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IF 1 WERE BISHOP . . . 

By Robert Kirby 

If I were bishop, casseroles, Spam, 
Kool-Aid, would be part of the forbidden 

items in the Word of Wisdom. 

M Y WARD recently changed 
bishops. Short of finding out the 
Church isn't true, swapping 

bishops is the most traumatic thing that can 
happen to an LDs ward. That and maybe the 
death of Rush Limbaugh. 

It happened all of a sudden. Our old spir- 
itual leader, Bishop Smith, finally moved 
away He was so concerned about disrupting 
our schedules that he tried to move in the 
middle of the night. In fact, he got a re- 
straining order to keep the ward from getting 
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within a hundred yards of his house. 
For two weeks, every priesthood-bearing 

male (except rnoi) was suspected of being the 
new bishop. Prayers were said, testimonies 
offered, bets made, but no one knew for sure. 

I had the new bishop figured out two 
weeks in advance. I wasn't praying about it 
either. I was ice fishing. Don Bone and I were 
eating jerky and slowly freezing to death be- 
side a hole augured in the middle of Fish 
Lake when suddenly he said: "Dam." 

"What?" I asked in surprise. 
Don tried to act like nothing had hap- 

pened. He pointed at the hole. "1 said 'dam.' 
The fish got away." 

I knew right then. It wasn't what Don had 
said, but what he hadn't said. "Dam?" I de- 
manded. "What the hell is 'dam'? Are you 
trying to stop cussing?" 

"No." 
"Liar. Prove it. Say *&#@!" 
Don, the only guy I knew who could cure 

cancer just by cussing, wouldn't say *&#@!, 
no matter how much I tormented him. The 
worst he would say was "flip." That and hit 
me in the head with the bait box four times. 

By midday, Don had finally confessed that 
he was tryng to quit swearing-and that he 
was going to be my new spiritual leader. He 
swore me to secrecy when I quit laughing an 
hour later. "You have to promise you won't 
tell anyone," he said. I bowed my head, 
folded my arms, and promised. 

I told evervone as soon as 1 got home. 1 - 
mean I called people I didn't even know. My 
wife stopped me from taking out an ad in the 
newspaper. I explained that I was doing Don 
a favor: a bishop has to get used to being lied 
to. 

It's been six months, and I'm still not ad- 
justed. I was comfortable with the Fisher-of- 
Fish Don. I don't think I'll ever be ready for 
the Fisher-of-Men Don. 

When your bishop asks if you've been 
honest in your dealings with your fellow 
man, it's a little hard to answer "yesn when he 
personally knows you once tdok 152 fish 
over the limit and that you consider dvna- 
mite to be an acceptable lure. 

Likewise, it5 hard when someone with 
whom you once held long, philosophical dis- 
cussions about the differences between sis- 
ters in the ward and Playboy bunnies asks if 
you've been keeping your thoughts pure. 

And it's especially hard on the ego when 
the bishop's response to the majority of your 
answers in the temule recommend interview 
is, "Okay, now tell me the truth, you lying 
sack of spit." It's also hard to say no to a 
bishop who routinely confuses "exhorting" 
with "extorting." 

Sometimes, in my less sane moments, 1 
contemplate what it would be like to be a 
bishop. 

Bishop Kirby. Sounds ominous. So do the 
titles Prime Minister Kirby, President Kirby, 
Boss Hog Kirby, Surgeon General Kirby, and 
Hillary Kirby My wife says it's the juxtaposi- 
tion of implied power and known fool in 
each of these titles that makes them so wom- 
some. I say she has even less of a chance of 
becoming bishop that I do and so she should 
shut up. 

I think I'd make an interesting bishop. 
Not necessarily a good one, but at least not a 
boring one. ~ o t - l i k e  a certain ex-fishing- 
buddy-turned-bishop that I know. So, just in 
case the stake president is thinking about 
making another change in the fuhrership of 
the Dogpatch 8th Ward, maybe I ought to 
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highlight my plan. 
First, let's show for the record that within 

the confines of an LDS ward, bishops wield 
some serious power. The job doesn't pay 
diddly, but they have lots of say. Here's what 
Bishop Kirby would do with that say: 

Verily and henceforth, each and every 
testimony offered on Fast Sunday will be fol- 
lowed by a three-minute question-and-an- 
swer period. Anyone who claims the Three 
Nephites helped them change a flat tire 
better have some proof. 

No excommunications for dissenting 
views in the Dogpatch 8th Ward. Anyone 
who doesn't think the way Bishop Kirby 
thinks has to hand-auger holes in the ice at 
Fish Lake. Dissidents can sulk, carp, hold 

forth, and pontificate all they want-as long 
as they keep drilling. 

Currently, the average ward sacrament 
meeting sounds like feeding time in a rain 
forest. All small children (pew monkeys) 
must now wear muzzles in the chapel. 

Casseroles, Spam, Kool-Aid, dry 
cookies, and lima beans are now part of the 
forbidden items in the Word of Wisdom. 
Diet Coke, however, is still an optional item. 

A reinstatement of the Two-and-a-Half 
Minute Talk and an introduction of the new 
and long-awaited One-Minute Testimony. 

Let's not kid ourselves that the 8th Ward 
is a democracy. Long-winded correlation 
meetings are out of here. 

Gospel Essentials Ad Nauseam-a new 

Sunday School class for lifelong Mormons 
who need basics like baptism, prayer, tithing, 
and home teaching repeated 900 times be- 
fore it sinks in-will be held in the parking 
lot. 

Basketball and softball will be replaced 
by hockey and boxing as ward sports. At 
least then there will be an excuse for the be- 
havior. 

Up-to-the-minute sports scores will be 
electronically posted on a board in the chapel 
near the hymn numbers. 

There you have it, my plan for being a 
bishop. It5 an interesting plan. Like most in- 
teresting plans it will never come to pass. 
That's good. Being a bishop would interfere 
with my fishing. 0 

THE EVOLUTION OF GOD 
Before light, before the firmament emerged 
from behind a milky ignorance, there was god, 
pure and omnipotent, rather unrocused 
but practical enough to smite academic theory 
Luckily, thought hadn't emerged either 
so nobody was smitten, and the world evolved 
with the exception of minotaurs 
who vanished out of sheer indecisiveness. 
Nothing was wrong with Homo sapiens 
except for a lack of confidence 
and an overwhelming belief in food. 
In fact, they were food for predators 
so often the half-erect, mostly bamed 
but stubborn sinews of the human race trembled 
because god had claws and teeth. Powerless, they endured 
morning and evening through the first millenium 
until fire and weapons subdued the animals. 
Humans glanced about and saw it was raining, raining 
more than they could imagine, making caves and rock ledges 
miserable places to sleep, so they reasoned, god must live 
above the weather. They looked at the sun, 
moon, even stars as gods, all the while shivering 
beside their fires, wondering what went wrong, offering 
smoke like a loose-fitting skin, something to warm 
god's attitutde. A few hundred thousand years 
and timbers were cut, heat installed like blankets of air. 
Copernicus had a strange dream about god. 
While scientists observed a string of asinine conclusions, 
one thought shook the earth: God 
was revised, confined to paper just like a government. 
New territories opened, quarks are still wrestling with angels 
for space on the head of a pin. 
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