
ECONO PLACE 1 

M ARCH 4 

I just came from Ellen's house, wor- 
ried sick. It seems so ironic that both 

I W I of us could lose our men within two I 
years of each other. Like we have the 
same destiny even while living very 
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different lives. 
I remember in high school, we'd sit with a 

Seventeen magazine between us and take tests on 
what type we were. Both of us thought we were 
"classical" and should wear tailored clothes and 
sophisticated perfume. But I'd try to convince 
Ellen she was the pixy type, with her little 
freckled face and petite body. How could she be 
classical? 

"But I despise that cutesy stuff," she'd say, 
wrinkling her elfin nose. "But you, Carol, are for 
sure an 'earthmother."' 

And when I'd get mad, she'd shrug and say, 
"Well, look at you. You're all curves, your 
mouth, your eyes, your ears, all drawn with 
circles. You'll get married and be terrific with 
kids." 

Then I'd hit her with a pillow and we'd tussle. 
Still, I knew what she said was true, circles on 
circles even where she never saw. But I still 
claimed to be classical. 

And here we are, everything out of kilter, 
nothing like we planned. Larry gone for two 
years after that stupid immersion heater blew 
up in his face while he was "serving his country" 
on weekends in the Reserve. Making enough 
money to pay for Matthew is what he was doing. 
So one day he's with us, tinkering with the car. 
Offering to bathe the kids if I'm ready to cut 
them up and flush them down the toilet, and the 
next morning, BLAM, a freak accident, and that's 
it. 

And Ellen. We end up in the same ward at last, 
even though I'm in a subdivision full of young 
families and she's ten miles away in a condo- 
minium. She's finally in love for real after 
becoming disenchanted with dating and with 
the singles activities at church. Completely 
bonkers over Anthony. Even though he's not a 
Mormon, she plans to marry and live happily 
ever after. Then a car accident and he's dead. And 
she, I find out with a shock, is not only grief 
stricken, but in terrible trouble. 

That kind of trouble used to happen in high 
school too, though not to us. But it still happens, 
I find out, and to grown women. 

"So you talked to Ted," I said to her today 
while the kids roared around outside in the early 
spring sunshine. We had to talk fast since the 
kids wear people down, even old friends like - - 
Ellen. 

"Yes. The bishop." She emphasized it because 
we keep forgettin; to call ~ e d  bishop. He's only 
been bishop a few months, and we've both 
known him as just Sally's husband. 

"And?" 
"He says I'm not repentant." 
"What's that supposed to mean?" Already I'm 

getting mad. And scared. 
"Well, it's true." She picked up a pillow and 

held it against her as if anticipating what her 
belly will be like in a few months. "Carol, tell me 
you can understand that my memories of being 

with Anthony are all I have now. Those and the 
baby." 

"Sure. So?" 
"Well, I'm supposed to tell him all about that- 

confess it, like something nasty. I can't do it. It 
may be over, but it's still the most beautiful part 
of my life." 

"Well, but-you're not sleeping with anyone 
else. You're true to  Anthony and he's gone. Isn't 
that changing? Isn't that repenting?" 

"I guess not. He says a full confession and 
remorse. And I don't regret anything we did, 
especially not now that I've lost him. I'm glad we 
made love. I'm glad I'll have his baby. That freaks 
Ted out." 

"The bishop," I reminded her. 
I went outside to tell Karie to  quit beating on 

Matthew. That's the thing with kids, you never 
know what will happen. I'd planned to  have 
three kids all right. A tall, blond, grave son; a 
dark, petite, graceful girl; and then a red-haired 
bubbly type, either a boy or a girl. I don't know 
who I thought I'd marry to get such a variety, 
but it wasn't Larry, whose sandy hair was just 
three shades blonder than mine, and whose gray 
eyes were just two shades less blue. Even then 
we agreed our children would have his fine 
round chin and my little ears. Instead all fhree of 
them have his sticky-out ears and my receding 
chin. And I never knew until Jason was born that 
Larry had been a rambunctious kid. Then my 
mother-in-law clued me in too late. 

"We're leaving in five minutes," I yelled over 
the clamor, hoping Ellen's fellow condo-dwellers 
wouldn't evict her for knowing such uncouth 
people. O n  the way over I'd been tempted to 
drop off the kids at the little park that lies 
between our house and Ellen's but I didn't dare. 
Transients and high school kids hang out there, 
and I thought of LSD stamps and sex perverts 
and just kept driving. 

I closed the front door and looked Ellen in her 
sad, yet shining face. She's always had this glow 
to her as if she ate sunlight for breakfast. I 
decided she needed some straight talk. 

"Look, Ellen. The last thing you need is trou- 
ble with the Church. I mean, it's tough being a 
single parent and all that, but the Church helps 
out in a million ways, believe me. You'll probably 
never have to use food stamps like I do, but 
when I run short before the end of the month, 
it's sure nice to get an order of groceries to tide 
US over." 

"I know, Carol." 
"Well, you've got to get this settled. Not just 

for the groceries, either. For your whole future, 
and the baby's." 

She shook her head and suddenly tears dropped 
onto her twisting hands. "Ted's set a court for* 
Friday night. I don't think 1'11 even go." 

I sat down suddenly, as if a trap door had 
opened under my feet. "What? He did? You've 
got to go." 
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"I can't say any more than I've said. It would be 
a-violation." 

"Look, Ellen. It's like school. It's like college. 
It's like getting a job. Sometimes you have to tell 
people what they need to hear." 

But her face just lit up under the tears. "I loved 
Anthony, and I still love him, and I'm glad I loved 
him in every way I could. I can't lie to myself or 
to the Lord." 

"How about just to Ted?" I asked. But the 
question dropped like a soggy wash cloth to the 
floor, soon squished to nothing as the kids 
trooped through, all looking alike in their parkas 
and pinkish hair. I'd never imagined their dirty 
faces any more than I'd imagined the food 
stamps or Larry in the ground by the time he 
was thirty. We went home. 

MARCH 18 
I couldn't even write in here last week. I was so 

upset. This journal on Sunday nights has kept 
me sane, but lately things have been more awful 
than any time since right after Larry got killed. 
Even more awful than when Ellen heard about 
Anthony. 

I can't believe they did it. Ellen's out. I feel like 
she's been murdered, stomped into the ground. I 
think she does too. It's such a slam of the door in 
her face. Every time I think of it I cry, and she 
told me before we hung up last night that the 
skin under her eyes is chapped. 

Today I sat in church and watched the bishop 
all during the meeting, how he beamed so kindly 
down on all of us. With his bedroom eyes. I've 
always thought he had bedroom eyes, although 
after he became bishop they seemed to glow 
more and swivel less. Ellen wasn't there. She 
was supposed to  be, just sitting through the 
meeting, letting the sacrament tray pass her by, 
humiliating herself week after week until they 
feel like she can come back in. Getting more 
pregnant week after week. She won't do it, and I 
can't blame her. But I miss her. Her not being at 
church means I don't see her very often. 

All my kids are going to get chicken pox. I can 
see it coming. Half of Jason's school class is 
absent now. I've worked it out on the calendar, 
and I figure Jason will get it sometime this week, 
then Karie and Matthew about twelve days 
later. Goodbye spring. 

MARCH 25 
I'm exhausted. Jason has a fever of 102, and 

Karie and Matthew have been wild all day. 
Friday I took Matthew and we ran to the store 
for orange juice and flour. Today I couldn't leave 
Jason to go to church with the other kids. 

I've talked with Ellen on the phone, and she 
sounds grim. She said the excommunication is 
like mourning another death. I offered to call up 
the bishop and tell him he can kick me out, too, 
but she just laughed (sadly) and said no. I know I 
won't see her for weeks until all the pox are 

gone. She can't remember if she's had it. 
At least her job nursing in the long-term facil- 

ity is secure. Old people and crazy people don't 
care if she's pregnant, she says. I care. I have a 
feeling she'll have the petite, dark-haired girl 
that was supposed to be mine. Karie is built like 
the boys-all three as stout as ponies. 

APRIL 1 

I didn't dare go to church because Jason is still 
scabby and the other two could come down with 
it any time. If any child in the area has avoided 
getting exposed, I'd hate to be the one to ruin it. 

A surprise happened tonight. The bishop 
came over. Knowing I'm Ellen's best friend, I 
think he was afraid I'm apostatizing to protest 
what he did to her. Actually, it's a temptation, 
but the chicken pox are keeping me housebound 
anyway. 

Amazingly, all three kids were in bed when he 
came, rather late, come to think of it, and by 
himself. So we sat and talked. He has the most 
intriguing eyes. I can't remember that much of 
what he said, but the way he looked in between 
our sentences really got to me. Probably I've 
been shut up here too long, and I'm parched for 
human company. That must be it. 

I still hate him, well, resent him, for what he 
did to Ellen, but I admit he really believes it was 
the right thing, the only thing he could do. And I 
think it hurt him. 

After he left I tried to  remember the last con- 
versation I've had alone with a man, any man, 
since Larry died. I don't think it's happened. The 
pediatrician comes closest, and then the kids are 
always climbing on me. Of course I talked with 
Bishop Sorensen, before Ted became bishop, but 
that's different. That's over a desk, not eye to 
eye in a room growing soft with the lateness of 
the hour. 

APRIL 8 

An awful day. Karie and Matthew are both so 
sick I told the Lord I'll forgive their ears and 
chins if he'll just make them well. And I won't 
shout at them or spank them any more, even 
when they paint the refrigerator with water 
colors. At least I'll try. 

This morning I found out I've gained another 
five pounds. I can't leave the house, and there's 
nothing here that makes me feel good except 
food. At least I can see through the windows 
that spring is really beginning outside. Eventu- 
ally maybe I can take the kids and go for long 
walks without exposing people. Someday this 
will end. Maybe 1/11 take them to  that park and 
push them high on the swings. Anyway, I can 
exercise all this blubber off. Right now it's just 
hopeless. 

Ellen wasn't home today. I tried to call a couple 
of times. I thought about her and the bishop. 
Then I just thought about the bishop. 

I wonder what Sally thinks of him. She seems 
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like the model mother-and-wife they say doesn't 
exist. Perfect. Perfect for him. Not getting 
chubby like me. Still, if her kids get chicken pox, 
she'll probably be alone with them a lot, too, 
since he's busy being bishop. But not all the time. 
And her pleasure must be more than peanut 
butter and chocolate cookies. (My newest recipe, 
and all of us like it.) 

APRIL 15 

At last I got out. I went to Ellen's first, with 
the kids' Bin Wheels in the back seat. Thank 
goodness tKeir grandparents sent them those 
for Christmas. Once the kids are all in school 
and I can work full-time, such luxuries won't be 
auite so rare. I hove. 

I don't know. ~ i l e n  seemed so distant. It was 
only when I went to church that I figured it out. 
The bishop has her shine. Bishop Ted, I call him 
to myself, wanting both characteristics in my 
mind-the caring, gentle man and the authority 
he draws straight from the Spirit. I watched him 
during the meeting when he wasn't looking my 
way, and his glow has definitely increased since 
he made that decision to excommunicate Ellen. 
And hers has gone. I think it's a confirmation for 
me, and despite my sadness for Ellen, I feel a 
hundred times better. 

I watched Sally, too, and their five children. 
She manages them beautifully, but she and 
Bishop Ted seem a little distant. I know I heard 
an edge on her voice during Relief Society when 
she described all the meetings he has to attend. 
And she called him "the bishop." She said 
they've taught their kids to call him "the bishop" 
too, when they're at church. Even the littlest, 
who can barelv talk. 

He does have this glow, this aura of knowing 
what's best. I mean, before he was bishop he was 
just one of the husbands, like Larry and the rest. 
Now he's different, like the "smooth and pol- 
ished shaft" you hear about in the scriptures. 

APRIL 22 
- -~ - - ~ - 

I know this sounds weird, but I swear it hav- 
pened. When I went into church this morniig, 
Bishop Ted was standing by the door talking to 
someone. I heard mv name and looked back. and 
saw him framed b; light like an aura. It'was 
more than the sunshine outside, I know it. 

Oh, I admit I've been eating and sleeping too 
much, like I'm hooked on both, but I'd fixed 
myself up, and my navy suit still fits fine. I 
looked nice. I just waved then, but when I got a 
drink and went over to the chapel, I held out my 
hand and met his eyes. When he took my hand, it 
literally burned. I don't know what my eyes said, 
looking back at him, but I felt heat rush down my 
body. I'm certain he held my hand a little longer 
than necessary. I'd swear it. 

"How ARE VOU?" he asked. 
He reads &e like an open page. I don't really 

know him that well, yet I feel we've known each 

other in some secret way forever. 
I thought about him all day, and the day went 

faster. The kids seemed cuter and more fun. 
They cuddled beside me while we read Sleeping 
Beauty. I fixed hot chocolate for supper. It gives 
them their milk, it's not that expensive, but they 
feel like it's a treat. Thank goodness the assis- 
tance check came yesterday. I always feel so 
desperate the week before. 

APRIL 29 

During the week I've been fighting the blues 
by reading a couple of novels based on the early 
history of the Church. I feel I've discovered a 
gold mine. Then people were so much more spiri- 
tual, so much more ready for adventure, for the 
unusual. Now we're all in these narrow little 
ruts with no way, it seems, of climbing out. Of 
being different than everyone else. in middle- 
class America. 

For example, there are people who knew who 
they should marry by actual visions. One  hand- 
some young apostle saw each of his wives' faces, 
sometimes even before they'd met. So when he 
did meet them, he immediately knew he'd marry 
them. 

Not that I really believe in polygamy, although 
you almost have to believe it was right back then. 
I do like their spiritual approach to  marriage. 
And love. 

Whenever I can get the kids busy for a while, I 
read a few pages in those novels or sometimes in 
my old mysteries because I've forgotten who- 
dunnit. I even cheated the budget to buy a 
Harlequin at the grocery store, and I never could 
stand them before. I feel like an addict. 

But there's just nothing else to do except 
housework and child care. It will be a year or  
more before I can get Matthew into some kind of 
preschool or Head Start andgo to work. I proba- 
bly won't earn much more than the state pays 
me now. But at least I'll meet people. Right now 
I'm just waiting it out, for something or some- 
one to come along and rescue me. But I have my 
doubts about rescue. I've gained another two 
pounds. 

M A Y  6 
I saw Ellen today. She really looks pregnant, 

and she's so short that it seems ridiculous. I 
made the mistake of trying to explain to her why 
the bishop had to excommunicate her, that it 
really was an act of love although it seems so 
harsh. 

She got so angry I had to gather up the kids 
and go. I feel badly about it, but I know it's right. 
If only she'd come to church and see how loving 
and spiritual Bishop Ted really is. He'd welcome 
her back with open arms, I know. 

When I listen to her side of it, I feel I'm being 
torn in two. I understand how she feels. But how 
can she bear to be so alone, not just now but 
indefinitely? Like floating in the Bering Sea on a 
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tiny ice chunk. I have to believe in an eternal 
future with Larry, even a future here with 
someone else. And that means the Church. How 
can she look at life without the kingdom to live 
in? I just can't, no matter how it hurts us. 

When I took the kids to church later, I knew 
again I was right. In fact, I wept all through the 
sacrament. It was just so lovely to be with peo- 
ple, and hear the organ music, and know that 
love was all around me, and that soon it will take 
me in again. 

The kids scuffled in the back seat on the way 
home, but somehow I could bear it. I didn't even 
get near Bishop Ted. I didn't shake his hand to  
see if mine would burn. It would have. I could 
feel his eyes on me, even when my vision was 
wet. I know he understood, that in a way he was 
holding me. 

MAY 11 

The world is beautiful inside and out. Every- 
thing has changed. I can see it all now. For the 
last three days, I've hardly needed sleep or food. I 
float on a cushion of happiness. I see that the 
children are beautiful in their health and their 
high spirits. Even their scabs are only pink now, 
and I know that someday they'll be gone. Then 
they'll be completely beautiful again. 

I haven't written about it, but I've been wres- 
tling for so long with this caring-oh, call it 
love-for Bishop Ted. It seemed to have no 
future. Then suddenly I saw that it will work 
out. I don't know how it will work out, but that it 
will work out, like looking back at the present 
from a distant point. He will work it out. In fact, 
he is working it out, with his family, with Sally, 
with the Lord. And before long, he'll understand 
it all, extend his hand, and call me. And I, already 
knowing it's right, will come. 

It's so beautifully simple. I don't know the 
answers, but I know there are answers. Before I 
saw only problems. 

I went over to Ellen's and tried to share this 
with her, how the whole world can come togeth- 
er if there's just enough love. How love is the 
energy that fuels everything. But she looked at 
me as if 1 were really strange. 

"How much weight have you gained?" she 
asked. 

"I just lost one pound. I don't really need food 
anymore." 

"But before that." 
"Oh, maybe thirteen pounds. But it's coming 

off now. I want to be out in the world walking, 
maybe even jogging. I want to take my kids 
to the park. Don't you see? Everything is 
different." 

I could feel myself glowing like she once did. 
Like Bishop Ted. His authority glowing in his 
dark eyes like the gleam of ripe fruit. His lashes 
are long and thick. 

"Have you been sleeping all right?" 
I laughed at her. "Oh, come on, Ellen. You 

know I was sleeping too much. Now I hardly 
need sleep at all. I wake up full of energy, think- 
ing how beautiful life is. I remember Larry, but 
without hurting. I see that our life was just-oh, 
an introduction." 

"I think," she said carefully, "that either you're 
in love or you're a little bit tipsy or a little bit 
unbalanced." 

For a second I was shocked at how the Spirit 
really does desert people who aren't part of the 
Church anymore. Then I smiled at her and felt 
light pouring from my face. "Didn't you ever 
notice how Bishop Ted used to smile at us during 
the sacrament?" I asked. "The whole congrega- 
tion. As if he just had his arms around us all? It's 
not 'in love.' It's a Christlike love. And it makes 
the most impossible things possible. It springs 
the traps." 

I have to admit that picking up the kids at the 
park (I'd made them promise not to  get hurt or 
talk to strangers), I felt the trap closing a little 
again. It takes a lot of faith to keep the jaws open. 
A lot of energy. I know I must keep them open or 
we will be crushed. 

MAY 12 
-- 

Only this morning it happened. I woke with 
his face before me, and I knew. Calmly I fed the 
children, dressed them, washed their innocent 
faces, and took them to the park. I handed each a 
paper sack with the last of our bread and peanut 
butter in it. How nice it will be to be off food 
stamps. 

On  the way to the park, they blew their home- 
made bubble stuff in the car. Being children, 
they couldn't wait. Then they slopped some on 
the seat. I thought of Sally's perfect brood and 
realized these rascals will have to be introduced 
one by one. Gradually. As the plan permits. 

It didn't worry me. I know he'll have all of this 
worked out. 

I told them to stay on the playground and to be 
good. 

Then I drove here. And now I'm sitting in the 
car, finishing this entry in front of his house. 
They haven't noticed me, but I can see them 
looking like a film of a happy Mormon family 
cleaning the garage on Saturday morning. Even 
from here I can see that Bishop Ted's face is red 
and sweaty. I can't see his eyes glowing, but I 
know they do. They will. 

As soon as I finish this, I will take my suitcase 
from the back seat, shove this journal into the 
glove compartment, and walk up the driveway. 
There's a line between the shadow of the garage 
and the strong, spring sunlight. I will set my 
suitcase on that line and sit on it, facing him. 

When he turns, he'll see me, outlined with 
light, his vision of what is and what will be. In 
the bones of my face I can feel how 1/11 smile 
when he reaches forth his hand. 
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