
Warned by an  angel in words of a dream, 
Joseph wrapped his wife for the  road. 
She wrapped her  child in songs of sleep 
While h e  tightened ropes and tested the  load. 
Winding down through Judean hills, 
Skirting the rainless wilds of Zin, 
He entered deserts where dust  fills 
Pools and streams, and mouths  of men.  
Fleeing Herod, a prince of blood, 
He  hid in the  moon's pale fires a t  night, 
In shadowed wadis when the  searing flood 
Of sun  washed out  his strength for flight. 
Down through ancient, dry-lipped 
Deserts, he  leaned into each mile 
And once, near noon, dreaming of Egypt 
And cool waters in the godlike Nile, 
He faltered under Sinai's arid gaze. 
But he  wiped his face, caught his breath, 
And strode upon, as Galilean waves, 
T h e  evershifting, patient sands of death.  
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T HE dream was so trivial it seemed real when it 
edged  i n t o  m y  mind t h e  n e x t  d a y .  I 
was sitting in the middle of a moving car, and I felt 

just as I did as a little kid sitting between my sister and 
brother, who didn't get along. I didn't mind much. I hate 
fighting. 

But in my dream I was between Dan, my boyfriend, 
and Debby, my roommate. Dan was driving. Every time 
we turned a corner, I'd tip one way or  the other. When I 
leaned against Dan, I'd get this charge rippling down my 
skin even in my sleep. 

When I tipped toward Debby, I'd get this other feeling 
I can't name, but in the dream I knew it was supposed to 
be the Spirit. I can't actually say that it was, though. 

I knew Dan was turning left a little faster than he 
turned right, so  that I'd tip harder toward him. I knew 
and he knew I knew in the dream, but it seemed only fair 
since right turns are just naturally sharper. 

So  when I slid in beside Dan after my last class, the 
dream came back and for a second I was confused. I even 
glanced to my right, but of course Debby wasn't there. 
Dan's hard, shirt-sleeved arm around my shoulders 
woke me up. 

"Hi," I said. There it was, that warm current spreading 
along my arms. 

He didn't say anything but his arm tightened and he 
kissed me on the forehead just above my nose. It drives 
me crazy when he does that. It makes me want to turn 
and run my hands up and down those arms, feeling the 
curve of muscle under the smooth cloth, even though 
he's more intellectual than jock. Average build, I guess. 
He took his arm away and started the car. 

I crossed my legs, scraping at a blob of mud on my 
jeans. "I got spattered by a ten-speed." 

"Mmm," he said, turning right, away from campus. 
Dan has glasses with gold frames. His hair is dark, 

almost black, and it's a little wavy. He  has brown eyes. 
His nose is kind of short and his mouth curved and wide 
with thinnish lips. He's not all that handsome but still 
good-looking in a quiet way. He's very rational. The 
measuring way he looks at me as if I am one of his 
equations makes me want to  draw my thumbs across his 
eyebrows. 

"Tell me the dinner with Debby is off," he said, "and 
you can have any kind of pizza you want.  In the park. To  
celebrate spring." 

I sighed sympathetically and shut  my eyes. A hint of a 
headache began a t  the base of my head. 

"Carlie, I tell you I'm never going to make it," he said. 
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"I'll say something awful. I just can't get through a whole wears it shoulder length, the front pulled back in 
evening of Debby being womanly and glowing. What barrettes away from her face. She has blue eyes and rosy 
poor s.0.b. is it this time?" cheeks and a figure like Dolly Parton. You can see that 

I winced. "Sorry," he said. she has to watch every ounce she eats and that once she's 
"His name is Mark. He's in her New Testament class, married she'll probably put on weight. 

and she's been sitting by him for four weeks. It's the end She flashed me her brightest smile. "Everything's 
of the term. She might never see him again unless he under control, Carlie. Well, almost everything. Carlie, 
starts asking her out." please hurry in the shower so you can keep an eye on the 

He muttered something under his breath. stroganoff while I set the table. And remember, we're 
"Well, maybe," I said and stopped. He glanced at me. doing it tonight in yellow and cornflower blue." She 
"Well, maybe we could suggest something to do after smiled again. 

dinner." I thought longingly of a clean pair of jeans. With my 
"A movie." yellow peasant blouse? No. I didn't even suggest it. 
"No, that's no good, because then they won't be able to But I compromised. I wore my yellow peasant blouse 

talk." with a soft, gathered blue skirt and sandals. No 
"He can talk to  her all through dinner." pantyhose. For once my hair fell into soft lines 
''Yeah. Okay. What's pla~ingthey'll want to see?" presentable enough to leave the curling iron in the 
He laughed shortly. The little knot at the back of my drawer, 

head tightened. Debby's dress was spread out on her bed, a long blue 
"I'm getting a headache." print with yellow ruffles around the V-neck. O n  Debby 
His arm went and he drove it would be impressive. It's hard to accept her  bosom in 

lefthanded. "What i f  we just run away?" he said, his conjunction with her sweet, lighted face. She must know 
fingers tracing the bone a t  the of arm. Yust take how her bustline affects guys, but if she does she never 

and 111 have you back midnight so you can gives a hint that she even thinks about such things. Her 
get some sleep before your final." happy nature and domestic skills should be enough, but 

"Okay," 1 said, "if we both want to flunk. O r  shall we looking a t  the dress I wondered if the was added 
take Our with us and study day Saturday?" insurance. I even felt a little sad for her, knowing that 

That time he sighed. "Then why are we after the first impact, she comes across as more maternal 
w a s t i n g t h i s e v e n i n g w i t h D e b b ~ a n d h e r ~ r o ~ ~ e c ~ ?  t h a n s e x y . O h ~ e l l , I t h o u ~ h t , m a y b e t h ~ t ' ~ ~ h ~ t M ~ ~ k  

I leaned my head back on his hand, which had left my wants. 
shoulder, and closed my eyes. He knew why. Then I added a narrow string of red and black Indian 

"okay," he said, ~u l l i ng  his hand back so he could beads, even though I knew it wouldn't prevent Dan's 
signal. "I'll behave." ironic smile when he took in the table, Debby, and I, all 

"what if we're all through studying by Sunday?" 1 color coordinated. "Ah, the gold dust twins," he'd say. 
suggested. O r  think. And he'd know I knew. 

"So you and Debby can go to church?" I guess I spent too long looking at  the necklace in the 
"So maybe I'd skip." mirror, trying to decide whether it contrasted or  just "Deal1" he and his quick hard look before he looked color blind. By the tlme I went downstairs, Debby turned on to my street sealed it. Done. Debby wouldn't 

be able t o  talk me out  of it no matter what. had the table all arranged and the stroganoff was 
Debby was quartering mushrooms in the kitchen Simmering On the 

when 1 came in. "Just maintain," she said with no smile. "I'll be right 
"Hi Deb. Dan will be back in a couple of hours. I need a back." 

shower." So I began the evening feeling guilty and inadequate, 

Debby,s father owns the little house we live in, When gazing at  the blue candles among daffodils and tulips and 
the gleam of Debby's silverplate utensils. My skirt he remarried and moved to Arizona, he told Debby she tickled the backs of my unstockinged knees. 

could live here rent-free if she could find a roommate. lt was midnight when D~~ pulled up in front of the 
Even my parents could understand that n ~ e a n t  me, since house after the movie. Ten minutes later he and Mark 
we've been best friends since junior high. Anyway, my were gone, and I was curled on my bed in my favorite 
parents live only a few blocks away. The kitchen-dining green nightgown. I let the headache come. Debby talked 
room and living room are downstairs, a fairly large happily as she floated between the bedroom and the 
bedroom and bathroom upstairs. Debby's mother died bathroom in her pink negligee. 
when Debby was fourteen, and Deb inherited all the She'd done her sit-ups, brushed her teeth, and flossed 
household goods when her father moved. Between what them by the time she switched on her lamp to read the 
she earns at  the beauty salon and my scholarship and scriptures. I didn't bother to fish out  my Book of 
student loan, we get by. Mormon. My head hurt  too much. 

Debby looked hot, standing in a patch of bright spring I felt the bed shift as she sat down, and I opened my 
sunlight. She pushed her hair back off her neck. Her eyes. "You did have a great time, didn't you 
brightly printed mumu came just below her knees. Carlie?" 

Debby's hair is strawberry blond, fine and curly. She "Sure. The food was great." 



"Did you like the movie?" 
"It was okay." 
"Do you like Mark?" 
"He's nice, Debby. I just have a headache." 
"Poor Carlie. I'll get you some aspirin and some juice." 
"Oh, that's all right." 
But she was gone and then back again with three 

aspirin and a small glass of apple juice. "Thanks for 
helping me, Carlie." 

I nodded. She really is so good. "Did you like Mark? 
Tonight, I mean?" 

She smiled and her face shone in the dim room. (I'd 
turned off my lamp when she went for aspirin, a hint 
that I wasn't going to read the scrivtures.) "I do like him. 
You know I do. 12s the strangestLthing, Carlie." 

"What?" 
But she was silent a minute, and, in the silence, the 

feeling I had in my dream seeped into the room. I nearly 
reached for the lamp, but the pain behind my eyes 
stopped me. 

"Well, we were sitting there eating dessert in the 
candlelight. You and I were just sipping our Seven-Up 
and waiting for the guys to finish. Outside it was 
beginning to get dark, so that the dusk matched the air 
inside. Do you know what I mean?" 

I nodded. The feeling was getting stronger, the room a 
trifle darker. Was it the Spirit? 

"And I looked at you and at Dan and Mark and I just 
had this feeling that it is all meant to be. It was such a 
good feeling, Carlie. A happiness because everything 
was going so well, but more than that." Her voice 
trembled a little and my stomach rumbled. I stretched 
my legs. 

"There was kind of a hush in the room right then,"she 
said. "Did you notice?" 

I thought back. All I could remember was watching 
Dan scoop up the last of his cherry jubilee and wishing I 
was sitting by him in the dark theater with the movie 
already half finished. I shook my head, smiled, and 
shrugged. 

"Anyway, I looked across the table at  Mark and then 
out the picture window behind him. I looked at  the gray 
air inside and outside. And just for a second-Carlie, 
promise you'll believe this!" She grasped my wrist. My 
skin prickled. I think I nodded. 

"I saw the outline of the temple through the window. 
Just the outline, glowing against the gray. Like a line 
drawn with a candle." 

There was a silence. "Maybe it was the candles playing 
tricks with your vision." 

"It was like that, but so distinct. You see, the air was 
just the color of the temple granite. And then Mark's 
silhouette in front of it-and just the strongest feeling 
that maybe, well, you know. Maybe this is it." 

There was a pause. I wrapped the bedspread around 
my shoulders. 

Debby laughed softly. "Well, it was all gone in a 
second. Then we went to the movie and everything. But 
I'll always remember that moment. Are you sure you 
didn't feel it, Carlie?" 

"Well, I just don't. . . . You know, I just don't have 
spiritual experiences. And Dan isn't likely to go through 
the temple. You know how bright he  is. He's thought it 
all through, and he says it just doesn't hold water." 

"Oh, but Dan has such good ~otent ia l .  He was raised 
in the Church. That's an advantage neither of us have. I 
don't see how anyone can change after that kind of 
background. I teach the little kids in my Primary class 
just as hard as I can, so they'll never lose what they have 
now." 

"I know," I said. 
"Well, it took me fifteen years to find the Church. And 

you were always sort of on the edge of it with your mom 
a member and your dad not." 

I nodded. "My mom taught Primary for a year or two 
when I was little." 

"Did she ever try to convert your dad so they could go 
to the temple?" 

"I think maybe she did early in their marriage. I don't 
remember it, though. Sometimes I thought she disliked 
the Church more than my dad did, even though they 
sent us. Then sometimes she'd say things that really 
surprised me." 

"Such as what?" 
"Oh, I don't know. Well, one time-oh, you won't 

believe a word of this. It's so crazy." 
"No, go ahead. Tell me." 
"Well, my grandmother died. I was about thirteen, 1 

guess. My dad's mother. My grandma and my mother 
never got along. They fought all the time." 

"About the Church?" 
"No, about everything." 
"Oh." 
"Well, the day after the funeral, we were sitting in the 

living room watching television, me and my mom and 
my dad and Randy, and this potted plant fell off the 
dining room table." 

"What do you mean?" 
"The plant was in the center of the table and it fell off." 
"Did you see it fall?" 
"No, we just heard the crash and looked up to see dirt 

and philodendron vines all over the carpet." 
Debby stared at me. 
"My dad said, that damn cat." Debby winced. "But the 

cat was outside crying to come in the front door. I let it in 
and it walked over, sniffed the plant on the floor and 
then howled this wierd, ghostly way it had never done 
before. It was strange." 

"So what  did you do?" 
"First we  just looked at each other. I startedpickingup 

pieces of the jar, and my mom scooped up the plant and 
the dirt, trying to save it. My dad was talking loud and 
swearing a little." My throat hurt.  Maybe that was why 
my voice was a loud whisper. I swallowed, and tried to 
raise my voice to normal volume because I could see I 
was spooking Debby. I couldn't. "Then the phone rang," 
I said, and swallowed again. 

Debby shivered. She grabbed the other end of the 
bedspread and wrapped up in it. "Who was it?" 



"My aunt. She told my dad the weirdest thing had just 
happened. A plant fell of the middle of the buffet in her 
bedroom ." 

Debby screamed. I jumped. We laughed nervously and 
moved closer together. 

"Then what?" 
"When my dad hung up and told my mother, she 

snatched the broom and yelled, 'Get out of this house, 
you old witch! I hated you when you were alive and 1 
don't want you hanging around now!' " 

"Carlie!" Debby breathed. I tried to laugh, but the 
shivers were all over me now and I could feel Debby 
trembling beside me. I hate to talk about stuff like that. 

"My dad said, 'Cut it out. I'm getting out of this 
madhouse!' And he walked over to the coat rack by the 
kitchen door. The coat rack fell right off the wall on to 
the floor." 

"What did he do?" 
"He picked up his parka off the floor and left. I ran 

upstairs to bed, and Mom slammed around some more, 
and then went to bed, too." 

Debby thought it over, still shivering. "So you mean 
you were surprised that your mother yelled as if she 
really believes people exist after death?" 

"No, not that. That was just ghost stuff. Not really 
religious." 

"Well, what then?" 
I managed to laugh. "It was theway she bragged about 

what I did to get rid of-whatever it was-the ghost." 
"Carlie! What did you do?" 
"About a week later, my folks were gone overnight. I 

was tending. Randy and Margie and I were all asleep. It 
must have been about two in the morning. I woke up all 
of a sudden, and I had to go to the bathroom, so I got out 
of bed and I tripped over something. I was so sleepy, I 
just walked around it and went into the bathroom. But 
when I came back, I tripped over it again. I was more 
awake then so I turned on the lamp. My dad's fishing 
boots were right in the middle of the floor between my 
bed and Margie's." 

"Were you scared?" 
"Petrified. I kept trying to tell myself it was ridiculous. 

I tried to think of a logical reason for them being there. 
But I couldn't laugh. In a way, I think I was most 
frightened because I didn't know what would be next. 
What if something came crashing down on one of the 
kids? O r  someone pushed one of us down the stairs?" 

"What did you do?" Debby's teeth chattered just a 
little. 

"Come on Deb, don't," I said. 
"Tell me!" she hissed. 
"Well, all of a sudden I remembered this Sunday 

School teacher I had when I was eleven. She was talking 
about evil spirits every time we had a lesson on Moroni 
or some other angel. She said you should offer to shake 
hands. Well, I couldn't see anyone to offer my hand to, 
and I was too scared to just stick it out there, you know, 
into the air. She said you had to have the priesthood to 
get rid of evil spirits. 

"But, I thought, my grandma isn't really evil. Maybe it 
wouldn't take the priesthood. So I took a deep breath and 
tightened up my stomach muscles and said as firmly as I 
could, 'Grandma, in the name of Jesus Christ, get out of 
this house and don't ever come back.' " 

I stopped for a minute. I hadn't thought about that 
incident for years, and told, it seemed so strange. It 
didn't sound like me. I wondered if it had really 
happened. 

"So what I meant about my mother was that the next 
time we visited my aunt I heard Mom bragging about 
what I'd done. As if it were really a good thing, and she 
really believed everything they said at  church. Then 
other times it was as if she didn't even believe in God. 
Dad never talked about it, either way." 

Debby was quiet. "Did it ever come back?" 
"No." 
She put her hand on my knee. "Carlie, that's the most 

amazing story I've ever heard. How can you say you 
don't have spiritual experiences? You were only 
thirteen, and you cast out an evil spirit." 

Her voice was tight. "I just know-right this second I 
just feel-that with your spirituality and Dan's good 
upbringing, everything will work out for you." 

I felt tears burning in my throat. I could only shake my 
head. 

"I know how much you want a temple wedding," 
Debby said, "so that you'll have Dan-and your babies- 
forever and ever. I know how hard it's been for you to 
resist temptation. I really admire you, Carlie." 

I squeezed her hand, and she went over to her bed and, 
humming, picked up her Book of Mormon. I slid down 
between the sheets and rolled close to the wall and tried 
to figure out why I was crying. 

All the next day I studied upstairs, trying not to hear 
Debby singing as she cleaned the house. She knew the 
beauty school course wasn't quite like a university finals 
week, and she volunteered to do all the cleaning and 
grocery shopping so I could study. 

So why did I sit there with my anthropology book 
blurring in front of my eyes? Because I kept hearing 
again what she said about me resisting temptation. It 
made me feel wormy. Was I a good resister just because 
Dan refused to seduce me? 

One time when we were parked in our spot above the 
city, he slipped my blouse and bra off and kissed and 
touched my breasts. I couldn't breathe. I thought I would 
suffocate in the sensation that flared like an air-eating 
flame. His hands moved down to my jeans, his thumbs 
bruising my pelvic bones and his fingers around my hips. 
The flame flickered between his thumbs. 

After he brought me home that night, it was a long 
time before I fell asleep. When I did, I dreamed about it. 

But in my dream I was seeing instead of feeling- 
watching him love me. When he took his hands from my 
body, I saw that my breasts had turned black as if they'd 
been singed, and my nipples were cracking, crumbling 
like ashes. I woke up screaming and shaking, with Debby 
holding on to my arm, her faced scared. 



I told Debby I couldn't remember what I haddreamed. will tell you what she told me last night." She winked at 
So the next day when Dan came by, she innocently me happily, then turned her smile on Dan. "She's a very 
mentioned my screaming nightmare. Dan listened special person with special gifts, Dan. You're so lucky." 
intently, then turned his slow, hard stare on me. I I thought I would die right there with blueberry syrup 
blushed SO hard I had to walk into the kitchen for a drink sliding down my fourth finger and across my knuckle, as 
of water. Somehow he knew. I stared at her and felt Dan's gaze burn my cheek. 

After that he would never do it again, or anything Dan and I did the dishes. He had sense enough not to 
much. He said, "You have to make a conscious decision, ask what Debby meant. Debby went outside to  clip some 
Carlie. I'm not going to take anything from You- You tulips to take over to  Alison's apartment when she 
have to decide." picked her up for church. The picnic seemed hopeless 

That drove me crazy. Other boys I'd dated were now. I really wasn't up to it. I wondered how I could turn 
always going for inches, if not yards. If I w~uldn ' t  kiss it all around and just go to church with Debby and Alison 
Bill1 for instance! he'd draw back and say with and let the organ music slide along my ragged nerves. 
exaggerated courtesy, "Well, could I just touch your "Carlie," Dan said. 
hand? Now that would be all right, wouldn't it, if I just "What?" I didn't look up. I was trying toget the backof 
kind of hold it like this?" And so on. the plate 1 held under the stream of hot water absolutely 

Finally, I'd feel such a fool saying no, no, no that I'd just soapless. 
give in a little bit. It was a tense game, and winning was I felt his hand curl around the back of my neck. "Let's 
not losing. go," he said, his mouth near my ear. 

Dan and I both knew how much chance I had of My hand moved along the bottom of the dishpan, 
resisting him. But he left me stranded with my own vivid feeling for silverware. Then we heard Debby scream- 
thoughts. I could kiss him and hold him forever, but and scream a sin. 
when would I manage to whisper yes, yes, between Dan trippe over me as we both ran for the back door. 
kisses? 

d 
Debby was standing by the little garden that ran 

So that Saturday I just sat there staring at my through the center of the small plot of grass. 
anthropology text, knowing I had to concentrate, but "What? Deb, what is it?" 
seeing his cheekbones under my thumbs, feeling his Then we both saw the long arrow stuck in the ground 
hands around my ribs and my bones silently snapping before her, absolutely upright. 
like peppermint sticks. And wondering if it would ever "Where did that come from?" I asked stupidly. 
happen. "Straight down from the sky," Dan said. "It must have 

Sunday morning Dan came by for brunch. He was been shot straight up." 
cheerful. His studying was all done. He stared at the He yanked it out of the earth with one sharp motion. 
circles under my eyes and said nothing. He turned the point up and brushed the dirt away. It was 

"Too bad Carlie hasn't finished studying," Debby said, razor edged. 
deftly setting a plattter of steaming pancakes layered He whistled. "If that hit someone it would go right 
with blueberry syrup on the table. Dan immediately through them," he said. "It's a hunting arrow. Did you 
lifted his fork. see it land?" 

"I'm through," I said. "I'm not getting anywhere." "It was just there," Debby said. Her face was white. 
"Maybe you need a picnic," Dan suggested. "Might have been shot last night," Dan said. 
"Oh, but there's not much time before church," Debby "Or any time," I added. My brain felt dull and tired. 

said. "Or were you thinking of this evening?" "You'd think we'd have seen it before now." 
Dan didn't say anything. It would be hours before we "But Carlie," Debby said, "I was out here sunning all 

could eat anything on a picnic after Debby's enormous afternoon yesterday. You came out this morning before 
brunch. I was even up. What if- it could have-" 

"I need a change," I said. "I'm going to skip church and Dan slammed the arrow back into the ground. "Some 
get out in the fresh air today. Why don't you call Alison, damn fool," he muttered. 
and the two of you can sit together?" Suddenly the earth tipped and swung forward. I felt 

"Oh. All right." Dan and Debby each grab an arm to steady me. The 
Debby and Dan ate with enthusiasm. I ate too, earth tipped back again. 

wondering why Debby made me feel so inadequate these "It's almost time for church,"Debby saidsoftly."Of all 
days. I could cook. But I didn't have her knack for the days to  want to be there!" She laughed softly. 
whipping up icy orange julius and fluffy blueberry "Carlie?" 
pancakes without mussing a hair or  missing a beat in the Dan's fingers tightened on my arm. I stood there 
conversation. Her whole life was in the palm of her between them and carefully tipped my head back tolook 
clean, soft hand. into the broad forever of new spring sky that seemed so 

I noticed that she was beaming at me. I didn't interpret blank and unnoticing, and I wondered which way to run. 
the look soon enough to stop her. 

"Maybe I shouldn't say this," Debby said so gently that LINDA SILLITOE writes news features at the Deseret News and has 
Dan looked up from his sixth pancake. "But I hope Carlie published short fiction, poetry and investigative articles. 




