
H e knew it was Tuesday because he could see that
the butcher’s cart had a sow tied to the end of it,
and behind the cart walked the peasant women in

single file, like some kind of funeral procession, each
waiting for her cut of meat. From where Elder Heaton
sat on the roof of Pit Prebol, he could see ~the butcher
stopping in front of his three-sided meat shop. He was
wearing a pair of grey labor-pants and a greasy blue
work shirt that was spattered with dark brown stains.
The donkey jerked when the butcher pulled on the
reins and the knives and cleavers, hung from hooks on
the side of the cart, clattered and glistened in the
morning sun.

Dismounting the cart, the butcher tethered the sow
to the leg of his work bench and placed the sign, Car-
niceria Abierta on a peg. The women stood around
watching him, each with her arms folded over her pot
belly. After he had sharpened his tools and hung blis-
tered slabs of black-smoked bacon and strings of
goat-milk cheese around the opening of his shop, he
centered his attention on the sow. The women im-
mediately came to life, lining up behind his work
bench, stretching to see him work.

The butcher took the sow by the front leg and rear
flank and threw her over on her side. She squealed
horrendously. The butcher then placed a sandaled foot
in the middle of her chest and held her, letting her
squeal to notify the women in the barrio that it was
Tuesday--pork-day. After a few moments, he reached
to the bench with one hand and grabbed the boning
knife. With a quick motion, he sliced the sow’s throat.
Soon the gargled squealing stopped. The women, lined
at the bench, looked on in a sort of stoic fatigue.

Elder Heaton turned away as the butcher started
cutting the warm meat. Some of the women were
squabbling like vultures, pointing crooked fingers at
the fleshy flanks, while others were picking through
the entrails.

The butcher shop irritated Elder Heaton. He hated
the odor; it bothered him in the hot Venezuela after-
noons. Despite the President’s request that they read
the Book of Mormon during the siesta, the elders slept.
The heat was too much.

Heaton knew that reading the Book of Mormon was
important. Once when Elder Heaton was a boy he had
seen his father cry when he spoke of the Book of Mor-
mon. His father had been a mechanic with a State Road
crew, and as far as Elder Heaton remembered, he had
never seen him cry; but there he had stood in tes-
timony meeting, crying in front of them all, holding his
blue, paper-back Book of Mormon, saying, "I know
that this book is true, and I know that reading this
book you can find out ’bout anything you need to
know."

He knew that the President wanted him to read it,
he knew that it was important, but up until this time of

his mission he had never felt the need to read itnhe
had read it already, once years before, and he knew
most of what was in it.

While thinking of his father, he remembered that he
was especially busy that morning; he had to prepare
the funeral service for Sister Gallegos’ illegitimate girl
that had died of dysentary the day before. He had got-
ten up late because a movie had kept him and Elder
Jensen out late the preceding night.

Shuffling from the roof to his room, he marked a
discussion C on the informe since he had talked about
Joseph Smith with a young couple that was waiting in
the movie line.

Elder Jensen lay in his hammock with his Book of
Mormon reading intensely. Slapping Jensen’s foot,
Elder Heaton said, "I thought that you’d have break-
fast by now, flipper."

"I’ll get it already--leave me read,"said Elder Jen-
sen.

Ducking under Jensen’s hammock, Heaton walked
into the bathroom and locked the door. He liked it
there: it was cooler than the rest of the house because
the toilet leaked and ran over the floor and green moss
grew at the perimeters of every tile; and he was se-
cluded there--he could be alone for a minute. At
home, when his older brother Johnny moved away, he
had his own bedroom with a lock and before he had
come on his mission, he had spent long moments
stripped to his skibby shorts in front of the full-length
mirror admiring his sun-tanned skin, his bleached-
blond hair, and most of all his rounded and toned
musdes. He was proud of his body: at dances when
Susan put her hand on his chest he would flex, hoping
she would feel; and at work he would stack eight two-
by-four studs, more than anyone of the crew had ever
lifted, and carry them proudly to where he would use
them, hoping someone would see. Before his mission
he had been at the height of physical condition--his
body was almost perfect and he felt omnipotent some-
times.

As he stood in the bathroom and stripped to
shower he looked into the small, cracked mirror. Be-
cause of his diet of rice, beans and corn flour arepas, he
was developing a bulge above his belt-line, and he was
getting flabby now. The tropical heat made him sweat
profusely and great pimples and blackheads dotted his
shoulders and neck, and his blond hair looked greasy
after ten or eleven in the morning.

He quickly turned from the mirror and got ready to
shower. The shower was a ten-foot length of rubber
hose that connected to a faucet and the water was cool.
Since the water came from a great tank on the roof of
the apartment building it was better to shower in the
mornings because the afternoon sun made the water
warm, almost hot, and besides in the afternoon the
mosquito larva left the surface and swam down by the
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He felt as though his body were somehow
rotting or dying, and he could do nothing
about it.

drain of the tank and sometimes they ran out with the
water.

In the shower Heaton was careful to scrub his
armpits and groin thoroughly but tenderly. He had a
rash; the Latins called it "Mushrooms." When he first
got it he had tried everything to get rid of it. Other
missionaries had told him to use footpowder, to stand
naked in front of the fan for thirty minutes a day, and
to use petroleum jelly, but nothing worked. He first
noticed the rash when he was in Caracas on his first
assignmentmhe was standing in front of the mirror
making a muscle, and he saw it, a small red dot under
his armpit. It grew from there and it terrified him; he
felt as though his body were somehow rotting or
dying, and he felt he could do nothing about it.

After Elder Heaton dried himself and dressed he
walked into the front room. Sitting at the table, Elder
Heaton pulled out his Bible, Book of Mormon, and D &
C and looked until he found a scripture, and read
"And what if I will that he should raise the dead, let
him not withhhold his voice." He thought for a mo-
ment. No, no, he thought, it wasn’t what he wanted.
What does she need? he asked himself. He pictured
himself standing there in the cemetery above the open
grave. He would open his scriptures and raise a finger
to expound; then he would bear fervent testimony of
life after death. No, he thought, he couldn’t do itm
couldn’t feel right. From dust thou art, and to dust
thou mustm; crud no, he couldn’t say it. It wouldn’t
sound right.

Even though he had been in the mission field for
over eight months, he had never gotten to the point
where he was comfortable enough with the plan of sal-
vation to teach it. As a junior companion, he had sim-
ply refused to participate in the discussion. Now that
he was a senior comp, in a two-missionary town, he
had just never given it, never confronted himself with
having to teach concepts that he understood, but not
really. The whole idea of life after death boggled him.

As a cl~ild of ten he had been swimming in the St.
George pool. As he had walked around to the other
side, to where Michael was splashing some girls and
needed some help, he saw a form in the comer of the
deep end. Thinking that it was one of the older girls
swimming along the bottom, holding her breath, he
thought nothing of it, and jumped into the pool along
side Michael, kicking valiently and splashing the girls
as he went.

Behind him, he could hear a girl yelling at the life
guard, "Hey lady, look down there---what’s that girl
doing?"

The young life guard stood on her pedestal,
squinting at the water, but the sun was too bright; she
couldn’t see anything. As she descended the ladder, all
of the children got out of the water and stood at the
edge of the pool surrounding the deep end. Elder
Heaton remembered how he had crowded to the edge

of the pool, and how he had heard the children
whisper, "What’s she doin’? Hey, there it is, down
there---no, over there in the corner; yes there."

After leaning over the pool and squinting, the life
guard fell back, her face blank. In a hoarse voice, she
softly cried, "Oh God, she’s drowning." Then turning
towards the office, she ran frantically yelling, "Oh
God, help! Help, someone, for God’s sake!"

Elder Heaton remembered how he had turned to-
wards Michael, shrugging his shoulders.

He and Michael waited and watched as a man dove
into the water and pulled the girl to the surface. Then
the ambulance had come and had taken the girl away,
lips and fingernails blue.

And he and Michael had walked home slowly from
the pool, kicking the Coca Cola cans as they went. He
thought of the girl a lot, and for weeks he saw her in
his mind’s eye when he lay in the bottom bunk bed,
with his brother Johnny up above. When he closed his
eyes he saw her, he saw her as he lay in the dark, and
that’s all he saw. Therela Romney was her name, and
he saw her lying there at the side of the pool, her
cheeks pale, almost_ green, her limbs strewn about her
in disorder. He saw the water that ran from her nostril
and formed a dark circle around her head as it spread
on the dry cement. And then he saw her unmoving
figure under the gray blanket they laid over her. For
weeks he was afraid to close his eyes and he had
watched the street light out his bedroom window until
he could hold his eyes open no longer. For weeks he
had awakened at night crying, "I don’t want to die; I
don’t want to die!" Once his mother came into his
room and sat on his bed in the dark.

"Mommy," he had said, "what happens to you
when you die?"

His mother had smiled and said, "You go to the
spirit world."

"No morn," he continued, "I mean what happens
to your body?"

"First they take it and they do things to it, and then
they put it in the ground."

"I mean but what happens to it?" he had pressed.
"Well, it decomposes, Paul, I suppose."
"You mean like the rabbits on the highway; like the

pollywogs that dried in the ditch? It goes all smelly and
that?"

"Yes, I suppose so, Paul."
Elder Heaton remembered that he had felt a sort of

emptiness, or a coldness, as if that’s all there were to
it--you just died, rotted, and that was it.

Elder Jensen started moving about the apartment,
clanking pans and cooking breakfast. Elder Heaton left
his books, thinking that he would come up with some-
thing during the day.

Elder Heaton ~ind Elder Jensen left Pit Prebol about
nine, walking down the dirt alley past the butcher shop
and corregated-tin huts ’til they arrived at Avenida
Bolivar, the only paved road in the village. A beggar
child with bulging joints and watering eyes approached
Elder Heaton and raised a thin arm, extending his cup-
ped hand towards Heaton’s face. The beggar bowed
his head and hid one eye behind his raised arm as he
asked for a pulla to buy bread with. Elder Heaton pul-
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led a handful of coins from his pocket and selected a
copper piece. He plopped it into the child’s hand and
turned his back. He could hear the padding of the
boy’s feet as he ran excitedly through the yellow dust
towards his shanty in the barrio.

God, he thought, thank you for bringing me to
earth in the bounty of Zion in the promised land,
where the fear of death stands aloof, instead of hang-
ing ominously over the heads of Thy children.

The government had erected a metal bench there at
the bus stop but it was too dirty to sit on, so Elder
Heaton waited in the sun. It was already hot and
Heaton was starting to sweat and his rashes were ir-
ritating him like they always did when he started
sweating. He turned to look at the fellow behind the
Chicharron stand, and then, sure that the fellow wasn’t
watching, Heaton scratched at his crotch.

There were flys in the glass cases of fried hog hide
at the Chicharron stand and the smell reminded Heaton
of rancid cooking oil. The glass cases were spattered
with oil and fat from the inside, but Elder Heaton could
still see the umber chunks of hide, crisp, salted, and
wrinkled, and here and there on the hyde were patches
of yellow hair.

Looking at the stands, Heaton remembered the long
summer evenings when he had sat in the dining room
looking out the picture window at the horses in the
corral, and the steer grazing farther off in the pasture,
and the rows of corn in the garden; and he remem-
bered eating buttered rolls made of cracked wheat,
dipping them into bowls of bottled applesauce, sea-
soned with cinnamon. Oh God, he thought, thank
you.

He turned from the stand when he heard the bus
and fished another pulla from his pocket for the fare to
Los Obscuros, the government housing tract where
Sister Gallegos lived with her aunt.

On the bus, Elder Jensen asked, "So have you
thought about what you’re going to tell Hermana Gal-
legos?"

"Flip," replied Elder Heaton, "what can I say? It’s
kind of tough talking to a woman who’s just lost her
child."

As he rode the bus, Elder Heaton thought about
what he was going to say to her when he saw her.
When Elder Heaton was sixteen, his Uncle Orson had
died of cancer, and he had walked through the viewing
line and looked at him--at his yellowing hands, at his
sharp red lips standing out poignantly against his dry
plastic face. And then he had walked towards Aunt
Edna. Before they had come to the viewing, he had
rehearsed with his mother just what it is one says to a
dead person’s wife, but as he saw her with her sockets
red and sagging loosely around the eyeballs, he had
been struck with an emptiness--almost a coldness, and
all he could do was hold Aunt Edna and cry. He had
been confused and afraid; they lived in Hurricane, and
he had only seen his aunt and uncle once or twice on
Thanksgiving; but there he had stood, holding Aunt
Edna, sobbing with fear.

"I’ve thought that we’d go by Sister Araneda’s
place to see if she wants to come and help or some-
thing," said Elder Heaton.

He had walked through the viewing line and
looked at him--at his yellowing hands, at his
sharp red lips standing out poignantly
against his dry plastic face.

"Sounds good to me," Jensen muttered as the bus
stopped in Los Obscuros. They walked silently to
Araneda’s.

Sister Araneda, a fat Chilean, lived in Los Obscuros
about a half a kilometer from where the child had died.
She was the President, and the only active member of
the Relief Society in the branch. When the Elders ar-
rived, she was standing in the back of the one-room
home near the kerosene stove, standing underneath
the black smoke trail that ran up the red-brick wall and
pooled on the ceiling. She stood barefoot on the ce-
ment, padding the thick corn paddies of arepa flour and
laying them in the cast-iron bowl of oil over the
kerosene flame.

"Manos!" she exdaimed as the elders came to her
open door; "Come in."

Before he sat at the wooden table, Elder Heaton
asked, "Have you heard the news?"

"What news?" she asked rubbing her hands on her
muslin apron and kicking at a half-bald hen as she ap-
proached the elders.

Elder Jensen sat down backwards on his chair and
looked out the door at the orange haired children,
playing in the yellow dust along the vereda. Elder
Heaton leaned forward and said, "Pablo came by Prebol
a while ago and told us that Sister Gallegos" girl has
died."

Sister Araneda stood frozen. First her jaw dropped;
then her hands came to her fat cheeks ’til she looked
distorted, and she whispered hoarsely, "Sweet Mary,
mother of God, what next?" She rambled towards a
chair shaking her head and uttering "no, no, no."
Seated, the color came back to her cheeks, and she
asked, "But when--how?"

"Pablo said it was like the others; she got dysen-
tary, couldn’t drink enough, and died." said Elder
Heaton.

A cock jumped to the door jamb and Elder Jensen
stamped his foot, bringing up a cloud of yellow dust
and scaring the cock out to the brush along side the
ditch, under the tamarind tree.

"Anyway," continued Elder Heaton, "we were
wondering if it would be good for you to go to them
with us---maybe to help or somethingwI don’t know."
A drop of perspiration dropped into one of Heaton’s
eyes and made the eye burn.

The three of them walked down the rows of houses,
across the aquaduct that the ditches ran into, and
down a trail secluded under the long, dried leaves of
sugar cane, to vereda C, where Sister Gallegos lived
with her Aunt. The apartment had been dark, the win-
dows had been boarded even under their metal bars,
and the door had been closed tight.

Elder Jensen knocked as Sister Araneda stood be-
hind the elders wringing her hands nervously. The
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The house smelled of heat, of candles, of
sweat, and of something more, something
terrifying.

door opened, at first only slightly, and then fully, and
Sister Gallegos stood in the darkness with her aunt.
Both women were dressed in black, the aunt mumbling
prayers, counting them one by one on a string of yel-
lowed beads, as if stopping would make her lose her
place and her sense of urgency.

"Come in," Sister Gallegos said, swinging her arm
back as if it were an imaginary door.

Entering, they saw the girl. She lay on a table to the
rear of the house. Along the wall in back of the girl
were shelves covered with flickering candles that emit-
ted smoke, stinging the eyes, hazing the vision. The
apartment had a rusted, tin roof, and was hot anyway,
but the candles heated the room more. Heaton felt suf-
focated when he stepped into the apartment, and the
sweat began to pour off his body. He could feel that his
shirt stuck to his flesh like a wet rag in the middle of
his back, and the rashes in his armpits and crotch were
no longer dry and scratchy; they were moist, and they
stung where the sweat ran onto them. After shaking
Sister Gallegos’ hand, he shifted his shirt and
scratched at his armpit, but it only made the rash hurt
more.

As they came nearer the table where she lay, Elder
Heaton could see the silver coins that were laid over
her eyes. Her dingy yellow dress reminded Elder
Heaton of the dogs in the dust, the dogs that roam the
villages, rooting in the ditches and panting lazily in the
garbage piles. The dead child’s prominent ribs re-
minded him of a dull tan colored puppy he had seen
pushing a tin can through the dirt with his nose, lick-
ing the dried contents. As the elders had stood watch-
ing the puppy outside the door of the shanty that day,
three men had appeared, one of them leading a donkey
cart upon which was an old machine crate. The
youngest man crouched suddenly when he saw the
dog, pointing at it and whispering to his companions.
Two of them advanced at opposite angles to the dog,
and captured him. Elder Heaton had watched as the
two men carried the yelping dog to the donkey cart
and flopped it into the crate. At the instant they
opened the door to the crate, the other dogs within
whimpered and barked pathetically. A small woman
had appeared at the door of the shanty and Elder
Heaton had had to make the contact, so he looked
away.

Later, Elder Heaton had seen the younger fellow in
the Mercado. He told Elder Heaton that they had sold
the dogs to the ranchers who used them to divert the
piranhas in the river by cutting the dog’s throats and
throwing them into the water, and then crossing their
herd unmolested downstream while the fish were busy
devouring the dogs.

Elder Heaton looked again to the child. Below her
protruding ribs, her hands were folded nearly with a
golden crucifix and a rosary placed between her tiny
fingers. Looking at her, her small, sunken eyes, her

dried and wrinkled lips, and her faded face, Elder
Heaton felt empty and cold. The house smelled of heat,
of candles, of sweat, and of something more, some-
thing terrifying. He glanced back at Sister Araneda, her
huge arm draped across Sister Gallegos’ stooped
shoulders. He thought about the doctrine of the mil-
lenium and that women could raise their deceased
children during that thousand years. The age-of-
accountability doctrine, he thought. No, he thought, he
wouldn’t be able to tell her he couldn’t feel right
doing it. He felt responsible for what he said he just
knew he couldn’t tell her. He wondered at times why
he’d come on his mission. He disliked things mis-
sionaries did. He didn’t feel right. He couldn’t talk
about resurrection or life after death. Death, he
thought, was real, while spirits and resurrection were
vague, untouchable and unseen. He couldn’t; he
wouldn’t feel right.

"Er, we just wanted to say," stuttered Elder Jensen,
"How much we’re sorry about Julia, and if it’s any
comfort to you, Sister Gallegos, I’d like to say that I
know that Julia is with our Heavenly Father, and that
she’s happy, and that you’ll be with her again. And I
say it in the name of Jesus Christ, Amen." A long si-
lence followed except for the sound of the aunt’s
prayers, and Elder Jensen looked out the door, as if he
had exhausted what he had to say and wished he were
elsewhere. Elder Heaton couldn’t believe it--Elder Jen-
sen had said it almost as if it were part of the discus-
sions he had memorized in the Language Training Mis-
sion; he had said it with almost the same sing-song ca-
dance as the aunt used for her prayers. As he watched
Elder Jensen looking stupidly out the door, Elder
Heaton wondered if he himself were normal. Maybe I
should just quit thinking about what I’m saying, he
thought, and just say it, and then look stupidly out the
door. Why am I so damned responsible for what I say?
He couldn’t feel right doing it.

The aunt still muttered prayers on her beads, with
the same urgency, rocking in her chair as she went.

"Mano," uttered Sister Gallegos, "Did Pablo tell
you we want you to do what they do by the
graveside?"

"Yes, he did; but I haven’t had time to prepare
much. He only told me last night. I’m sorry; I
really..."

"That’s alright," interrupted Sister Gallegos. "We
have to bury her soon because of the heat--no?--she
already started. My brother, he already made a coffin,
and we don’t got enough for the priest. All we need is
a short, graveside talk, sort of."

"What time will it be?" he asked.
"Can you make it at one in the afternoon?" she

asked softly as if expecting to be refused.
"Today? Well yes. No, no; it won’t be any prob-

lem."
Elder Heaton glanced back at the girl. How, he

thought, would this resurrect? The musdes of her face
were dry and tight, pulling her lips back, exposing her
teeth, like some snarl. Suddenly Sister Gallegos arose
and shuffled to the child to scare a fly that lit on her
cheek.

Walking back to the Araneda’s, Elder Heaton
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thought and watched the yellow dust.
During the siesta, when the village was dormant,

Sister Gallegos, her brother and aunt, Sister Araneda,
and the elders stood around the grave. Behind them
was the pile of yellow earth and in the depths of the
grave was the small box.

Elder Heaton had spent his noon hour studying--
studying feverishly, looking for something to say. Ash
to ashes, dust to dust, he had thought; no, he wouldn’t
be able to do it. He couldn’t believe that the bodies of
swine, dogs, or people could ever resurrect. He had
thought about the rabbits on the highway and the tad-
poles in the dried puddles of Southern Utah. No, he
thought, how could it ever happen? Death had become
so real to him--so tangible, ominous; life after death
and resurrection, these were the vague, formless ob-
jects that stood far off, hazed by the distance. From
dust thou art, and to dust thou must return, he
thought; good Lord, the child had never left the yellow
dust: she was born in it, she played in it, she ate in it,
and finally she died in it.

During that noon hour Heaton had frantically
searched the scriptures for something to say to them,
to Sister Gallegos especially. He had spread his books
out in front of him, and had looked at them, and finally
had realized that he was searching for something for
himself, not for anybody else. Then he had laid his
head in his sweating palms and cried, cried quietly.

He remembered when he had seen his father crym
his father cried quietly--and the only way anyone
knew he was crying was that the tears ran down his
sunburned cheeks that day in testimony meeting. And
his father had held his worn Book of Mormon in his
hand, the blue copy that he always read, the one with
the dog-eared edges. And his father had said, "I know
that this book is true, and I know that reading this
book you can find out ’bout anything you need to
know."

During noon hour, crying with his head in the
sweaty palms of his hands, Heaton had muttered,
"From dust thou art--good Lord."

But now, during the siesta, when the village was
dormant, as Heaton looked into the grave, he still felt a
certain despairma fear.

The afternoon was hot and the trees in the distance
looked blurry, almost watery through the heat waves
that rose off the plains. As he stood in the sun, Heaton
started sweating again and the rotting in his armpits
and groin started to sting again. The rash made Heaton
feel inextricably involved with all he saw around him,
as though he too were now a part of it all, caught in it
somehow.

Sister Araneda, her arm still over Sister Gallegos’
shoulders, looked at Elder Heaton, shook her head and
whispered, "It’s time."

Elder Heaton held his hands together tightly behind
him and started; "Brothers and Sisters, we are
gathered this afternoon to give respects to one of our
little sisters." He squeezed his hands tighter. His throat
started to hurt, and he felt he was going to cry. Why
not, he thought, that’s what you’re supposed to do at
funerals. But Elder Heaton knew that he would be
crying for himself--not for the dead child, and not for

Behind them was the pile of yellow earth and
in. the depths of the grave was the small box.

Sister Gallegos--and it bothered him. Why am I so
damned responsible---why not cry? he thought.

His eyes clouded and he wept.
"More than any message," he continued in a hoarse

voice, "that I could give you, I think that the important
thing is that life goes on, and Julia would want
you..." He gasped and lowered his head. The open
grave before him seemed to reach out at him. He was
afraid; he didn’t want to go on. Oh God, he thought,
please God, I don’t want to die, I don’t want to. Oh
grave, he thought, here is thy--no I can’t. His whole
body shook as he wept.

Looking up suddenly, he realized that they were all
watching him, depending on him for strength.
"Brothers and Sisters, may we all live in such a way as
to return to where Julia is. She’s happier now; I know
it." He had thought that saying it would make him feel
better, but it didn’t. He lowered his head again.

"Have you anything to add, Elder Jensen?"
"I just wanted to say," he said, "how sorry--how

very sorry I am, Sister Gallegos."
They all stood looking into the grave for a time, and

finally Elder Heaton said, "Let’s pray." The group
knelt in the dust. "Would you like to offer the prayer
and dedication of the site?" Elder Heaton asked, nod-
ding to Elder Jensen.

Elder Heaton could hear the sing-song prayer above
the buzz of the cicadas in the tamarind tree, but he
didn’t listen. Dear Lord, Elder Heaton prayed to him-
self, please God, help me; strengthen me. Tell me
there’s more to it than dying and that’s all. Elder
Heaton clutched his hands tighter and tensed the mus-
cles in his arms and chest. His rashes still stung, and
they terrified him. Tell me there’s more to it, he
prayed. He still felt the same emptiness, and he still
wept in despair.

After Elder Jensen finished, and after they shook
everyone’s hand, the elders walked towards the Av-
enida. Elder Heaton looked at the yellow dust as he
walked. Behind, he heard the buzz of the cicadas and
the working of the brother’s shovel in the yellow dirt.

At their apartment, Elder Jensen took off his tie and
his shoes, and lay in his hammack to sleep like the el-
ders always did. But Elder Heaton sat on the roof,
reading his blue, paper-back Book of Mormon, looking
for something in its pages, and listening to the rythmic
pounding of the butcher’s cleaver.
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