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When she pins me with a look, I see myself between them: My husband and my 
daughter, each poised to pounce. 

Styrofoam balls, balancing Saturn5 cardboard ring on pins, wrap- 
ping Jupiter in red velvet. And though this is her project, I am 
drawn to it in her absence. I have not only put white speckles on 
Pluto and sponge-painted Mars orangelred, but cased the whole 
&play in a box and dotted stars with leftover glow-in-the-dark 
paint from Halloween. Now, when my husband finds me workmg 
on the little solar system, he asks if I'm practicing up for godhood, 
and I say, Yeah, maybe so. 

"Only gods get to make love," he says, and I answer, You're 
so subtle. 

Dave and I have grown close since Lily left to visit my 
ex-her "other dad." We've had our world to ourselves, and 
I've enjoyed it, though I miss my only child. I'm crylng when 

MARGARET BlAlR YOUNG has just finished her third novel, 
Merry's Daughters. 

she gets off the plane. But when she refuses to hug Dave, my 
blood stings. 

She has a pair of blue roller blades slung over her shoulder. 
As I kiss her forehead I say, "Another pair?" 

"They're better," she shrugs. "Dad was worried the wheels 
might be wearing out on the old ones." 

The "old ones" are six months new. 
I say, "They look expensive." 
She says, "No duh." 
She wants a strawberry ripple cone at the airport Snel- 

grove's, and Dave says, "Hey, for a hug, I'll get you two 
scoops." 

"That is so mushy." She stares at a picture of two skiers 
plowing through powder. "Mom, get me a cone, okay!" 

When she pins me with a look, I see myself between them: 
My husband and my daughter, each poised to pounce. I skim 
both sets of eyes and dart my own toward the baggage carou- 
sels. "Bit early for ice cream, isn't it?" I say. 
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Dave takes my hand. Lily dawdles. 
"You don't seem in any too big a hurry to get home," Dave 

calls back to her. 
"Jet lag," she says. "Must be." 
As Dave and I wait at the bottom of the escalator, watclnng 

the steps float her down, I'm thinking she looks tiny for a 
twelve-year-old. So blonde, so white, so thin. My arms long for 
her. 

In the car, half way home, Dave says, "You ought to see 
what your mom's done with that science project, Lil." 

"You worked on it, Mom?" 
I tell her, "Just a bit," not admitting it has become an 

obsession. 
"Well maybe I'll get a good grade for once," she says. "I 

don't do too bad when Mom takes over for me." 
The Salt Lake Temple is off to the left. Dave says how 

beautiful it is and reminds us it's been only six months since 
our wedding there. I take his hand, and Lily says, "Mom, you 
ever read the Book of Abraham?" 

Nodding, I hum a quick affirmative. The Book of Abraham 
was my ex's excuse to "disinfect" himself from the Mormon 
church. "Well you don't believe it, do you!" she asks. 

I'm the one pouncing now. "Oh of course I do, Lil. It's a 
beautiful book." My mind races to Hugh Nibley's explana- 
tions, and Dr. Dibble's theory that Abraham's Kolob--where 
God dwells, in the center of the universe-represents the 
Pythagorean world view. Oh, I have had this argument before; 
I know the direction. 

"Well, you remember those Egyptian hieratics?" Lily says. 
I turn to stare. So this is how it will be: My lonely ex is 

recruiting her into his orbit, giving her his angry business and 
all its supporting vocabulary, bribing her with ridiculous gifts 
to join him in his ellipses of doubt. 

I smile. "Yes?" 
"Did you know it's really just a death rite thing? Not what 

Joseph Smith said it was at all. He was way off. We're talking 
light years." Her tone-sassy and cold-is a replay of my ex. 

"But sweetheart," I answer, "how do you explain all the 
things he got right?" 

Dave adds, "And how do you explain the pioneers, hmm? 
If the Church weren't true, would they have come all this 
way-we're talking light years, Lil-and built that temple 
there without testimonies?" 

"That temple there," says my daughter, looking past us, 
"gives me the creeps." 

I can imagine what familiar phrases from my ex are behind 
that one. 

"Well I love it," says Dave, his voice certain, deep, defiant. 
"I love that it says your mom and I will be together forever. I 
love the way I feel inside that temple. J love everything it 
means to me, and everything your mom means to me because 
we were sealed there." 

We are past the building now, and Lily is looking back at 
it, hiding her eyes. Though she says nothing, I can hear her 
heart ask, What about me? 

She was not sealed to us. Because her other dad and I were 

also married in the temple, she was "born under the covenant." 
The Church does not undo a child's place with her parents, 
even when her parents undo their marriage. Lily is tethered to 
God by a broken promise. 

What I say is, "Dave, I'm getting hungry. How about a 
layover at Sizzler? What do you say to that, Lil?" 

She murmurs a noncommittal something, still not letting 
me see her face. 

"Sound good?" I offer breezily, though my heart is swearing 
I would give my life for her, would give up all my sins just to 
keep her with me. 

Dave squeezes my hand like he knows. Or like he's scared. 

FIRSTBORN 
That which opens the womb, without blemish, 
higher than the kings of the earth, 
written in the Law of Moses, 
leaves me downturned with its metaphor- 
protected by Passover, sanctified 
as the firstling of the flock. 
This birth order, pecking order, 
descending order affirms 
the firstborn must be first 
to be married, first 
to be redeemed, first 
to be given to God. 
It is written in the law 
anciently. No one 
can smite the firstborn. 
What comes after 
as to station, value 
or scale of gradation 
is passed over, 
a step downward, 
blemished, 
stripped away 
by storm that is 
God-directed, 
stripped away 
from autumn trees, 
bearing 
crosses. 
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