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"He turned a full circle. He whirled, ran through the chapel to the foyer, saw no one, 
could open no doors. He no longer had keys to anything." 

HEN THE ORGAN POSTLUDE BEGAN, 
Michael Morsan stepped from the first row of in- 
terlocked chairs in the overflow section. The ac- 

cordion-fold doors between the chapel and the cultural hall 
began to close behind him. The priests sidled from the sacra- 
ment table, and the new ward clerk began counting the cups 
left in the trays. 

Del Strausser stepped down from the bass section, and 
Harley Dunn left the tenors. Stalwarts-these former coun- 
selors-doubting only Michael's commitment to choir- 
building, but not answering when he'd asked, "Well, when else 
can we hold ward council?" 

Other nodding, smiling singers descended, shaking hands 
and talking with those surging toward the stand. Members ed- 
died here and there. The newsletter editor cornered one, then 
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another. Michael liked the way the man involved everyone and 
published on time. His spirituality, though- 

Sister Fraley stretched for the huge basket of lilacs she'd 
rushed to the pulpit three hours ago. They teetered, threat- 
ening to bury her. But she cradled them the way her son 
caught a football and smiling, charged the door. The organist 
swung into Mendelssohn's "On Wings of Song," Michael's fa- 
vorite. 

The tides parted for Brother Woolley, the old, hard-of- 
hearing widower shuffling from the row of amplifiers. Del and 
Neva Strausser escorted him off, probably to dinner. 

Evelyn, of the hair-combing-and-braiding Spratlings, 
leaned on her twin, a finger still winding blonde strands. 
Today they'd taken turns smoothing, measuring, and sec- 
tioning each other's hair-something Michael had never fully 
seen from the stand. Then loosening their brother's ponytail, 
they'd braided it into little ropes hangng over the shaved hair 
above his ears. 
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Sister Fortunata raised her hands from the keyboard, closed 
her music, and slid to the end of the organ bench. Her foot hit 
what the priests called the superblast pedal. Even Michael, 
who had expected it, jumped. 

"At least you listened that time!" she laughed into the 
shocked silence. Then, clasping her hands like a winning 
boxer, she left. 

New Bishop Saltis laughed, too, then bent toward Sister 
Ashley whose Bible knowledge seemed to come from The Ten 
Commandments and Ben Hur: Somehow, offending no one, Salt 
had defused her Joshua-Aaron mix-up in Sunday School. The 
instructor had been gratefully amazed. 

The teachers finished stowing the portable microphones 
and huddled with Brother Oberle, their adviser. A convert 
from the former Yugoslavia, he spoke British English. 
Interpreting the scriptures literally, he'd taught his boys to 
clean the chapel and help deacons take fast offering envelopes 
to the whole neighborhood. He'd greatly increased collec- 
tions-and attendance at ward Christmas dinners. 

Michael saw a new brother in a silk suit but with a pull- 
through, three-foot braid down his back. He saw Sister 
Wintrobe, the audio-visual librarian staring at him and as she 
slipped from the chapel, realized she'd stared all morning. He 
saw young Parker Otteson trial-flymg an airplane folded from 
the program. Parker had come to tithing settlement with two 
jars of grimy coins. The second jar had been for Michael, be- 
cause he had been robbed. 

Kim and Kang left, the tireless college students who tended 
the condos. Last summer, while Brother Woolley had been ill, 
Kim and Kang had borrowed enough hose to reach across lots 
to water his yard. And they grew exotic pumpkins for the kids. 

Michael's stomach growled. Where was Bennie? He looked 
toward the Relief Society end of the building where she must 
be with her counselors. Should he wait for her? And what 
about their daughters? Where were they? 

The crowd had thinned. Probably mainly those to be set 
apart or interviewed still surrounded the new bishop. Why 
was Michael's former executive secretary, now high priests 
group leader, there? Someone in that family must have re- 
ceived a call. Gradually everyone exited through the door 
nearest the bishop's office. 

He turned a full circle. Where were his daughters? Where 
were they supposed to go, and what were they supposed to 
do? His stomach growled again. He'd better get some water. 

He left the channel and the chapel just as the sound system 
blurted, "Oh, for heaven's sakes, don't ask me that question! I 
won't answer it. Why, I wear the longest sleeves and skrts in 
the stake-longer than anything your wife wears, for starters. 
And the other leaders' wives-don't get me started!" A dif- 
ferent voice said, "Who are you to dictate and analyze people's 
testimonies?" 

He whirled, ran through the chapel to the other foyer, saw 
no one, could open no doors. He no longer had keys to any- 
thing. Ultimately he walked around the building, inside then 
out. In the parking lot, his car was gone; Bennie's remained. He 
began walking home. 23 

LETTER TO FATHER 
Pete and I drive for hours, notebook flat on my lap, 
fat sun feasting on miles of sky 
I want to write a letter, 
but the words are stubborn, won't come. 
White snow bullies the earth clean, 
drifts are muscles of blank. 
We haven't spoken since the divorce: 
wayward daughter, too much the turtle, 
afraid to cross your highway of fast cars. 

A patch of trees distracts me, 
pine-green boughs are paws 
that weigh heavy clumps of white. 
A cardinal fevers the landscape, 
ignites a lonely heat that feeds a tumor 
I've kept packed on ice: 
I could never please you. 

Though I've tried, 
took political science classes in college, 
squeezed my wild weeds of thought 
into a business suit. 
I voted for men as if I were voting for you, 
mamed one, and years later 
chip away at what is missing. 
Your daughters are disappointments. 
Their names stick in your throat 
like failure choked back. 

Dusk spreads its orange roots across 
a dead horizon. 
I see my life in pages of snow 
and launder myself of your anger. 
Your bitterness is a yawn 
as long as this car ride. 

-KERRI BROSTROM MASTERS 
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