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THE DEDICATION
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THE SEMINARY BUILDING HAD BEEN FINISHED JUST BEFORE

school started the day after Labor Day. It still smelled of paint
and plaster dust and the carpets were still acrid, like the smell
of the foam rubber padding of the chair Barbara’s mother had
reupholstered herself when Barbara was a baby and which now
sat in Barbara’s room, the covering coming loose and letting
that smell out into the room when you sat on it. It made it
hard to breathe, thinking about all those tiny particles of rub-
ber going into your nose-someone had told her once that’s
what a smell really was, little particles of the thing you were
smelling actually going up into your nose. So Barbara tried not
to breathe too much in the seminary building. It was bright
in there too, and still pretty bare, although Brother Whitney,
the ninth grade seminary teacher, had already put up a bulle-
tin board in the front of the room: "Tokens of the True Church,"
with early Christians and pioneers and regular Mormons all
doing the same things in little oval splotches of the same colors.
But otherwise the room was plain light yellow cinderblock walls,
with big windows along one side, looking out onto the newly
laid turf, where a Rainbird was hiss, hiss, hisiss-siss-sisssting
over the yard in between the seminary building and the junior
high. The windows even seemed unnaturally blank, not that
windows in seminary buildings were ever decorated, except
for Christmas, but these were so clean, not just clean,
untouched-no dead flies, no accumulations in the comers
where the janitor’s sponge hadn’t been able to reach; and there
was no gum under any of the desks either. Barbara stared out
the window at the Rainbird making rainbows in the spray over
the new turf. Brother Whitney was giving his lecture on "sav-
ing yourself for Celestial Marriage." He gave this lecture every
year at the first of the year to the new ninth grade seminary
students, knowing how subject to temptation kids are at that
age, and how enticing the standards of the World are.

"Girls," he was saying, "My little sisters in the gospel. Keep
yourselves pure in thought, word, and dress. Don’t lead these
young men astray. You have within you the power to pull them
and yourselves down into degradation and sin. I knew a girl
once, when I was in high school, that led away a very good
friend of mine into immoral thoughts and actions, and what
do you think? She hardly realized it at the time! No she didn’t.
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Because she was not aware of the effect her way of dressing
and speaking had on the boys!" There were some smirks and
slight stifled giggles, and a lot of blushing. Barbara kept staring
out the window, wondering if the Rainbird would come all the
way around and perhaps leave a big dark wet spray mark on
the new beige bricks of the seminary building, like from some
great big dog.

But she was listening, listening and drawing away from what
he said with every word, half chanting inside, "That’s dumb,
that’s dumb, no way, no way." Her heart was beating fast
however. How could her "way of dressing" affect the boys? Who
ever looked at her? She didn’t have any clothes she really liked;
she wore mostly corduroy pants and cotton blouses with wnn-
kled collars. Nobody ironed anything at their house. They just
pretended that everything was permanent press and that it didn’t
matter anyway.

Once in a great while she would feel a strange tension inside
about to break her apart after looking at her Co-ed magazines,
which came for free from the home-ed department, all the clear
faced models with lip gloss and perfect hair and just the right
amount of eye makeup "for the thirteen to seventeen age
bracket"; especially the make-overs where they took plain look-
ing girls with stringy hair and cut that stringy hair into beauti-
ful sweeps, and put rouge and eye makeup and lip gloss on
them and then they looked like all the other models in the
book- flawless and serene. Then she would feel a choking long-
ing build up inside her and she would beg her mother and
father for money to go shopping, "Because I haven’t got any-
thing, not one thing! Everything I have is stupid!" And her
mother would patiently ask, "What about that blue shirt you
bought last time," and she would blush and say it got a tear
in the sleeve, and besides it was too small.

"Oh, you’ve put on a little weight lately, haven’t you Tunker?"
her Dad would say and she would fume. "No! It shrunk in the
dumb washer!"

"Well, Kitten, it doesn’t sound like you’re happy with any
clothes; I don’t think you’d like it no matter what you bought;
you’d find some little thing wrong with it and you’d let it sit
there in the drawer, and that’s a waste of money, you know.
Besides you look fine. Who you dressin’ up for anyway, you
got a boyfriend besides your old Dad?" He tried to grab her
playfully and tug her over onto his lap. "Daddy!" She slapped
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his arms and struggled away and ran upstairs to her room.
"What’d I say?" he shrugged at her mother, who sighed and

said, "Well, maybe she does need something; let me give her
ten dollars and maybe she can find something at Lemer’s."

That was always about how it went. And then Barbara would
take her ten or her fifteen dollars and buy something fiercely
stylish, something she had seen Lori Wilson, voted best-dressed
girl in the eighth grade class last year, wearing-blue mascara,
or a shirt with enormous puffy sleeves, or stockings with a bright
flower pattern printed on them. She bought stealthily, guiltily,
and brought the things home and tried them on. She never
tried anything on in a store, in one of the little dressing rooms
with just a limp curtain that didn’t quite reach the sides of the
doorway, and a big mirror to show the view from behind. Bar-
bara did not want to know what her view from behind was;
and above all she did not want any well-dressed salesclerk to
come peek at her in her shabby underwear, "Everything all right?
Can I get you anything?" Mortifying, even to think.

So at home she would try the things on in her room and
stand on tip-toe to see as much of herself as she could in the
mirror above the dresser. And she might even wear them the
next day to school, if her courage was up. With the patterned
stockings, however, she made it only as far as the comer and
then came running back; she had been imagining herself at
every step, plain blue skirt and white scraggly blouse with
flowers all over her stocky legs. She hated her legs; they were
muscley and thick, not a thing like the legs of the transparent
models in Co-ed. So she had run back home and put on some
pants and had kept the flowered stockings buried in her drawer
ever since.

BROTHER Whitney was still talking. "Gifts, it is your sacred
obligation to support the priesthood. Do not bring them down,
do not tempt them into evil thoughts by showing your bodies
to them in such a way that they are aroused." Barbara writhed
at the word "bodies" and "aroused." How could he say those
words? It was so disgusting-smelly bodies, lumpy bodies. And
she sat on her hands and bit her lip. She knew what he would
say next:

"And do not even start down the path, my young brothers
and sisters, because, married people could tell you, it all starts
with a single touch; a single unwholesome touch of your bod-
ies and your passions are inflamed, and then it is very, very
hard to stop. So do not linger in cars, do not be alone with
members of the opposite sex; save your first kiss for over the
altar-yes! Why not? And ensure the sacredness of your rela-
tionship in purity."

Barbara leaned her chin on her fist on her desk top and sat
on her other hand. She was blushing violently. Unwholesome
touch. Passions inflamed. Yuck and gross and slimy and how
could I have done that! and guilt and worry, afraid he would
be able to look out over the students in the class and see, as
if with special magic vision, who had sinned; and confusion-
her passions had certainly not been inflamed, why? why? why?

she had been more brazen than she had ever been in her whole
life, had dared the angels to stop her, had just let him go ahead
and-and he had lifted up her tee-shirt and-she squirmed in
her chair and rubbed her hands across the sides of her chair,
scraping them off.

Brother Whitney was coming around to the object lesson
part of his talk. "You see this cake, brothers and sisters?" He
held up a bakery decorated cake that looked like the top of
a wedding cake. "Now who wants to come up here and help
me with this part of the lesson?" He grinned out over the class;
"I know you’ve been eyeing this cake up here, who wants to
come and try some?" Hands went up. He chose two students,
a boy and a girl, the clean transparent type with neat collars.
They came giggling up to the front of the room.

"Here, now I want you two to eat some of the icing, eat all
you want, off the top of this cake with your fingers." They gig-
gled and looked out at their friends, the girl with her hand over
her mouth, and then the boy shrugged, smiled, and took the
first finger full of icing. He made a face and everyone laughed.
Then the girl took some, too, and the whole class was ner-
vously giggling, watching them lick the icing off the cake-
rosebuds and leaves and delicate sugar filigree.

After a whiile Brother Whitney stopped them and gave them
each a napkin to wipe off their hands and sent them back to
their seats, amid general giggling and slugs to the boy’s back
from the other boys. Then he held the cake up and said, "And
now who would like a slice of this beautiful cake?" A couple
of the bolder kids in the back of the class held up their hands,
but this was obviously not what Brother Whitney wanted and
he overlooked them.

"You see, this cake has had all the icing licked off, all the
special trimmings that make it so beautiful and sweet." It did
look ragged, uneven splotches where the cake underneath
showed through, even gouges into the cake and crumbs across
the remnants of icing. "Now no one would like to eat this cake;
it has been damaged, it has become polluted, it is no longer
the desirable thing it once was." He set the cake down.

"Brothers and sisters, do not let this happen to your chastity;
do not let it become damaged and polluted like this cake. Save
it and savor it: for when you enter into the covenants of Celes-
tial Marriage.’" He paused, the class was a little fidgety. It was
nearly the end of the hour.

"But there is always a way to repent if you slip into trans-
gression; if you are truly sorry and wish to make it all right
again with your Heavenly Father you can confess your sins
to your bishop. Now he won’t tell anybody; that’s part of his
job to listen and to keep your confidences. He may make some
suggestions how you can change your behavior if you’ve slipped
into a pattern of transgression. He’s there to help you. And then
this cake," he held up the battered cake again, "This cake of
chastity, will be as if it had been back again to the Celestial
Bakery, completely restored, almost as if it had never been
damaged."

The time was up. Barbara was miserable and never looked
up at him until the bell rang, then gathered up her books and
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walked out of the building and across the lawn, ducking and
running to avoid the rainbird.

SHE felt sick and warm in her stomach. It hadn’t happened
very long ago, on their vacation to California last month, in
fact. She had been angry at her father, and her mother had
seemed so dumb, and this other family, from New York, had
been camping across the way, and he was a year older than
she was, and she had wanted to just see what it was like, to
have someone do something drastic about her, look at her close
up and still want her, touch her and still like her, or some-
thing. He and his brother had come over and watched them
unpack their camping gear in the spot next to the spot they
had actually reserved. A brassy woman with bleached blonde
hair had moved her things into their reserved spot when the
Sanderses had gone off to the ranger station for a few minutes,
and she was sitting there, refusing to move, when they came
back. Barbara’s father fumed in silence, and sprayed gravel as
he moved the car into the next spot over. Barbara’s mother
noticed her Eastern license plates and said, "I bet she’s Jewish,
I just know she’s Jewish!" And Barbara had repeated this to
the two boys as they stood watching Mr. Sanders set up their
tent, "I bet she’s Jewish!" And the older boy, Sam, had turned
to his brother and smiled and said, "You want to tell her Seth?"
And the younger brother looked at the ground and scooted
a rock around with his toe and said, "We’re Jewish."

Barbara had been stunned, like someone hit her in the chest;
she could hardly talk. "Oh, I didn’t mean that, I’m sorry. Jew-
ish is fine. I like the Jews." Nothing could help the awful moment.

But the boys didn’t seem to hold it against her for very long.
They came over again later, after lunch, and asked Barbara and
one of her little brothers to come on a hike with them. On the
hike she talked with Sam and told him again how she was sorry
and that she was a Mormon and that Mormons like the Jews.
"We believe that we’re related, that you’re from the tribe of Judah
and that we’re from the tribe of Ephraim and Manasseh. I really
can’t believe I said that, that earlier; I’m really sorry." And then
they talked about the trail and he talked about a cross-country
bicycle trip he had been on earlier in the summer, and her lit-
tle brother and his little brother had walked on past them up
the trail and soon they were alone and sat down on a rock
to rest and he kissed her. It was so strange and unthinkable
almost, that he should kiss her, that she felt numb and almost
as if she were outside of herself, watching them.

When she came back her father was mad. "Where have you
been young lady?" She glared at him and waved goodbye to
Sam as he walked back to his own family camp.

"Daddy, you make me so embarrassed sometimes! You treat
me like such a baby! Just leave me alone." He caught her arm
as she was huffing past.

"Now look here, you don’t talk to me like that. You’ve been
gone for five hours with boys you don’t even know and it’s
nearly dark now and in another five minutes I was going to
call out the rangers after you!"

"It’s all right! They’re nice guys! Now just leave me alone!"
He let go of her arm. ’~Just don’t stay away so long next time.
Your mother was getting worried."

And her mother had looked at her with such weepy wimpy
eyes when she came into the tent, she had wanted to scream
at them.

And so the next day: nursing her anger along through the
night, half planning, really, half willing it to come around that
way, she went off with Sam again after breakfast. And they were
climbing around on some boulders off the trail and they found
this almost like a cave, only open to the sky, and it was there,
it was there, that she let him-but it hadn’t been fun, or excit-
ing, she had stopped him after only a few seconds; she was-
afraid she smelled funny and he was too close and it wasn’t
fun and she wanted to go back to her camp and she felt
damaged, and she felt ugly, and her underwear-it made her
feel faint and nauseated now to think a boy had seen her
underwear.

She ran across the lawn as fast as she could, as if to escape
the thoughts swarming around her. "Hey!" A man leaning on
a shovel called after her, "You’re going to ruin the new sods!"
She ignored him and ran on past.

THAT night was MIA and Barbara’s teacher was showing
the girls pictures of the new temple in their area, a pointy white
thing with little arches traced in the surfaces of the walls and
a hedge of sticker bushes around the parking lot.

"How many of you have been to see our new temple while
it’s been open before the dedication?" Most of girls raised their
hands. Barbara had been, too.

"Then I’m sure you’ll remember some of these special rooms."
She held up pictures of the sealing rooms, whim and green with
sparkly chandeliers and mirrors doubling back the reflections
on both sides of the room, and a lace covered bench in the
middle.

Barbara had seen the sealing room; the chandelier had been
sparkly and had swayed in the light just a little, winking and
giving off rainbows, sparks of color. It had made her feel very
dreamy, staring at it as she filed past along the velvet roping
with the other visitors. She had peered in all the rooms, won-
&ring if angels had been there yet-angels came to temples
and told people when other people had died, or who they were
supposed to marry. She had half expected to see angels there
already, and was trying to think what she would say to one
if she did; she imagined catching sight of one ducking behind
the water fountain as she passed it; the aura of his white robe
would glow up from behind the chrome and plastic cooler as
he ducked out of sight behind it. It would shudder and wheeze
quietly as the thermostat shut off, like a sigh of fulfillment in
the holy presence. But that was just after school was out, before
their trip to California, before she did that.

"Girls, I’ve thought of a really wonderful idea for us to do
as a class. Wouldn’t it be lovely if we could all attend the tem-
ple dedication together? This is something special that I don’t
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think you’ll get many more chances to see in your life, so I
think we should make sure as many of us as possible get to
go see this. Now it’s not open to just anybody, you have to
have an interview with the bishop, and then he gives you a
little recommend, not a regular one, but one special for this
dedication, and then you get to come to the chapel that night
and see the dedication on closed circuit TV on the video screen
and participate in it." Barbara looked at her shoes and bit her
lip; she felt her stomach twisting.

"Temple dedications are very spiritual occasions. My brother
was at the dedication of the temple in Los Angeles when he
was a missionary there, and he heard extra voices singing along
with the choir, and many others did, too, and one of the general
authorities, I think it was Brother Kimball, said he was sure
it was the voices of the spirits whose ordinance work would
be performed there in that temple." Barbara loved to hear things
like that; it gave her chills and made the hair on the back of
her head prickle. And she knew it was all true, too-there were
angels everywhere only we can’t see them with our natural eyes;
but if they wanted to, they could visit. They just don’t want
us to know for sure. We have to believe, not know for sure.
But in temples they could visit whenever they wanted to,
because all the people who went into temples believed in them
anyway.

But maybe angels wouldn’t come if she were there now.
Maybe she would keep them away. Or maybe if she went and
angels came, they would see her and know that she was unclean
and strike her, like that man in the Bible. Or, and this seemed
the most likely, maybe if she went and angels came, every-
body would be able to see them except her. She would pre-
tend, she decided; she would say she saw them and pray to
see them, too. Barbara felt her heart beating very fast and her
cheeks felt hot. Even thinking about telling the bishop made
her feel as if she might faint. She couldn’t speak the words to
herself, couldn’t even make her mind say the words for what
she had done. So she chanted to herself: just forget it. Just don’t
do it again. Just pray for forgiveness. Just leave it alone. It never
never never happened,

BARBARA walked home after MIA with two friends. The

neighborhood was bare, with broad streets lit by streetlights,
showing pitiful little trees, little sticks with leaves at the top,
skinny and braced up next to poles, stuck in the bare yards
of the new houses.

One friend picked up a stick and was banging it against all
the streetlights they passed, to hear the hollow bonging sound.
Then she stopped and scratched something on a lamp-Post
with the sharp end of her stick, the others crowded up to see
what she was writing.

"There. J.B. plus W.D. And don’t tell anybody." The others
giggled and gasped appreciatively. "Wendy, do you like him
now? Oh, he’s cute! Have you ever talked to him? Do you think
he likes you too?" The other friend confessed that she liked
somebody new, too; somebody who had been at MIA tonight

in fact, playing basketball in the cultural hall afterwards with
his shirt off, his chest glistening. "He has the most darling eyes."
They talked faster and poked each other and giggled.

"Barbara who do you like now?"
"I met somebody on vacation." She smiled smugly and did

a little dance, skipping up the sidewalk and twirling. "And he’s
real cute and he’s a sophomore and he’s not a Mormon!" They
ran together a half block out of excitement and oohed and
aahhed gratifyingly. "How did you meet him? Does he like you?"
And Barbara fed them little bits of details, just little bits. She
told them they had been on two hikes together and that they
had talked a lot, and that she had told him about the Church
and that he had given her his address. She turned around to
face them and walked backwards as she talked, gesturing
broadly and giggling, breathless; they were all breathless.

She didn’t say he had kissed her. It had been Barbara’s first
kiss; the other two girls had never been kissed and they had
talked before, on these walks home from the church together,
about who they wanted to kiss for the first time and what they
thought it would be like. "Eeeeyew!" one of them had said then,
"Sometimes they do it with their tongues!" Barbara did not want
to tell them the slimy part of it.

Barbara’s house was first on the way and they called out
"See ya, big time lover!" as she opened the door and walked
in. "Oh, come on!" she hollered back at them, smiling.

Her mother was vacuuming the edges of the living room
as she walked in and shouted, "Take that stack of things upstairs
to your’s and the boys’ rooms, ok?" and she gestured with the
hand that was holding the vacuum cord, so it wouldn’t get
sucked up inside, at a stack of clothes and toys and papers
at the base of the stairs. Barbara gathered it all up and trudged
up the stairs with it, dumping it emphatically in the hall between
the bedrooms, fishing out a sweater of hers and then leaving
the rest for the boys to disentangle.

Why did it always smell bad here? The baked bean smell
from supper still lingered in the upstairs hall. She held her breath
as she walked past the open door of the bathroom. Her littlest
brother’s wet pants were always sitting in there next to the toi-
let. And why was the rug so stained and tramped down in the
middle? Stacks of things, books, pajamas, blocks, tinker toys,
candy wrappers, swarmed on every flat surface in the house.
She thought about pushing it all into the middle of the living
room with a bulldozer and setting it on fire, just burning it all
away, and feeling avenged, smiling in the red flicker of it. She
walked into her room and threw her sweater on the floor and
flopped down on her bed. The smell of foam rubber eeked into
the background of her thoughts and made her try to exhale
harshly, and then not inhale, except through her pillow, an old
habit, and she hardly noticed she was doing it.

She breathed in her pillow and remembered her conversa-
tion with her friends, trying to force her mind to see it like
that really, romantic, exciting, enviable. A cute boy, a sopho-
more, and a non-Mormon, hiking in the mountains-it sounded
fun anyway. She rolled over and covered her head with her
pillow and rocked back and forth. Creepy, creepy, creepy. Why
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couldn’t it have been fun? Why did it have to bother her so
much? She wondered if the models in her Co-ed magazines
ever did that, that thing she had done, and if they really liked
it. They looked so thin and fiat, with nothing to hide, no wrin-
kles in their clothes or bulges in their bodies-it wasn’t fair.

She put on her night gown. She couldn’t think of anything
she wanted to do besides go to bed. She always put it over
her head with her other clothes still on, and let it hang down
covenng her while she took things off underneath it.

She turned out the light and crept under the scrambled
blankets (she never made her bed), and lay there thinking about
it, trying, in the dark and the wincing smell of foam rubber,
just a little bit, what the touch there had felt like. Why did people
think it was so fun, then. Was she just weird? She rolled over
and thought about telling the bishop that it didn’t count, because
she hadn’t liked it. It shouldn’t count. If you’re going to be bad
you should at least like it.

She dreamed that night that she was flying, naked, and the
wind rushed her into a huge cave with a sparkly ceiling that
she knew was the temple, and it was about to blow her into
the Holy of Holies, and it looked white hot in there, and the
wind blew her stronger and stronger towards it and she tried
to hang on to the door frames and she couldn’t cover herself-
and she woke up crying before she was consumed in the
radiance.

Two weeks later Barbara’s MIA class was assembled at
the teacher’s house for a light dinner and a little lesson before
walking over together to the chapel to see the dedication on
the video screen. The house was a split level, one of the new
ones in the subdivision, with a cream colored thick pile carpet
that looked as if it had been combed, all the yarns standing
up the same way. Barbara noticed that her feet made footprints
in it as she walked on it so she tried to stay sitting down on
the puffy flowered couch next to the glass-topped coffee table.
The house smelled of air freshener. Her teacher was a round,
shiny faced woman, always smiling. She had made a chicken
salad with green grapes in it for the dinner. They sat around
the living room, ten of the twelve girls in the class, and balanced
little paper luncheon plates on their laps and ate the chicken
salad with croissants, and sipped Seven-up with maraschino
cherries in it. The girls were all weanng their Sunday dresses.

Barbara had on a blue dress that didn’t need to be ironed.
She felt docile and humble and grateful. The interview was over,
she had had hers last Sunday, and she had her yellow and blue
recommend, with a drawing of the new temple on it, on her
lap. Everything was fine. She had been very nervous before the
interview, but had made a bargain with Heavenly Father: "If
it is Thy Will that I should tell him, then have him ask me
about it. If he asks me about it I promise I’ll tell."

And he hadn’t asked. He had shaken her hand and smiled
at her and asked how her family was doing, and had told her
that a temple dedication was a serious occasion and that this
recommend was a little bit like the real recommend she would

get later on when she went through the temple when she got
married; and that she had to be sure she was worthy. He asked
if she were a good girl and kept the commandments. She nod-
ded and looked at him, waiting, just waiting, for him to ask,
her heart beating in her ears, and he said, "Well, that’s just fine,
I don’t have any problems signing a recommend like this for
you, Barbara. You’re a fine, upstanding young lady, and you
come from a good family." He signed it and handed it to her.
As they got up to leave the office, he held her by the hand a
moment and said (now here it comes, she thought), "There’s
just one more thing I want to ask you." She swallowed.

"You know your mother is awful busy with that Primary job
lately and with your three little brothers; will you promise me
that you’ll give her a hand around the house? I mean, if you
see something that needs to be done, like the dishes, or clear-
ing something away, will you just do it and not wait to be
asked?" She nodded, a little numb. "Aw, I knew you would."
He gave her a one arm hug. She smelled the wool suit and the
musty smell of fatherly aftershave as he squeezed her. And that
was all. That was the interview. Heavenly Father hadn’t told
him to ask. So it must not have counted. She was so relieved
and grateful she helped her mother set the table after church
and cleaned the bathroom the next day. Her mother commented
to her father that it was certainly nice to see the kids growing
up and starting to accept responsibility around the house.

And now there she was in the clean living room, listening
to her teacher read a poem she had written about "Eternity."
It had a ballad cadence and a regular rhyme that you could
almost predict: "white" and "bright," "spire" and "desire," "tem-
ple" and "simple." She finished it with tears in her eyes and
said that she had written it just after her marriage, twenty years
ago. The girls really wanted to know if angels would be there,
but nobody dared ask.

And then it was time to walk over to the chapel. They were
all full of the fragile, precious, glowing feeling of the dinner and
the teacher’s poem. They didn’t want to say anything to break
it, and then maybe not be in the right spirit for the dedication.
Then Barbara thought what if Heavenly Father had gotten the
message to the bishop after her interview when it was too late
to ask, and what if he were xvaiting there now, by the door,
waiting to grab her out and say no, no unclean thing may enter
here! If Heavenly Father knew everything, and the bishop was
his true servant, then he could always tell him.

But the bishop was not at the door when they came in. A
couple of the older boys stood at the door and checked recom-
mends and showed people where to hang their coats.

It was very crowded, and strangely quiet for how many peo-
ple there were. The quiet was unsettling in the chapel. The lights
were dim and it looked strange with the big screen set up above
the podium, as if a giant book, the Book of Life, had been sus-
pended there and all the names of those who were to be saved
in the Celestial Kingdom would shortly appear. The girls sat
down on a row of folding chairs in the overflow behind the
chapel. The pews were already full. They sat and smoothed
their dresses and absently rubbed the edges of their recom-
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mends under their fingernails. And then the video screen flick-
ered on.

A special choir of people from all over the temple district
sat in the upstairs meeting room of the temple all dressed in
white, and sang "Holy Temples on Mount Zion." And then the
Prophet came to the microphone at the podium in front of the
choir, there in the temple. He was dressed in white too, and
his hair was white and he looked very shiny in the bright lights
for the television cameras. He smiled and said how proud and
privileged he felt to take part in this glorious occasion.

"What if the spirit here isn’t right and the dedication doesn’t
work and he’ll be able to feel it? He’ll know there was some-
body unworthy at one of the closed circuit places." As she looked
at him, the prophet, she suddenly felt a floor fall away from
under her as she saw how her guilt was spreading outside herself
like a blob of ink in a glass of water. It wasn’t just whether
or not it would "count" against her-she knew the dedication
would not work.

"But that’s not possible," her lower, less imaginative self
insisted, atomizing her guilt, smearing it away. "No one like
you could do something that harmful. And you had your sign:
he didn’t ask, so it didn’t count."

"But what if you’re wrong?" She felt her pulse racing and her
head was hot and thick. "If you’re wrong then nothing done
in hundreds of years by thousands of people working in this
temple will work-it will be an unclean temple and unaccept-
able before God. So get up and leave." She knew she was a
telestial being if she did not get up that minute and leave. She
looked around. But there was her teacher and all those legs
to climb over and the disturbance she would make, rustling
dresses and programs and recommends and whispering "excuse
me" and everyone turning around to see; she couldn’t leave.
She couldn’t walk past all those legs for the sake of her slip-
pery, half-imagined guilt, and kept talking it down, pushing
its head under again, unable to silence it.

And then the newly appointed temple president gave a short
talk. He said that he was sure that the spirits of many of those
who would shortly have their work done for them in this tem-
ple were present, even though we may not see them. After that
the choir sang a special number, and then the Prophet came
to the microphone to give the dedicatory prayer. Barbara
squeezed her eyes shut, praying along with him, praying that
her presence there would not undedicate the temple, praying
that there might be angels, for the sake of the others, who wer-
en’t damned.

It was a long, long prayer. Barbara wanted to look up at the
screen, but was afraid. Finally, as he was winding down to the
close, she peered through her eyelashes, and then opened her
eyes right up and looked. Only him, only the Prophet stand-
ing there behind the microphone, his eyes shut, his face seri-
ous; only the laps and occasionally flitting hands of the front
row of the choir behind him. No angels.

After that the congregation there in the chapel and in the
temple itself stood up for the Hosanna Shout. Their MIA teacher
had prepared them for this, and they each had a white hand-

kerchief. Everyone stood and shouted the three "Hosannah!"s,
waving their white handkerchiefs. It was like the roaring of the
sea. Barbara tried to shout the first one with the others and
then couldn’t go on, just stood and cried. Her teacher, who
was standing next to her, put an arm around her shoulders
and smiled through her own clean, matronly tears and
whispered, "Isn’t it beautiful?" and they all joined in together
singing "The Spirit of God like a Fire is Burning." ~ .~

IN THE PROGRAM NOTES I FIND
MY GRANDMOTHER’S NAME

Her name was Celeste, like the keyboard sound
the orchestra can’t cover up at Christmas
time in tlne concert hall that diverts your mind
from snow. A young wile is playing one now.
In the soundproof booth a technician eats
a sandwich behind glass and adjusts
the controls so she will stay young forever.

Up in the loges the rich adjust noses
and stare us down. When you are rich,
it doesn’t take much to be proud. And Grandma
kept her pride even when she turned her back
on home and chased-that was her father’s word-
the young musician over the snows to poverty.
He died young, no recordings to keep his voice
alive, and Grandma never went back. never
wrote home, proud to the end to be poor.

- DONNELL HUNTER

THE DYING MAN

The dying man sees neither forest
nor trees. Spring beauty springs fresh
for him and self-heal marks his trail.
When he: stops to catch his breath,
he won’t admit the meadow is full
of meadowrue, but points to everlasting,
dogwood shoots, crocus in the snow.
We don’t: tell him he’s dying.
It would be too cruel. But bus},
ourselves counting wrinkles in the mirror
and scratch the ankle scar that stays
too long tbr comfort~ our own breath
shorter than we dare to think,
where the maple leaL like a tiny hand,
clings to the earth tighter than the branch
last autumn it surrendered to wind.

- DONNELL HUNTER
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