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The women behind hospital desks are  trained in cold. They reas- 
sure me not a t  all. I have tried thinking of the stars over camp, the 
backlitfaces of my girls a t  eveningfire, thefeel and scent of dry pine 
needles in dust under my feet, but I'm not comforted. I longfor the 
hands of my friends extended to save me, as If it were I battling the 
shallow rapids ofthe Snake where it runs pastJordan Camp, as f i t  
were Riva extending herself to me from land, pulling me safely 
home. I press my hands into my forehead, where the stuff of my 
brainfeels unprotected, soft, spilling upward into the night. I think 
of the hands of my friends on my head and I want to crush myself 
into them, reshaped and reformed, forgiven for letting this 
happen-forgivenfor letting Kate go. 

I WAS NAMED AFTER MY MOTHER, VERA ANN. 
V Annie Macdougal. I took this job to earn money, of 
course, but also to make the break with her once and for 

all, out in the open, up front, as if it hadn't been made years 
ago in my mind. I know plenty of women my age who are rec- 
onciled with their mothers, with the idea of Mother: Bitty 
Seamons broke every crystal goblet and Noritake serving piece 
in her mother's china cabinet when she was fourteen in a fit of 
fury about Rob Kendall, but she mamed him in the Mormon 
temple a year ago and her mother is busy tylng quilts for the 
baby that's due next month, proud to be a grandmother at last. 
Renee Malton ran away from home, once all the way to Reno, 
but now she's at the Community College the same as me, living 
at home, but unlike me she goes shopping with her mother as 
if they were the same age, laughing and giggling and having 
lunch at the mall like peers. Patrice Chenard, too-when her 
mother put her in a school for "troubled teens" I thought she'd 
never speak to her again. But now she sides with her mother 
on the issue of her younger sister, Collie, who's one of the most 
active dealers of the drugs kids should say no to at Lincoln 
Junior High. 

JULIE NICHOLS is a writer living in Provo, Utah. 

It's clear to me now that the glitches in my friends' mother- 
daughter relations were only diversions. Those forays into rage 
and destruction never meant anything. Should I, I wonder, 
have sabotaged my mother's life's work, erased the files on her 
computer, written a scathing expose of my mother's life (what 
would I have said? She's the salt of the earth), and published it 
anonymously in the Chronicle for everyone to see? Then would 
my head be clear now, this gaping hole filled in forever by the 
clean expression of my childish wrath? 

But I never thought to erase my mother's files. She writes 
recipes for the national press. Tomato pies, hot pickles, whole 
wheat cinnamon rolls, souffles with zucchini and celery Her 
food is wholesome, inexpensive, quick to fix, calculated to 
earn a fame acceptable to Mormon mothers, and, above all, de- 
licious. Another daughter might have joined her enterprise en- 
thusiastically, brilliantly. But the sets of our literary leanings- 
my logos and hers-never intersected. From the beginning I 
loved poems more than God. 

Even when I was seven I knew that the lists of ingredients 
and measurements on her typewriter platen were sacred to her 
in some way analogous to the way certain poems were to me. 
Once, because I couldn't find any clean paper, I typed a poem 
I knew, not even one of my own, onto a half-finished recipe 
card. 

"What's this?" she said. " 'How sweet is the shepherd's sweet 
lot'? Where did you hear that?" I showed her the copy of Blake 
I'd found in the school library. She looked him up, and when 
she saw that his engravings were sometimes of naked people in 
copulation, sometimes of angels he said he saw (poor deluded 
poet), she used her typewriter to write letters that removed 
him from the district's inventory. Some other mothers rallied 
around her. My second grade teacher said nothing kind to me 
when I gave her back the book under duress. 

Alone, then, I kept looking for poems I would understand 
and remember. They were voices humming at me, magnets 
drawing me to them-spells, maybe. Like a child, I excused 
my mother for depriving me of my own most sacred words. I 
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This was our first ritual, our first party celebrating our own sacred things. In that and in many 
similar moments over the next two months, without knowing the word "grace," 
I became a new person. For the first time I had permission to enjoy publicly 

what had always been sacred, but never yet named to me. 

thought she simply had different taste. I still don't think her 
censorship was bom of malice, exactly-just a strange land of 
protectionism wrongly directed, generated by fear, brought to 
fruit in the acceptable place of power-the home, the child. 

One Sunday my mother woke up with the flu. She had to 
call the Sunday School people to tell them she wouldn't be 
able to teach my class as usual. Till I was three she took care of 
the children in the nursery while other mothers went to their 
own church classes. Then she taught each of the classes for my 
age group-four-year-olds, five-year-olds, six. I knew all the 
right answers about God and Jesus and Joseph Smith and not 
another child in the neighborhood had read the Book of 
Mormon at as young an age as I. All the other mothers were 
more than willing to let Vera Ann teach us. The fruits of her 
labor were perfect. 

That day my mother had the flu, someone new in the ward 
found Riva (also new in the ward) to substitute, and Riva 
brought her woman friend Nina. In my Sunday School class 
we were seven-year-olds turning eight. The lessons in the 
manual provided by the central committee in Salt Lake had ti- 
tles like "We Will Be Baptized Like Jesus." "Brigham Young 
Was a Great Prophet." "The Pioneers Came across the Plains." 
By this time we'd heard them all at least seven times, once 
during every year of our lives. My mother put up flannel board 
figures, posters. I don't know who drew the original flannel 
Moses and Miriam, but the posters-miniatures of which 
could be found in my Book of Mormon-were all by some 
1940s artist who seemed not to recognize the non-Caucasian 
orign of the Book of Mormon characters. But I didn't know 
this till later. At seven I knew only that the format for Sunday 
School was familiar and predictable and, in a mildly imtating 

way, boring: my mother showing pictures, telling stories 
brightly, waiting for us to pipe up with the right answers (God 
help us if we didn't have them by the time we were seven). 

So it was a shock, the morning of the flu at our house, to see 
Riva and Nina sitting there. They wore pants, first of all, which 
you don't do in our comer of Mormondom. I think it's done on 
the coasts, perhaps, but not where we were. Riva had short 
curly hair all over her head, and Nina's was in braids and she 
wore overalls. I felt-interested. 

Riva said, first thing, "Do any of you have a favorite story?" 
Bitty and Robbie and Patricia and Renee stared off into 

space. There were a couple of other little boys, Billy and some- 
body else. They stared off into space too. Riva looked at us one 
at a time but mine were the only eyes she could get to meet 
hers. I wanted to tell her about my favorite story, but I knew 
there was a right answer. I said, "The Good Samaritan is a good 
one (there was a poster about this that my mother often hung 
before us in the classroom), but what I really like is 
Jabberwocky." 

Nina cried out, startling the other children: 

"One, two! One, two! And through and through 
His vorpal sword went snicker-snack!" 

He left it dead, and with its head 
He went galumphing back!"' 

"Yes!" I said, laughing. 
"Come to my arms, my beamish-girl," Nina said. I was too 

shy to go. Riva camed on with the lesson, about parables in 
general and the one in the Book of Mormon about the olive 
tree in particular. But I wasn't finished with these women. I 
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knew I had found a source, a way to replenish and affirm the 
truth of my own peculiar power, the chant of words, the voice 
of rhythm making more than the meaning of the sounds. 

0 THERS waiting come andgo. A small boy screams over the 
gash in his leg, and hisfathel; ayoung, tired gas station at- 
tendant by the look of his uniform, holds him, but not close. 

An old woman presses a handkerchief to her neck, the skin of her 
a m  hanging below her bones like a limp, unusable organ. Like the 
lungs of my Katie-girl, filled with watel; the stufffrom which once 
she burst to life and from which she now must suffer Because I let 
her go. Because I thoughtfalsely she could handle the river She said 
she was unafraid of the rivel; so now I suffel; too; I see above me the 
surface of the water receding even as I reach; even as 1 strain, the 
roiling white surface shatters me downward and I try to remember 
the way up, the way up, and my ears and my nose arefull and I re- 
member in despair the beautiful emptiness of air but it eludes me in 
this water and I can't reach it. The work of the water is death. 

T WO weeks after that Sunday was the autumn equinox. 
Riva called me on the telephone and said, "Nina and I 
want you to come to a party with poems and food to 

celebrate the way the earth is turning." It made sense to me. 
The earth turns, school starts, we put on warmer clothes and 
poems repeat the rhythms of this change. It sounded inter- 
esting, useful. Anyway, I liked Riva and Nina. I'd received a 
letter from them after that Sunday: 

Dear Annie Macdougal: Do you know the one 
about the moon and the seven-year-old girl? Here it is 
if you don't, because you are seven and you should 
know. Love, Riva and Nina 

There's no dew left on the daisies and clover 
There's no rain left in heaven. 

I've said my "seven times" over and over: 
Seven times one are seven. 

I am old-so old I can write a letter; 
My birthday lessons are done. 

The lambs play always-they know no better; 
They are only one times one. 

0 Moon! in the night I have seen you sailing 
And shining so round and low. 

You were bright-ah, bright-but your light is 
failing: 

You are nothing now but a bow. 

may trust me, linnet, linnet-I am seven times one todayn 
Why has this stayed so long, in my body and in my brain? Is 
seven truly the magical number so much in myth says it is? Is 
eight the Mormon age of accountability and baptism due to 
some subliminal recognition that the deepest rhythms of the 
first seven years have made their mark and cannot be erased 
except we be reborn? 

I don't know now, and I didn't have the words to think 
about it then. I said to my mother, "Sister Galsworthy and her 
friend have invited me to a party Can I go?" 

Vera Ann believes in granting the benefit of the doubt until 
guilt is doubtless. "Some kind of Sunday School party?" she 
asked. "Certainly Go and have fun." 

Nina's house was, is, a square, white structure behind Riva's, 
almost like a playhouse, I thought, or servants' quarters, 
though Nina is not Riva's servant. Riva's two children and her 
sometimes husband made her home look more like ours, with 
a porch and a fireplace chimney and checkered curtains in the 
windows and bedrooms upstairs. But Nina's reminded me of 
the houses of grandmothers, a lone woman's house. The kind 
of house I wanted for myself: my own small kitchen, my own 
living room with a rocker and many books, and a bedroom 
with flowers and cupboards full of the things that made up 
me. 

Or in this case Nina. I know now what's in those cup- 
boards-the dried verbena and coriander in jars she throws 
herself in the fourth room of the house, a room pink with the 
dust of clay and color-wild on the days she glazes. I know the 
smell as sandalwood and sage; even when the incense isn't lit 
the scent circles the rooms and lifts them off the earth of this 
town where they're grounded. Vanilla and bayberry candles, 
next to the cupboard full of wicks and wax by which they're 
made on certain days of the year; pine, cinnamon, gardenia- 
light brown, rust, white-these also circle the room, now as 
they did that day, so that I knew it was no house like I'd ever 
been in before, and better suited for poems than anyplace I 
might ever be again. 

We sat in the living room: an ordinary brown and white rag 
rug on the floor, a round small table in the middle, set with 
flowers-blue cosmos of late summer-and two Shaker 
chairs and one fine overstuffed, green recliner drawn up close. 
In a miniature fondue pot, potpourri simmered there on the 
table, a small white candle flickering underneath. 

"It's earth, air, fire, and water all at once," Riva said. "The 
potpourri is the stuff of the earth, simmering in water by the 
heat of the fire and steaming off into the air. Like it?" 

I said I loved it, which I did, though the references to earth 
and so on meant nothing to me. 

You Moon! have you done something wrong in "T REASURE hunt first thing," said Nina. She handed 
heaven, me the first clue, a quatrain about going outside 

That God has hidden your face? and looking in the walnut tree and finding a trea- 
I hope, if you have, you will soon be forgiven, sure and a pleasure for me. The next clue told me to bring 

And shine again in your place . . . back the shell of a well-eaten walnut, and the rest of the clues 
were like that: in every hiding place I received a gift from the 

There was more, and I still know it by heart. "I am old, you earth or the air or the water or the fire (Nina's kiln contained 

NOVEMBER 1997 PAGE 37 



Why have Sister Galsworthy's strange spells stayed so long with me ? Is eight the 
Mormon age of accountability because the deepest rhythms of the first seven years 

cannot be erased except we be reborn? 

bits of throwaway clay), and finally, when my arms were full of 
value from the elements, we reconvened around the little table 
in the living room and I placed these offerings on the altar and 
Riva and Nina took turns reading poems to me about au- 
tumn-Keats, Bishop, Dickinson. They named the authors to 
me so that I would know my colleagues in poetry-making, and 
when I asked, they helped me memorize the Dickinson: "The 
moms are meeker than they were. . ." When we had eaten-a 
spicy pumpkin cake made with whole-wheat flour, which I 
knew my mother would want the recipe for-my new friends 
asked me if I had any poems of my own to share. No one had 
ever asked me this before. I promised to bring some next time. 
I was wild with pleasure: there would be a next time, and I 
could show my poems. 

This was our first ritual, our first party celebrating our own 
sacred things. In that and in many similar moments over the 
next two months, without knowing the word "grace," I became 
a new person. For the first time I had permission to enjoy pub- 
licly what had always been sacred, but never yet named to me. 
I found it very good. 

"I 'M afraid of the watel; Annie Macdougal," Katie says. 
"Afraid!" I can't imagine being afraid: the water, like the 
earth, is my friend. How many years now have I known 

the water in all itsforms, brought it to the altal; mingled it with air- 
forms, fire-forms, earth? I even think of skiing as a kind of swim- 
ming, a moving through water as powder and ice, and 1 celebrate 
water summer and winter: 

"So you can't swim!" I say. "I'll  teach you. " 
I am confident. Teaching little girls seems to be a calling, it comes 

so easily: stringing beads on a loom in blue and black bird patterns; 

biscuits on sticks over the Coleman stove; pyramids of kindling and 
tinder the basisfor effective small campfires. Songs-the easiest of 
all, myfavorite to teach, the wordsfirst, then I play guitar: I sing to 
her now: " 'Twas grace that taught my heart tofeal; and grace my 
fear relieved . . ." The wrinkle between her eyes eases. She likes 
these words too. She believes I can help her: She believes in my 
grace. 

T HE nearer I got to eight, the nearer November came, 
the more intensely my mother drove home to us in 
Sunday School the saving power of the gospel, the im- 

portance of baptism by a man who has authority, the new pos- 
sibility of repentance once we had received the Holy Ghost. I 
got this not only at Sunday School but at home, too. My father 
would baptize me-counselor to the bishop, he was, a busy 
and important man in his business and in our church ward, 
and I was privileged to have his authority in my house. My 
mother told me this often. To me, he seemed far away, tall and 
good-looking but from some other world. 

My behavior for his world differed subtly from my behavior 
at home without him. When he was at work, I showed respect 
for recipes, computers, quiet reading, Vera Ann's plans. At 
Nina's my behavior was different yet again: games outside in 
the elements, laughter, poems. But for my father I affected for- 
mality, propriety, soberness. These affectations were repre- 
sented to me as right and proper. No girl child behaves the 
same for her father, and sometimes not even for her mother, as 
she does for her friends. Halloween morning broke frosty I 
wore a black turtleneck and an orange skirt-my mother 
dressed me classily, put my hair in fashionable twists with rib- 
bons of the appropriate colors-and I said to Vera Ann, "Can I 
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take some black-cat cookies to a party at Sister Galsworthy's 
after school?" 

"Didn't you go there day before yesterday?" she said. 
"It's an important day," I said, "Halloween." 
"When will you go trick-or-treating?" 
"After dark," I said. "I'll be home before dinner. Can I take 

the cookies?" I'd helped make them. 
She shook her head. It meant, "Well, all right, but if you re- 

ally loved me you wouldn't." She put six black cats on an or- 
ange paper plate decorated with silhouettes of witches. "What's 
the attraction over there?" she said. 

I started to tell her, but then I didn't. 
When I got to Nina's in the afternoon, the wind chill had 

blasted me into winter, even in my black l e ~ n g s .  I drank the 
rose hip tea she gave me with pleasure. Herb teas, she said, not 
only warmed you but also gave you health, and I had no com- 
punction about drinking tea in her house, though black tea 
and coffee were forbidden in our own. "The nutmeg in it will 
warm you up," she said. "It's full of Vitamin C. The sun in a 
cup." 

We did the things we always did: made a potpoum, gath- 
ered gifts, representatives of the elements, from the now-dymg 
garden, read poems. Some days we also walked a little way up 
into the canyon behind the house, but today I had to think of 
trick-or-treating and being home before dark. Even though we 
didn't go anywhere, I was late getting home, because Nina 
showed me some ways to play with my new poems to make 
them better. I had brought two. Riva shook her head over us. 
She meant, "You are so remarkable, you makers of poems and 
pots!" I ran home smiling. 

But Vera Ann was furious. "It's six-thirty!" she said. "What 
can you have been thinking about? What about your piano? 
Your homework?" 

My father was angry too. His placid home life had been dis- 
rupted. Vera Ann's very recipe-writing had gone sour because 
of me and had leaked over into their angry, childless dinner. 
He dropped me off at the comer of the next street over and 
told me to go on trick-or-treating by myself while he waited in 
the car, and huny. The road was slippery. Frozen drops fell 
from time to time. I ran from the Chenards' to the Maltons' and 
slipped in the middle of the street. In my black witch's robe I 
suppose I was invisible to my father, who in a flurry of regret 
turned up the street in his Lincoln as I fell and hit me gently 
with the right front bumper. I slid twenty feet. The ice and as- 
phalt sliced my leg and arm like glass. 

My father, not a man to be hysterical, flung me into the 
back of his car and he would have screeched home if the ice 
had not made him slide instead. My mother said, "Will you 
give her a blessing?" My father said, "Let's take her to the emer- 
gency room and see. If we have to we'll call Brother Chenard." 
He was our neighbor, and you always needed two men for a 
blessing. That was how it was done. But at the emergency 
room he decided I was not seriously enough injured to require 
a blessing. My left leg required stitches, though, and it hurt. I 
thought I could remember Nina telling me what herbs soothed 
pain and I wanted warm tea, not the fat brown pills the emer- 

gency room nurse tried to give me. I asked my mother to call 
Riva . 

She was there with Nina in five minutes. They held my 
hands. My mother left for a moment to ask a nurse about 
something and Nina said, "We're going to give you a blessing." 
I had no time to say, "My father says there's no need, and you 
have to have the proper authority, anyway, two men, one to 
pour the sealing oil, one to say the proper words." Instead they 
put their hands on my leg, the stitched part of me, and Riva 
said, "In the name of the Mother and the Father and all that is, 
we bless you with health and a quick recovery to carry on your 
pleasure and your work." 

From the doorway my father said, "Get out of here," and my 
mother beside him added, "Please." And that, they said later, 
was why my friends would not be allowed to come to my bap- 
tism, even though my leg healed in about three days and it 
never hurt and I was back at school the very next day 

M Y baptism was to be an extended-family celebration. 
I had no siblings, but I went to the baptisms of every 
first, second, and third cousin in a two-hundred- 

mile radius to watch them in their white overalls be immersed 
in a warm font of water by their fathers or older brothers or 
uncles in white overalls. They always invited everyone: family, 
of course-Macdougals cover this state in all their variety and 
they always play bagpipes and often they sing, one or more of 
them in groups so practiced they sound professional. Also in- 
vited are the bishop of the ward the child lives in and the bish- 
op's counselors, if they want to come; the Sunday School 
teacher of the child to be baptized, and all his or her Sunday 
School class, and their parents; and special friends who might 
not already be in any of these categories. 

By special permission I was to be baptized on Thanksgiving 
morning, so that the traditional after-ceremony meal could be 
a holiday one attended by all the closely related Macdougals. 
Holiday baptisms are not prescribed, and I think my father 
would have been just as happy if we had done it the normal 
way, with all the new eight-year-olds of several wards sitting 
together at the front of the Primary room with their many fam- 
ilies filling the folding chairs, and their fathers one by one 
taking them to stand waist-deep in the font in the proper 
stance, saylng the baptism words as they appear in the 
Doctrine and Covenants. Usually, too, the after-baptism meals 
are potluck, but Vera Ann wanted to show off her recipes, and 
my father agreed to show off his home, and they took it upon 
themselves to do all the work. 

We planned on forty guests. I went shopping with my 
mother to seven different stores for the best grocery selections 
and to more stores than I could keep track of for the finest 
white baptism dress for me. I wanted to quote something to 
my mother about "in all her finery, hee hee!" but I didn't. I had 
chores to do, tables to set, dishes to place on the elegant tables 
when the time came. We were all kept very busy 

My mother planned my program. Dobie and Mike 
Macdougal, the bagpipers, were invited to play "Praise to the 
Man," a hymn straight from the days of Nauvoo, an old fa- 
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"Has there been a blessing? I'll go get your father," Vera Ann says. Her recipe for 
rightness: go get a father. It's written in all the manuals; how could I 

have forgotten ? 

vorite at these affairs because it's perfect for bagpipes (the attri- 
bution for the music says "Old Scottish tune") while it honors 
Joseph Smith. In order to spread around the honor of per- 
forming at my baptism, Vera Ann also chose two younger 
second cousins, who had been baptized in the last year or so, 
to talk about the Holy Ghost and Jesus. Naturally the entire 
visiting congregation would sing a song or two together, under 
the direction of my mother's sister Rayelle, whose clear so- 
prano I had always liked and whose calling in life was to be the 
chorister for the Primary in every ward she ever attended. 

I said, "Can Riva and Nina speak instead of Lizzie and Ty?" 
"Not this time," said Vera Ann. 

"I want them to come," I said. 
Vera Ann looked angry "This is forfamily," she said. 

R IVA called me the night before."Do you want me and 
Nina to come to your baptism, Annie Macdougal?" she 
asked. 

"They won't let me ask you," I said. 
"Your mother and father do what they think they have to," 

she said after a minute. "Nina and I are not in the formula." 
She let me think about that. "Do you want to come over here 
right now?" she said. 

Vera Ann was typing. She still had deadlines, and the worst 
of the work for tomorrow was done. Her study door was 
closed. I left a note saylng I would be home soon, love Annie. 
I was at the little house behind Riva's in seven minutes. 

They were both waiting on the porch. Nina held a package 
wrapped in gold foil. I ran up the walk, but I went slowly up 
the steps, panting. "We wanted to give you this," Nina said. 
She smelled earthy, like good clay "It doesn't matter to- 

morrow," she said, "whether we're there or not. Right?" 
"It matters," I said. "I hate them." I took the package. 
"Don't hate them," Nina said. 
"Open it now," Riva said. 
It was a pendant on a gold chain, a ball smaller than half an 

inch in diameter, heavy like crystal and filmy and changeful as 
if it were filled with pale green water. 

"I wish I could stay here," I said. 
"You could if it were up to us," Nina said. 
Riva said, "Some things are important for reasons that seem 

very strange. It works two ways: why we're important is 
strange to your mother, why she's important is strange to you 
now, when you're eight. But she is. So is this baptism. It needs 
to please more than just you. Write a poem about it later." But 
I cried all the way back to my parents' house. 

S 0 you can see that Riva and Nina recognized as well as I 
did my true motive for becoming a counselor at Jordan 
Camp. As usual, they seemed merely to rejoice in my 

good fortune, the same way they did when I won writing 
awards and finally a scholarship to a small Eastern university 
for my poetry There were blessings and rituals for these occa- 
sions, of course, but only rare mention of my parents. If my 
mother objected to the camping trips we took, the birthday 
and holiday parties we held over at Nina's, she found subtle 
ways to say so: Sundays are for family; you need to be at home 
for holidays, dear, your father expects it; of course we rejoice 
in your awards and scholarships, dear, isn't that why we take 
you to dinner? Good grl.  

When I told her I had applied to be a counselor at the girls' 
camp, she said, "That will be a pleasant summer job for you." 
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My father said, "Why don't you get a good job writing for 
IBM?" I believe he regretted having turned down an opportu- 
nity in Washington, D.C. His daughter and IBM seemed like a 
suitable substitute partnership. 

Camp Jordan is known for its democratic clientele. Rich 
little girls' parents pay the full tuition, but less fortunate chil- 
dren are subsidized if their application forms indicate suitable 
aptitude and desire for "experience in theory and practice of 
environmental responsibility, astronomical issues and affairs, 
and physical well-being." The camp lies halfway up a ten- 
thousand-foot mountain raked by ski trails in winter and criss- 
crossed in summer by family recreational vehicles with license 
plates from Manitoba to Mexico. We lived just over the moun- 
tain from it-ten minutes by small plane, two hours by bus. 
Sometimes the green camp bus came down into our city for a 
play or planetarium performance, and I watched the girls with 
something less than envy. I didn't need to go to camp to love 
the mountains and the stars, and I hiked everywhere, my es- 
sential tools in my backpack, without having to pay any kind 
of tuition, full or subsidized. 

But once I saw the poster at the community college, that 
summer before I went away to the East, the idea of counseling 
at the camp fascinated me. I had no idea Riva's daughter would 
be there. 

Of course I had met Riva's children. As I understand it, her 
husband and she had a congenial arrangement, neither di- 
vorce nor cohabitation, once Riva admitted the nature of her 
relationship to Nina. There were two children, a boy and a 
girl, very young when this all started, and they lived with 
their father in another town several hours away from both 
our town and Camp Jordan. Apparently Riva went with them 
to family affairs, their own baptisms and priesthood ordina- 
tions and family reunions and so on. Occasionally Riva's chil- 
dren came to stay with their mother briefly while their father 
went on a business trip or somewhere, and it was at those 
times that I learned from Nina to like them, though in a 
strange way, disinterested, since I was neither their rival nor 
really their friend. I was part of Riva's life in ways very dif- 
ferent than they were-maybe the daughter she'd meant hers 
to be but had waited till too late to train. I don't know. But 
there was still something important about her children to 
Riva, something different than what I was important for. That 
was why she couldn't give them up, and it also explained why 
the marriage had not been legally dissolved. Riva was, is, 
Mormon, after all: husband and children are the crowning 
glory. It's to Nina's great credit that she understood this well 
enough to accept Riva's strange marital status without com- 
plaint. 

But the point is that I knew Katie, and Christopher her 
brother as well. Katie was twelve at Camp Jordan, a very small 
and quiet and conventional twelve. She wanted to do every- 
thing right, and she wanted to have friends. She seemed happy 
to see me that first afternoon because I was a familiar face. 

"Annie Macdougal!" she called across the crafts classroom. 
"Katie Maynard Galsworthy, as I live and breathe," I called 

back. "Are you doing your weaving correctly?" 

Which of course she was. She did everything correctly Not 
like her mother in the eyes of the Church; not like me in the 
eyes of my own mother. 

And because she was there, I took her under my wing, like 
Jesus would have Jerusalem. I made her mine, for Riva's sake. I 
thought: "now I can pay Riva back." 

We began to do rituals. But-like Riva and Nina-I did not 
call them rituals. I called them activities, and we included as 
many of the other twelve-year-old girls as wanted to come. 
There were always treasure hunts, gifts from the earth. We 
talked about the elements-the original four and the chemical 
hundred-and-six and the poetic seven and the camp three 
(physical, astronomical, environmental). We started calling 
ourselves the Fifth Element, which is Spirit. On one trip back 
to town I even got us T-shirts with our name in neon green. To 
me, Katie began to look more and more like her mother. 

"H AS there been a blessing?" Vera Ann demands, sud- 
denly here, in the hospital waiting room, a surprise 
and yet not a surprise, "Why are you sitting here 

crying? Where is this little girl's father? Should your father come 
with the bishop? She isn't dead, is she!" 

I shake my head no to everything. Riva should be here, not you, 
but she is out East somewhere with Nina at a women's mwicfestival 
and I am so afraid. 

"IV go get yourfather," Vera Ann says. Her recipefor rightness: 
go get afathel: It's written in all the manuals; how could I havefor- 
gotten? She walks away briskly, her huaraches slapping the 
linoleum correctly. 

And once she is gone I know what to do. 

"K ATIE MAYNARD," I whisper to the child through 
the glass. She is in intensive care. A machine is 
breathing for her. I will not let my brain be filled 

with the fluid of fear. I put both hands on the glass between us, 
not caring who's watching, what nurse, what aide, what intern. 
Glass is only silicon, only sand, and can't stop the healing I 
send to her. I feel my palms sweating against the double pane, 
but I also feel them tingling, and I know my mind is set. "Katie 
Maynard," I whisper. "In the name of our Lord and Mother I 
send you the power to be free as air. Warm as fire. Live as 
earth. One with water. I promise it won't hurt you and you'll 
know how close you've been. I love you. Your mother loves 
you. In the name of Jesus, Amen." 

We've gone around and around about Jesus, Riva and I. But 
his maleness doesn't bother me at all. I told her I think the 
Mormon story is simply not complete; it only knows his air 
and fire forms, though his earth form, his water form, is 
Mother, and I can pray in the name of Her and to Jesus both 
and Christian or Mormon or pagan or what you will, the 
powers will hear and Katie will be healed without offense to 
anyone. So I say this prayer and send the waves of all my 
health to her through glass, through iron. 
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"I S this the Galsworthy girl?" my father asks the intern 
at the door. He nods. My father shows a card. "I'm 
here to gve a blessing." Even the interns here are 

Mormon and he nods without a shrug. In fact, when he sees 
there is only my father, not the requisite two priesthood 
holders, he offers to help. My father accepts. It is what he 
wanted. My father nods at me as we go in. My hands are still 
plastered to the glass. 

I want to be able to hear, and I can. The intern pours oil on 
her head and seals her for the blessing. It is in the manuals; it 
is how they do the blessings for the sick, these men, this lay 
priesthood of my mother Vera's church. Then my father says 
the words. I strain to hear. After the ritual involnng of the 
priesthood and the name of God, he says, "We bless you, Katie 
Galsworthy . . ." His voice trails off. I know her middle name. 
I know what it means to her mother. I know what he has to say 
next and I wait for him to say it. 

"God is with you," he says. "You are not to die. There is 
something worlung in you . . . the . . . elements conspire in 
your behalf. I bless you to accept them and be whole." 

There is a pause. These are words I've never heard my father 
use before; they're certainly not part of any Mormon blessing. I 
am holding my breath, and my hands are still plastered to the 
glass. 

He finishes with the ritual ending: "In the name of Jesus 
Christ, amen." With his hands still on Katie's head, he opens 
his eyes and says to the intern, "I have no idea what I meant." 
They come out of the room after the intern checks her pulse, 
which is, apparently, all right. My father stares at me as he 
passes. It's as if he has no idea who I am. P 

NOTE 

1. "Seven Times One," Jean Ingelow, in Untermeyer's Golden Treasury of 
Poetry (19591, 14. 

THE BIRTHING FIELD: OAHU ISLAND 
"A rose pretends, a rock tells how it is." 

-William Stafford 

On a map this place is nowhere. 
To get here, take two turns 
and plow your car into the field 

of pineapple where a crop of stones 
hides and streams with stains 
the rains have deepened like legend. 

The life-force lucks and pushes 
beside a red tractor. On a high rock 
are two plumeria leis, chains of young skin. 

There is no other monument here 
for Kahihiokalani, chief's wife, 
or any woman who lay on stone 

while a child washed up in the surf 
of Hoolonopahu drumbeats, was plucked 
from the waters with wrap of red feathers, 

was divine by place, in a chief's hard realm. 
It is an inheritance for island women 
wherever women are, whatever waters 

define them. 

-DAWN BAKER BRIMLEY 
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