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By Deborah Rossiter 

Tucker family reunion. When her husband, Mark, asked if she 
had told his mother they were coming, Hillary said, "Time just 
got away from me. Sorry." 

"Don't you want to go?" Mark said. "Everyone will be there 
this year." 

"I feel like such a stranger in the middle of all those strong 
Tucker personalities," Hillary said. She was trying to open a 
box of books for the town library by digging at the end of the 
tape with her fingernail. When this didn't work, Hillary began 
sliding open kitchen drawers, looking for a knife. 

"I'm going to call and tell them we're coming," Mark said. 
Hillary found a boning knife and ripped through the tape 

until the box flaps flew open. 
"Dean and his family stayed home last year," said Hillary. 

"Do we have to go to every single one of these things?" 
"Why not!" Mark said. 
"Just wondering," said Hillary. She knew Mark was still 

irritated with her about spending too much time working at 
the library and writing poems. Hillary had begun writing 
poetry when their youngest child, Elaine, had gone into pre- 
school. She had been left with long stretches to herself. So 
Hillary had begun, one empty winter afternoon, typing words 
into the old Olivetti. 

Mark sat at the kitchen table reading the newspaper. "Did 
you see this article on budgeting!" he asked. "They suggest 
fewer trips to the supermarket." 

"Really," said Hillary. She took a box of Trix out of the 
pantry. 

"And should we be eating that stuff? We could have oatmeal 
or pancakes. It's cheaper," Mark said. "You should spend more 
time planning." 

"I get busy," said Hillary. But she knew running up to the 
grocery store and buying burritos or frozen pizza for dinner 
was not the most economical thing to do. 

"I think you should give me the checkbook," Mark said. "I'll 
let you have it once a week, and you can give me a list to 
approve." 

How dare he, thought Hillary. So instead of putting Mark's 

DEBORAH ROSSITER, a single mother raisingfive boys, lives in 
Provo, Utah. 

bowl of Trix on the table, she dumped it into his lap. Mark 
leaped from the chair, brushing milk and soggy cereal from his 
pants. 

"I'm keeping the checkbook," said Hillary. "You better go 
change." 

"Damn it, Hillary," Mark said. "You've made me late." 
While Mark went back upstairs, the children came down 

for breakfast. Karen was sixteen and still dabbing on perfume 
as she came into the kitchen. Jacy and Brandon followed, and 
Elaine slid down step by step on her bottom. 

Hillary had been going to tell Mark that her poem "Edges" 
had just been accepted by an obscure literary journal called 
Athena when he had made the comment about budgeting. So 
she told the children while pouring milk into their cereal 
bowls. 

"My mom, the writer," said Karen. She was a yellow-haired, 
blue-eyed Tucker all the way 

"I don't want anyone to know about this just yet," said 
Hillary. 

"Know about what?" Mark said when he came back into the 
kitchen. 

"Mom got her poem published." Karen told him. 
"Congratulations," said Mark. But Hillary sensed the dulled 

hostility in his voice. She knew how much Mark hated fights 
in front of the kids. "I guess it runs in the family You know, one 
year this aunt of mine won the Eliza R. Snow poetry contest in 
the old Improvement Era magazine." 

Hillary remembered wanting to win that contest when she 
had been a little girl. She had once imagined her poem against 
the background of a fuzzy photograph, her name printed 
firmly in black letters: First place winner, Hillary Ann Murphy 
But no matter how hard Hillary tried, she couldn't make the 
hum of revelation or restoration swell up and sing on her 
Olivetti. She thought sometimes the devil lived in those keys 
and she was just trying to hammer him all the way out. 

Karen jumped out of her chair at the sound of her boy- 
friend's horn honking in the driveway 

"Greg's here-gotta go," Karen said. 
Hillary watched her daughter run to Greg's truck outside. 

She wished there were some way to prevent a sixteen-year-old 
girl from falling in love. Hillary had caught Karen and Greg 
French kissing in the living room one day after school. It 
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Walking out of the bar into the afternoon air was like walking out of a nightmare. 
But it was a nightmare she could not get rid of. 

worried her. 
Mark finished his breakfast and picked up the car keys. "See 

you tonight," he said, kissing Hillary briefly on the mouth. He 
tasted like milk and sugar, and Hillary licked the stickiness 
from her lips as Mark walked out the door. Mark had a kind of 
double celebrity in Heritage, being a counselor in the bishopric 
and the head coach of the high school football team. But it also 
meant long hours away from home. 

"Why can't we tell anyone?" Jacy said, picking up her 
backpack from the kitchen counter top. "I want everyone to 
know my mom is a real writer." Jacy was the only one of the 
children who resembled Hillary's side of the family, with her 
big brown eyes and stubborn dark hair that refused to hold a 
curl. 

"I don't know," said Hillary. "I'm not sure how people will 
take it." 

"It's not fair," said Jacy 
"I know." Hillary unzipped Jacy's pack and slipped her 

lunch box inside. Then she squeezed her shoulders. 
"I hate poems," Brandon said. 
"You hate everything," Jacy said. She rolled her eyes at her 

brother. 
"I do not," Brandon said. His white-blond hair was shaved 

close to his head. Hillary bent over and smacked it with a noisy 
kiss. 

"Silly boy," Hillary said. 

"My teacher told us a poem," Elaine said. 
Hillary knelt in front of her youngest daughter and straight- 

ened the bows on the end of her pigtails. Then she tugged one 
gently and laughed. 

"You hold Jacy's hand to the bus stop," Hillary told Elaine. 
"Hurry," said Jacy 
Instant quiet descended on the house with Jacy's slam of the 

back door. After Hillary loaded the dishes and wiped off the 
counter tops, she began cataloguing the new shipment of 
library books. Hillary had started Heritage's first library four 
years ago in the basement of her house. Now they had a small 
building downtown that had once been a hardware store. 
Hillary was printing the author's name on the card for a book 
called Women W h o  Love Too Much Too Fast when she remem- 
bered that Mark wanted her to bring five dozen cookies up to 
the school on his lunch hour. The quarterback on his team had 
just won a big scholarship. Hillary rummaged through her 
cupboards hoping she didn't have to go to the grocery store. 
But she was out of eggs. 

Hillary drove to the Albertson's on the south side of town 
near the freeway. As usual, she went past Rory's Tavern, a white 
shed of a building where a certain element of Heritage's citizens 
passed time. These were the backsliders, the jack-Mormons, 
and the drifters just passing through. Hillary did not know 
their names or even their faces. Sometimes when they drove 
by Rory's after a family outing, Mark would joke about going 
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inside. "I hear they make a great burger," he would say. 
When Hillary got to the grocery store, she didn't buy eggs 

or chocolate chips as she had planned. Instead, she bought five 
dozen Double Stuff Oreos. At home, Hillary arranged the 
cookies on a plate. She threw the cellophane wrapper in the 
wastebasket under the sink and noticed a book crammed into 
the bottom. It was a romance novel. Hillary knew the kind. 
The title was drawn in flowing gold letters intertwining with 
the heroine's hair. Her dress was made to look windblown, her 
breasts heaved, and her eyes were wide and unnaturally blue. 
In the background, there was a man towering over her. By the 
smudge of peanut-butter-and-marshmallow sandwich on the 
title page, Hillary knew it belonged to Jacy Hillary ripped off 
the cover and crumpled it in her hand. It was something she 
would have to deal with later. Right now, Mark was waiting. 

Mark didn't complain about the store-bought cookies. But 
when he walked Hillary back to the car, he asked her to call 
his mom and apologize about forgetting to R.S.YF! 

"She thinks you must be mad or something," said Mark. 
"Well, I'm not, and I don't have anything to apologize for," 

said Hillary. "Everyone forgets things. There was no malicious 
intent." 

"She needs to hear that from you," said Mark. "She thinks 
you don't really want to come to the reunion." 

"Does she have to be so sensitive!" Hillary said. 
Mark turned away and walked across the parking lot. His 

shoulders sagged a little, and Hillary felt bad. He was only 
trying to keep everyone happy 

Usually when Mark asked Hillary to do these things, she did 
them without complaint. After all, it seemed like less trouble 
not to refuse his simple requests. It would not be hard to call 
his mother, for instance, and apologize, but today Hillary did 
not want to. In fact, at the moment, she didn't want to do 
anything she usually did. There was a visiting teaching ap- 
pointment at one, Cub Scouts for Brandon after school, dinner 
for the family, and Relief Society homemaking meeting that 
evening. All of it seemed unbearably tedious. So instead of 
rushing back home, Hillary stopped at the Circle K for a soda 
and rolled down the car window. Karen's Van Halen tape was 
in the tape player, and Hillary turned it on. Both the wind and 
the blasting music rushed her skin. "I wouldn't mind a really 
good burger right now," Hillary thought, and hesitated briefly 
before turning into Rory's. 

Hillary pulled into the dirt parking space next to a semi. 
Before going inside, she remembered the story about a woman 
in Boston who was raped in a bar. But Hillary decided to 
chance it anyway 

A blast of honky tonk drowned out the sound of noisy 
conversation and billiard balls. Hillary walked into a cloud of 
tobacco smoke, and her head throbbed. She would have 
turned around and walked right back out but for the waitress 
singing. The waitress was pregnant, and her voice didn't ex- 
actly follow the lyncs or the rhythm of the song. Instead, her 
voice leapt and sprang, somersaulting like her vocal chords 
were out of control. Hillary sat down at a table against the back 
wall. She ordered a Coke and a hamburger from the waitress, 

who kept on singing as she scribbled down her order. Hillary 
looked around the tavern. Some of the faces were familiar- 
people she had seen at the grocery store or at the lake. 

Hillary was uneasy and had the feeling of being watched. 
Then she heard the scream. It was the pregnant waitress. 

"Danny!" she screamed. 
Hillary looked up. A man with a knife gleaming in his hand 

stood near a fallen man. The waitress screamed again, this time 
long, hard, and terrified. 

The man with the knife was backing away, slowly at first; 
then he turned and broke into a run toward the door. 

"You son-of-a-bitch!" the waitress yelled. She ran after him, 
her head bent, and thundered into his backside like a mother 
goat protecting its young. He fell, the wind knocked out of 
him, and the waitress backed away. The knife had fallen out of 
his hand, and another man grabbed it. But, before anyone 
could do anything, the man got up again and ran out of the 
bar. 

"Call the police!" the waitress called out. She ran back to 
Danny, who was lying on the floor, surrounded by three or four 
other men. Hillary watched the waitress stuff her apron into 
the bleeding wound that seemed to be in his shoulder. By this 
time, Hillary's legs were shaking. 

"They're sending an ambulance," the bartender said. 
Hillary stood up and steadied herself by grasping the edge 

of her table. She had to get out of there before she fainted or 
threw up. Walking out of the bar into the afternoon air was like 
walking out of a nightmare. But it was a nightmare she could 
not get rid of. She thought of it over and over again on the way 
home, especially the sound of the waitress's temfied scream. 
Mark would never believe it. But I won't tell Mark, Hillary 
thought, taking out the Van Halen tape. In fact, there wasn't 
really anyone she could tell. 

T H E  day before the reunion. Hillary got Brandon's Sun- 
day shoes at Kmart and let Elaine ride the plastic horses out in 
front. Then she drove into town to pick up Mark's suit at 
Parkinson's Dry Cleaning. The town looked faded in the bright 
spring sunlight. Hansen's Drug Store had plastic sand toys 
displayed out in front, and Elaine ran to claim a yellow bucket 
with a blue handle. 

At home, Elaine played in the backyard sandbox with her 
new toys. In the mail was a letter from Athena, inviting Hillary 
to read her poem at an awards banquet in Aspen. Hillary read 
the letter three times before sticking it in the pocket of her 
cleaning apron. She sprinkled lemon oil over the kitchen table 
and rubbed it into the dark wood. Polishing was just about the 
only pan of housework she liked. When the table looked 
smooth and rich again, Hillary took the letter out of her pocket 
and read it once more. 

The phone rang. 
"I need your goals." 
"What? Who is this?" Hillary said. 
"It's me, Jaylene." Jaylene lived two houses down in a red 

brick rambler. 
"Oh, hi," said Hillary. 
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"Remember," Jaylene said, "I'm teaching Relief Society Sun- 
day, and I'm collecting the goals of all the sisters in the ward. I 
talked about it last week." 

"I forgot," said Hillary. "But I don't have any goals right 
now." 

"Of course you do," said Jaylene. "Everyone has goals." 
"Okay," said Hillary, "my goal is to get through this family 

reunion in one piece." 
"You're so funny," said Jaylene. "But seriously" 
"Seriously," said Hillary. "I wish I were a better mother." 
"Don't we all," said Jaylene. "Did I tell you Kaylee decided 

to enter the Junior Miss pageant this year?" 
"That's nice," said Hillary. "I'm afraid Karen is in love." 
"Oh," said Jaylene. "I wouldn't allow that. I don't like 

teenagers going steady" 
"Believe me," said Hillary, "if Kaylee suddenly developed a 

mad crush on one of the boys around here, you'd be hard 
pressed to do anything about it." 

"Oh, I would do plenty," said Jaylene. "Anyway, I don't want 
to talk about the girls. I'm sure Karen will be just fine. I want 
to ask you about your goals." 

"To survive the weekend," Hillary said. "That's my goal." 
"I wish I had your sense of humor," said Jaylene. "I'm sure 

you'll have a great time." 
"Thanks," said Hillary. 
"Thank you," said Jaylene. 
Karen wanted to stay home from the reunion. 
"I'm old enough," she told Hillary. 
Hillary was cracking ice into the cooler for their trip. 
"It won't hurt you to be away from Greg for a few days," 

Hillary said. 
"Oh, Mom, there aren't even any cousins my age," said 

Karen. 
"Dad wouldn't like it," said Hillary. "And I don't think it's 

such a good idea." 
"Why not?" Karen was painting her fingernails from two jars 

of polish. One was bright red; the other, pearl white. The idea 
was to alternate colors on every other nail. Hillary thought it 
looked ridiculous, but she didn't say anything. 

"You and Greg spend too much time alone," said Hillary. 
"We do not," Karen said. She blew her nails dry. 
"I was sixteen once," Hillary said, shutting the lid on the ice 

chest. She sat across from Karen at the kitchen table. 
Karen slumped in her chair. 
"1 hope you and Greg will use a little common sense," 

Hillary said. 
"What do you mean?" Karen said. 
"I'm talking about sex," Hillary said. 
"Mom," Karen said. She screwed the tops back on each 

bottle of fingernail polish. "I just asked if I can stay home from 
a stupid, boring, family reunion-a reunion you hate going 
to-and suddenly I'm accused of sleeping with my boyfriend." 

"I'm not accusing you of anything," said Hillary. "I just 
worry. I don't want you getting pregnant and ruining your life." 

"I'm not stupid," Karen said. 
"Just promise you'll be careful," said Hillary. 

"I promise," she said. 
"I mean the safest thing is not to have sex at all until you're 

mamed," said Hillary. "It's what the Church teaches, but I 
know sometimes people make their own decisions or get 
camed away, and if you do-if that happens-" 

"Mom, stop," said Karen. "I'll go to the reunion." 
"You do realize what I'm saymg?" Hillary said. 
Karen rolled her eyes and spelled out "C-0-N-D-0-M-S." 

Then she pushed her chair away from the table and sliced her 
fingers through the air until she was sure the polish was all the 
way dry. 

"I better pack," said Karen, heading upstairs. 
"Remember to bring something warm for night," Hillary 

said. 

T H E  reunion was held at Canyonlands National Park. 
only forty-five minutes away from Heritage. After breakfast 
that first morning, Hillary watched Jacy climb rocks with her 
cousin Brittany. It was hard for Hillary to believe that this child 
with stick-straight bangs and scabbed knees could even re- 
motely identify with the seducible women in those books she 
read. Mark had gone hiking with the rest of the men. Hillary 
sat with the women as they watched the children play, chatting 
amiably about their families. The sisters were working on 
counted cross-stitch pictures as they talked, and Mark's 
mother, Kaye, worked on a quilt top she camed with her in 
hoops. 

They ate lunch together and waited for the men. Some of 
the children fell asleep inside the shade of the tents. Karen, 
being the oldest cousin, sat with the adults. 

"You're awfully quiet," Maureen said to Karen. She was the 
oldest sister in Mark's family. 

"She's love sick, I bet," said Nedra. 
"Don't you think a girl my age should be able to stay home 

by herself?" Karen said to Nedra. 
"Not if she has a boyfriend," said Maureen. Then she went 

back to counting stitches. 
"I married my first boyfriend," said Jimeen. She was the 

youngest and had been married in the Manti temple just four 
months before. 

"There is nothing wrong with marrying your one and only," 
said Nedra. 

"We're awfully lucky, all of us," said Maureen. "1 mean, look 
at the men we've mamed. All of them leaders in the Church." 

"There are two bishops out there right now," said Pauline. 
She was mamed to one of them-Mark's older brother. Steve. 

Jimeen looked at her mother, who was not taking her eyes 
off the stitches she made in her quilt. 

"It's good, faithful parents we have to thank," Jimeen said. 
Kaye looked up from her work and stuck the needle straight 

up into the layers of batting and fabric. "We just raised our 
children according to the teachings of the Church," she said. 
"God blesses us." 

"Amen," said Maureen. 
Hillary looked past the Tucker sisters and their mother into 

the intricate maze of canyons beyond. A pleasant, unexpected 
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breeze stirred up the dry dirt. Nedra covered her needlework 
with her hands. 

"But what if you think you're doing all the right things and 
it still turns out wrong?" said Hillary. 

"Sooner or later it works itself out," said Pauline. 
"It isn't always easy," said Kaye. 
"Anyways," said Maureen, "didn't we pick a great weekend 

for the reunion?" 
"Last time we were here it thundered and rained," said 

Nedra. 
Hillary spent the rest of the afternoon reading poetry and 

half-listening to the sisters talk about piano lessons and ward 
politics. Brandon sat in her lap when the sun became nearly 
unbearable. His neck was sunburnt, and he was sleepy and 
covered with a thin layer of dirt. 

When the men came back for dinner, Nedra and Jimeen 
made Navajo tacos. Hillary wasn't hungry, so she took a walk 
through the campgrounds. It looked as if you could teeter right 
off the edge of the world in country like this. It was hard to 
believe this place of barren, rocky land was in the same world 
with Las Vegas lights and traffic-jammed cities. Hillary turned 
and saw the Tuckers from where she stood. She liked them all. 
But not one of them had asked what she had been up to. "Still 
writing poetry, Hillary?" she would have liked one of them to 
say. And she would have told them. She would have promised 
each a copy of Athena. Now they were playlng Monopoly and 
Sorry. Elaine was sitting on Mark's lap, giggling. 

Hillary thought she might go back to her empty house and 
her typewriter. She had an idea for a new poem. She headed 
back toward the campsite. 

"Mark," she said, waving. 
But he was listening to his sisters and did not see her. 
He won't even notice if I leave, thought Hillary. She walked 

to their car parked behind the tent. Karen was sitting just 
inside listening to her Walkman. Hillary lifted the front flap. 

"Karen?" 
She looked up and pulled off her headphones. 
"I'm going into town for a bit, if anyone asks," said Hillary. 
Karen nodded and put her headphones back on. 
Hillary got in the car and drove down the winding road 

until the canyon scenery grew flat and disappeared into the 
highway She drove nearly the whole way when she saw the 
glow of the red Coors sign in the window of Rory's Tavern. 

Inside, the same waitress from the time before was serving 
drinks. Her belly was so tight against her apron it looked like 
it might burst open. 

Hillary asked about the man who was stabbed. 
"You saw all that?" she said. Hillary noticed her white name 

tag: Jenna. 
"You were amazing," said Hillary. 
"He's going to be okay," said Jenna. "But they never caught 

the guy that did it." 
"You must have been scared to death going after that man," 

Hillary said. 
Jenna looked back toward the bar. She was a short woman, 

but striking, with lank dark hair and heavy eyelids. At first 

glance, she looked young, almost in her teens, but a closer look 
revealed a worn mouth and crow's feet pricking out around her 
eyes. She looked back at Hillary. 

"Well," Jenna said, "here's the thing of it. I just didn't think 
about what I was doing while it was all going on. Honest." 

"Do you live in Heritage? ' Hillary said. 
Jenna pulled out a chair. "Do you mind if I sit down? I'm on 

break." 
"Go ahead," said Hillary. 
"Yeah," said Jenna, "I'm from Heritage." 
"It's funny I've never seen you before," said Hillary. 
Jenna laughed. "Well, I doubt we travel in the same circles. 

I mean, towns like this are always cut in two-the Mormons 
and the not-Mormons. Why else do you think the stores stay 
open on Sundays?" 

"I guess you're right," said Hillary. 
"Or why they sell beer at the Circle K?" she said. 
"Do you like working here?" Hillary asked Jenna. 
"It's all right," she said. "Rory gave me the job when Miller 

dumped me. Then the two of us had something going for 
awhile, but not now. No one is going to want me right now." 
She patted her belly. 

Hillary did not know what to say. The waitress's casual 
attitude about sex fascinated and repelled her. Even in Jacy's 
novels, the women thought long and hard about being se- 
duced, and it meant something. They also usually mamed 
their seducers. This woman, Hillary imagined, must have a 
string of lovers she could count on both hands. 

"It's probably better he's gone," said Jenna. "I wish it was just 
one baby, though. I could maybe handle that." 

"Twins?" said Hillary. 
"You bet," said Jenna. "Got any names for me? Everyone 

usually does. Rory says I should name them Calvin and Hob- 
bes." 

"Cute," said Hillary. "My husband's brother, Steve, and his 
wife, they named all their kids with the same letter. You know, 
Timmy Tucker, Tommy Tucker, Torinda Tucker, Tandra . . ." 

"Titty Tucker," Jenna said, starting to laugh. 
"Tummy Tucker," Hillary said. 
Jenna's tears spilled down her cheeks. "Oh, stop," she said. 

"My ribs ache." 
"Tushy Tucker," Hillary said. 
They laughed together until Jenna pounded on the table 

and cried, "No more!" 
"Twins sometimes come early, I've heard," said Jenna, after 

she had calmed down. "You got kids?" 
"Sure," said Hillary. ''In fact, I've got boxes of baby clothes 

in the basement." 
Jenna looked at her watch. "I've gotta get back to work." 
"Do you have family in town?" Hillary said. 
"Not really," said Jenna. She stood up. "Can I get your 

order?" 
"I'll have a Coke," said Hillary. 
"You know," said Jenna, "you better not stay here too late. 

Lots of strangers come in Saturday nights. I'd be careful." 
"How do you get home?" Hillary said. 
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"Rory drops me off," said Jenna. "I'll get your drink." 
Hillary looked at her watch. It was still early--only eight 

o'clock, but Mark was probably wondering where she was. 
"Do you get many fights in here!" Hillary said when Jenna 

came back with the Coke. 
"Nah," said Jenna. "First one I ever saw was the other day 

Rory has to call the cops on a few drunks from time to time." 
"It's funny," said Hillary. "You always see places like this, but 

they belong to another world, so you never really know what's 
going on inside." 

"This is my world," said Jenna. "Do you like stories?" 
"Uh-huh," said Hillary, sipping her Coke. 
"Well, this one is really weird." Jenna glanced back at the 

bar, then she sat down. "Rory won't mind," she said. "He lets 
me get away with anything now I'm pregnant. Besides, we're 
not busy yet." 

"It seems like Rory looks out for you," Hillary said. 
"I guess," said Jenna. "He's like a brother-now." 
"Is that him!" Hillary looked at the bartender. He was thin 

and sunburnt with leathery skin and blue eyes that sagged at 
the comers. 

"Yep," said Jenna. "Are you Mormon?" 
Hillary nodded. 
"Well, then, you'll like this," Jenna said. "It's a Mormon 

story." 
Jenna stuck her legs straight out in front of her. Hillary saw 

her ankles were beginning to swell. The story was about a man 
who had come into the bar at closing time. The place had been 
pretty much empty, and Rory had been getting rid of his last 
customers. When Jenna said Rory's name, she glanced back at 
the bar. 

"This is a true story?" said Hillary 
"I don't know," said Jenna. "Rory has a big imagination." 
Jenna continued. "The man who came in was well-built, 

dark-skinned, and his hair reached to the middle of his back 
in a loose braid. At first, Rory thought he was an Indian, but 
his features were too much like a white man's. Also, he didn't 
have any kind of accent when he spoke. The only thing he 
wanted was a glass of water. 

"The weird thing of it," said Jenna, "was Rory gave it to him. 
Usually he won't put up with anyone coming in at closing time 
and getting anything." 

"How is this a Mormon story!" Hillary said. 
"just wait," said Jenna. She told Hillary that the man told 

Rory he knew people that were womed about him. He said 
Rory had lots of people praying for him and wanting him to be 
happy, Then Rory turned around to lock up the cash register; 
when he turned back, the man was gone. It was like he had 
vanished into nothing. 

"I still don't see how it's a Mormon story," said Hillary. "I 
mean, Rory still works in the bar. In a real Mormon story, Rory 
would have given up his wicked life. He would be going to 
church and teaching Sunday School." 

"Well, what happened," said Jenna, "was he did go to 
church the next day He was planning on it anyway because he 
had a cousin going on a mission, and he promised his family 

he would go hear this cousin speak. Only before the man came 
in, Rory wasn't sure he would make it. But the man got him 
curious, and Rory had questions that he thought some of the 
church people might know the answers to." 

"Did they!" said Hillary. 
"Not really," said Jenna. "His uncle told him the man was 

probably one of the three something or others. I can't remem- 
ber now." 

"Three Nephites?" said Hillary. 
"I think," said Jenna. 
"So, what did Rory think?" said Hillary. 
"He thinks the man was an angel or something," said Jenna. 
"So why is he still working here?" said Hillary. 
"Well, the angel didn't seem to mind coming in here and 

all," said Jenna. "I mean, well, I don't know. I don't even know 
why I told you about it." 

"It's an interesting story," said Hillary. "I've heard lots of 
three Nephite stories, but I've never believed them really." 

"Oh, I believe all that kind of stuff," said Jenna. "I mean the 
world is just so strange." 

"I guess it is," said Hillary "But you know, I better go now. 
I'd like to get back before it gets really dark." 

"I'm glad you came in," said Jenna. "It was nice having 
someone to talk to." 

Hillary slung her purse over her shoulder. "Maybe you 
could come pick over my baby clothes sometime," she said. 
"With two babies, you'll need lots of things." 

"Thanks," said Jenna. 
Hillary took a pen out of her purse and wrote her phone 

number down on a napkin. 'Just give me a call," she said, 
handing Jenna the napkin. 

It was just beginning to get dark when Hillary went outside. 
There was a group of men coming inside. They were talking in 
loud voices and shoving each other back and forth. Hillary 
humed into her car and locked the door. Then she drove back 
to the campsite. 

Mark was sitting on the ground with Brandon in his lap and 
Elaine resting against his shoulder. They were looking at the 
stars. Karen was eating peanuts and reading Mademoiselle by 
lantern light. 

"Where have you been?" he said. There was an edge in his 
voice. 

"I was driving around," said Hillary. "I should have told you. 
Sony." 

"Well," said Mark, smoothing Elaine's fine hair. "I thought it 
was something like that." 

"I'm glad you weren't womed," said Hillary "Where's Jacy!" 
Karen looked up from her magazine. "She's sleeping with 

Brittany," she said. "They were going to tell ghost stories." 
"Is that all you did!" Mark said. "Just drive around?" 
Brandon climbed into Hillary's arms. He was getting so 

much heavier these days. The backs of his ears were coated 
with dirt. She wanted to tell them all about Rory's and about 
Jenna and the angel in the bar. But she looked at the stars 
instead. 

"There's the Big Dipper," she pointed to Brandon. 
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"I once knew all the constellations," said Mark. "But now 
I've forgotten." 

"I've always wanted to find Gemini," said Karen. "Since 
that's what I am." 

"I didn't just drive around," Hillary said. "I had a Coke at 
Rory's Tavern, and a waitress told me a story about one of the 
Three Nephites." 

"Isn't that a bar?" Karen said. 
Mark stared at Hillaiy like she was a stranger. 
"You shouldn't go into places like that," he said after a 

moment. "It isn't safe." 

"You don't have to worry about me," Hillary said. She gently 
pushed Brandon from her lap and stood up. "Why don't you 
put the kids into their sleeping bags, and I'll put out the fire." 

"I'm sleeping under the stars," Karen said. Her sleeping bag 
was laid out on a smooth piece of ground near the tent. 

Hillary filled a paper cup with water from the cooler. She 
knew Mark was watching her as she poured the water over the 
red coals. When she got the second cup, he was in the tent. 
Hillary put the fire out and turned off the lantern, and the 
campsite dissolved into darkness. 

THE PARING KNIFE 
The surgeon gave me a tight red scar and 
told me, "Ultimately, all the hemorrhaging 
has to be attributed to stress." I swear, 

They really said that, to a dumb adolescent 
who played the bassoon, made good grades and cooked. 
Do you know I ate a carrot? At five 

I never meant to be so unhappy that thirty in the morning one Saturday 
my body offered such complete consolation. 
I wasn't old enough to drive but still 
Iehad discovered the self-indulgent 

I wasn't in pain but looking at my 
shit I knew something was wrong and I thought, 
Maybe fresh vegetables could help. So I 

vanity of a violent, accidental, peeled and ate a carrot at five thirty 
self-inflicted death. And you know what? in the morning. And that's the image I 

It pissed me off. The strangled, angry cry 
of some lonely white girl whose parents 
really loved her was so shrill and harsh 
to me that I couldn't bear to tell myself 
how furious I was. How furious 
I am. Goddamnit someday I'll die 
and it doesn't seem fair that I didn't 
die then, lots of people die unfulfilled 
and young, in wars, of hunger and disease 
and I was so damn lucky: I got well. 
But I don't know: does being lucky 
mean I lose the right to be 

not angry 
but delirious with rage 

that my body 
was invaded, my gut cut neatly open. 
my intestines scooped out and laid on my 
stomach so some doctors could shove them around, 
look for tumors, wounds, or something else of 
interest, lop off my appendix and sew 
me shut with care, then tell me when the 

keep close: me in my pajamas peeling 
a carrot at the kitchen sink, beside 
me stands my own death calmly, a mild 
annoyance since I'm too busy scraping 
the skin off a carrot to look up and know 
that shadow is dangerous and real. 
I wave my paring knife at it vaguely 
I say, "You bother me. Go away" 
I don't even hear it laugh at me as it 
pulls my hair, shrugs, walks leisurely away 

-HOLLY WELKER 

morphine wore off that it was all my fault 
because I wonied like an old person? 
"Learn to take life easy" They said that. 
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