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A VAGRANT IS PREACHING NEAR THE SEALS. 
Standing in front of the pool fence, he's saying, "Well 
folks, the world looks on your outward appearance, 

but God considers your heart." A two-year-old boy in purple 
overalls peeks between the vagrant's legs to see the seals, as his 
mother says to the man, "Could you do this somewhere else? 
You're really blocking the view." 

The vagrant looks at her till she jerks her eyes away He says 
"Ma'am, if you'd listen to what I'm saying, listen with your 
heart, you'd see I'm OPENING the view. You want these ani- 
mals, and I'm offering you God. If you'd listen with your 
heart." 

"Thank you." She executes a tight smile, and stretches her 
hand for her son. 

Ma'am," he says, opening his arms, "may I witness to you?" 
The woman strides away 
But Martha stays. Martha listens to the man say, "And then 

there was that one foolish fellow who built his house on the 
sand. You know that one, don't you!" 

There are two pre-teens beside him, giggling. He doesn't 
seem to be addressing them. And Martha doesn't think he's 
talking to her either, doesn't think he can even see her, hidden 
as she is by the pine. But she stays, listens, because the man 
looks so much like Dallen, though his jeans are two sizes too 
big, his beard a dirty red tuft, his hair a mass of frizz, and 
Dallen is not that bad. Not yet. 

She had seen Dallen the day before, and he had sobbed and 
called her Mommy "You've got to get me out of here," he cried. 
"You can't imagine what happens in this place-I can't even 
tell you, it's so gross. I'll go crazy if I have to stay Mommy, 
please!" 

She had promised to do all she could, and told her husband 
when he opened the door that evening, "We've got to get him 
a good lawyer, Ross. We have got to do that." 

Ross was returning from a bishopric meeting-a church 
court, which she knew he wouldn't discuss with her. 
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"Ross?" 
He gave her a quick look and a smile that tried to be more 

than it was. Brushing past her, he said, "Could we chat about 
this over dinner, please?" 

His new way of dealing. Ross had opted out of Dallen's 
pain, drugged himself with some spiritual endorphine the way 
Dallen drugged himself with opiates. He was spending his 
compassion on someone else's son, hearing someone else's 
son's confessions, then reading him scriptures on mercy 

Ross moved towards the fridge. He was spreading mayo on 
his bread as she spoke: "It is obvious to me that that agent-" 
(she thought an unspeakable word) "-he entrapped Dallen. 
Baited him." Another unspeakable idled between her mind 
and her mouth. "He threatened him-threatened his life-if 
he didn't make the deal." 

"Answer me this." Ross arranged his cheese and spoke qui- 
etly "Did Dallen buy the pot?" No wait. 'Yes. Did Dallen tell 
the guy where he could get the crack? Yes. So why should we 
hire a lawyer to pivot around the details of his guilt?" 

"Because," she said, eyes burning, "he's my son!" 
He glanced at her. 
"Our son," she corrected thinly 
"You'd hire a lawyer for Adam and Eve." 
"If they were mine," she answered, "and if it would help!" 
He bit into his sandwich. "I've seen the way God works, 

Marti. Tonight, I've seen it." 
"Seen what?" 
His face was full of fond pity, brimming with goodness, but 

distant, too. "There have to be consequences," he said softly 
"The wages of sin is death, and the wages of dealing is the 
Youth Detention Center. This may be the greatest lesson he'll 
ever learn. It may be the only way he comes back. By eating 
pig slop for awhile. Do you understand me?" 

She tried to nod, but couldn't. "They baited him!" she re- 
peated. "That asshole baited him!" 

Ross stopped with the sandwich just before his open 
mouth. "What did you say?" 

She ran, grabbing her purse and slamming the front door 
behind her, muttering all down the walk, "Asshole is what I 
said. I said asshole, asshole, asshole." 

Though the bad words were usually in her mind, they 
rarely got out. From the first time Dallen had dumped 
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"Well, here I am, hiking, and there's this guy, this stark naked guy standing on the road. No fooling. 
He's holding a sign that says 'Repent In The Raw.' And the next thing I know, he's right next to me 

and he's saying he's been waiting and that God told him I'd be along any minute." 

Cheerios on the kitchen floor, or smeared her lipstick over the 
bathroom mirror, or pulled his sister's hair, bad words had 
oozed like thick poison into the vocabulary of her heart. Once, 
when Dallen emptied the syrup bottle into the bathtub, she 
had said in her mind, God damn you. 

The vagrant moves on, and feeders arrive with fish for the 
seals. Families are filling up the bleachers; there will be a show 
as the seals earn their keep and let the humans bait them. 
Martha watches an androgynous teenager dangle a foot-long 
hemng. A seal leaps for it, and two other seals clap the deck 
and bark for food. A middle-aged father wipes the smudge of 
pink ice cream on his baby's cheek. A mother says to her boy 
"Did you see that one jump? This is better than Chuck E. 
Cheese any day!" and the boy says softly, "Not." 

Martha goes to the birdhouse then, which used to be 
Dallen's favorite hangout. One Saturday, when he was thinking 
himself an artist, he had spent four hours there, sketching tou- 
cans. And Martha, when he showed her his work, dismissed it 
with "Nice," and reminded him what chores were waiting. 

Dallen had said then, "I used to have this nightmare. You're 
chasing me with a vacuum cleaner, and you chase me off a 
cliff. No kidding." 

She found the toucans in the trash the next morning. 
This is one of the many incidents she punishes herself with 

as the toucans cock their heads, measuring her. 
The birdhouse is domed, mostly glass, with netting to con- 

tain the birds but give them that illusion of freedom. Inside it 
is hot, muggy, an imitation of the tropics. A film of sweat starts 
on her brow, and she supposes the last traces of her makeup 
will be compelled into wet beads. She remembers Dallen's tou- 
cans in detail, and decides they were remarkable, full of life 
and color and imagination. She will say that to him, will urge 
him to be an artist. She repeats it in her mind, twice-You re- 
ally should-as a voice behind her calls, "Sister Hines!" 

She turns. It's Stephanie Smith, from the ward. Martha 
wonders if Stephanie is the first scout of the posse Ross has 
sent after her. Her watch says 5:25; she has been gone twenty- 
two hours. And it's September eighth. Her wedding anniver- 
sary She says, "Oh." And "How are you, Stephanie?" 

"Awesome. Don't you love this place?" 
Stephanie's father is Ross's first counselor in the bishopric. 

And a lawyer. Stephanie is Dallen's age and on the chubby side 
of pretty. Dallen and Steph even went on a date, before every- 
thing. 
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Martha says, "Yes, 1 love this place. Is your whole family 
here!" She sees the vagrant next to the trash can, and he sees 
her. She thinks he's going to approach, but he stays put. 

"No, just Glo and me," says Stephanie. "Glo has this thing 
for snakes. Disgusting, huh?" 

Martha shrugs and eases her eyes from the vagrant. 
"So is your whole family here, Sister Hines?" 
She thinks, I have no whole family, and says, "No." 
"Don't you love the parakeets?" 
Martha looks at two blue parakeets perched on a banana 

tree. She says, "Was it your brother's parakeet our cat killed?" 
"What!" 
"Or maybe it was Joey Faltron's. Dallen was supposed to 

look after it while the Faltrons were on vacation. Yes, it was 
theirs. And he left the cage open, and our cat got it. Blue para- 
keet. Do you remember our cat Linny?" 

"Hmmm, nope." 
"I came in Dallen's room and Linny had her teeth around 

the little blue head." 
"Whoa. Bummer." 
Marti lifts her brows and gives a quick, tolerant smile to that 

word. 'Yes, at least." A green parakeet cackle-chirps, purrs, 
whistles as it pecks at a seed cone just above her. She watches. 
"You don't think of your pet being a killer. Something like that 
takes you completely by surprise. You look at it and you can't 
believe it. And then you remember it really is a cat, even 
though you're always feeding it from the breakfast table and 
you never thought of its being a bird killer, but it is." Martha 
gives her practiced Bishop's Wife's smile, like a change of sub- 
ject, and sits on the stone wall. She has not slept since the 
night before last, and she slept poorly then. And she has not 
eaten since she left home, though her stomach is resisting 
food. Stephanie is nibbling a huge sugar cookie with pink 
frosting. 

"Well," says Stephanie, "I guess that's true. I've never liked 
cats, so maybe that's why" 

Martha returns to the parakeet and the seed cone. "I gave 
Linny away," she says. "I took her to the Humane Society, and 
I don't know what happened after I left. I did that right after I 
rescued the parakeet, only the parakeet was dead so I 
shouldn't say I rescued it. If I had gotten there five minutes ear- 
lier . . ." 

Yeah." She takes another bite. 
"I would have seen what Linny was trying to do." 
"Well, that's the way things go, isn't it? I had a dachshund 

got hit by a car." She sighs and swallows. "Anyway, I love the 
parakeets. Don't you!" 

"I love the finches," says Martha, and looks at her watch 
again. Then her eyes drift to the vagrant. "Oh my," she says 
vaguely, "I've got to get home." She stands and backs awk- 
wardly away "Good to see you, Stephanie," she adds, per- 
forming another good Bishop's Wife's smile. 

But she doesn't go home. She goes outside the birdhouse, 
notes that the sun is setting, then makes her way to the mon- 
keys. She watches them swing from plastic trees. She notices 
their poor little outgrown bottoms, red and sore and unnat- 

ural. Monkeys always get that way in captivity, she has heard. 
A marmoset makes kissy lips, swings itself across the fake 

tree, and laughs mutely She remembers when Dallen fell from 
the backyard birch and broke his arm and she said, "This 
didn't have to happen, you know." 

She goes to the phone booth, looks up "Attorneys" in the 
yellow pages. Thousands of attorneys. She doesn't dial. She 
thinks of what she could sell to pay a lawyer. The car is in 
Ross's name. She could pawn her wedding rings, and then buy 
them back doing phone soliciting or housecleaning. Or maybe 
Stephanie's father would take the case for free-if she could 
get him to understand how things had happened, how the ass- 
hole had baited her son. She imagines herself on her knees be- 
fore Brother Smith, but can hear him say, "There must be con- 
sequences, Marti." In Ross's voice, in Ross's suit, eating a cheese 
sandwich. And it's her guilt he's talking about. She is the one 
who kept a perfect house but murdered the parakeet. The one 
who said God Damn You over spilled syrup. The one who 
chased her boy off a cliff with a vacuum. God is seeing past 
outward appearance to her riddled heart, and the monkeys are 
hooting like hysterical angels. 

"Anyone who thinks they are descended from one of those 
needs a good chat with Jesus," says someone behind her. 

The vagrant's voice. 
"You think that's your great-great-grandpa there?" he says. 
"No." She doesn't look at him. "That one's female." 
He makes a loud guffaw. Dallen's laugh was always softer. 

"Male and female created He them. But not in His image, not 
those monkeys. You and me, however, we're in God's form. 
But you know that, I guess, Don't you." 

"Sure, I know that." 
"Ma'am?" 
She does not want to face him, but has no choice. When 

she turns, her resistant body jerks. 
"I saw you by the seals," he says. "I thought maybe you were 

why God said come here today" He scratches his beard and 
gnns. His teeth are remarkably white and straight, the teeth of 
an orthodontist's firstborn. "Are you!" 

"No," she says. "Sorry." 
"Maybe you just don't know it." 
She tries to make her voice even and generous; it comes out 

mean: "Does this mean I'm supposed to invite you home for 
supper and give you my purse?" 

"Well, that's not usually how it works, but I guess if God 
tells your heart-" 

She lets herself see how skinny he is. She says, not wanting 
to, "Do you have a place to stay?" 

"Oh sure. There's this-" 
'You're homeless, aren't you." 
"Me?" When he smiles, his ruddy cheeks shine. Though his 

clothes and beard are filthy, his face is immaculate, eyes very 
blue and bright. 

"Where did you stay last night?" She's using the tone that 
could include phrases like, "This didn't have to happen, you 
know," and "I'm just disappointed in you, that's all." 

But his eyes move into her with abrupt and urgent compas- 
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sion. "Where'd you stay, ma'am?" 
She returns to the monkeys as the vagrant intones, "God 

loves you. He just told me to mention it. Just now" 
"Oh, is that right. Is that what He said." 
"And His arms are around you." 
She narrows her eyes and whispers, facing him again, "Oh? 

Well, would you please tell him to go away for now? Could 
you please translate that into the divine tongue for me?" 

"Aw, now, that isn't what you want." 
"No!" 
The vagrant says something. He's speaking so quietly she 

has to strain to hear. 
"What?" she says. 
"What do you want?" he repeats, just above a whisper. 
A family-husband, wife, son in a stroller-enters. Martha 

watches them. They seem so real. They love each other. The 
baby's white hair curls at his neck. Softly, so only the vagrant 
can hear, Martha says, "Why did you leave home?" 

He folds his arms. 
"Did God Say?" 
He shifts his weight and uses a more public voice. "Hadn't 

found God yet." 
"Did you have a fight with your mother?" 
He smiles big again, and Martha smiles too and knows 

they've bonded. 
"Just one of those things," he says. 
She glances away "The two are not related," she whispers 

blankly 
"What!" 
She hesitates. "Nothing. Do you have a name?" 
"Do you care?" 
'Yeah. Sure I do." 
"Jacob." 
"Good one. From the Old Testament." 
"Yup." He thrusts his hands into his pockets. "And if God 

tells me to change it, I will." 
"I have no doubt." She can see her image in the glass which 

separates her from one of the monkey exhibits. She looks 
hideous, thin and straggly and grey She is not usually this ugly, 
and this old. "So," she says, combing her hair with her fingers, 
"did your mother chase you off with a vacuum?" 

She can see his face in the glass, too. His eyes close as he 
says, "No." 

It's two minutes to six now, says a clock by the baboons. A 
generic voice announces over the microphone that the zoo will 
close in twenty minutes, and thanks for coming. 

So Martha and Jacob leave the monkeys. 
In the quiet outside, Martha can hear the tropical birds 

squawking and twittering and flapping against the confines of 
their illusion, and the long lonely wails of the seals in the dis- 
tance. The sounds she spent the night with. She turns to Jacob 
and says, "1 don't have a car with me, and 1 live three miles 
away" 

When he grins, his whole face shines, and his eyes get 
bluer. You're inviting me home, aren't you." 

uAnd maybe for a burger before? You look wan." 

"Thank you." 
"I didn't mean-" 
"For the invitation. It sounds good." He bounces with his 

steps, like he's jogging, and leads with his hips. 
Across the road is the "This Is the Place" monument. She of- 

fers to show it to him, and explains when they anive, "That's 
not how it happened, you know." 

His eyes go quizzical. 
"That statue, with Brigham Young standing all powerful and 

sure of himself? Not how it happened. Truth is, he was sick as 
a dog. Had the Rocky Mountain spotted fever. From a tick, 
from this little tiny bug. Took all his strength to just sit up in 
the wagon and say any damn thing-pardon my French." 

Jacob puts his hands on his hips, like he5 set to strut. "Then 
why did they have the statue like that then?" 

"Oh, to make him infallible. So we wouldn't think we were 
his hallucination. So we wouldn't doubt things. Mind if we 
sit?" She does not sit; she collapses. Prostrate, eyes closed, she 
says, "The statue should be like this," and holds her hand up. 
'This is the place, move on.' I hope you're not dangerous, 
Jacob." Opening one eye. 

"Me!" 
"Because I think if I don't rest a minute, I'll keel over and ex- 

pire right here." 
"No no, this is not the place to keel over and expire, 

Ma'am." 
"Martha." Opening the other eye. 
"Manha." He nods thoughtfully "Careful and troubled 

about many things." 
"Oh stop, no more scriptures! Sounds like you're showing 

off. Like you're baiting me." 
He considers this, his head cocked like the toucans'. A 

breeze moves through the grass and parts his coarse hair, and 
he looks skyward. 

To Martha, the sky seems to be receding, the blue getting 
deeper and darker. "Listen," she sighs, "I haven't slept in a 
while. Normally I think scriptures are just great, just peachy 
keen. But at the moment, at this moment, they exhaust me, 
okay? At this moment I'm thinking three miles home with a 
walking New Testament. Were you always like this?" Her 
words slur; her head throbs. 

Jacob breathes in the Utah air deeply and says, "Nah, I've 
mostly been a lost cause. Left home and went hitchhiking. And 
somewhere near Bozeman, Montana-ever been there!" 

She shakes her head and closes her eyes. 
"Well, here I am, hiking, and there's this guy, this stark 

naked guy standing on the road. No fooling. He's holding a 
sign that says 'Repent In The Raw' Cars are honking him down 
and he's just standing there blowing in the wind. So I'm 
thinking, well, should I duck down somewhere? Or just run 
past him? What? And the next thing I know, he's right next to 
me and he's saying he's been waiting and that God told him I'd 
be along any minute." 

"So you stripped on the spot, right? Went streaking down I- 
15 together!" Though she doesn't open her eyes, she can tell 
he's smiling. He doesn't speak until she looks up. Then she 
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sees his brotherly face. He's on his knees. 
"Oh shit, you're not praying, are you?" she says, half sitting. 
"Nah." 
"Because you know what that feels like? Like mockery, is 

what that feels like." She waits, then murmurs again, "The two 
are not related." 

"The two what?" 
Her face suddenly alert, she says, "I didn't mean that. And 

I'm sony for interrupting, sorry for everything. You met this 
nudist on the highway and so you-go on, take it from there." 

He shrugs. "So 1 listened. That's all. I let him preach at me, 
and then it wasn't like he was preaching, it was like we were 
having an epiphany together." 

"In bed?" 
"Nope. Nothing sexual. Sony to disappoint. I think that 

disqualifies me for Oprah, though Cosmos maybe could get a 
half-hour on her show." 

"Cosmos?" 
"My friend. The naked guy" 
"So you had an epiphany" There's a cluster of sego lilies 

near the road. Martha watches them flutter. The fading light is 
turning them dingy. 

"God said to me, through the stars, and through the trees 
and in the whispering wind, God said, 'I love you and if you 
give me your heart, things will be okay' " 

The sego lilies dance. She can imagine them swaying to 
Jacob's script. "Well I'm glad for you," she says, and gets up on 
all fours. "I think that's real nice." A waxing moon (she remem- 
bers the phrase "Gibbons moon" from a report she helped 
Dallen with a decade ago) is just above the mountains. She 
feels she could howl at it. She says, "I'm almost ready We can 
start. Fresh courage take, etcetera." 

When he offers his hand, she accepts. He doesn't let go 
once she has her footing. He is holding her hand like he loves 
her, and she doesn't mind. 

They walk up Thirteenth, past the shops and restaurants, 
past the old houses. At Westminster College, she tells him 
about the windows-the old ones the college just gave away 
to anyone with a truck, because they were remodeling. That 
was when Dallen came up with his Eagle Scout Project. He 
would build a greenhouse with those windows and grow 
tomatoes for the poor. She exhales a deep, weary breath and 
whispers, "The two are not related." 

"You said it again." 
"What?" 
"You said 'the two are not related.' " 
"Did I? Yes, I know I did. It's a phrase I got stuck in my 

head. My own version of La Tourette's. Some people say vulgar 
nasties because they can't help themselves, and I say 'the two 
are not related.' " 

"So what does it mean, when you say it?" 
Martha glances at their joined hands. She wonders if any of 

her friends or ward members have seen her holding hands 
with the vagrant. As cars approach, Martha can see herself and 
Jacob lit up by headlights, can even see her wedding diamonds 
sparkle briefly though it's dark enough now that she can't see 

who's in the cars, can only imagine which drivers are asking, 
"Isn't that the bishop's wife? Who's that with her? Holding 
hands?" She thinks she may have to confess in testimony 
meeting; she'll say, "Nothing sexual. Sorry to disappoint. I'll 
never make Oprah, though my friend has a friend who hitch- 
hikes in the nude." When she pulls her hand to free it, he 
squeezes, then lets it go. 

"Liberty Park is down the street six blocks," she says, 
pointing. "There's an aviary there. Once, a few years back, 
someone went in and murdered all the most valuable birds- 
all the ones whose species were dylng out. This terrible 
person, he executed them." She sniffs. "Like some vindictive 
god of chaos." 

Jacob clucks his tongue. 
"They never found out who it was," she adds. 
"Well, he knows." 
"One of the birds was an eagle. Bald eagle." 
"Now that's a shame," he breathes. "That one hurt." 
"And it was the day after Dallen gave up, though the two are 

not related." She takes a big breath and sighs it out. Then the 
words pour. Her voice is higher than usual, and strained; the 
words sometimes squeak with emphasis: "But I had told him 
he owed it to me as his mother to be neater and more diligent, 
and I didn't know he had started the bad things, nobody told 
me, I didn't see the signs, and I said I was so tired of picking up 
after him and that damn greenhouse was dismantling the 
whole backyard, all my work and my garden, and the damn 
greenhouse would never be done and he was bringing chaos to 
my home-but I didn't say damn-and I hated the way things 
were, that God-damned Eagle project, but I didn't say God- 
damned." She draws a quaking, agonized breath, and her eyes 
fill. "It was like his face clicked off. And then the next day-. 
The next day-. At the aviary But the two are not-" 

"Martha-" 
"The two are not related." She is shivering. 
"God," says Jacob. "God, you're in such pain," and he brings 

her head to his chest and cradles it. When she gives in to 
crymg, he holds her tightly and lets her. 

It is fully night when she eases herself from his arms, apolo- 
gizing, and they begin their walk again. She tells him about the 
undercover agent who baited Dallen. She tells him she wants a 
lawyer. She tells him she thinks she's the one who should go to 
jail. "It's the mothers," she says, "who train the children. When 
a child fails, it's the mother's fault. I heard some say that once. 
In those words." 

"But they were lying," says Jacob. 
"My husband said it," she answers. "My husband, my 

bishop, my judge." She looks away "He didn't mean me. Not 
necessarily It was years ago. In a talk. When a child fails, it's 
the-." 

"He's wrong," Jacob says gently "Martha, he's wrong." Even 
in the moonlight, she can see the blue of his eyes and the 
copper glint in his hair. 

"You left because of your mother," she accuses softly "Didn't 
you." 

"I left to find good things. That's all." 
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"Martha." 
"Please?" 
The air is sweet with old roses and 

marigolds, which they comment on. The 
streetlamps are glowing, gnats dancing 
around their yellow lights like pollen. 
She remembers, when they pass 
Kentucky Fried Chicken, that she 
promised him a meal, so they go inside 
and she buys him a dinner. Her stomach 
is too nervous for food, though she sips 
his water. She asks, "Is there straw in my 
hair?" and he pulls two more bits from 
her bangs. 

"Shit," she says, and abruptly, 
"Actually, I don't swear. I'm really a very 
nice person. Well no, that's not quite 
true." She considers the words. "I seem to 
be a very nice person." Pausing. "Put it 
this way: I make a damn good show of it. 

lt!;~wJ!L And I don't swear but in my heart." 
"You are a very nice person," he says to 

"Isn't that the bishop's wife? Who's that with her? 
Holding hands?" 

her eyes. His mouth hardly moves, but 
she hears these words clearly 

She likes that he eats with dimity He 

"She drove you away" She does not want to start crying 
again, though her voice shakes. 

"No," he says, but his tone does not convince her. 
"What would you say to her? If she were here right now, 

what would you say!" 
For a long time, he does not speak. Then he puts his hands 

on her shoulders. "Well," he says, "I'm sorry. And I miss you. 
And you did the best you could-" 

"Damn you!" she shouts, grabbing his hands by the wrists 
and flinging them off her shoulders. "Damn you, now don't 
you do that, don't you deceive me like that. You think that's 
what I want to hear, but it's not what you want to say You want 
to tell her she's a bitch and a hypocrite, she should be fed to 
the lions. She should have her throat slit and her clothes 
strewn over the park like dead eagle feathers, and-" 

"No!" He matches her volume, then smiles generously, even 
chuckles. "Hold on a minute, wouldja? That's not how he feels. 
That's not what he thinks. Honest to God!" 

Her elbows are V-ed, fingers taut before her, like she could 
claw out his heart. With a sigh, she lets them relax, and mas- 
sages her temples. "I need a lawyer," she says. "Bad." She finds 
a piece of straw in her hair, evidence of last night, when she sat 
a few yards from the camel's fence and listened to the caged an- 
imals sleep or howl or hoot until dawn. Zoo sounds. The straw 
has been in her hair all day, she realizes, so even Stephanie 
Smith must have noticed it. "I need a lawyer," she repeats. 

''Well, there's always Jesus. Sort of the main celestial advo- 
cate, you know. Public Defender. Come on, let me witness to 
you." 

"Oh please don't," she says. 'You promised." 

- * 

cuts up his chicken first and pauses be- 
tween bites to pay attention to her. He offers her the tomato 
from his salad, which she declines. 

"So," he says after a swallow, "did your son ever grow those 
tomatoes in the greenhouse?" 

"Oh the greenhouse isn't even half-finished. Although I did 
put our tomato plants there last autumn, to see if the season 
would stretch some under glass. But there's no roof on it. It's 
just one big hole in our backyard with four glass walls. Uneven 
ones." 

"Still, that must have been a lot of work." He dabs at his 
beard with his napkin. Someone, she thinks, has taught him 
manners. 

"It'll never be finished," she says. "That's just the way 
Dallen's always been. He dreams big, but he can't finish. He 
gets it from me and Ross-my husband." 

"You're dreamers, are you?" 
"Well, we want to be gods, you know. We want to have 

family reunions where we make galaxies for fun." 
He laughs and nods. 'Yes, I've heard about the Mormons." 
"And right now, our son-" 
He reaches across the table, squeezes her hand to stop her. 

"You can handle some mashed potatoes, can't you?" He holds a 
spoonful near her mouth. 

Shrugging, she opens. It's delicious, warm and peppery. Her 
mouth and stomach moisten to accept, and when he offers her 
the rest, she takes it. His eyes are bluer than Dallen's 

"How far to your house?" he says as they leave. 
She points to the hill, tells him it's another half-mile. When 

a police car passes them, lights flashing, she wonders out loud 
if Ross has the cops after her, and if they should find her now, 
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would they arrest Jacob for kidnapping? Shoot first and ask 
questions later? What she thinks as she says this is that the 
cop, that imagined, impetuous cop, would be some mother's 
son. 

She stumbles on a rock and skins her knee just after the hill. 
It hurts to walk, she comments, but only a little. And suddenly 
Jacob is lifting her, carrying her in his arms like she used to 
carry Dallen to bed. "Point the way," he says, and she gives the 
address, then lets her head lie against his chest. She feels her- 
self bounce with his jogger's steps, and then she seems to be 
floating, drifting into a dream. A bald eagle has her in its 
talons, but she has no fear of being dropped. The eagle loves 
her. 

When Jacob sets her down, she realizes she has been asleep, 
and that they're in front of her house. She calls softly, "Ross?" 
she does not have her keys, and the houselights are off, though 
she sees the garden lights in the back yard. She is woozy as she 
walks there. 

"So what do we do if he's out back?" she says to Jacob be- 
hind her. "Should I put a bow around your neck and say to 
Ross 'Well, Happy Anniversary'?" 

Ross is there, in the unfinished greenhouse. He's standing 
inside the glass, a jar of putty in his hands. The kerosene 
lantern is on the dirt floor, and lights up his face from below 
His face looks very intent, and old, and lost. He's wearing the 
same white shirt he had on when she left him, though it's 
streaked with mud and putty now The silver hairs shine in his 
brows and on his head, and she loves him achingly She re- 
members the warm stream of his tears oozing between her 
breasts after Dallen's third arrest, when she said, "If God's 
giving us this trial, He must know we can handle it," and Ross 
broke down, groaning, "But I can't! I can't! Not this close!" 

She says to Jacob, "That's my husband," and moves towards 
the greenhouse. "Ross," she calls. Ross." 

When he sees her, his mouth drops slowly to a grimace of 
pain and relief. He stands still as she approaches, and they gaze 
at each other with the glass between. Neither speaks. She can 
see herself as a ghostly reflection, with Ross-more solid and 
more unsure-just behind her, their two forms half-merged. 
Her reflection and his body face her. Both have lifted a hand 
slightly, either as a half-wave, or an instinctive move to touch. 
She mouths "I'm sorry" and he closes his eyes like the words 
hurt him, then climbs up the ladder and leaps from the glass to 
the earth beside her. 

"How could you do that to me?" he whispers. 
"I did come back," she says, and lets her other hand rise in 

uncertain invitation. Ross moans and throws his arms around 
her, his embrace so hard and desperate it hurts her ribs. "How 
could you kill me like that?" he breathes into her hair. "Do you 
know what I've gone through? Do you-" 

"Ross," she says, and moves her arms around his familiar 
waist. "We'll talk. We'll talk." 

Jacob is watching. His face seems somehow lit from inside, 
his clothes less ragged than they had been. He makes a simple, 
graceful gesture with his arms, upward and out. Martha imag- 
ines he'll unfurl wings now, and soar. P 

MAVERICKS AND SAINTS 
Maps can't show how those well-intentioned 
entrepreneurs wanted to tear down the old 
fire house and build an Exxon station, 

or how Oscar Capps and his Kingman Kid Band 
captured the heart of the nation at the 1908 
Democratic National Convention. 

Few would believe these far comers 
and back stairs could hide anything 
but sleeping spiders and peeling paint, 

but those that blow the dust off the pictures 
at the local museum know about the fire 
that killed the mules, 
and Mary Beth Lease who told our clod-kickers 
to raise more hell and less corn. 

You didn't have to be born here to know 
who drove a tractor in town because the police 
had taken his drivers license for drunken driving, 

or why the printer for the local paper dined alone 
at Jinx's Cafe, singing gospel hymns to himself. 

You had to move fast to catch Pete O'Leary 
who sold the combines to farmers, took the next bus 
west, saying it's been a wet year on the Canadian 
River and it may take awhile for delivery. 

In a town still trying hard to decide what 
it wants to be, where clocks don't work 
and one traffic light goes nowhere, 
our heroes came and went like spilled marbles. 

Few recall Shep Renchley, the city Marshall, 
crippled in one leg, and his cane loaded with iron 
that could knock a man down at twenty paces; 

John Hines, survivor of Gettysburg, strong 
as green silage in a hot silo, who always wore 
the same shirt. 

Some still warm car fenders on Saturday night, 
like "Slats" Driscoll, famous for his stutter, 
who says if you squint your eyes and listen 
hard enough, some frosty night you'll see 
ghosts watching geese fly south 
over the Ninnescah. 
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