
T U R N I N G  T H E  T I M E  O V E R  T O  . . .  Simpson hands a letter to my mother 
while trylng to smile. There is a long silence 
while Lavina, anger building, looks at the 

AUTUMN STORM: AN 
letter. Simpson breaks the silence first, not 
with "I'm sony," "Is there anything we can 
do?" or even "You brought this on vourself." .-..-- - - - -  ~ 0 

EXCOMMUNICANT'S SON REFLECTS "Have a nice day," he mutters, nu2ging the 
other man toward the door. Lavina looks at 

By Christian Anderson 

The Anderson family-Christian, Lavina, and Paul- 
pulled together when Lavina was excommunicated 

as one of the "September Six. " 

W HEN MY MOTHER, LAVINA 
Fielding Anderson was excom- 
municated in September, I knew 

my life would never be the same. I didn't 
know then how it would change, and I still 
only have a dim idea of what events in my 
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life were caused by the excommunication 
and what would have occurred anyway 
These are some of the events that I know 
were caused by the excommunication (which 
no member of the family attended) and some 
thoughts on their effects. 

September 12th, 1993 
Two men in dark suits are knocking on 

the door. By the time I reach the living room, 
Lavina has already opened the door. I am 
vaguely acquainted with one of them: a tall, 
black-haired man, Simpson or Samson or 
something like that. The other man is much 
older; I've never seen him before. 1 am only 
thirteen, but I sense intense awkwardness. 

him. "I think you just insured that I won't." 
She gives him a smile that I have never seen 
before, and it frightens me. 

"Lavina!" I say, covering by using that 
voice teenagers always use when their par- 
ents are making them uncomfortable. It 
breaks the spell, and the two men leave 
without another word. 

September 24th, 1993 
I walk into the kitchen at 6:55 in the 

morning, right on time for the first time this 
year. Lavina and Paul are both at the lutchen 
table. Lavina is scanning a letter; Paul is not 
looking at her. 

"Excommunication?" I ask. It is almost a 
foregone conclusion, but we had been 
praying. Perhaps God would help this time. 

"Yes." 
Way to go, God. 
The letter does not contain a reason. 

Lavina calls the stake president, Marlin 
Miller, to ask for one-he is already at 
work. I listen carefully, even though I know 
it is unimportant. If they couldn't find a 
reason, they would have invented one. The 
accusation in the letter about the court had 
been "conduct unbecoming a member." 
Lavina points this out to him. He says the 
reason is really "apostasy." Lavina accepts 
this, declines his offer of another letter, and 
hangs up. We don't want any more mail 
from him. 

I feel the beginnings of anger and watch 
both my waiting for them to start 
hitting things. Nothing happens. Breakfast 
is only slightly quieter than usual. School 
passes, and I quickly begn to lose any 
strong emotion. It hurts to think about it, so 
I don't. 

Anxiety builds again as I wait for Lavina 
to pick me up after school 

"We're going to a radio station for an in- 
terview. Is that all right?" she asks. 

I study her. She isn't being bitter or sar- 
castic. She sounds quite cheerful, maybe a 
little abstracted. 

I relax. "Yeah." 
During the interview, I barely pay atten- 

tion to the words, listening for explosive, 
bitter tones. They never come. She is angry, 
but not furious. Angry is okay Angry is log- 
ical. Order is restored 
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S U N S T O N E  

January 16th, 1994 
Lavina talks to me after sacrament 

meeting. "You know how you passed the 
sacrament to President Miller today?" I sud- 
denly realize I did. I would have had to. I 
passed to the stand, and he was sitting on the 
stand, right where he always sits when he 
visits our ward, in the row behind the bish- 
opric. 

I shrug, noncommittally "Yeah?" 
"I watched you do it," she said. "You gave 

the emblems of Christ's atonement to the 
man who is keeping me from taking the 
sacrament. And I realized that Christ died for 
all of us, both him and me. And I felt at 
peace." She is crymg. 

Intensely grateful, I give her a hug. 
"Now what if you tripped and spilled the 

water all over him?" 
We laugh. It is over. 

B UT it wasn't over. Several times since 
then, I have heard talk about general 
authorities someone either knows or 

suspects were involved in the excommuni- 
cations, hers or the others'. She doesn't trust 
Church leaders much-which I can under- 
stand-but she "respects" them. I'm not 
sure I understand that. Sometimes she 
makes jokes that sound bitter, not funny. 1 
guess I'd rather have jokes than tears, de- 
pression, anger, or ulcers. She's not ob- 
sessed. Most of the time, we don't even talk 
about it. 

I don't think I've ever had what other kids 
say they have-a testimony of the Church, 
that it's "true." What does "true" mean? If 
they mean that it is good, that it teaches 
people about the gospel, then no, I don't 
have a testimony I do believe the Church is 
capable of good because it is based on a 
gospel of love and compassion, and that it 
helps people be better. 

This is faith in the Church, not in God. 
Not "Put your trust in the Lord, and ye shall 
not fail," but "Put your trust in well-inten- 
tioned people, and the odds are against ye." 

I believe in a God, though I don't have a 
very clear picture of him. I have never not 
believed in a God, but Lavina's excommuni- 
cation-and those of the others-was very 
difficult for me, because the God I believed 
in couldn't be directing in this situation. He 
would not punish, or allow Church leaders 
to punish, people for telling the truth. But 
that is what happened. Lavina told the truth, 
and the Church couldn't take it. I had to re- 
cast my idea of God. It took me a long time 
to find an image that worked, and I wasn't 
comfortable with it until I saw the movie 
Shadowlands and heard C.S. Lewis say "We 

are blocks of stone. The blows that hurt us so 
much are what make us beautiful." 

But aside from the excommunication, 
nothing else has happened. Nobody men- 
tions it in our ward, nobody points and 
snickers, nobody tells us to rebuke the 
demons that have entered our household. 
Mostly people just act like nothing has hap- 
pened. We still have family prayer and attend 
church, the three of us. Many people go out 
of their way to be kind to Lavina and try to 
involve me in Church activities. We pray for 
the general authorities during family prayer. 
They need it. 1 wonder if they're praylng for 
us. We need it, too. 

The first person to ask me how I felt 
about Lavina's excommunication was Peggy 
Fletcher Stack for a "two years later" article in 
the Salt Lake Tribune. A lot of people saw my 
photograph with the article and mentioned it 
at school, but I didn't encourage them to ask 
questions, nor did I volunteer information. 
Others have asked if my mother is the Lavina 
Fielding Anderson, and I say "yes," and then 

they say "oh" and change the subject. 
During that September, many people said 

that the excommunication was worse than 
her death. It was nowhere near as bad as her 
death would have been. It was painful. It left 
a hole in our lives. But it was not a death. It is 
a social stigma, so people don't talk about it, 
or what we should have done, except in fo- 
rums like Sunstone. Or maybe I've just been 
well protected during everything that has 
happened. 

I now must believe in spite of the Church, 
instead of because of it, and that's the extent 
of the damage. I still plan to go on a mission. 
I want to teach people about Jesus, about 
prayer, about the Book of Mormon. If I 
many, I plan to do so in a temple. I plan to 
stay Mormon. I hope someday Lavina can be 
in the Church again. If she can't, it won't be 
the end of the world. 

This excommunication was a blow from 
the sculptor that I did not understand, and 
probably never will, but it is one that I, with 
my parents' help, have endured. 'B 

MOUTH-TO-MOUTH 
Sometimes I wake in the night 
and lie there marooned 
in all this we call by many names, 
waiting, 

believing I am alone 
in some nothingness. 
Then I feel suffocated, 
hold my breath- 
until I hear you exhale, 
and the world returns. 

This faint air 
is our life together, 
a miracle of joining repeating 
thousands of times each day 

our hope is 
it will be never-ending 
and we go on 
wishing it were true. 

Let me know you are there. 
If my breath stops, 
put you mouth on mine. 

-W R. WILKINS 
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