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What a fortunate thing that a group of believers in a book, themselves long bereft of communal 
economy, recently cheated out of polygamic theocracy, and looking for a way to organize on 
grounds more favorable to eastern bankers and western rail barons did find in American 
corporations like General Motors some way to keep all the words and forms they still held sacred, 
while utterly changing all their words’ effects.  Celestial Marriage, Priesthood, Consecration, 
Kingdom, God, Intelligence, Atonement: re-tooled for a changing marketplace.   
 
A century into the experiment which transubstantiated the collective Kingdom of God into the 
single member Corporation of the President of the Church, let us squeeze, sniff, and poke at its 
fruits, and propose alternative fields for cultivating desirable fruits delicious to the taste.   
 
The Future 
Let me give first my one sentence summary of Corporately Correlated Mormonism: rules for 
finding persons appropriately speaking imperatives to others, and also inappropriately addressed 
in the interrogative mood, and, by those using such rules, regularly given absolute jurisdiction 
over the declarative.  That is Correlated Mormonism, in a sentence.  Let us look into the future. 
 
A century deep we see this trending line, quarter by quarter, of correlated Mormonism at last into 
a perfect bright hope of capitalism: An expense sheet potentially reducible to zero, for 
“missionaries” replace all paid labor, except for executives remunerated with euphemistically 
termed “stipends.”  And the product is given freely, accepted or not it matters not; but, most 
importantly, there is constant and reliable revenue.  Can they increase that revenue?  It was once 
believed that building temples would increase it, but no; it was once thought that missionaries did 
the trick; but no longer.  Their work at corporate headquarters shows an arbitrary relationship to 
the total revenue brought in.  There is a strange grace at work here. 
 
So, the trend: no marketable product, and thus no market to compete in; few labor costs and wage 
worries, neither strikes nor proletariat to fight the owners; endless advertising schemes, and  
enough intellectual property to provide for constant lawyering.  And driving it all: managers of 
money, presiding bishops of digital numbers moved hither and thither, here herded to a mall, 
there suffering the bear kill of a billion dollar investment suddenly lost; and still the revenues 
flow, the blood of the lamb pours its mercies ever attempting to wash the altar at last clean of 
blood; and, too, the invisible hand, by these money men, is finally given the middle finger.  A 
perfect capitalist kingdom: no markets, no blood nor bodies; no product: only intangible words 
and numbers to move around, ethereal and yet somehow to them so real; everything valued but 
having no value itself, all manipulated by capital to gain value or to lose value, even if only in a 
database; and thus God is served, and his kingdom built, for the revenue remains, no matter what.   
 
It remains, but scarcely because of the value added by the corporation.  No, it is the Book of 
Mormon that gives life, lending the corporation daily breath where ever its believers send the 
green airs sucked and spewed by the corporate body: cash money, folding money, digital currency, 
hard money, coin: tithes, sacred funds; charity, really.  The corporation is a beggar, clad in fine 
robes and sheltered not among the least of these, a beggar no matter its current spendthrift ways; 
and we Mormons are its keepers.  And although it would fain have us believe I Am A Mormon is a 
thing begotten by it, the truth is that we make it, in our minds and bodies and souls, and by our 
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charity we let it continue to live.  I was a Mormon before the corporation formed a stereotype of 
me in her womb.   
 
And this basic fact, that this version of Mormonism—a corporately devised and trademarked 
thing— utterly depends on charity, this basic fact brings up a question: Does the Kingdom of God 
rely on returns of invested charity in order to pave its roads with gold?  Or is belief in the true God 
its only foundation? 

 
Metaphors of Brand 

 
Now we hear of The Mormon Brand, of threats that Mormon is itself trademarked and not for 
dilution; that there is no church but only a trademark of one; and that I Am A Mormon is a 
campaign, rather than a statement said.   Metaphors all confounded into imaginary realities.  And 
for all the effort, “I Am A Mormon” is now a thing, ironically, not sayable by conversing persons: 
for what does it really say about a person who takes his own identity from a YouTube 
advermentary?  What is a Mormon, after all this corporate effort, if not one who consumes 
advertisements, and recites them sincerely, on cue and to persons easily targeted?  Such a social 
entity is, of course, just one imagining of Mormon; there are alternatives.  And there are 
explanations, found in my own work and in the writings of others, why this particular one, 
exceedingly absurd to me, has come about when it has.   
 
Metaphors are not themselves good analytics, of course; to treat Mormonism as a brand is to miss 
all that is not like brands, and to obscure the true nature of non-metaphorical, that is, actual 
brands.  But metaphors make good rhetoric, and often appear dressed like an original insight.  A 
Mormon Brand is only more than a metaphor, however, for minds habituated into viewing 
everything as economic exchange; the construct has no analytical merits.  Were this brand matter 
my concern here, I could demonstrate the truth of this statement, but I will let it pass, with only 
this:   
 
There is no brand where there is no product sold, nor market to sell therein; and markets require 
money; there is no trademark of social identities, ever.  That is a mere legal fact.  Social identities 
organize around commodities themselves valorized by trademark and brand: Apple is a brand, 
competes in a market where exchange occurs; but apple users, Adam Eve and otherwise, are not 
brands (except when conceived by sloppy thinkers).  There is no legal term or reality to being an 
apple user, and so it remains a social reality only.  The simplicities of branding give us no good 
insight into the complexity of that social reality. 
 
So, to the Church Office Building we turn. 
 
Confounding Cause and Effect 
It’s kind of Mormonism is not prepared for the virtual world, for the discerning between things 
empirical and things chiasticofantastical remains a talent inextricably tied to a man, our average 
middle-aged employee of the Corporation of the Presiding Bishop, a man whose continued 
employment depends on his not knowing the difference: between metaphor and the thing 
represented, between image and the imaged, between his own stereotypes and what Mormons 
really are, and even could be.  And this loss of a difference between the thing imagined, and the 
imaging of a thing, is at the heart of the corporation housed at the COB.  Here they invent 
religions, religious persons, religious texts, toss them out by afternoon, and conjure up new 
stereotypes before the express bus arrives in the evening.   
 
It is this backward creation, chronological confusions, which I’ve analyzed in a history of 
Correlation, where history itself was remade in the image of various corporate schemes.  And also 
described in my Book of Mammon, where I detail the process by which Mormon lives are 
reframed, part by part, as somehow derived from, and dependent on, the work of the 
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corporations: family, ethics, belief, salvation, exaltation, chastity, knowledge, and so on: at 
corporate their collective job is mapping of your lives, and the recoloring of existing maps 
according to their own keys.  Thus, kin related humans conversing in a sheltered space became 
FHE; charity became Welfare; good works was called “service”; neighborliness rebranded as pre-
conversion work; visiting the elderly and the sick, a duty called and prescribed by a roll and a 
chart, partly for the purpose of getting 100 percent on this month’s home teaching.    
 
Such a loss of discernment breeds confusions in chronologies, and in seeing cause coming after 
effect. When I worked at the COB, one clever man devised a new pamphlet about food storage: 
clever, because he adjusted downward the recommended temporal duration of one’s larder’s 
lifetime, down from one year to three months.  Clever because internal research showed “three 
months” the most frequent response to the question, “How much food storage do you have at 
home?”  Clever, because so many new Mormons will be found complying with the revised, 
inspired recommended storage amounts; and the pamphlet, and its creator, can receive many 
accolades, having bumped the percentage of fully complying Mormons from under ten percent to, 
say, forty percent; efficiently too, with but the click of a few keys.  This is one example of the 
confounding work of the corporation: taking Mormon lives, and selling it back at no seeming cost, 
but only as their own invention.  Some expect Mormons to believe that the corporation invented 
Mormons, as well: I Am A Mormon being trademarked, if only because Mormon itself is not.   
 
You may not believe your life was created by folks at the COB, but it is imperative that sometimes 
all of them believe it, and that all the time someone there is convinced of it.  How much of 
Mormon life existed prior to being cut up and renamed by corporate persons, conveniently 
situated inside their own economy and politics?  That is a solid dissertation question, for sure.    
 
For such a student, let me outline in slightly greater detail how the corporate culture at the 
headquarters of the Corporation of the Presiding Bishop, serving under the corporation sole 
known as the Corporation of the President of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, let 
me explain how these entities give shape to a thing they’ve imagined up, and so believe is itself 
real and actual, a sort of paying oneself in the coin of one’s dream.   
 
COB 
I worked at the audiovisual department for some time, longer in lived experience than is counted 
by calendar.  After being laid off, I finished final revisions on a dissertation which tracked how 
new Mormonisms emerged from the deceptions of the 1880s underground, culminating in 
Fundamentalism and Correlation, whose respective histories and effects are analyzed.  After 
graduation, while teaching anthropology courses, I began a work eventually published under the 
title The Book of Mammon.  While ostensibly a work of parody that lampoons the overheated 
writings of a digital persona named Daemon, once created at the Church Office Building by 
information architects I myself once knew, that book nonetheless, metaphorically of course, 
reveals some of the actual inner workings, and the many innards not working, of a thing funded by 
the charity of Mormons. 
 
I’ll not repeat the many things I wrote in that book, nor what I’ve said on a popular podcast, nor 
what I’ve published on my blog, and on the blog’s of others.  I mention them only as an excuse for 
not giving detailed arguments in this brief presentation.  Here I want to say something more 
Mormon-ish: the corporation is a work whose ambitions directly oppose those stated in the Book 
of Mormon.  Ye cannot serve God and Mammon, and where two things exist, there is one more 
intelligent than the other, and one greater.  Which is greater, and more intelligent? 
 

The first one: 
 
The fundamental elements of the Corporation’s universe, of that which makes up its day to day 
operations, its quarterly evaluations, its pay raises and production schedules, and all the words 
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and images eventually spat upon a mostly oblivious populace, these fundamental elements are 
abstract nouns: faith, repentance, obedience, and so on.  Moreover, these terms are often nouns 
that isolate what is in fact a two-party relation: obedient to, obey what? Repent of, forgive who? 
Faith in, faithful to?  Yet here the unitizing ambition of capitalism obtains, where all things have a 
place and are numbered in units, where all human relations are reduced to topics; that is, to 
abstract nouns.  These nouns are then shuffled about at the COB, quarter by quarter, year by year; 
Correlation sets about reordering all things according to the latest approved Curriculum Planning 
Worksheet, or the most recent Approved List.  Their reason for these regular reorderings is to find 
some part of your own lives not yet described by their words, not yet given to you on their terms.  
This is not the explicit agenda, but it is the underlying fruit, the effect, of their collective labors. 
 
After abstract nouns are arranged, Imagined persons are invented: sometimes brief stereotypes or 
vague recollections; and sometimes formalized into products, “instruments” used internally, and 
actually called personas.  Used by software designers more generally, these personas have as their 
stated problems, their needs, and their goals the exact things which coincide with the repertoires 
of the various producing departments, such as audiovisual, or print.  The producing departments, 
in general, make things for sponsoring departments like Missionary or CES, who come to them as 
the in-house product solutions provider.  These producers and sponsors share the same scripts of 
abstract nouns, and so seem likeminded.  And so by sharing their stereotypes, or personas, or 
imaginings of what Mormons are like, how their lives are given added-value by the work of the 
COB, by such guesswork grounded in abstract nouns, thus producers and sponsors achieve “buy 
in,” a relatively easy thing to get, for the primary concern at the COB is that one does something, 
anything, to keep those budgets from falling, and employees from getting the lay off.  Confusing 
their own phantasms of Mormons with actual persons, they set about to make this or that, and so 
justify the existence of the COB. 
 
Rather than produce products as producing departments otherwise may be inclined to do, they 
produce imagined consumers—personas—who live entirely inside the digital domain bounded by 
the intranet of the Church Office Building.  Less formally, simple stereotypes are trotted out, 
cubicle to cubicle.  These imaginary persons stand in for actual Mormons, creating an internal 
marketplace of consumers who mediate the departmental relations between sponsor and 
producing departments; imaginings which realize, in a sort of virtual reality, the metaphor of a 
digital religious marketplace.  But these imagined persons—whether actually called “personas” as 
my colleagues named them, or simply stereotypes of Mormons, vague notions regarding what 
sorts of Mormons do certain sorts of things, guesses about Mormons easily summoned at 
convenient times—these phantasms cease to exist when a job number is retired, and a project or 
product finalized and completed.  That is their lifecycle.   
 
Thus in the this strange economy, consumers die, as it were, when the product itself is released: 
for it is distributed typically to anyone who will accept it, without charge.  This is the “producing” 
side of the strange economy, more soviet than capitalist, whatever the politicoeconomic 
allegiances propounded therein. The culture of the COB is thus utterly disassociated from every 
other reality that doesn’t match the notions of folks paid to arrive and to depart at specified times, 
toting in with them stereotypes about those people, notions about those sorts of things.   
 
Grace 
Thus the products and projects go forth, made to solve imagined problems, to speak to guessed-at 
concerns; the teenagers, the gays, the who’s-next-to-blame?  And not surprisingly mostly finding a 
populace mostly rolling its eyes, with a few, just enough apparently, sending forth praises of the 
latest this or that.  So goes the strange economy of the Church Office Building, where producers 
imagine consumers, their problems, their needs, their desires: and sell their dreams to other COB 
departments, all justifying hundreds of millions of dollars in annual expenditures; supposition, 
fancies, guesswork: these drive billions in expenditures.  One is accountable, at the COB, to no 
bottom line nor market; there is no brand.   
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So, Mormons find themselves funding a mass of jumbled up things, desires, fancies, ambitions, 
stereotypes, contrivances and guesswork, schemes, regulated only by annual budget-expenditure 
sheets; and they wonder why church is boring, the manuals beyond pedagogically useless, and 
general conferences uninspired, why so much from church headquarters is expectedly 
unintelligable, ugly, insipid or just irrelevant.  What do you expect of an artists’ community like 
the COB, guided by pastel-realism, sincere-cubicalism, and all the other eight-to-sixisms shown so 
carefully by The Office in all their garishly glorious meaninglessness?  At Dunder-Mifflin they sell 
paper, but it doesn’t really matter does it?  It may well be anything, including religion.  Take away 
the burden to actually sell, or even make paper, and what sort of corporation, what sort of 
incentives, what exaggerated deference and superstitious routines: what comes to guide the work 
of The Office?   
 
Moreover, what keeps it all running, if not a marketplace, a bottom line, an invisible hand, 
monetary incentive; nor any sort of accountability as we understand the term?  Where does the 
money come from, in this strange economy, where products are distributed freely, and there is no 
accounting for their value as reckoned by living consumers?  Is it not a most apparent 
manifestation of the doctrine of grace, this blessing of power to create, where merits are yet so 
very scare?  Perhaps King Benjamin provides a political economy when he says we are all beggars. 
 
Despite the ads, the trademarks, the blustering and posturing, most of which has gone on since 
some few Rigdonites realized Joseph Smith and his Golden Bible was exactly the “Primitive 
Christianity” they’d been looking for; despite all this, the Book of Mormon remains the real living 
tree to which all things living in Mormonism are grafted to or cut from.  And what does that book 
say about us? 
  
We still read in the Book of Mormon that the book comes to the Gentiles, and they are to be tested 
with this “much” of the gospel, and no more; they pollute the holy word prior to receiving that 
book, and pollute the holy church shortly thereafter.  Thus gentiles we readers of it remain, until 
we, they shred the veil of unbelief, repenting of iniquities, coming clean like the Brother of Jared: 
all open hands and desperate before the Lord for a little light to steer by in this the great deep.  
But not enough are kneeling and admitting to having only little lightless stones, although many do 
seek for their slings and stumbling Goliaths.  So the Lord waits in his mountain. 
 

 
The Book Of Mormon 

 
By contrast, our other intelligence in this story, the Book of Mormon begins not with single words 
stripped from human and divine relations.   But with a text, full-blown six hundred page story of 
gore, headless madmen gasping from the neck, decapitated drunks, promises, praises, warnings, 
and Jesus bringing his own bread and wine to a feast never since approximated in glory, goodness, 
love; and so worthy of emulation.  What sort of church does one get from the Book of Mormon?  
What sort of corporation?  What sort of investment guide is it, to echo a recent blogger’s mall-
apologetics?  What sort of God? 
 
One who is long suffering, full of mercy, kindness unfeigned, without advertisement; who worketh 
not in darkness, but under the light of the sun, where he reveals all things to those who seek, 
rather than hides all things most especially from those who’d like to know: history, finances, 
rationales.  The Jesus in the Book of Mormon has a body, but is no corporation; he commands 
that we Gentiles repent, and believe at last in him, and not in trifles and things which moths do 
corrupt, that rust eats away, and which thieves invest in, and yet by conspiracy are bailed out from 
after bungling their own slow burgling.  Believe, yes, but put it beyond Correlated topic: Believe in 
what?  That he will forgive our wrongdoing done to him and to others; forgive our unbelief most 
appalling, our turn to the whore of Babylon: counting and weighing and assessing and measuring, 
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cutting things down to our size, piling them up so they can be counted and compared.  What we 
don’t have among the museums of cuneiform, what I regard as sublime gentile effort, is an 
abundance of stories about the gods: by contrast, there is no scarcity of tablets recording how 
much some long dead peasant gave in long dead offerings to a long dead priest, officiator at altars 
since returned to dust, and administrator of a voracious spiritual engine for an economy fueled by 
babies whose parents feared man more than god, but feared neither for the right reasons, nor 
loved one or the other as Jesus would have them do. 
 
The God of the Book of Mormon, and the text itself, asks firmly but politely that we put ourselves 
back into social relations, as humans; as children of God, and not because we hold a calling, nor 
seek to profit by our good works, in any currency payable inside or outside a church.   
 
 
Let us see, then, this: Two contrasting statements of what recipients of the Book of Mormon 
should find themselves described by: advertising away a century of impolitic anti-Americanism 
converging with mall building done to adorn failing sanctuaries, while pounding pulpits upon 
which we’ve set little straw figures of various and changing minorities bearing even lower 
favorability ratings than our own dismal numbers.  And the other: realizing that having the Book 
of Mormon is a sign that one is found in the Kingdom of the Devil, for it must shake and be made 
to tremble; this terrain abundant in wickedness and abomination, whose beguiled subjects 
murmur that all is well in zion, for we have trademark, brand awareness, see our logo works, and 
this mall abound; and envision increasing market share of religious consumption: and so the Book 
of Mormon guides its sad readership to a better way.  Until that guidance is taken, the heavens 
wait.  
 
For 182 years they have waited, for readers of the Book of Mormon to read it, and not simply wear 
it as a badge, or tote it about like a fetish, opening it for thirty minutes a day like a medieval prayer 
book; no longer coloring certain words with their own special taint; not to sell it out, nor sell 
something about it; nor stand upon it to shout out evil of others whose habits we in our excellency 
find tasteless and appalling; nor to see in it a chance to muck about the Yucatan seeking 
Zarahemla, nor contrive card games to help the Monday night kiddies relate to Limhi, Lamoni, 
Laman the darkey, and Nephi the Great.  And they in heaven will wait another century, or longer: 
for they are long suffering, and full of kindness unfeigned. 
 
Our notions of atonement, of faith, of belief, of god, of repentance, of church, of priesthood, of 
truth, and of every other non-tangible abstract noun are only with great difficulty untangled from 
the corporation relations, the economic motives mingled with spiritual designs, that altogether 
govern the work of correlation at the COB.  They create false images of heavenly things, and 
prescribe medicines for the fixing of ills they’ve largely created: fashioning ill and antidote, 
consumer and producer, in the same toxic strokes, up and down, of that tirelessly running engine 
of Moloch, the Melkir.   
 
 
Two choices: Let’s Follow the Prophet Shopping For I Am A Mormon; or, hearing this question: 

 
Have ye any that are lame, or blind, or halt, or maimed, or leprous, or that are withered, 
or that are deaf, or that are afflicted in any manner? Bring them hither and I will heal 
them, for I have compassion upon you: My bowels are filled with mercy. 

  
What if the Book of Mormon is what it Joseph Smith said, and this Jesus really is God?  Would 
you really worry about long-term investment plans, financial well being, or hedge funds?  Not 
because God is coming to destroy everything and all the homos too, no: but because he does 
nothing save it be for the good of mankind, and there in his doing good sets aside space and 
material for your own inimitable work, too.  What if all we really needed to do was realize our 
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awful situation in this kingdom of the devil, repent and plead for mercy, showing charity rather 
than asking for justice upon the iniquitous, as reckoned by our own crooked rulers?  What if this 
would be sufficient to please the Lord, surprise him utterly, to bless us with greater things, stories 
not revealed since the Brother of Jared stumbled into a mountain with a handful of glass, asking 
the Lord to give them light so that they would not cross the great deep in darkness?  What other 
story is, at this point in world history, worth believing?  Investing-financing-hedging-calculating? 
 
Mormon Studies 
What does this have to do with Mormon studies?   
 
To mix and borrow metaphors a bit: what fruit or king stinketh of death to some with noses to 
smell, stinketh not at all to others blinded by their love, hoping for miraculous, and non-
zombifying recovery. 
 
It is my hope that Mormonism will become neither a studies in the academic mode, with its 
pretensions to something it cannot be for reasons I cannot elaborate here; nor a religious politics 
of capitalism, whatever that phrase means.  It cannot mean anything like, “Come unto me and be 
healed.”  Mormon studies can find a way through, and maybe even into the mount.  If it is 
grounded in truth, as agreed upon by academia, by empirical and careful, critical study; and 
grafted into truth, as flowing in the pages of a certain book.  If so, it may thrive, and someday be 
independent of the discursive realities of the word Mormon.  Any absurd and ridiculous enterprise 
can survive when the least graft is made to the Book of Mormon: FARMS, for example; or FAIR, 
or Sunstone and many others of less respectability: con men, diggers for Cumorah, tour guides to 
Zarahemla and worse.  And the Corporation, too, is a parasite living on a branch of the Book of 
Mormon.  My hope is that we will test the Book of Mormon, in a manner according to our 
understanding, and our language: secular, spiritual, empirical, imaginative and critical, but none 
of these in unbelief.    
 
No priesthood whose professors are all wrong, no creeds to declare abominations, no correct 
styles or appropriate publishing venues and houses; nothing already done, and so, no easy 
metaphor, is sufficient to accomplish the lifting of the burden set upon those who believe the Book 
of Mormon: believe what?  That it is a translation of an ancient history, record of a people 
promised by God that they won’t be destroyed by the gentiles, despite the gentiles’ best efforts 
among Africans whom they called slaves, Natives they deemed Not Yet Americanized, and Jews 
they called fuel for the furnaces of that worst and most corporate, industrialized, mechanized 
abhorrent monster, militarized weaponized Moloch.   
 
May Jesus by his great kindness Bless Us all with Greater things.  Thank you. 


