
M O R M O N S  & T H E I R  N E I G H B O R S  She giggled in answer. A ~ I  the other 
servers laughed uncomfortably, glad it wasnl 
them. As I filled the glasses with ice and 

Cindi Rae Caron water, everyone had something to say to 
Drove they weren't ignorant of the subject. Of 

It's not that I had anything against Mormons, per se, it's just 
that these guys were obviously out witnessing, and I didn't 

want to be the next target. Besides, I wasn't sure 
how Mormons tipped. 

A lTRACTIVE, WELL-DRESSED MEN 
are usually good tippers, so I was 
surprised when another waitress sat 

them in my station, instead of her own. 
"Hi, my name is Cindi," I began. 
I took in the matching crisp, white shirts; 

the pants, neatly pressed. Their hair was 
short, but not crew-cut, one blond, one 
brunet. They wore eager smiles. Then I no- 
ticed the name tags: white carvings spelling 
out names and "The Church of Jesus Christ 
of Latter-day Saints." Great. Mormons. 

It's not that I had anything against 
Mormons, per se, it5 just that these guys 
were obviously out witnessing, and I didn't 
want to be the next target. Besides, 1 wasn't 
sure how Mormons tipped. 

They ordered water. Not a good sign to a 
waitress. Of course, they didn't drink coffee 
or soda. 

I walked back over to the server line and 
approached the waitress who'd placed them 
in my station. 

"Thanks a lot," I said. 
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course, pb~ygamy was mentioned, bi t  it was 
established that they don't do that anymore. 
Someone else mentioned they didn't smoke 
or drink stuff with caffeine- or alcohol. A 
couple of jokes were told. 

I joined in, even as I observed, with affec- 
tion, what a vicious group we could be. I put 
back on my professional face, determined 
they shouldn't realize we'd been making fun 
of them. 

"Here you go," I said, placing the glasses 
between them. They were still studying the 
menu as they thanked me. And I do mean 
studying. They were very intent, as if they 
were trying to read every entry. 

"I can't decide. Everything looks so good," 
the brunet said, and I was struck by the al- 
most childlike enthusiasm in his voice. He 
really seemed excited by the choices. Maybe 
they were really hungry. 

I checked on my other customers, refilled 
a tea glass and bused a table before returning. 
The blond ordered fried fsh, and his friend 
ordered grilled chicken. I was thanked again 
and went to place the order. 

As I tended to my other customers 1 saw 
that one of them had set a thick, hard-backed 
book on the table and was reading it aloud, 
though quietly My first thought was that it 
was the Bible, but then I remembered the 
"Book of Mormon." It might have been that. 

I brought their food. They commented on 
how good it looked and smelled and thanked ., 
me once again. They were so polite, I found 
myself striving to be equally polite and en- 
thusiastic in return. 

As 1 backed away, they bowed their heads 
simultaneously and began to pray That 
wasn't so unusual. This is the Bible Belt, after 
all, and many of our customers pray before 
every meal. Still, I wondered, as I always did, 
if they felt odd praying in public, if they wor- 
ried about people watching them or laughing 
at them. But they didn't seem aware of 
anyone else. 

Back behind the server line I thought 
about stirring up another joke or two, but I 
felt different somehow. I'd even begun to feel 
a kind of admiration for them. I mean, how 
many 18- or 19-year-old boys were so clean- 
cut, polite and well spoken as these? How 
many would spend their summer working 
for their church, trying to share their faith 
with others? 

I thought their parents must be proud of 
them. I wondered if they were all like that. 
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I had a dozen questions I would ask when 
they got around to witnessing to me. Were 
they from the area? Did they do this every 
day? 

I found myself watching them as they ate. 
They ate slowly, savoring each bite and in be- 
tween, savoring their scripture. 

It was then that I realized what was so 
striking about them: they were truly enjoying 
it all. They didn't eat their food absently, just 
because it was lunchtime or out of any in- 
tense hunger. They tasted the food, experi- 
enced it, appreciated it. 

They weren't reading from the book out 
of a sense of duty either. They were excited 
by what they were reading, as if they could 
taste the words in their mouths as sharply as 
the cornmeal on the fish. Their eyes flashed; 
they pointed and gestured excitedly Their 

joy was a third presence at that table. I was 
envious. 

I believe in God. But I consider myself 
more spiritual than religious. I was raised 
Baptist, although we switched to a 
Presbyterian church when I was 12 or 13. 
and I didn't go at all much longer after that. It 
went beyond boredom. Church always made 
me feel suffocated. I could never wait for the 
services to end, to get outside where I could 
breathe and my chest didn't feel so tight and 
heavy. 

As an adult, I'd made occasional forays 
into other churches, but never felt differently 
Deep down, I couldn't believe that one reli- 
gion had all the answers, at least not for me. 

So, over time 1 culled bits from this one 
and that one until I had constructed a belief 
system I felt was true for me. 1 had reached 

the point I could pray without feeling me- 
chanical or silly I felt comfortable enough to 
discuss my views with others and not be rat- 
tled or upset if they disagreed or laughed. 

I had faith. What I was missing was that 
joy 

I added questions to my list. How do you 
create that joy? Where d&s it come from? 
Can it be learned? Can I learn it? 

The lunch rush was ending. I made a 
dessert for another table, wiped the counter 
where the drinks are poured,-rang up a ticket 
for the couple in A3. When I was done, the 
young men had gone. 

I went over to the empty table. They had 
left a nice tip. They had never once tried 
to witness to me. But then I realized they 
had. P 

AFTER READING 
ABOUT THE MAN 

AMNESIC FOR 
FIFTEEN YEARS 

This morning's fog is so thick, 
from our window even our own yard 
has no November grass, 
stalks of summer flowers, trees 
with half their leaves down. 

Only this gray that has fallen 
into our life with the dawn. 
seeking to keep what once marked 
the path, like buoys, 
away from us, 

so we might not know 
the man with crutches, next door, 
who brings into himself each step, 
those cats who come to sit, 
like tombstones, in our garden- 

all these neighborhoods, 
the fences with gates 
that open. 

-JUNE FRANKIAND BAKER 
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