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her head, down, then across her chest. The 
young woman helped her to the bench on the 
last row. But even after they had all been seated 
she continued to shout and pull her hand across 
her chest as if to rip the devil out. 

The service began with two songs from the 
sisters of the Society of Relief, after which 
Brother Llorens said the opening prayer. The 
members immediately began to  weep and 
Brother Roig later said that in moments like this, 
in the midst of sweet song and earnest prayer, 
death is but a vision of eternal life. But that 
vision of peace, so tender and delicate, was cut 
by the voice of the old woman which cracked like 
the crust of burnt bread in a beggar's empty 
stomach. "Oh for our Holy God," she screamed. 
The younger woman embraced her and she 
returned to silence long enough for Brother 
Clement to take the stand and begin the first 
talk. 

Brother Clement stood strong and true with 
only a few tears as he spoke softly about the 
come and the go of our times. But when he tried 
to speak of the life after death, the elderly one 
cried aloud, "Ay for God in death!" When he 
tried to speak of the work to be done in the spirit 
prison, again she cried, "For God now no golden!" 
And when he tried to remind them of the first 
and true resurrection that leads to the eternal 
glory in the celestial kingdom, she gripped the 
bench, pulled herself up, and screamed, "The 
light of God of Jesus please keep burning!" The 
younger woman rose again to embrace her, but 
made no attempt to silence the outburst. "Oh 
our God our God our God," she continued as 
both women made crosses on their black chests. 
Brother Roig had no choice but to interrupt 
Brother Clement in the middle of his discourse, 
and lead the armies of heaven with his testi- 
mony, "In the name of Jesus Christ, by the 
power of the Holy Ghost, we know we know!" 
The two women fell back into the wooden bench 
weeping as the truth, in all its glory, fell like 
morning light into the chapel. The service ended 
with another song by the sisters of the Society 
of Relief. 

When it was over they formed a line. The 
president of the branch stationed himself next 
to the first counselor at the door as Sister 
Andreu shuffled through the crowd to take her 
place over the head of the dead sister. She 
glanced at Brother Torlat, the two tiny children, 
and all the good brothers and sisters waiting to 
touch and say a final "for God." Carefully she 
grasped the sheet and placed it lightly between 
her thumb and forefinger so as not to wrinkle it. 
She began to rub the cotton threads, pausing 
momentarily to notice that its whiteness made 
her wrinkled hand so brown and the dead wom- 
an's face so gray. She could have forgotten it all 
and spent the whole day, like her grandmother, 
just rubbing those threads, but something turned 
her head just in time to catch the eye of the tall 

one at the back of the line. Her stomach hurt. 
Ten years and the gospel never is easy. They 
don't understand the line. They don't under- 
stand. I am not for this. 

The sheet had come from her grandmother 
who had woven it piece by piece. At first it was 
to be a tablecloth for Valencian porcelain, but 
grandmother kept weaving with a heavy spool 
of white thread and dozensof tiny brown sticks. 
Over and under grandmother wove on her 
wooden stool at the door of her white house. 
Over and under, this one through, then above, 
over and under, all afternoon until it became too 
dark to see. And again the next afternoon; over 
and under, lifting those tiny sticks, gently mani- 
pulating the white thread into order and beauty. 
"Come and see the flowers along the river!" 
"Come to the gardens with us!" "Come give a 
walk with us!", but she didn't listen. Over and 
under she went with the brown sticks, each one, 
one by one at the door of her white house, 
throughout the heat of summer and the new 
freeze of fall until her dry heart could beat no 
more. When they cut the threads it was too big 
for a tablecloth and the wrong size for a sheet. 
But they had to call it a sheet because nobody 
knew for what it was. 

The line was long. The Church had grown and 
then dwindled during the past ten years. The 
Lord has his elect and the tares must leave the 
wheat. Besides, she had heard that even the best 
would be deceived. At first many had been bap- 
tized, then some left, others came, others left. 
O n  the day they buried Sister Torlat, even those 
who laughed and fought the teachings and ways 
of the gospel came. For God, this is no time for 
anger and contention. This is no time to  laugh. 
Death is death, there is no golden. All the 
members, old and new, active and apostate, 
came back to touch the dead woman for the last 
time. 

Sister Andreu kept the sheet on the top shelf 
of her closet in a cedar box with three ornate 
hair combs and a crude plaster crucifix entitled 
"Jesus of the Let the Little Children Come unto 
Me." The combs were a gift from her father on 
her sixteenth birthday. During the village festi- 
vals she would pull her hair back with the combs 
in the traditional fashion. Dressed in white and 
blue with gold lace, she and the rest of the un- 
married girls would march with daisies towards 
the temple of their virgin and make an offering 
of the flowers. Later, during the evening, they 
were permitted to walk the streets with the 
young men, dancing, singing, and drinking the 
village wine until dawn. 

Thel*Jesus of the Let the Little Children Come 
unto Me" was a gift from an old priest who 
spoke with the voice of a woman. Her "Jesus" 
was extended on the chipped plaster cross so as 
to cuddle the tiny heads of five or  six little grin- 
ning boys and girls. "Jesus always wants the 
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little children to come unto him," he told her 
when she was just five years old. "Feel those 
little holes in his hands and feet. Go, go, feel 
them! Yes, yes, he made them for you, of his love 
for you." 

Her father hung the "Jesus of the Let the 
Little Children Come unto Me" just above the 
headboard within reach of her tiny arms. Dur- 
ing the dark nights, when she could see nothing, 
and devils crept into her bedroom, she would 
reach above and touch the reassuring holes in 
the feet of her Jesus. 

Five years later, when she was ten, she stole 
some green pears from a neighbor's orchard. 
When her mother found out she shook her, "We 
are not for this," and she sent her to Aunt 
Encarnat who told her about hell and the suffer- 
ing and the torment. The wrinkled aunt took a 
crude rope used to tie their mule and beat the 
little girl across the legs, buttocks and back: 

"And they suffer like this," she said as she let 
the rope fly across the little girl's legs. 

"And like this," as she let the rope fly across 
the little girl's buttocks. 

"And like this," as she let the rope fly across 
her back. 

"Forever," across her legs. 
"And ever," across her buttocks. 
"And forever," again across her tiny back. 
Later that night, in the darkness of her bed- 

room, it was her father that gently caressed her 
raw back with his rugged hands. He took her 
Jesus off the wall and nestled it between her 
chest and arm. "Rub the holes and let his love 
suffer for you my little morning flower," and he 
stayed by her side until she had fallen asleep. 

The missionaries had told her to throw-the 
idols away before she could be baptized. She had 
carefully obeyed; one by one, into the garbage to  
be burned, except for the "Jesus of the Let the 
Let the Little Children Come unto Me" which 
she placed in the cedar box with the combs and 
the sheet. 

The line moved slower than she had expected. 
The first to pass was Brother ~ o r m e k .  He 
made a humble gesture to touch the corpse, but 
Sister Andreu pulled the sheet up to  the dead 
woman's head. Brother Cormeus nodded, 
touched Sister Andreu's shoulder, whispered, 
"for God," and walked on. He understands. 

The sheet had been part of the tiny branch 
from the beginning. Ten years ago, when the 
first members met in the basement of an apart- 
ment building, she had offered the sheet to 
cover the sacrament. From that moment on it 
became a regular element in the sacred and 
important proceedings of the tiny branch. They 
used it in diverse ways; at blessings, baptisms, 
and confirmations. At Christmas it was always 
used towrap the baby Jesus. Its odd size could be 
folded to fit almost anything. 

O n  the first Sundays as the sacrament was 
being passed, Sister Andreu often became filled 
with the spirit as she gazed upon the sheet that 
covered the holy emblems. It always began as an 
inspiration which prompted her to be first to 
give testimony: 

Brothers and sisters, looking at the cloth that  covers the 
Ho ly  Supper of the Lord, I was  reminded of m y  grand- 
mother who would not cut the threads. 

The inspiration filled her: 

From early afternoon unt i l  late in the evening she wove. 
M y  father told her to stop, cut the strings and start a new 
piece, a new tablecloth. O v e r  and under she went from early 
afternoon unti l  late i n  theevening.  "Come w i th  us  to walk ,  
Grandma,"  we  pleaded; " N o ,  no, 1 a m  not for walking 
now," and she continued to weave. M y  father s a i d .  . . 

She paused. 

M y  father said . . . 
Her eyes filled with tears. 

M y  father said she was  old and crazy, but . . . 
She paused again to allow the inspiration to 
gently give way to her revelation: 

But  I know, brothers and sisters. I know that grandmother 
knew that the cloth was  important. T h e  Lord works in our 
hearts like little bees i n  a nest. God can do that you know. 
God was  preparing the w a y  for the missionaries i n  m y  old 
grandmother a n d .  . . 
She lifted her head, dried her tears, and affirmed 
her revelation. 

a n d 1  know that even today she has accepted thegospel in the 
spirit world and waits  for m e  to do her baptism for the dead. 
For God and our  true Lord Jesus, A m e n .  

The line was longer than she had expected and 
she could hear them crying at the back. They 
were singing a song that wasn't in the hymn 
book. Sister Cormeu passed and she dropped the 
sheet. The good sister gently reached under the 
white cloth and began to caress the dead sister's 
legs, arms, and neck. As Sister Cormeu pulled on 
the Sister Torlat's dead cheeks, Sister Andreu 
remembered what they were singing. I know 
that song: 

O h  our pot, the glow, the golden 

She began to hum the melody: 

M y  pot is empty where are you now 
T h e  water came, the onions boil 
But death is death, there is no golden 

N o w  you our God must fill our pot 
O u r  onions gone our golden white 
Death is death, where are you now 
O u r  stomachs filled w i th  . . . 

My father sang this song. My father sang this 
song when my mother died. Perhaps it is a 
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mistake. This could all be a mistake. We have 
made mistakes before. We made a mistake with 
the rubber font. 

Before thev had baptized in the sea. but the 
word came from the hission president that all 
baptisms were to be indoors. The missionaries 
ordered a portable font made of inflated sections 
of gray rubber. It took two missionaries most of 
the morning to carry the limp rubber to the 
chapel on the second floor of an old apartment 
building. The rest of the afternoon &as spent 
inflating it and filling it with water using a g;een 
garden hose attached to the kitchen sink. Thev - 
tried it only once, because when the elder and h$ 
convert entered the font, the seams burst and 
sent water through the floor into the apart- 
ments below. Wet plaster dripped onto the bed 
of an elderly man on the second floor, and on the 
first floor water seeped under the wallpaper 
leaving an awful smell of mildew. The furious 
neighbors were pacified with promises of money 
from Salt Lake to pay for the damages. But it 
took six months for the money to come and then 
it was onlv half of what had been asked for. The 
problem was finally remedied with cheap deodor- 
izing sprays and many apologies. The rubber 
font, however, was not a mistake. It was an 
accident. She gripped the sheet. There was no 
analogy. She stopped herself from thinking that 
way. 

Two missionaries carrying a black flip-chart 
and a slide projector passed by the casket. She let 
the sheet drop but they did not try to touch. 
They can do so many things but they often stand 
so erect. The shorter of the two set the slide 
projector on the floor. He made several gestures 
with his mouth until he settled on what seemed 
to be an appropriate expression of grief for 
someone of his calling; squinted eyes with lips 
tightly pulled inward in order to form a half grin 
that attempted to mix a touch of sadness with 
the optimism of his youthful pride: "Death is 
death, but we have eternal life." They gave Sis- 
ter Andreu a handshake, picked up the slide pro- 
jector and walked on. 

I am not for this. One by one they passed by, 
drawinn those in black closer to the casket. How 
can the; be mad at me? I know God can do 
things. He can let them touch. Death is death, 
there is no golden. "Let them touch," she prayed. 
Death is death, there is no golden. "Let them 
touch," she prayed again. "Just let them, only 
them. iust let them touch for the last time." She 

again and again but felt no response. 
Pray right! Use all four steps! (1) Heavenly 
Father. (2) I thank you for all the many blessings 
you have given me. (3) Please let them touch, not 
everyone, just them, please, or we can change 
the clothes. You can do things. . . . Then it - -  - -  

occurred to her that perhaps ~hue had not prop- 
erly completed step two. She went back, but 
before she could begin step two she decided to 

start the whole thing over again. (1) Dear True 
Heavenly Father. (2) Thank you Lord for giving 
me the gospel, for bringing the missionaries to 
my home, for changing my life. Thank you for 
all the many blessings, for all the many, many 
blessings. I thank you, I thank you. I am so 
blessed! For God! I am blessed! So blessed from 
you! I thank you for all the many blessings. I 
thank you. . . . Step two was interrupted by 
Brother Hornero. She dropped the sheet. He 
touched for about two minutes, kissing the dead 
woman's arms and cheeks. 

In the meantime, Sister Andreu tried to start 
'over: (1) Dear Holy True God. (2) Thank you! 
You know I am a grateful woman for all the 
many blessings you have given me. . . . But when 
it came time to move on to step three, she felt 
guilty, and the best she could ask for was that 
God forgive her and help them understand: (3) 
Forgive me Heavenly Father, I know you have 
your ways. For you I cut my chest. Dressed in 
white, I raised my hand and cut my neck. I cut 
my chest, for God! Forgive me! For God there 
are temptations. For God there are difficulties. 
For God we must be strong. Death is death. Yes, 
death is death and there is no golden, but we 
have eternal life. She gripped the sheet and 
moved on to step four. ( 4 )  In the name of Jesus 
Christ, Amen. 

Five years ago Sister Andreu visited the tem- 
ple in Switzerland for the first time. A year later 
she returned to do the baptism for her dead 
grandmother and her father. She had waited 
three years after her own baptism because the 
mission president had told her that it was best to 
be married when a woman goes for the first 
time. But she was not for marriage now, not at 
her age. There were many like her. Too many. 
The mission president said that they needed 
priesthood holders. "Old women are not king- 
dom builders," he told the missionaries. Never- 
theless, there were many women like her: Sister 
Cormeu, Sister Rosells, Sister Tamcat, Sister 
Bermeguer, and Sister Hermandreu. They all 
sat on the second row behind the deacons; a little 
row of unmarried or widowed women, sweet 
little sisters, all waiting for the millennium 
when they will surely embrace their eternal 
mates. 

"Forgive me," she continued to pray as the line 
dwindled. I am not for this complaining. I 
remember who I am. We have eternal life. 

She knew it was best to be married, but she 
had gone to the temple anyway. At first it was 
not a pleasant experience. They didn't speak her 
language in Switzerland. In the temple she had 
trouble with her headphones, the film broke, 
and Brother Torres got sick and had to leave. 
Couldn't God stop this in the temple? But I 
should have gone to be married. She did all that 
they asked, the standing, sitting, the raising of 
her arms, the pulling of them across her neck, 
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the placing of each piece of new clothing in 
order, until a warm hand pulled her through 
into the celestial room. "What a marvel," she 
cried. 

"See those pears on the ceiling," a German 
brother who spoke her language told her.  
"They're made of pure goldleafing, not like 
those dark cathedrals." 

"Yes, yes!" she nodded. 
"You can feel the spirit here," he continued. 
"Yes, yes," she nodded again. 
"This will be the greatest experience of your 

life." 
"Yes, yes," she nodded. 
It was only after she had returned home that 

the temple began to trouble her. She feared that 
she wouldn't remember. Upon their return, 
some of the richer members had brought tiny 
wall safes to guard the new name which they 
had written on a piece of paper. But she would 
not forget the new name. She feared she would 
forget how to say the right things. She feared 
the warm hand would not pull her into the celes- 
tial room. Already she couldn't remember what 
to say. She prayed over and over until God an- 
swered her prayers with the missionaries during 
their weekly dinner visit. 

"How do I remember, Elder?" 
"The ideal is to go many times." 
"But us! We are not for going many times. It's 

so far away." 
"Sister, if you keep the commandments and 

never break your covenants, you will remember 
when you get to the celestial kingdom." 

"HOW, I can't even remember now?" 
"Don't worry, God will just make you remem- 

ber; he can do it instantly." 
"Yes, yes!" she nodded, "God can do those 

things." 
"Yes! God can do those things." 

"Forgive me Lord," she prayed as those in 
black began to approach the casket. "Forgive me 
Lord," she prayed, and as she prayed she forti- 
fied herself. We have the gospel of the True 
Jesus and this is his sheet. 

The first to approach was the tall man with his 
hair cut straight across the side. She gripped the 
sheet firmly as he allowed the tiny gold cross to 
dangle from his palm. I have a true calling. He 
looked surprised when she did not release the 
sheet. He moved to touch the dead sister's arm, 
but Sister Andreu pulled the sheet even tighter. 

"What!" he asked. 
Shecontinued to hold the sheet tight, but told 

him nothing. We have eternal life. 
"What is this?" he reiterated. 
She remained silent. 
"I . . ." He pulled his hands to his chest as if 

there had been some misunderstanding. But 
before she could explain, his confusion turned to 
anger. "For God, for my Holy God! She is now 
dead, and death is death!" He then moved to 

touch the cheeks, but Sister Andreu pulled the 
sheet up over the dead woman's head. 

"For God, For God!" he screamed. 
She trembled and gripped the sheet tighter 

than ever. His face fused with red anger as he 
stared into her eyes. . . . 

"My Holy God. . . . 
They said nothing for the longest time, until 

his face could bear no more. His cheeks broke 
and his lips turned down. His voice was soft and 
trembling. "For God, I am her brother." He 
walked away with the tiny cross still dangling 
from his palm. Sfster Andreu had held the sheet 
tight. 

I will not look at them. The sheet is true. I will 
look at  the true sheet. God has his ways. "Even 
you cannot touch that sheet when it's up there," 
she remembered that the second branch presi- 
dent had told her that when the sheet covered 
the sacrament, even she could not touch it. He 
told her the story of the ark and the covenant, 
and how God had commanded that only the 
chosen of Israel could carry the ark on their 
journeys through the wilderness and that one 
day the ark started to fall over and two men, 
who had not been called by the Lord, tried to 
grab it. But when they touched the ark, because 
the Lord had told them that only the chosen 
could touch it, they instantly were stricken 
down. 

"God can do those things! He has his ways!" he 
told her. 

"Yes, yes," she nodded. 

Sister Andreu turned her eyes down and 
gripped the sheet. "We have eternal life," she 
said over and over, expecting at any moment the 
hand of the elderly one to tug on the sheet. They 
had stopped their chants and she could see their 
black bodies drawing around the casket. She 
could see the gold crosses swaying on their little 
chains, back and forth, back and forth. She knew 
the rage of the devil was upon her. 

"Thwart them Dear God! Thwart  them!" she 
cried. "Are they not devils? Are they not evil, no 
less than devils dressed in black as black as a 
demon's crow? Are their words not darkness? 
Do they not know of eternal life?" Her only 
answer was the sensation of a warm hand on her 
shoulder. 

"Please." 
It was a gentle hand. 
"Please." 
It was a soft voice that cracked like a loaf of 

warm bread at supper time. 
"Please." 
And she knew. 
"Please." 
It was not a devil's hand, nor was it a devil's 

voice. 
"Please!" the old woman cried. "These are sis- 

ters, brothers, and uncles. Please! I was for her 
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as a baby. I was for her as a child. I was for her 
when she laughed and cried. Please, I am her 
mother!" 

O n  the day Sister Torlat died, President Roig 
called a meeting. It was the first death and 
although the mission president said they had 
grown in the gospel and learned leadership 
skills, he was uncertain as to the orders and 
ways of the last rites. Brother Fument the first 
counselor was away, so Brother Llul, the second 
counselor, offered to bring his wife, Sister 
Teresa Llul who was also the president of the 
Society of Relief. Before they arrived, President 
Roig tried to jot down a few notes in his ex- 
ecutive planner. He felt guilty that he had not 
had time to organize the meeting properly. 

"We will take care of all the good love," Sister 
Llul informed Brother Roig even before he could 
ask one of them to say the opening prayer. "We 
of the Society of Relief have the good love taken 
care of. We are for the flowers, the visits to the 
children, the making them food, the bathing; we 
are for the unfolding of blankets at night and for 
saying our prayer with them." She pulled a chart 
constructed from the inner side of an empty 
detergent box out of her blue bag. "See we have 
it so organized. I have called one sister for each 
day of the week to pass by the Torlat household 
and put the little ones to bed with a motherly 
kiss. . . ."She stuttered tears filled her left eye. 
"Yes, yes, we of the Society of Relief have the 
good love taken care of." 

But President Roig was not concerned with 
the good love. He knew that they would bring 
flowers and attend to the needs of the children. 
This they were always for. He was concerned, 
however, with the correct ways and orders of 
the last rites. The booklet of guidelines were 
vague and all he could understand was that they 
needed a final meeting with speakers, songs, and 
prayers. 

"It's just like the old way," Brother Llul 
suggested. 

Sister Llul, however, immediately refuted him 
saying that the true service of death was not like 
those in dark cathedrals: "We must have songs 
and true talks with light and the windows open. 
We have eternal life!" 

"Do we put all the family on the stand like 
when the missionaries leave?" President Roig 
asked. 

"Yes of course," responded Sister Llul. 
"But even those brothers and mother with the 

uncles and aunts that will come from the vil- 
lage?" her husband asked. 

"Oh no, no," she immediately replied even 
before Brother Roig could speak. "Oh no, only 
Brother Torlat and the children. The others will 
come from the village dressed in black with their 
little gold crosses and their memorized prayers. 
We are not for that. For God we must not make 

death black; we have eternal life." 
"Should we have a song?" President Roig 

asked. 
"Oh yes, yes," Sister Llul responded. "We 

already have three by Sister Hormeu and Sister 
Verenguer. 

"Who should say the prayer?" Brother Roig 
asked. 

"The strong members of the priesthood," she 
responded. "The counselors in thepresidency of 
the branch would be the best." 

"Who should say the talks?" President Roig 
asked. 

"My husband should say one; he is a true man 
and.  . ." 

But Brother Llul interrupted her so as to sug- 
gest that the two home teachers give the talks, 
and both President Roig and Sister Llul agreed 
that it would definitely be for the orders and 
ways. 

"And after there will be many and where do 
we all touch?" President Roig asked. 

Sister Llul stopped, her left eye dried, "Ay, ay! 
I forgot about the touching and the final for 
God, ay ay." Sister Llul looked concerned. "But 
President," she continued, "this is the first death 
of one of God's humble princesses. This is the 
first time we will send one to  the celestial king- 
dom. We must send her in the temple clothes 
because she is a true one and must be fully 
dressed to meet God. She must wear the temple 
clothes or she will be as if naked before God and 
will not make the right signs to enter into the 
celestial kingdom." 

Brother Roig nodded in agreement. "Yes, yes 
she must wear her temple clothes. But where do 
we do the touching?" 

Sister LluI shook her head, "But President 
how can we touch as always when only those 
that have made the holy covenants can see the 
temple clothes?" 

"But we must touch?" President Roig quickly 
responded. "How can we say goodbye without a 
final kiss, without touching cheeks?" 

He was confused and his first reaction was to  
call the mission president, but then he remem- 
bered that he had been called to  guide and direct 
the Lord's true church here in this humble 
branch and that he was entitled to all the keys in 
heaven including the inspiration of the Lord in 
order to accomplish his task. Besides, the mis- 
sion president often didn't understand what he 
said. 

"Perhaps we should change her into the tem- 
ple clothing after the touching and the final 
prayer?" he suggested. 

Sister Llul, however, responded quickly, "Oh 
President, how can we be for this celestial sis- 
ter's death in anything but the true clothing of 
the Lord? How can she lay in blackness when 
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our good sisters are singing praises to the Lord 
of eternal life and brightness?" 

Irritated, Brother Roig interrupted, "But sis- 
ter, how can we not let the family touch her? 
How can a mother say a final goodbye without a 
kiss on the cheek? We are not for coldness! I am 
not for coldness!" 

Sister Llul responded by turning her head 
down. She said nothing. Brother Roig twisted 
uncomfortably in his chair. He tried to shuffle 
through his Book of Mormon as if to find an 
immediate answer from the Lord. But, rather 
than turning to a scripture, he continued to open 
the book to the painting of Samuel the Lamanite 
on the wall. Although he knew that there must 
be a message in the painting, he was too frus- 
trated to  discover an adequate interpretation. 
Perhaps if he had been living better. This is a 
great responsibility you have as president. Guilt 
filled his stomach like the coffee apostates drink 
on Sunday morning. 

Sister Llul remained silent while Brother Llul 
tapped his foot against the cinder block wall. 
President Roig wished he had called the presi- 
dent of the mission. 

Finally, Sister Llul broke the silence: "We are 
speaking between heaven and hell. We have our 
ways, our teachings. They are not of the world, 
President. No they are not of the world. They 
are the teachings of God. If we do not defend our 
God, who will? We have cut our necks. We have 
cut our chests. We promised with holy cove- 
nants to keep his orders and ways. We are for 
the Lord, and we are for eternal life." Tears 
again filled her left eye. "Let not Jesus weep." 

Brother Roig retired to his office determined 
to supplicate the Lord for his answer. I should 
have loved the Lord more. I should have read the 
holy works fifteen minutes every morning. I 
should have been better for the Lord. He had 
only been on his knees for two minutes when he 
realized that Sister Llul was probably right. 
There was nothing he could do. 

It was decided that only those members who 
had been through the temple could participate in 
the final touching. The others must only look at 
the dead sister's head, but they could not touch 
the sanctified body nor set their eyes on the holy 
temple clothing. In order to regulate the final 
viewing they would need Sister Andreu's sheet. 
And while he was asking for the sheet, Brother 
Roig felt inspired to give her the calling to hold 
it. 

"Please," the old woman tugged at the sheet. 
"Please," she tugged again. 
"Please, I am her mother." 
I will not look at them in the face. I will look at 

theonly true sheet. They don't understand. She 
could see the tiny gold crossed dangling from 
their palms. She could see the tiny gold crosses 
eager to  be laid upon the dead woman's chest. 

"For God!" she almost screamed aloud. They are 
not devils nor evil but they have not the truth. 
She gripped the sheet tighter. 

"FO;GO~!" she almost screamed aloud. They 
are not evil but they hold not the truth. She 
watched the tiny crosses as the old woman 
tugged on the sheet. 

"For God!" she almost screamed aloud. They 
are not evil but they cling to those tiny gold 
crosses. They cling to  empty forms. The new 
gospel has been restored and they refuse to 
grasp it. They were once true. They were once 
of the light, but all they hold so true has crum- 
bled in their hands. "They hold nothing, nothing," 
she cried aloud. "They cling to empty forms." 

"For God! Look at us! Look what we hold," she 
continued. "We hold the Book of Mormon, the 
Restoration, the priesthood, the prophet, the 
modern-day revelation, the temples in all their 
glory, the missionaries, the tithing, the baptism 
of the dead, the exaltation, the celestial king- 
dom. We hold eternal life." 

"Please." 
"Please." 
"Please, I am her mother." 
Sister Andreu tried to grip the sheet tight, but 

she could feel nothing, nothing at all. 

O n  the day after Sister Torlat was buried, 
Sister Andreu did not arise at her usual time. I 
was not for so much standing. She stayed in bed 
until noon when Brother Roig appeared at her 
door with the sheet folded neatly on his left arm. 
She invited him for a warm milk, but he had to 
return to work immediately. 

It took her longer than usual to  walk from the 
hall to the bedroom. She lifted the cedar box off 
the top shelf and set it on the table. Her backwas 
sore. I was not for so much standing. She care- 
fully removed the hair combs and the plaster 
"Jesus" in order to lay the sheet neatly at the 
bottom of the box. My legs hurt. She replaced 
the combs on the top of the sheet, and then 
reflected for a moment on the days when she 
was a young girl and not so wrinkled. O u r  time 
comes, our time goes. She lifted the "Jesus of the 
Let the Little Children Come unto MeUup to the 
light and noticed that a little piece of his plaster 
head had been chipped away. "Ay, it happens to 
everything," she mumbled. 

Sister Andreu left the cedar box open on the 
table, and carried the "Jesus of the Let the Little 
Children Come unto Me" into the bedroom. I 
will not put the box away now. My legs hurt. My 
back hurts. I am not for this. She tucked the 
crucifix gently between her arm and chest, 
nestled her head into the pillow, and stroked the 
feet of her Jesus. 
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