. He knew the old man to be kind

and sincere, if a bit gloomy. He’d known Jeshua only a few
days but already felt Jeshua loved him like his own father. He
wanted to believe what the carpenter said. Jeshua had stated
that “the truth always tastes good, if we’re hungry for it.”
Arah was hungry for answers, and the things Jeshua said
about God and answers to prayers not only tasted good, they
echoed in his soul, making him think about life in new ways.

Until Jeshua arrived, Arah felt that he’d spent his whole
life looking at the ground, lugging heavy water buckets to
and from the fields, or staring into the blackness of the well,
hauling the wet, slimy rope up to empty the waterskin and
drop it again. Repetition was the nature of his life, day in and
day out, and he was just a boy. He wondered if he would still
be hauling water when he was as old as Micah, who crawled
along the rows of barley, his eyes also focused on the ground.

But something about Jeshua made him look up at the
heavens with new eyes. He began to see faces in the fluffy
white clouds, feel the miracle of the sun on his face, and
imagine his father walking the streets of heaven with God.
The thought make Arah’s eyes mist, and he had to turn away
so Jeshua wouldn’t see him. But the image tasted so good
that he wanted to hug Jeshua and thank him for taking away
the image of his father dying on his low, hard bed, eyes

sunken and skin yellow and his hair falling out.
“Consumption,” they called it; Mother said it was the
“wasting disease,” and when Father died, he weighed no
more than Arah.

Jeshua talked about Arah’s father as if he was alive and
well; that he was still Arah’s father and still concerned about
him. What kind of boy would he grow up to be? Honest?
Kind? Generous? Or would he be angry, sullen and bitter,
like so many people? Jeshua said everyone’s life was hard—
he showed Arah a number of white, ridged scars on his own
hands—but a hard life didn’t have to make us hard as well.

And when Arah protested, saying he was a water boy and
that would never change, Jeshua handed him his hammer
and asked, “Are you a carpenter yet?”

“No,” said Arah, hefting the heavy hammer.
“So you’re still a water boy?”
Arah nodded, “That’s what I mean.”
Jeshua held out a piece of wood and handed Arah a small

nail, “Hammer it in.”
Arah did so. The nail, miraculously, went straight in. He

looked up and smiled.
“Now you’re a carpenter, Arah,” said Jeshua. “Things are

changing already.”

Kenny Kemp, The Welcoming Door: Parables of the
Carpenter (HarperSanFrancisco, 2002), 47–48.

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

ARE YOU A CARPENTER YET?

Kenny Kemp is a Latter-day Saint author with a growing national reputation. In his latest work, The Welcoming Door: Parables of
the Carpenter, Kemp offers a fresh look at three of Jesus’s parables by inserting a young Jesus, Jeshua bar Joseph, into the unfolding
dramas and allowing him to interact with and help the main characters. The Library Journal states that Kemp’s choice to portray
Jesus as “a young man who has not yet begun to fulfill his destiny, but [for whom] the glimmers of it are quite evident” helps the para-
bles gain power and significance. We agree. The following scene, in which Jeshua interacts with a young servant, is excerpted from
Kemp’s treatment of the parable of the Prodigal Son.
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friends for the rest of your life. They just as likely might be
persons whom you would never associate with (or even like)
back here in the world. It is possible that at one time or an-
other one of them may even drive you nuts. I still remember
sitting in our little basement apartment in Frediericton, New
Brunswick, during lunch and having my companion ask me
if I’d ever listened to myself eat soup. I have rarely eaten
soup since without remembering his remark. The point is
that the work is more important than any personalities in-
volved.

DON’T RELY TOO MUCH ON THE MEMBERS. Most of us are
a slothful and faithless lot and wouldn’t help the missionary
effort if our lives depended on it. But there are some things
you should remember. You’re in their area for only a short
time, even though it may seem like an eternity. This is where
they live and where they’ll be with their neighbors long after
you’ve gone. Their memories are long, and unfortunately
you may have to live with the consequences of the lack-

adaisical efforts of some previous missionaries. We once had
a sister missionary in our ward who would regularly point
out the Gospel Doctrine teacher’s errors and ignorance on
some finer points of doctrine. She would then follow up
with counsel for the Relief Society president about be-
coming more spiritual. Guess how effective she was?
Members know when missionaries are serious and when
they’re just marking time. If you work hard
at finding and teaching, the members will
notice and come around. And if they don’t,
that’s not your concern.

This is your chance to serve. It is probably
the only chance you’ll ever have to totally de-
vote yourself to serving your fellow beings
and, in so doing, your God (Mosiah 2:17).
Have a good time.

BRUCE SMITH
Gig Harbor, Washington
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