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		PREFACE

				A few months before the first primary of the 2008 presidential election season, in New Hampshire, the usually garrulous Jack Connors, dean nonpareil of Boston’s business community, discreetly (until now) volunteered his view of the conundrum that is Willard “Mitt” Romney: “There’s no question he has the creative business brain, good looks, and impressive leadership abilities.” 

				Connors, founder of a powerhouse advertising agency, would know, as he has not only observed Romney up close and personal since Romney’s first days at Bain & Company, but has also been on a first-name basis with all of the Commonwealth’s visible political leaders from the Kennedys to current governor Deval Patrick. Connors had worked closely with Romney in birthing the successful bipartisan effort to get a universal health-care program adopted—“Romneycare” as it came to be called. He had seen firsthand Mitt’s ability to not get swamped in a bog of wonky medical and insurance procedures and policies and to stay focused on what had to be accomplished in order to get a bill through the legislature. 

				Yet, clearly, Connors had a caveat attached to his compliment about Romney. He whispered regretfully, as his hand fluttered over his chest like a mortally wounded duck, “But there’s no heart, like the Tin Man.” 

				Having followed Mitt Romney’s career for more than twenty years, I could see Connors’s point. There is a certain wooden, Al Gore–like quality to Romney. Yet I also knew there was more to the man than what he chooses to reveal to the public. Moreover, who is not aware that consistently Boy Scout–type overachievers are often treated as dismissively in politics as they are in life? It seems that we, as a nation, gravitate naturally to flawed characters, not the well-born who appear to have done everything right, by the book, since day one. We sing the praises of rebels with checkered reputations who redeem themselves: George W. Bush, Bill Clinton, Teddy Kennedy, and, who knows, possibly Newt Gingrich, too. Miracles do happen. We seem to forget that in times of significant crisis the nation has also been served well by earnest, dogged leaders who knew something about personal vision, teamwork, and pragmatism. Count among the earnest fellows who were initially underrated but became heroic and legendary presidents Franklin Delano Roosevelt, Gerald R. Ford, and Ronald W. Reagan. Perhaps even Barack H. Obama will one day be regarded in this way.

				On paper it would seem that Romney has the potential to join that group of initially underestimated, practical team leaders who, in troubled times, united the nation and lifted our collective spirit. Through friends and mutual acquaintances who served alongside him as missionaries in France, studied with him at Brigham Young University and Harvard, and worked with him at Bain & Company, I became aware of his determination to lead. In a sense, he did so to magnify the mantle loaded onto his shoulders by his prominent father, George Romney, a former governor and presidential candidate who, too, was often misunderstood. 

				After relocating from New York City to Boston in 1985, I became personally familiar with the key roles Mitt played in business, church, and government. So while I understood the Tin Man reference, I knew there was quite a bit more to Romney than his seemingly unflappable public persona, his awkward sense of humor, and his single-minded, controlling, imperious, analytical approach to business, if not life itself. 

				Romney’s demeanor and personal habits challenge the Karl Rove electoral model that Americans elect the man they can sit down and have a beer with. “If he drank beer, he would not be the kind of guy you’d enjoy having a few beers with,” admits one of his senior staff members, also an abstainer, which is why he ducked a response to a teasing observation: “Perhaps a few beers is just what he needs.” 

		Romney and many members of his senior staff are serious Mormons, members of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, who have been commanded to abstain from alcohol, tobacco, even caffeinated hot drinks like coffee and tea. “Seriously, Mitt is very, very competent and driven,” said one of his senior aides. “In practical, down-to-earth ways, he not only feels called to serve, but obligated as well, and better qualified than anyone on the planet.” The aide agrees with Romney’s self-assessment. 

				That may be why people like Connors often find him a little tinny, mechanical, and unintentionally graceless in his attempts to establish down-to-earth connections with the people around him. Goody-goodies like W. Mitt Romney can, at times, come off as just a little too sincere—smugly sincere. His own father, George, spotted the problem back in 1994 and cautioned him to ignore some of the advice he was getting from his handlers and connect with the people in his own, natural way. It was something George did particularly well.

				A Sunday afternoon in 1988 found me in a chair across the desk from “the Tin Man” in his church office in Belmont, Massachusetts, behind the then-empty bluff on which the majestic Boston Mormon Temple now sits. In addition to his day job as Bain & Company’s chief executive, he was also serving as the president of the Boston Stake (diocese) of the church, often referred to by its pervasive, if once pejorative, nickname “the Mormon Church.” Although I was neither a devout nor particularly conventional member of any of the twelve congregations he oversaw in Boston, I had requested the meeting. I wanted to draw his attention to a problem between the current bishop of my congregation and its former one that had turned alarmingly divisive. Members of the congregation were picking sides. Nothing good was likely to result unless Mitt intervened directly, swiftly, and decisively. 

				It should come as no surprise that the difficulties involved money: several hundred thousand dollars in an emergency personal loan, the depletion of a trust fund set up to cover the higher education costs of five children, one of whom was already attending an Ivy League university and another who would be heading off to one a year later. There was evidence of willful and woeful dishonesty; the usual promises made and not kept; and a family that, in the quest to recover from their losses, had been uprooted from their home and would remain so for several years. Ultimately, I worried then that the spiritual losses would outnumber the monetary ones. Worse, I feared the damage would be permanent.

				Romney alone, perhaps with advice from his two counselors, both astute college professors, was responsible for resolving disputes between two bishops. In this case, it would help that he knew both men intimately. Plus, Mitt was a man of considerable wealth, from solid Mormon stock. It would be no skin off his nose to write a check that would make the problem go away. This is what Mormons do for each other in times of need. “Give until it hurts” is programmed into the DNA. It is the heart of Mormonism; it is what makes it the dynamic religion and organization it is. Understandably, I assumed it was the heart of Mitt Romney as well.

				Romney acted quickly. First, he skillfully charted his way around established church traditions and procedures by assigning this very sensitive matter between the two well-respected bishops—a hearing that should have led to a formal disciplinary council and, possibly, an official rebuke from the church—to the very young bishop who had succeeded them. This bishop also happened to report to Romney in his day job at Bain. Shortly thereafter the matter was referred out to the civil courts, where it belonged in the first place were it not customary for Mormons, bishops especially, to avoid suing one another in the civil courts. The church’s Doctrine & Covenants is quite clear about such situations: “And if he or she confess not thou shalt deliver him or her up unto the church, not to the members, but to the elders. And it shall be done in a meeting, and that not before the world.”

				While I could not argue with the outcome, I was surprised and a little shaken that Mitt had not offered the simpler, kinder, and less disruptive resolution. He could have easily bailed out the injured family. They were close personal friends. So was the alleged offender. But in the end, Romney had not written the check, even though it was clearly the Christian thing to do for everyone concerned. He alone could have held the offending party accountable, inspired him to do the right thing, and saved his face while quietly working out a repayment plan. 

				Where was Mitt’s heart? Where was his empathy? Was this, too, an example of his leadership style, indicative of how he “handled” controversies? Was there no there there, no depth to his soul? Were the handshake agreements and pledges between two true believers of no greater consequence than those exchanged by finagling businessmen? Who was this man, a church leader who could treat “A man’s word is his bond” as though it were a vanishing anachronism that had no standing in the modern church? 

				I spoke my mind on the matter. I was in his face, as they say, which is not where one wants to be in any setting, let alone in church. My comments were harsh and blunt. Worst of all, they were witnessed by others. Instead of returning fire, Romney absorbed my verbal broadsides, nodded approvingly as if he understood, and agreed completely with my assessment of the situation. We moved on. 

				Years later, while gathering research for this book, I learned that Romney had indeed offered to write the check that would have settled the matter. His generosity had been turned down. “We thought you knew,” the victimized family said in reaction to the shock that must have washed through my face as I finally learned the whole truth, embarrassed and relieved to learn that Romney had done the right thing, after all. Like Jane Austen’s character Elizabeth Bennet, I, too, was mortified that I had judged so wrongly and that my perception of his seemingly expedient, heartless approach to the problem had colored my view of him from that point on. 

				The truth is, I had expected more of him, perhaps more than could be reasonably expected, because of our similar genealogical roots, ones that run parallel to the history of Mormonism, from its founding in upstate New York in 1830 to Ohio and then, driven by mobs from their homes in Missouri, where the governor had issued an extermination order on Mormons, and from Illinois, where their founder and prophet Joseph Smith had been assassinated, on to Utah. In the 1880s our ancestors were among the many who found safe haven south of the border in the colonies the church established in the Sierra Madre for polygamists fleeing federal marshals. They were also part of the grueling and heart-wrenching exodus back to Utah in 1912 to avoid Pancho Villa and his small army of rebels. Today both of us still have plenty of relatives in those rural colonies. 

				Romneys were also in abundant supply where I was born and raised in Salt Lake City. Open any of my high school yearbooks—I daresay any high school yearbook in that city circa 1963—and you will see class portraits of many young men who could have easily passed themselves off as Mitt’s kin, or as Mitt himself. One brilliant young Romney woman, a nearly blind cousin, taught piano to my younger brothers and sisters. I asked Mitt about another absolute doppelgänger—a friend of mine about Mitt’s age—who I knew was a first or second cousin: “Oh, I don’t know how he’s related,” he said with a dismissive wave of the hand as if he was worried that another eccentric relative was about to emerge, “there are so many of them out there!” 

				He was right about that. Until I got serious about his genealogy in 2008, I had no idea that I, too, count as one of his distant cousins. He didn’t lose track of me, or I of him. We just didn’t know. We had no reason to know. There are thousands of us, tens of thousands actually, including the most recent Mormon contestant in the Republican presidential sweepstakes: former Utah governor and President Obama’s ambassador to China, Jon Huntsman. Our kinship follows a uniquely Mormon pattern. It converges on the same great-great-grandfather (Parley P. Pratt, a prominent early leader of the church), but we have different great-great-grandmothers. My own father was nonchalant about the discovery: “I thought you knew,” he said. “I suppose I also forgot to tell you that his grandmother and yours were best friends.” He had. “In fact, in the fifties we went to her house up the street on election night to watch the presidential election returns. They were fortunate enough to own a television set.”  

				Unknown family ties notwithstanding, the real initial seeds of my interest in the Romney family were planted in August 1964, in San Francisco of all places. I was just eighteen. On my way home to Salt Lake City from two weeks of National Guard training at Madigan Army Hospital in Fort Lewis, Washington, I stopped off at a married cousin’s home in the South Bay, the area that would eventually become known as Silicon Valley. It was the very week Michigan governor George W. Romney made national headlines as he stalked angrily out of the Republican convention, held at San Francisco’s Cow Palace, his teenage son Mitt in tow. Governor Romney was protesting how Arizona senator Barry Goldwater’s conservative operatives had hijacked the nominating process, sending moderate Rockefeller Republicans, like Romney, scurrying for the exits. The GOP has yet to fully regain its equilibrium from that nasty coup d’etat. However, I have been hooked on politics ever since, and I was smitten with and impressed by George Romney and his fiery, principled, in-your-face chutzpah. 

				His courageous brand of “my way” Mormonism also inspired, as did his ease at dealing with and leading the common men and women of America. I was certain then that someday he would be president. I was sorely disappointed—no, angry—when the media manipulated George Romney’s startling “I was brainwashed” description about how the military “handled” him while he was visiting Vietnam and how Secretary of Defense Robert S. McNamara misled him about the Vietnam War. His comments were manipulated by his Republican opponents to drive him out of contention for the party’s 1968 nomination. Who, pray, could not understand perfectly well what Romney was insinuating? Why did reporters and Republicans take things so literally? Romney only confirmed what most people already suspected, liberals and the media especially: President Lyndon Johnson, his secretary of defense McNamara, and the military commanders in Washington and Vietnam had seriously and deliberately misled the nation about need for war in Southeast Asia and its progress. 

				Two years later, my first boss at Time magazine, a small man who, in an effort to make himself appear taller, more intimidating, and more important, plumped himself up on two extra chair cushions, confessed to being a member of the anvil chorus of journalists who did not grasp the usefulness of Romney’s startling hyperbole. He was, after all, finally confirming what young antiwar protestors, many journalists, and the leading Democratic presidential candidates like Eugene McCarthy and Robert F. Kennedy were arguing: The war was illegal and misguided, and the country was being manipulated by some of its most respected leaders. To them, any admission of brainwashing, real or hyperbolic, rendered one ill-suited for the Oval Office. With his ego elevated by the pillows under his bottom, the little man was quite confident he’d figured Romney about right. He was absolutely certain that rough-hewn, plain-speaking men like George Romney should never be president. It was pointless to argue, but I argued anyway, even though he was my boss. He admitted that he had been equally sure, as well, that Richard Nixon’s day had long since passed and was just as surprised as anyone that the 1968 election, which could have given the nation George Romney, Nelson Rockefeller, or Hubert Horatio Humphrey, gave us instead Richard Nixon to kick around again. And kick we did. But not soon enough, as it turned out! 

				One could easily argue that our nation would be better off if, instead, Romney had been sitting in the Oval Office between 1968 and 1976. While he went on to serve Nixon and the nation as secretary of housing and urban development, his energetic support for desegregation and open housing ultimately put him crosswise with Nixon’s unspoken “go slow” on civil rights policy and again, ironically enough, with the hardening right wing of his own party.

				Had Romney won the nomination in 1968—my first presidential election as a registered voter—I probably would have honored my own father and Mitt’s by voting Republican. The nation needed real leaders then, as it does now. 

				We would be better off today if George Romney had found a more circumspect way to say what he did about Vietnam. If he were elected, he would have spared us the shame of Watergate and the “enemies list,” the sadness and horror of Kent State, and the deadly protests that followed. Nora Ephron would have married someone other than Dustin Hoffman—uh, Carl Bernstein. Bob Woodward would not look in the mirror and see Robert Redford. Mercifully, journalists would still be the obscure scribes God intended them to be instead of ubiquitous and often irksome know-it-all demi-celebrities.

				As the too-often misunderstood George Romney began to fade from the political scene, his youngest son’s star was beginning to rise in the West. This is Mitt’s story. Who knows—perhaps the son will, ultimately, be a little better understood than the father. Perhaps this book, which begins where our shared history began, will be one of the reasons why. 

	
		
			
				CHAPTER 1

				Regards from Judge Clancy

				Peter Garland remembers it was unbearably hot throughout New England that particular spring of 1981. The May flowers had blossomed around April Fool’s Day. The sultry days that normally accompany July had drifted across Massachusetts at least a fortnight before the long Memorial Day weekend, which is when public swimming pools opened for the season. Consequently, the beaches and boating facilities at the nearby state park on Lake Cochituate in Natick, a close-in western suburb of Boston, were overrun with families seeking relief from the oppressive heat. Parents were warned to keep a sharp eye out for their small children because no lifeguards were on duty. Skeleton winter maintenance and security crews were taxed to the max, their nerves stretched thin. 

				A quarter century later, what Garland remembered most vividly about that May is the pitiful scene he encountered on his afternoon rounds of the courthouse, where he served as an officer of the court and bail commissioner. There, slouched dejectedly on the booking bench, wearing nothing but a bathing suit, T-shirt, and weather-beaten Topsiders, was the very fit and handsome young father whom Garland served with on the high council that governed all the Mormon churches in the Boston Stake. The man was a prospective bishop of the Belmont Ward (parish), and president of the Boston Stake itself, a future governor of Massachusetts, and, as it turns out, quite possibly the next president of The United States.

				Welcome to the awkwardly earnest world of Willard Romney. Long ago, the official record of circumstances behind his arrest that day at Lake Cochituate was quashed and put well beyond the reach of most nosey reporters, even ones armed with court orders. In fact, he got downright testy when the Boston Globe was fed bits of the story prior to the 2008 campaign, even though it is an “I am a real guy like the rest of you” yarn that most Americans would find entertaining, even endearing. 

				The rest of the story, the whole story, reads like the script for a ham-fisted Abbott and Costello skit, the kind that telegraphs the absurd climax long before it arrives. Mitt, his wife Ann, and their sons had invited another family for an impromptu beat-the-heat boat outing. They arrived at the lake and were about to get some relief when a park ranger showed up and noticed the boat’s registration had not yet been renewed for the new season, which officially didn’t begin for another week or so. The officious ranger announced that the boat could not be launched without the proper license. A conversation ensued, and no doubt it turned about as hot as that May day. (The seemingly unflappable Romney has a temper that flares from time to time, especially when common sense seems to have gone on holiday.) The ranger blustered something ominous like: “Young man, it will cost you $50 if you put that boat in the water today.” Whereupon Mitt, ever the can-do optimist, shrugged nonchalantly, reached for his wallet, and came up with the cash, which prompted the ranger to notify the Natick police of the “bribery” attempt. He officially charged Romney with disorderly conduct. 

				While the story itself is delightful, it also illustrates the man’s straight-ahead approach to life: 1) he is a problem solver who rarely takes “no” for an answer; 2) he acts pragmatically and preemptively; 3) he likes to be in control and can be very controlling; 4) he doesn’t read people well—in fact, he expects people, like the ranger, to say exactly what they mean and mean exactly what they say, and he expects people to listen that way, too; 5) he doesn’t anticipate blindside attacks and therefore is ill prepared to deal with them; and 6) if he has ever made a mistake, he would rather keep it to himself, although he is quite sure that whatever it was, in most cases it probably was the result of a misunderstanding, someone not listening carefully or lacking the sense God gave a goose. 

				Slumped on the booking bench, Romney was startled and mortified to see his fellow churchman Garland standing over him, smiling. “What on earth are you doing here?” the future presidential candidate demanded, more than a little bit humiliated.

				Garland grinned wryly, as if he had just been dished a straight line. “I think I am here to bail you out of jail.” 

				ROMNEY'S ROOTS

				“There’s a definite noblesse oblige to our entire clan,” said a young relative who preferred to remain anonymous. “Mitt would have made the ideal benevolent king. Like his father, Mitt was born that way, sincerely believing he knows better, that the mission in life of people like him is to lead the less advantaged common folk, firmly if kindly.” 

				Perhaps genetics do have something to do with Romney’s confident approach to life. Clearly, his heritage does—his family, religious beliefs, and the culture and traditions he was born into. Those are things that turned him into the guileless fellow who took the park ranger’s portentous warning at face value, and reassured him that a preemptive cash offering was the pragmatic thing to do, all things considered. Romneys just weren’t born to finagle and sidestep. Historically, theirs is a square-deal world of order and collegiality, of smiles and firm handshakes, of promises made and covenants honored, of expedience and entitlement. Someone recently cracked that fellow Mormon—but politically liberal
—Senate majority leader Harry Reid and his hardscrabble father mined the ore that was used to fashion the silver spoon that was lodged in Mitt Romney’s mouth when he was extruded from his mother’s womb. 

				Wisecracks aside, Romney, too, descended from a long line of hardscrabble men and women who coupled their survival instincts with vision and fortitude. They were people who expected, even demanded, that the world become as they imagined it, because they willed it that way. When reason, common sense, and hard work failed to deliver what they wished for, perseverance, connections, position, power, and money always did. Well, almost always.

				Tamp a syrup tap into the Romney family tree and it will soon be oozing Yankee blue from veins that run all the way back to those storied pilgrims who landed in Plymouth; they connect with the likes of William Pratt—who went out from Boston to establish Hartford, Connecticut—and Francis A. Pratt, the founder of the Pratt & Whitney Company, a forerunner of Pratt & Whitney Aircraft. 

				However, the most memorable and consequential member of that early group of Romney ancestors was a woman: America’s first feminist and preeminent “witch,” Anne Marbury Hutchinson, who was persecuted for her beliefs and outspoken opinions. She was banished first to Rhode Island, then eventually to Pelham Bay, New York, where she was scalped by Indians and incinerated along with most of her children. The natives spared one daughter, Susanna, because of her red hair. After several years in captivity, where she was treated like a celestial messenger, Susanna was ransomed and, against her will, returned to Boston, where she eventually met and married John Cole. They became the progenitors of several prominent Americans, like the Bushes and a good number of Du Ponts, as well as many of the early seers of Mormonism including Joseph Smith himself—and, more to the point of this story, two brothers who were brilliantly charismatic and profoundly intellectual, if largely self-taught. These Mitt Romney ancestors were Orson Pratt and Parley Parker Pratt (Parley was Mitt’s great-great-grandfather). 

				Both Pratt brothers played absolutely critical roles in the Mormon migration that eventually made its way to the Great Basin and the valley of the Great Salt Lake, an arid region that the famous explorer Jim Bridger said would never yield a bushel of corn. Parley led the advance party that preceded by a day or two Brigham Young and the main caravan’s entry into the valley. The Mormon leader’s historic declaration, “This is the place,” upon his arrival in the foothills surrounding the valley was based on information fed to him by the Pratts. In fact, the main highway route from the east, Interstate 80/U.S. 40, descends through Parley’s Canyon (named after Mitt’s great-great-grandfather) into Salt Lake City, a now-sprawling metropolis that was laid out in square blocks sequentially numbered outward, like coordinates on a map, from Temple Square downtown, according to the meticulous and well-ordered urban planning scheme devised by Orson Pratt that specifies even the widths of the streets and the size of building lots. 

				Yet like George and Mitt Romney, the Pratt brothers were headstrong, at times too earnest for their own good, and frequently misunderstood. Rejecting advice from Brigham Young to travel alone on a missionary sojourn through the Midwest, Parley agreed to assist one of his wives (he had a dozen) in her efforts to free her children from the clutches of their father—her former or estranged husband—and her own conspiring father. In so doing, Parley put himself in the gun sights of the ex, who, fortified by liquor and anger, and with a little help from his friends, took his revenge, pumping six bullets into the Mormon apostle’s body, finishing him off with a savage butchering. 

				Parley’s obstinate ways were one thing. Orson’s cerebral powers and his uncompromising scrupulousness were even trickier to contend with. Through no particular fault of his own, unless personal probity and moral rectitude are shortcomings, Orson found himself crosswise with Mormonism’s founder, Joseph Smith, and was summarily, if temporarily, excommunicated from the church. This punishment included banishment from the governing Quorum of Twelve Apostles, where seniority determined succession. 

				After the church reinstated him a few months later, Orson’s brilliance and particularly his celebrity as an orator throughout the nation often upstaged and annoyed the martyred Smith’s powerful successor, Brigham Young. Three decades later, when it came time to submit the succession order to a reconfirming vote of the entire church, Young deliberately let stand a clerical inadvertency that placed Orson behind the less cerebral and capable John Taylor, who, in due time, succeeded Young as the third president and prophet of the church and outlived Orson by six years. As a result, the church never got the benefit of leadership from the Romney kin that church historian John Henry Evans once characterized as a “quadrant among the plowshares. In the first century of ‘Mormonism’ there is no leader of [equal] intellectual stature.” Orson lived in embarrassing poverty, misunderstood but firm in the faith until the end, dependent on periodic handouts from the church, estranged from his first wife and their surviving children.

				THE MORMON LEGACY

				Romney’s genetic inheritance is beginning to emerge. However, the urge to lead and serve is not unique to his family. It is an essential ingredient of his religious culture, as many are beginning to notice, thanks to a blizzard of recent “aha” reports on Mormonism in publications like Time, Newsweek, and the New Yorker, not to mention the Tony Award–winning musical The Book of Mormon, a raucous, irreverent, entertaining, and, yes, instructive ride through Mormonism’s culture and idiosyncrasies, which has been playing to Standing Room Only crowds on Broadway for months.

				A Mormon parent’s high-flown soliloquy to his newborn child that “someday, perhaps, you will be president” is a little more than idle grandiloquence. Buried in the heady hyperbole is heavy counsel that will be revisited regularly as the child matures: Live your life in such a way that you could be president if called upon—president of the church or president of the nation, and in that order of importance, sort of. If his life unfolds according to plan, the child will become actively engaged in the world around him at an early age. First, he will learn to follow the lead of trusted adults and work together as part of a team. While teaching individual responsibility and accountability, the Mormon culture produces many opportunities for children to experience the pulling power of a well-led, coordinated team, with each member playing an important leadership role by doing his or her particular job well. 

				Children learn concepts and methods that such respected motivational speakers and organizational consultants as Stephen Covey and Clayton Christensen, both Mormons, have transformed into best-selling books and rousing PowerPoint presentations they peddle for tens of thousands of dollars to the captains and wannabes of Fortune 1000 companies throughout the world. 

				The Mormon system teaches these principles by example, and most important of all, it engages. From top to bottom it is a system that is totally dependent on participation. Young people learn early that if they don’t show up for religious services on Sunday, they will be missed. If they drop the ball on a project, someone will cover them, but their absence will be noted. 

				Elder Henry B. Eyring, a counselor to two presidents of the church and a Harvard-trained professor at Stanford University’s business school before he was conscripted into full-time church service, recalled a church work project from his youth. He and his namesake father, one of the more celebrated scientists of the twentieth century, who many thought should have won the Nobel Prize for his work in theoretical chemistry, were part of a large group of men and boys weeding a row of corn on a church-run welfare farm. As they approached the end of a long row, the supervisor of the farm showed up. “You’re working in the wrong area,” he proclaimed, a little scornfully. “This section was weeded a few days ago.” Some of the volunteers were understandably annoyed that they had been directed to the wrong area. The elder Eyring smiled cheerfully and hushed his own son’s grumbling: “It’s not about the weeds. Weeding the field wasn’t as important as pulling those weeds together.” Henry Eyring’s story of teamwork and cooperation would later inspire a young and frustrated missionary in France by the name of Mitt Romney. 

				Not only do Mormons learn to play their parts well, but they also become steeped in other productive values: veneration for the experience, wisdom, and caution of the elderly; respect for the talents and pragmatism of skilled tradesmen; honor and gratitude for those who perform heavy labor; deep admiration for poets, musicians, writers, entertainers, and athletes; and veneration for religious, academic, and secular achievements. They learn that the first principle of leadership is supporting the designated leader regardless of his talents and skills; lightening his burden by carrying a bigger load and helping others carry theirs; and recognizing that a group failure is also an individual failure. 

				To such dogged, upbeat people, the nagging question then is “when,” not “if,” a Mormon will be president. To them, it is pleasing, but not particularly surprising, that their comrades in disproportionate numbers serve in the House and Senate chambers as well as in key administrative positions in Washington and in
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