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across the ward garden, through the picket fence, across Brother 
Gudlermo's weed field, through another fence (barbed wire), 
across the dirt highway, and into the irrigation canal. We 
watched, cave-mouthed, shaking our heads and rubbing our 
eyes like cartoon caricatures. No one could believe it. "Floyd!" 
they whispered with facial spasms as the story circulated up 
and down the pews the next day, a step ahead of the sacra- 
ment. "Floyd Fairbanks!" 

Why, Floyd was the rock, the pillar, the foundation of steel 
and concrete. Whenever the sign-up sheet went around for 
hospital visits or a day at the Bishops' Storehouse, Floyd's bold 
signature always topped the list. Sustaining vote? His big red 
paw was the first to go up. Big, handsome, affluent at thirty- 
five, he was a scholar (summa cum laude BYU; MBA from Stan- 
ford), an athlete (All-State Football, 1968-70), an Eagle Scout, 
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a returned missionary (assistant to the president). His beauti- 
ful wife could sing, dance, and decipher the complexities of 
an IBM interface. Tall, blond, blue-eyed, with her hair in a Sun- 
day bun she looked like Miss Sweden. Her cheese fondue was 
the best in the Valley. She and Floyd lived in a four-bedroom 
house ten miles out of town. Did I say house? Try hacienda. 
Mini-mansion. A jacuzzi in the master bathroom is what I'm 
talking about. They were the couple with the proverbial 
everything. 

But "everything" makes us-you, me, the rank-and-file of the 
Church-pause, look, and prod. It is a concept counter-doctrinal: 
just as no mortal is perfect, so no man or woman has 
"everything." 

Floyd and Charlene Fairbanks had no children. 
After ten years of trymg, they had resigned themselves. Con- 

dolences were bmshed aside with little homilies pilfered from 
the Richard Evans quote book: "Far worse things have hap- 
pened to far better people. . . ." True, true. After all, we're not 
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talking death, dismemberment, starvation, torture in the 
Nicaraguan jungles. We're not, after all, t ahng hard core tragedy. 
Pity fades fast. Plus it's hard to shed too many tears for some- 
one who looks like a movie star and drives a che:ry red Mer- 
cedes. These two income families. . . . 

So what got into Floyd? Who knows? Not I. But saylng this I 
feel a fib. The polygraph goes h a y r e .  Mad jags. My nose grows 
an inch. My ears stretch and droop. You see, I notice things. 
I look, I observe. What else can you do during the sacrament 
meeting when you're refereeing four kids? Actually, the chil- 
dren do very well. Janet has agreed to put Nancy Drew aside 
unal after the sacrament. Katie llkewise holds her coloring book 
and crayons in check. At five, Susan's behavior is still 
negotiable- Quiet Book, Etch-a-Sketch, and three sugarless mints 
if she makes it through the bread and water without leaving 
her seat. The boy, the three-year-old, I stuff with Cheerios and 
cheese squares, silently urgng the deacons to put it into over- 
drive. Hustle buns, boys! 

Jenene is there, of course, my alter-ego other-bookend, issuing 
silent first and second warnings that keep the kids in line, 
remarkably effective since instituting Lee Canter's Assertive Dis- 
ciplinefor Parents. (She is my superior in execution: Daddy the 
soft touch, the marshmallow man.) 

As the bread and water make the rounds, my eyes wander, 
take a brief bird flight from Gethsemane. Am I looking for foi- 
bles, cracks in the dike? Or simply trying to hasten the clock 
by becoming oblivious to it? Whatever, I look, I listen, I see 
and hear things I maybe ought not: the Bartlett boy, ten, a Blazer 
A, the way he scratches his teenage sister's back, up and down 
and all around-innocent affection, surely, but why the very 
adult expression on her face, the slow eye-closing ecstasy? Or 
Bruce Saunders, how he and Carolyn wage eye-wars over who 
will drag the twins into the foyer this week. Or Sally Rogers, 
who just last month delivered number four after six dry years 
of q n g ,  whispering to Sister Simmons: "I can't believe it! I feel 
so stupid. . . ." (Sally, you of all people should know better! 
The doctor's wife!) 

Or Floyd. Four or five years ago I'm talking about, when 
I was new to the ward and all I knew of Brother Fairbanks was 
a month of accumulated hearsay, a comment here, a brush 
encounter there. Not much in other words. But it took no Sher- 
lock Holmes to infer the obvious: no kids. However, this is 
not the type of observation I'm referring to. 

It was fast and testimony meeting. Bill Paxton had just blessed 
his twin girls-Bill the proud Poppa holding up his two pop- 
eyed dittoes. Later, Bishop Marler introduced a new couple, 
Brother and Sister Harmon from Bountiful. "And from what I 
understand," Bishop Marler said, "Bonnie is going to be a mother 
soon. February? Of course, in our ward, it's only news when 
one of our young brides isn't expecting!" 

The hearty chuckles, the girlish titters. The pinched smiles 
and eyes of the elderly. 

Floyd was on my left, his big block of a body hunched for- 
ward, head dipped like a buffalo's. Staring at his hands, thick 
mallets, mmng at the stringy red hairs around his knuckles, 

nodding, mumbling to himself. A dour look. Rodin's Thinker. 
Not Charlene. In her colorful Easter dress, a Van Gogh explo- 

sion, she looked positively euphoric, sunshine in her soul. I 
concluded the obvious: Charlene was basking in the light of 
incumbent motherhood while Floyd, the father-to-be, was 
suffering premature withdrawal pangs: demotion to number 
two, forfeiting the final lock on his life (any bachelor airs, I 
mean), staggered sleep, scheduled sex-in fact, all bodily pleas- 
ures realigned to fit the whims of this mystery newcomer. The 
spontaneity that is the fuel of romance, kaput! A veteran dad, 
1 could empathize. My intentions were good when I leaned his 
way and whispered, "Is your wife expecting, too!" 

The tuggng ceased. A smile moved across  IS lips like a 
zipper. He did not look at me; his eyes were on his hands. 
"Nope," he said, shaking his pompadoured head. We're one 
of the exceptions." 

Gambled and lost! I tried to console him. It wasn't hard-or 
shouldn't have been. Fatherhood. The stories I could tell! Why, 
our little Katie had had us up the night before with the twenty- 
four hour bug, coughing, crymg, throwing up. Jenene and I were 
suffering the day-after consequences-rash rings around the eyes, 
the waterlogged look, the body aching everywhere. I felt like 
Muhamad Ali's punching bag. I leaned Floyd's way again and 
whispered the same pearls of wisdom Jenene's mother had once 
passed on to us after tiring of our six month lamentation over 
"trying" to make a baby: "Enjoy it while you can. . . ." 

Floyd began nodding again, moving his lips. The smile 
returned, this time for good, though a little sinister, I thought 
(but rationalized that orthodontia can sometimes determine a 
happy or sad countenance). Then he clutched a handful of red- 
dish hair just above his wrist and ripped it from his skin. I 
felt a nudge on my other side. "Bread, Dad," Janet said, passing 
me the silver tray. 

It takes no Sherlock Holmes. . . . 
I could empathize, yes, but only to a point, for I am a father, 

a parent, a partaker of the fullness, so to speak. The married 
childless have no special programs in the Church, no satellite 
broadcasts, no dinners or roadshows smctly for their l a d .  They 
occupy the unacknowledged limbo of Mormondom. And it is 
a state I sometimes covet. All parents who are perfectly honest 
with themselves occasionally do. Check: except for Bill Paxton. 

I cannot imagne Bill separate from his kids. Like the scrip- 
ture, Bill is not without his children nor his children without 
him. They cling to him like little marsupials. Bill is one of these 
new and improved fathers of the Eighties who plays the "greatest 
calling" admonition to the hilt; who is so infatuated with this 
adventure called parenthood that his family has become 
inseparably Siamese. In his household, everything is a family 
undertalung: prayer and scripture study at 5:30 A M ,  followed 
by a family jog around the block (the baby in a Genycarrier, 
bobbing along on Bill's back). Camping, hiking, church, meals, 
movies-everything a family happening. Only their textbook 
modesty ruled out communal showers 

So when the Stake President gave our ward the dubious 
assignment to "do something* with the two weedy acres behind 
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the old Spanish Branch, and the bishop, espousing grand visions 
of fresh watermelon and tomatoes as big as basketballs to sup- 
plement summer feasts and fall fiestas, instructed the elders 
quorum to plant a ward garden, it was no surprise when Bill 
suggested we make it a family event. 

"Sure," he argued in his nasal twang, his Adam's apple bob- 
bing like an enthusiastic gobble-bobble. "A family affair. Wives, 
kids. They could help weed and plant-a great learning 
experience. With a picnic lunch after!" 

By the time he'd finished he was talking homemade root 
beer and Rototiller inservice for the primary kids. Crew-cut hair 
brishg with excitement, electrified with the idea of it, he turned 
to me and Roy Brown, his faithful counselors, for support. We 
nodded, half-convinced of the plausibility of the project and 
thoroughly that there would be no talking Bill out of it, so why 
oppose? Floyd rolled his immense shoulders uncomfortably, 
gnpped and released his thigh-thick neck, a sudden four-finger 
absence and flooding of color. He exhaled slowly, deeply, con- 
spicuously. Quorum secretary, he would not speak unless 
spoken to. Democratic Bill prompted him. "Floyd!" 

'9 don't know," he said, his shoulders rolling like a giant wave 
about to break. "I'd just as soon start early and get the job over 
with. Too many cooks in the kitchen, you know." 

He argued impressively. Starnng at sunup, we could all, plant, 
irrigate, and be out of there by noon. "Bring the wives and kids 
and we end up with a giant baby-sitting party." 

Nodding, Bill thanked Floyd for his input. "Those were excel- 
lent points. Dave, how do you feel? 

"Either way," I said. "I see pros and cons to both." 
"Roy?" 
Roy Brown shrugged. "Up to you, Bill." 
Bill started in on the virtues of family togetherness and his 

homemade root beer. Floyd pointed out that with an Elders 
Only project we could finish early enough for the husbands 
to spend the entire afternoon with their families, to do as they 
pleased-"work or play!" But even in his subdued fervor, his 
granite jaw in motion, his blue eyes blazing, I detected a timbre 
of futility in his voice, as if he knew, from the outset, his vote 
would be registered but ignored. He was trylng to kdl the sacred 
COW. 

Bill acknowledged Floyd's foresight and logc, offering the 
usual strokes (Floyd's diligence in submitting the monthly 
reports, in gathering home teaching stats, et cetera, et cetera), 
but the final verdict was family. Floyd lowered his head. 
"Brethren," he said solemnly, "when the President speaks, the 
debate is over." 

Bdl's bird-like hand fell momentarily on Floyd's monstrous 
shoulder. "I know!" he said, finger up, the light c l i h g  on. ''We'll 
call it 'Family Plantation Day'!" 

"Why not 'Family Fiesta Day'!" grumbled our faithful quo- 
rum secretary. 

ONLY Floyd and Steve Tryon and his wife were present 
when we pulled up by the old Spanish Branch, that Mormon 
Alamo. So much for our seven sharp kick-off. Floyd, in a pea 
green jump suit, was waist deep in weeds, swinging his hoe 
like Goliath mowing down the flimsy ranks of Israel. Susan and 
Benjamin scrambled out of the station wagon and immediately 
lost themselves in the joys of desert dirt. (Our older two, Janet 
and Katie, had reached the age of slumber parties and peer group 
preference. So much for our Family Plant Day.) In faded blue 
jeans and a pink t-shirt, leotard tight, Jenene muffled a yawn 
and groaned, reprimanding herself in a drowsy underwater voice 
for playing sucker, once again, to a grade B late night movie. 
I waved to Floyd who continued hacking down the enemy. 

Steve Tryon was genuflecting by the Rototiller, yanking the 
cord, tehsing the choke, trying everything short of consecrated 
oil and the laying on of hands to resurrect it from its winter 
coma. Bridgett Tryon was ralung the vanquished into big green 
mounds as the cracked adobe visage of the Spanish Branch 
looked on like a peevish old pamarch. Every three or four rakes, 
Bridgett straightened up and pressed her hand to her lower 
lumbar, wincing as if she'd just been stabbed there. I could barely 
make out the design on the front of her shirt: a stork with 
crossed saw and hammer underneath, and "Under Construc- 
tion" printed below that. I estimated three months. 

Bridgett waved to Jenene who waved back. 
"Duty calls," I said. 
"Talk me out of it," Jenene said. "Please. . . ." 
I whistled the first two bars of "The World Has Need of Will- 

ing Men" and handed her a rake. 
Steve Tryon gave a hopeful shout as the Rototiller roared 

convincingly, stinking up the cool morning air with bitter blue 
exhaust, but it shortly sputtered and died. Steve gave the 
machine a swift kick, then plopped down in the dirt, looking 
as if he's just missed the winning free throw. 

"Je-ne-ene!" Bridgett straightened and rubbed. 
Jenene muttered sourly, "She plays it to the hilt." Smiling, 

she waved again and marched towards the weed mounds, 
mumbling and murmuring to herself. She was not in good spirits 
this morning, and not because of the grade B movie or the 
prospects of sweating and grunting all day in the one hundred- 
plus heat. These might be her excuses, later, but I knew the 
real reason: last night she had asked me, once again, and I had 
refused. 

"Have a good one, Jen," I said, without sarcasm. 
She cast me an ambivalent glare-pre-love or premenstrual, 

her expressions were strilungly (distressingly!) simhr, the way - 
one eyebrow would angle downward while the other would 
lay perfectly flat. I grabbed a hoe and trudged towards Goliath 

Aside from a bit of bluish-gray lathering the peaks of the 
Superstitions, the sky was bare, stropped and shaved. Caught 
behind the minty froth, the sun was like a blind man trying 
to prod his way out. Once it did, it was going to be another 
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scorcher. Sauna City. By noon we'd all be cornflakes. But for 
now, cast in cool translucence, compliments of a mild Sono- 
ran southerly, the morning looked fresh, fertile, the dew on the 
weeds and crabgrass sparkling like diadems. Damp and cool, 
the shaded earth smelled positively aphrodisiac. 

"Not much of a turnout," I said, joining Floyd. 
He paused for a split-second. "Mormon time!" he grumbled, 

and resumed his steady hacking. Evidently he was in no bet- 
ter spirits than Jenene. 

"Anything in particular you'd like me to do!" I asked. 
"Grab a hoe." 
He hadn't noticed I was holding one. 
I raised my hoe like a weapon and struck the blade to the 

ground: the severed weeds released a juicy green scent. I took 
another swipe, another. Weeds were falling left and right. 

"Deeper," Floyd grumbled. "You're cutting too shallow." 
I should have known. 
I did not go to law school to bust sod and nurse the dirt 

for a living. I do not particularly like blisters. I do not like apply- 
ing Ben Gay to my sore parts. Occasionally, as a diversion, okay. 
But for me, manual labor is like a class reunion: after the ini- 
tial surprise, the novelty wears off. It gets old fast. 

And so it was today! After what seemed like an hour of 
intense hacking and chopping, I looked up to only find that 
I had taken at best a bitsy baby bite out of the infinity of weeds 
in front of me. A glance at my wrist-watch revealed I had been 
at it all of ten minutes. I was further humiliated by the massive 
shadow of Floyd Fairbanks working relentlessly behind me, 
cutting a swatch twice as wide as mine, and twice as fast. 
Granted, the shadows had an enlarging effect, but still, the man's 
arms looked as thick as my thighs. They were swinging to and 
fro like a giant metronome, chop-chop-chop, never missing a 
beat. Watching, listening, sensing the stiff fever that was not 
sun-induced in my arms and shoulders and Floyd's shadow 
passing back and forth behind me like the Angel of Death, sud- 
denly I was feeling my age like thirty-nine stones stacked on 
my shoulders. I could literally feel myself saggng under the 
weight, growing hunchback. 

A beep! beep! momentarily spared me further self-scrutiny. 
It was Bill Paxton, pulling up in his old Chevy van. The side 
door rolled open and the Paxton tribe poured out-one two 
three four five six seven eight of them, including two sets of 
twins. They marched out to the field and immediately set to 
work, hoemg,, *g, raking, like little foreordained angels. 
Becky stepped down from the van-blue jeaned, freckled, smil- 
ing like a June bride though sideways she looked as if she'd 
swallowed a volleyball for breakfast. She waddled over to join 
Jenene and Bridgett. 

Bill shook my hand vigorously, then offered his to Floyd 
with such good will and enthusiasm that even Goliath had to 
momentarily put aside his hoe and reciprocate. As if on cue, 
the sun broke through the clouds, showering gold dust across 
the field. In seconds the morning turned from cool to warm 
as the gray shadows of the church house darkened to a mid- 
night pitch. Old Brother Guillermo stepped outside his stucco 

shack, visoring his eyes as he gazed at us through Coke bottle 
glasses, wondering what these crazy gnngos were up to now. 
He shook his silver-gray head and trudged back inside, the red 
chilies by the doorway glowing like petrified fire. 

Alvin and Diane Lyon drove up in their Rambler station 
wagon. Before it had come to a halt, four towheads were leap- 
ing out, whooping and hollering like a war party as they charged 
towards the dirt mounds, brandishing plastic Ninja swords. 
More families followed. By nine the sun was high and hot, and 
the grounds teeming with activity-kids in Levis and t-shirts 
making mini-cities in the sand, the ladies raking up the last 
of the weeds the men, led by Floyd, the human propeller, had 
quickly finished off. 

Ben Huber drove up with another Rototiller-Ben the High 
Priest, come to add patriarchal ballast. "I thought I'd best make 
sure you got the job done right," he quipped to Bill. Our quo- 
rum president thanked him profusely. 

Ben resuscitated the ward Rototiller, then started up his own, 
his bullfrog belly jostling as he guided it smoothly up and down 
the weeded area, its twin blades (which to me looked like a 
pair of wickedly bent stars) slowly churning up the earth. Work- 
ing the far side, Bill Paxton gnpped the handles of the ward 
Rototiller for dear life, his wiry arms shaking as if he were being 
electrocuted. 

Some of the women had begun diggng furrows and it looked 
as if, soon, we could begin planting seeds. The wonders of com- 
munal labor! The morning moisture was long gone and the 
shadows had shrunk to tight dark rings around the scrawny 
olive trees. Faces were reddening and underarms growing half- 
moons and full-moons of sweat. Floyd, I noticed, was work- 
ing further and further away from the general cluster. Pausing 
to survey the scene, he looked like Brigham Young minus the 
beard- that same paunchy authority and lion look. Or another 
image: a feudal lord overseeing his estate. His eyes were on 
the ladies now, that ice man glare. He licked his lips, lizard 
quick. Twice. Then lowered his blade into the dirt. 

I looked across the field at Jenene, apparently in better spirits 
now, laughing amidst the other Levied ladies. Every time she 
bent over to rake, her bottom swelled like a denim valentine. 
When she straightened up, her hair, loosely bound in back with 
a barrette, reached down past her hips. The sun was selectively 
picking out the blond streaks. Snatching glimpses of her, I felt 
like Jacob laboring in the fields for beautiful Rachel, although 
a slightly older version of that virile wrestler of angels. My 
thoughts went back to those days of student poverty when I 
would sit in my seven-thirty class, chin in hand, secretly inhaling 
the residue of Jenene's wonderful braclush smell- sniffing it hke 
a cocaine addict, her sweet love smell propelling me through 
the day. As if she had been reading my thoughts, Jenene twisted 
her head just enough to look my way. I raised my hand and 
smiled, but she didn't smile back. She was still angry about 
last night. 

Jenene and I married young by today's standards: I was 
twenty-four; she was twenty. Following the normal course of 
things, obeying the first great commandment, a year-and-a-half 
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later we were parents-children with a chdd. I was juggling three 
jobs, working my way through law school-up at four A M ,  

home at mrdnighr, the kid, the baby, a cry in the night, my 
wife a warm body to come home to after washing the janitorial 
grit from my hands. We lived a mile from campus in a bat- 
tered old trailer. Corrugated metal. The front door had been 
cut from an old billboard. "Frank's Tavern" it read on the inside. 
When it worked, the swamp cooler shrieked like a harpy. The 
summer heat was hell fire-Satan's sweathouse. What little fat 
Jenene had melted off her like wax. One other child was born 
while we lived in that tin can. Like sardines. Wall-to-wall sleep- 
ing bags. Tough going, tears at times, but we made it okay. 

Our other two, Susan and Benjamin, were born under more 
convenient circumstances. By then I had started my practice 
and we lived in a house, three bedrooms. For the first time, 
Jenene was delivered by her very own gynecologist instead of 
being treated like leftovers at the county hospital. Susan and 
Ben have, or will have, all the so called advantages-swimming 
lessons, piano lessons, violin lessons, Cabbage patch dolls, a 
Sweet Sixteen Camaro, not to mention a hll-time dad. You might 
say they were born in innocence, free of canned hash and cock- 
roaches, which is good in many ways but not so in others. 
The older two know the value of a dollar. That sounds soap 
box, but you won't see Janet or Katie going around the house 
leaving lights on. But neither of them plays the violin either. 

After our fourth child, Jenene and I decided enough was 
enough. (Yes, we had hoped- prayed- for a boy, but we would 
have stopped regardless.) Her parents and mine were letter- 
of-the-law Mormons, raised on the old school ethic, popping 
out a kid a year. Birth control was a no-no. Onan would be 
cursed. Fine. But the women paid for it. Following her seventh 
in nine years, Jenene's mother suffered a nervous breakdown. 
Valium Valley for her. My mother-I recall all too vividly those 
torturous Sabbath mornings ("Sunday Bloody Sunday" she sub- 
titled them). My father, the bishop, was up and gone before 
sunrise, leaving the get-ready gauntlet to Mom: brushing hair, 
washing faces, socks on, shoes on, dresses and coats on, chas- 
ing around the kitchen like a short-order cook. Zippingup her 
dress as she herded the eight of us snarling, quarreling, bitch- 
ing towheads ("Jeff hitted me!" "Shut up, Jack!" 'You two quit 
fighting or I'll-") out the door and into the Renault Dauphine. 
Squeezing us in-crunch, slam! One for the Guiness Book: nine 
in a Renault. Two in diapers. Always, Filthy. The stench. Pooh- 
huddah! Mom singing hymns to herself, trying to block out 
the noise, to keep her cool inside a car that reverberated like 
a zoo: chirp, shriek, growl, hiss, grunt, snort. Hyena highs. The 
Sunday nuthouse. Honey in the hair, bubble gum on the seats. 
"Wait till your father gets home . . . just you wait. . . ." Pale 
threats. He rarely did before bedtime. By then we, Sunday's 
hellions, were asleep. Peace . . . peace in the house. Silence so 
golden. Why disturb it with delayed discipline? Relax, enjoy 
. . . while you can. Once I was old enough to drive, my mother 
stayed home Sundays-made it a true day of rest. The bishop's 
wife! The talk, the gossip. But after the early morning havoc, 
as soon as the car pulled out of the driveway, she would pull 

down the blinds and collapse on her bed. Sleep sweet sleep. 
From that time on, I think she half-lived for Sunday mornings, 
when the house was empty, when we were gone. Not that she 
didn't love us in a motherly way; she just needed some time 
to herself. To recuperate. To heal. 

More and more I appreciate what she went though, having 
stumbled (and still stumbling) a few feet in her moccasins. 
Jenene, too. But history, we had decided long ago, was not going 
to repeat itself. The mother's health, the official new-and- 
improved statement read, physically and mentally, was para- 
mount. Our enlightened age! 

Four was our limit. We had both agreed. 
But the night Connie Walker delivered her fifth (putting her 

one ahead or my wife one behind?) Jenene couldn't sleep. Three 
massages did not help, or a double-dose of codeine-coated 
cough syrup. Which was partly why, once again, last night, 
we were up at an untimely hour talking out an old gripe. She 
had been pushing for something permanent. A once and for all. 

"Okay, but how-or better, by whom? Me or you!" 
She had logic, reason, and the physician's advice on her side. 

For me, it's a ten minute operation in the doctor's office, a quick 
snip, sixty-five bucks, ninety-nine-point-nine percent reliable. 
For Jenene? Major surgery. We're takng general anesthesia. Five 
hundred bucks minimum. Our insurance won't touch 
preventatives. 

"True, but suppose-and of course hoping, assuming, this 
will never happen, not in the very near future, I mean, but sup- 
pose something did happen to one of us in a permanent 
way. . . ." 

"You mean if one of us croaked, for instance!" 
"For instance." 
"Lke yours truly?" 
"For the sake of discussion. Suppose I remarried and 

suppose-well, more children, you know." 
"I see. But doesn't that work both ways? Meaning, suppose- 

and of course hoping, assuming, it never d, but suppose you're 
the victim of the unfortunate happening in a permanent w 
as you put it, and Ihz the second-time's-a-charm bride. . . ." 

"True. But suppose the unfortunate happening occurs when 
you or I are fifty-five, well beyond the age for women but for 
men. . . . " 

"Listen: anyone fool enough to start fathering ag ihy- 
five ought not to have the tools to do it with." 

(That, too, works both ways?) 
Reason, logc, the physician's advice. Still, it is only semi- 

settled. The old guilt stirrings. Like an amputee who feels the 
missing limb almost to the point of touching it, sometimes she 
wakes up at night, she says, and her belly feels so empty ("Cool 
and damp and hollow, like a cave. . . ."), she will get out of 
bed, trundle into the kitchen, and forage through the rehgera- 
tor for apples, Jello pudding, leftover lasagna, anything to fill 
up the void there. 

I try, futilely, to console her: "The fact that you feel 
obligated-as long as you're thinking, I have to, I te got to, it's 
my duty-doesn't that tell you something?" 
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Seeing the little salamander hands & n p g  to Connie Walker's 
blouse only brings to mind long summer nights strouering Susan 
around and around the block until she finally dozed off, and 
the midnight feedings and cryings and runny noses and itchy 
eyes, one moming literally dropping from exhaustion on the 
living room floor (answering a knock, the Culligan Man?), and 
me, lying by the crib at night holding a pacifier in Katie's mouth 
(breast, bottle, all else having failed). Tawdry days, sexless nights. 
And the waiting and waiting and waiting-with the little hugs 
and kisses and mini-achievement and miracles stringing you 
along-until they can walk, talk, wipe themselves. And don't 
forget the female frihges: bloated brown nipples, bulging blue 
in the ankles and calves, splattered veins, crab nebulas, pink 
squiggles like ringworm in the hips and back of the thighs. . . . 
That, too, is a factor. Jenene won't deny it. ("But is that a real 
reason," she asks, "in the eternal perspective? A good one, I 
mean!") 

And lately things have been so nice, so conveniently mid- 
dle class. For the first time since our honeymoon we had been 
able to go out weekly, to dinner and a movie, or sneak away 
to the Grand Canyon for a weekend or take a ballroom dance 
class together. Give a little to ourselves, each other-was that 
so terrible? 

How could I argue? Or object? Enjoying all of that too, my 
wife becoming my wife again. Why bring another extra into 
the act to upstage us? Purgatorial parenthood. 

"But I'm still young, healthy. I could, you know. And the 
prophet, he says if we don't accept these spirits into our homes, 
they could end up . . . anywhere!" 

Starving in Biafra? Cocaine Row? 
Then she would start crymg. From the beginning we had 

agreed we would never not just so we could buy a boat, a VCR, 
a condo in Fountain Hills. (Or even a "nice" home on Dobson 
or Southern.) 

"It isn't fair," she would say. 
I wouldn't argue. 
"Will you get one!" she asked again last night. 
During the silence, her hand softly stroked my chest. 

Whispering in her little girl's voice I can't refuse: "Please!" 
"No." 
I can't tell her why because I'm not sure myself. It's not fear 

that the doctor will miss-snip and permanently impair me. Nor 
do I have any plans to start a new family or add to my present 
one. Four is plenty. Quadruple the national average. In my mind, 
I visualize her logic so graphically: in one comer the doctor 
putting away his scissors, patting me on the back, and send- 
ing me merrily on my way; in the other, Jenene's bare midriff, 
the masked surgeon slicing her open like a fish. They say the 
tube is hair thin or thinner. They tie it in a knot, literally. Fine 
tweezer, microscopic work. 

"Will you think about it!" she asks. 
"I do. All the time." 
"Well, think harder!" she snarls, and wriggles over to the 

far side of the bed. 

G E O R G E  Huber had finished Rototilling. He picked up 
the machine like a toy and dropped it a few feet from me. "Thatll 
do 'er," he said in a Hoss Cartwright voice. He exhaled a deep 
breath and wiped a red kerchief across his sweaty forehead, 
like a true blue farmer. Bill Paxton trotted over, grabbed George 
by the hand, and pumped it half a dozen times, thanking him 
over and over. George shrugged off the kudos. He forked his 
fingers through his crew-cut hair, bits of sweat spitting from 
the tips. He pinched Bill's skinny bicep. "We gotta put some 
meat on this boy!"-winking at me-"so's we can get more work 
out of him!" Then George drew Bill in close and whispered- 
counsel from the patriarch-"When I first went into the serv- 
ice, I was skinnier 'n a rail, just like you. But I filled right out. 
Don't wony." George hoisted the Rototiller to hip-level and 
started towards his pick-up. "You'll take to seed," he hollered 
over-shoulder, "you'll take to seed." 

Bill smiled affectionately. "Old George. . . ." His sunburned 
nose was glowing like Rudolph the Reindeer's. Or W.C. Fields's. 

By noon we were diggng furrows, the women gravitating 
to the left and the men to the right, not by Priesthood prescrip- 
tion or pre-conceived plan but some subcultural magnetism 
I found interesting (refreshing?) in a liberated, unisex age. It 
had occurred so naturally and spontaneously that I hadn't really 
noticed until now. The men were working at graduated speeds: 
lanky Roy Brown moving the soil quickly and effortlessly while 
spider-armed Bill pecked at it hen-yard style. Steve Tryon hoed 
along at a steady pace. Alvin Lyon was tallung Sun Devil foot- 
ball, could they knock off the Trojans again next fall? 

"The Trojans!" Steve said. "Piece of cake. They're jinxed out 
here." 

Roy Brown, who worked cat burglar hours running a sweeper 
around Phoenix parking lots, was complaining about Gloria 
again. "Always moaning and groaning-'I'm so tired, I'm so 
tired.' "'Spreading his legs and protruding his gut, wallung duck- 
footed along the furrow. "Like Ihz not, you know? I get home 
at five A M  I'm tiii-red! I'm huun-gree, if you know what I 
mean." 

"Two in two years." Alvin Lyon shook his blond head. "No 
will power, Roy." 

"Once you get the pump primed. . . ," Steve said. 
Gloria pregnant? Again? I looked across the furrows at Sis- 

ter Brown, still slender, elastic, twentyish. Next to her was 
Christy Simmons, young but burgeoning, her arms saggng l&e 
a grandmother's. Beside her, methodically hoeing away, was 
Becky Paxton, the broomstick that swallowed the volleyball. 
Bridgett Tryon, Diane Lyon, Judy Stapley stakng the ranks with 
a papoose on her back. Working side by side, they looked like 
figures in one of those conception-to-birth charts, a scrambled 
version you had to re-arrange in proper sequence, with Gloria 
Brown at one extreme, Becky Paxton, ready to deliver, at the 
other, and Bridgett Tryon somewhere midway. 

And then there was Jenene. Where did she fit into the mater- 
nity line-up? At the very beginning, of course, in the "pre" posi- 
tion, but not really. Something about her carriage excluded her 
from the chart. She was taking a breather now, straddling a 
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furrow, hands on her hips, looking moderately bored, some- 
what tired, and very attractive. Very. 

I don't actually believe the law school gnnd aged me faster 
than bearing four kids has Jenene-she just hides it better. Plus 
I am four years older, prematurely gray. At thirty-nine, I look- 
and often feel-like a high priest: prune juice instead of fruit 
punch at the elders quorum socials is what I'm sayng. At thirty- 
nine I inhabit another comer of Mormon limbo. Things are hap- 
pening to me now I never would have fathomed ten or even 
five years ago-sexually, I mean. Parts are begnning to wear 
out. My ignition system's bad. I sometimes run out of gas before 
the finish line. 

Jenene is just the opposite. At thirty-five she is getting her 
second wind. Somehow she has matured without really aging. 
People can't believe she has a thirteen-year-old daughter. She 
could easily model swim wear for Sears. Or pose center-fold. 
Of course, that is the romantic in me talking. In the everyday 
trudge and grudge of life, the familiar becomes commonplace. 
What turns heads at the shopping mall I daily take for granted. 

But now, watching her tau, shapely figure amidst the expect- 
ing mothers, I was seeing her though the eyes of an everyday 
observer. Even in blue jeans, diggng furrows, sweating in the 
trenches-what was it? Not only her figure and the wonderful 
little wobbles that accompanied it, but, too, the effortlessness 
with which she moved about, so unlike the baby-burdened 
ladies who seemed to trudge around like Atlas, with the planet 
strapped to their bellies instead of their backs; that, or with 
diapered toddlers clinging to their jeans, draging them around 
like a ball and chain. AU of them-even Becky Paxton, Sister 
Sunshine - were laggng in the heat. 

Jenene? Her hair had tumbled free in back. A few loose 
strands were sloping across her eyes. With a quick flick of her 
head, she tossed them aside. There was something very telling 
in that gesture, something I had perhaps been sensing for some 
time but had been unable to pinpoint. Or had been trying to 
ignore. At that moment she looked so . . . so single, so free. 

"How about you, Dave!" 
Roy Brown, drawing me into the conversation. "When are 

you getting back into the race!" 
"Me!" I said, without thinking, "I'm sterile." 
Roy and Alvin and Steve and Bill all laughed. Then I remem- 

bered Floyd. I looked around to see if he was in earshot. Maybe: 
he was working solo about fifty feet away. If he had heard, he 
wasn't letting on. Nose to the grindstone, shoulder to the wheel. 
Sweat was dripping steadily off the tip of his nose. 

If nothing else, the kids were having a ball. Several little 
troopers in He-Man or Dallas Cowboy t-shirts had gathered 
around the big Igloo jug with little paper cups. There was a 
good-sized mud puddle under the spout where it extended 
beyond the picnic table and the kids- my Benjamin included - 
were walking around in it barefoot. The Larson's baby grl  was 
sleeping in a portable bassinet while the Lyon twins were 
wrestling lke  Jacob and Esau. My Susan had just re-possessed 
the Hot Wheels from the Aker boy and was pedaling hell fire 
along the irrigation ditch. Third-born, she had learned early 

about squatter's rights. She could be possessive, even pushy, 
but generally she was the cuddly one in our family. When I 
visit her classroom at school, she comes right up and takes 
me by the hand, showing me this and that. She likes that- 
touching, contact. At night, after her bedtime story, she asks 
in her meek, heart-breaking voice, the Little Match girl, "Dad, 
will you lay down with me for a minute!" (If I say no, she kicks, 
screams, thrashes around like a client for the Exorcist.) Janet 
wants to be a geologist and Katie, the understudy cheerleader, 
a Girl Friday game show host like Vanna White. 

Career women, those two. (With the odds stacked against 
them, one good LDS man to every five good LDS women, I'm 
less inclined to discourage this than, say, my parents a genera- 
tion ago.) But Susan, when I ask what she wants to be when 
she grows up, a lawyer maybe, like Dad? she shakes her head 
soberly 

"Oh? What then!" 
"I want to stay home." 
"And be a mommy!" 
"Un-hunh." 
"Like your mom?" 
Nodding vigorously (honor in that). "Un-hunh." 
We-Jenene-must be doing something right. 
By now Floyd was out in Never Land, totally alone, work- 

ing at a tomd pace. I felt ten degrees hotter just watching him. 
His furrows ran in perfect, parallel lines all the way to Brother 
Guillermo's picket fence. I wondered how much further he 
would go. In his zeal to finish ASAP, would he inadvertently 
hop the fence (or bash backwards right through it) and begn 
working his way across Brother Gulllermo's weed field and into 
the sea of alfalfa beyond? No, he had stopped, thank goodness, 
and was marching back towards us, hoe on his shoulder like 
a triumphant but worn-out soldier packing it in. 

It was half-past twelve and we-the men-had just begun 
clearing out the irrigation ditch. The women were working in 
pairs, one good sister poking holes in the soil with the rounded 
end of a hoe, the other squatting down or bending over to drop 
a few seeds in. Scott Larson, a latecomer, quickly abandoned 
the irrigation ditch to join his wife, Denise. Together they were 
showing their two-year-old the finer points of farming: "First 
you make a little hole in the ground like this . . . then you put 
two little pink seeds in the hole. . . ." A wonderful learning 
experience, no doubt, but slow going. As I looked at the acre- 
and-a-half of furrows, a giant washboard waiting to be planted, 
and the irrigation ditch only halfway cleared, I wondered if we'd 
ever get out of there. When I told Bill this parental instruction 
was all good and fine, but it was sure dragging things out, he 
just laughed and sank his shovel into the ditch. 

Floyd didn't, however. Joining us from the Outer Limits, he 
looked at me with hopeful eyes, as if he had just found a lost 
fnend. I was touched in an odd way. When his mouth opened, 
I waited expectantly, as those ancient elders must have when 
Zacharias finally broke his silence. But no words came out. At 
the last instant, he bowed his head and, muttering to himself, 
walked off 
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"Floyd!" I called after him. "What is it?" 
"Nothing," he said, shaking his bison head. "Everything's just 

fine. Cozy fine." He picked up a shovel and buried it deep in 
the ditch, tossing aside a mound of broken bottles and candy 
wrappers. 

The sun hadn't let up a bit and had no intention of doing 
so. Bridgett Tryon's face was red, swollen, edemic; any second 
it was going to explode. Shirts and blouses were soaked. Sweaty 
bangs were plastered to scorched foreheads. The steady, syn- 
copated chink-chink-chinking of shovels was slavishly 
symphonic. 

I looked over at Jenene, who was wrestling with a stalk of 
milkweed, tuggng and pulling and twisting and pulling some 
more until it finally gave and sent her flylng back on her behind. 
As she got up and dusted herself off, my eye caught hers. I 
smiled and this time she smiled back. The Arizona heat can 
melt any iceberg. She even winked-a truce? As she bent over 
to attack another milkweed, I admired the Levied flex of that 
behind, like a very well-shaped peach. Then I noticed some- 
one else was watching, several feet down the ditch, in between 
shovelfuls. I told myself to take it as a compliment-which it 
was, after all-but I was glad when Becky Paxton, waving her 
arms like a railroad crossing signal, announced that the root 
beer was ready, come and get it! and Floyd Fairbanks finally 
put down his shovel and began marching towards the picnic 
area with the rest of us. 

I let Jenene go ahead to take care of the food while I joined 
the general roundup. Spotting me, Benjamin raced over on lit- 
tle Looney Tune legs and wrapped his arms around my thighs, 
burying his head in my crotch. 

"Hey, Superstar!" I said, hoisting him on my hip. 
"Lunch, Dad. Go get lunch." He knew the score. 
"Okay, we get lunch, Tarzan. Where's Sooz!" 
"Ober dare," he said, pointing with his chin. 
"How about Mom!" 
"Dare." 
I toted Benjamin to a scraggly patch of grass where Jenene 

and Susan were arranging our lunch on a checkered quilt. Other 
families had done likewise until the grounds looked like a vast 
quilt of quilts. Ours was right between the Paxtons's and the 
Larson's. Floyd, I noted uncomfortably, had pitched his long 
body directly behind us. No quilt or blanket, he was stretched 
out sideways, like a sultan on the sand. 

Roy Brown said the blessing and instantly the sultry air was 
rippling with the sounds of cellophane and aluminum foil. 
Fathers fetched root beer for their families while mothers dished 
out potato salad. Kids with root beer mustaches sat on blankets 
like fat little pharaohs, clutching fried chicken legs or peanut 
butter sandwiches, depending on the family fare. I soon found 
myself caught in a cross-conversation between the Larsons and 
the Paxtons. Scott was telling Bill and Becky about the Grand 
Canyon, a tough hike to the bottom. "It'll take you all day." 

"And with your kids. . . ." Denise shook her head skeptically. 
"You're taking your kids!" Scott's face looked dirgeful. 
Bill, savoring his root beer like fine wine, shrugged. "It'll 

be a good growing experience." 
"Growing what?" I said. "Blisters or ulcers!" 
Everyone nearby laughed-even Floyd. He, too, had joined 

our little circle. 
Brother Guillermo shuffled outside, visoring his eyes, his 

cracked brown face a miniature of the old adobe church house 
behind us. Becky Paxton jumped up and signaled him over. 
"Have some root beer!" Scott Larson, who had served a mis- 
sion in Ecuador, translated into Spanish. Brother Guillermo just 
smiled, his mouth hangng crookedly, a broken hinge. Becky 
dipped a cup into the big stainless steel pot and rushed it over 
to him. 

Floyd had not counted on any lunchtime miracles. He'd 
brought enough food to feed the five thousand. He had already 
finished one ham and cheese on rye and was starting on another. 
Each was neatly packed in a square Tuppenvare container, 
custom-made for sandwiches. He also had a bowl-shaped con- 
tainer with a hearty serving of potato salad and a large cube- 
shaped one that protected a thick wedge of chocolate cake. 
Jenene looked over at Floyd and smiled. "Where's Charlene!" 

"Working." His mouth opened like a furnace as he bit into 
sandwich number two. 

"On Saturday!" 
Chewing, he nodded. The sun had burned a red stripe on 

the back of his neck and an arrowhead down the front of his 
chest. "Somebody's got to bring home the bacon." 

Jenene laughed at the hackneyed joke. So did Floyd. She 
fingered the loose hairs from her face and gave her head a tell- 
tale toss. I was, for no damn good reason, insanely jealous. 

"More chicken, Sooz?" I said, holding up a drumstick. Grease- 
streaked cheeks bulging, she nodded. Her gut was as big as 
her heart. I gave Jenene a little nudge. "More chicken!" 

"Sure," she said, and rejoined our circle. 
"How you doing there, Ben!" I said. Ben held up his half- 

eaten drumstick and nodded approvingly. 
By two P.M. the mothers were folding up blankets and wip- 

ing little faces while the men-most of them-sauntered back 
to the fields. I stayed behind-ostensibly to help Jenene fold 
up the quilt and repack the ice chest. Floyd was still eating. 

Becky Paxton stood nearby, admiring her husband's valiant 
return to the furrows. "Bill drank too much root beer," she said 
maternally. "I hope he's all right." 

Jenene smiled. Floyd stood up gruffly, dusted off his rear, 
and headed out, his Clydsdale body making Lilliputians of the 
kids as he marched through their play area. Jenene turned to 
me. "Did you hear that? Bill gets sick if he eats too much." 

I said, "Oh!" but I really wasn't listening. I was watching Floyd, 
his massive body dwarfing even the men. I shut the lid on the 
ice chest. "You win," I said. 

"Win? 
"Last night," I said and walked off to join the other men, 

feeling very peculiar down there, as it if had fallen asleep and 
would never wake up again. 

Rejuvenated by Bill's homemade spirits, we worked double- 
time. In an hour the irrigation ditch was cleared and water was 
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coursing through it. The men were hoeing little mounds in 
which the women, following closely behind, planted cantaloupe 
seeds. 

I had had enough farming for one day. My hands were 
blistered raw and my body felt deep-fried. My heart was not 
in it, or my mind. I kept gazing at the children-envious, I 
suppose- wading knee-deep in the irrigation ditch. Benjamin, 
a giant among the three-year-olds, had stripped down to his 
underwear. Watching him splashing in the water, I was moved 
in a way that parents, in rare ruminating moments, when they 
are not diapering or cooking or obsessed with the stock mar- 
ket or paylng the electric bill, sometimes are-a difficult feel- 
ing to describe to those who have not experienced it firsthand. 
Vestigial? Atavistic? The mirror in reverse? Whatever, I saw 
myself at three years, a little blond boy discovering the secrets 
of sand, speech, bowel movements; then Ben in my shoes thirty 
years from now, hoe in hand, a young man looking at his little 
boy, thinking what I am thinking, feeling as I now feel, and 
so on and so on. Then I remembered something that happened 
years ago in Sunday School class, course 12 or 13. Harry Gould- 
ing was the teacher-Brother Goulding, the Pan Am pilot, per- 
petually t u w g  at his tie, clawing his hlgh borne hair: "All right, 
who can tell me what infinity means!" 

Bruce Williams, my second cousin, the class cut-up, said, 
"The Boy Scout manual." 

We kids all laughed, of course. Oh, that Bruce! Always so 
full of it! But this time Bruce wasn't laughing. He was glaring 
at us, his bushy brows leaping all over his forehead. We were 
the clowns, his expression said. What's wrong with you people? 

"Oh, okay," Brother Goulding said, folding his arms, nod- 
ding, waiting for the punch line, the pie in his face again. "And 
would you lke  to elaborate on that, Brother Williams!" 

"The Boy Scout manual. There's a picture on the cover of 
a Boy Scout holding a Boy Scout manual with a picture of a 
Boy Scout holding a Boy Scout manual. . . ." 

Why that suddenly impressed me I wasn't sure. But now 
I was drifting further back, a three-year-old again, sitting in the 
front row at sacrament meeting, my father the Bishop on the 
stand. My eyes were glued to the floor, watching an army of 
ants swarm the fuzzy green carcass of a caterpillar and drag 
it millimeter by rmllimeter across the linoleum floor. I watched 
from the opening hymn to the closing prayer: in that time, the 
ants dragged it maybe half a foot. 

But there was more: the sun glaring down on the dolphin- 
sleekness of my fiancee one day, my bride the next, gliding 
through the blue waters of Torrey Pines; hotel drapes scalloped 
by the autumn breeze, the smell of rain on pavement as 1 
unwrapped the wrap-around dress, seeing in the flesh, strok- 
ing for the first time those little twin mammals with the pro- 
truding eyes. Late night in the loft. Midnight massage. Lighm- 
ing flash on naked thighs. Drowsy sunshine. Leopard stretch. 
The gut wrench down-on-all-fours head-over-the-toilet vomit 
all. City nights. Bleeding neon. Little hairy head squeezing out 
between bent legs like a carnival freak show. Groans. Giggles. 
Guffaws. Christmas lights. More wrappings and unwrapping. 

Soft mornings. Symbiotic warmth. 
"Hey, Peterson! You trying to grow something over there?" 
Floyd. Goliath. Mr. Clean Jeans. 
"Yeah," I said, turning his way. "Truth." 
"What?" 
"Truth!" I said. "I'm growing truth!" Then I gave my head 

a quick shake, spraying sweat in all directions, the way a dog 
does drylng its soaked fur. I'm not sure why I did this, and 
was even less certain of my answer. It was just a silly word, 
the first that popped into my head. It meant nothing. 

Floyd shook his head and worked on. I was a hard case, 
his tumesced lips were muttering, or a lost cause. Something. 

What happened next was strange. Jenene, bending over like 
a cotton picker, was moving slowly backwards along a furrow, 
planting corn seeds. Floyd, also bent forward, hoeing, was mov- 
ing backwards in the opposite direction. I could (should?) have 
said something-"Jenene! Floyd! Red Alert! May Day!"-anything 
to prevent the inevitable rear-end collision. But in truth I was 
curious to see the outcome. When their two behinds smacked 
like an oversized kiss, it was pure slapstick. Jenene whirled 
around, obviously flustered but trylng to hide it. "Floyd," she 
said, very businesslke, as if nothing had happened, "aren't you 
done with that row yet!" 

Floyd's response was less amicable. He remained bent over, 
lke a paralyzed hunchback, and threw an arm backwards, 
pointing roughly in the direction of Roy Brown. "Down there!" 
he barked. 

"I already planted there," Jenene said. "Besides, I could do 
that in two minutes." 

"Then don't do it!" Floyd growled. "Anything you can do 
in two minutes isn't worth doing." 

"Don't wony, I won't! You can do it yourself. You can do 
the whole stupid row yourself, for all I care!" 

Floyd stood erect, big as a caveman. Hands on hips. The 
last straw. He said something and Jenene said something back. 
Again. Again. Why, they were going at it like husband and wife, 
like two lovers-or ex-lovers. They weren't exactly yelling and 
screaming, but it was a firm, frank exchange, a very private 
argument that abruptly ended when Bill Paxton's nasal falsetto 
butted in from across the field: "Floyd! Hey, Floyd!" 

Floyd kicked his hoe aside. "Now what the hell does he 
want!" 

Bill trotted eagerly towards Floyd, who was walking like a 
gunslinger out to meet him. 

"Floyd," Bill said, out of breath, "Do you think you could 
run the tractor over the west side? Since we're here and we've 
got the equipment, we may as well. . . ." 

Floyd didn't answer. He shouldered past Bill and mounted 
the John Deere. It roared consumptively as he shoved the throttle 
into gear. Slowly, like a harnessed beast, it began crawling across 
the field, bits of gas and dust spitting out as the engine gathered 
momentum, its powerful treads leaving behind ice tray inden- 
tations as it advanced towards the west end. I can't say which 
face was more intimidating, the tiger-toothed grill of the trac- 
tor or the stone-cold look of Floyd as he expertly maneuvered 
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the vehicle. He made one complete circle, then a smaller circle 
inside it, and another inside that, gradually moving towards 
the center. With all the mounds and furrows planted and water 
from the ditch moseylng down to feed them, the others dropped 
their hoes and shovels and clustered around the Igloo jug, sip- 
ping ice water and root beer as they watched Floyd do his thing. 
I watched, too, as I walked over to join the group. 

Denise Larson was remarking on the wonders of technol- 
ogy while Roy Brown and Scott argued the Yankees and the 
Dodgers. Alvin Lyon said something and everyone laughed, 
myself included, though I had no idea what we were laughing 
about because my eyes and thoughts were still on Floyd. 

He had already plowed the area once and was now spiral- 
ing in towards the bulls-eye for a second time. He was also 
doing strange things with the throttle- shoving it forward, yank- 
ing it back, slapping it to one side, then the other. When he 
plowed across the center patch and made another wide, sweep- 
ing turn, as if he were going in for a third run, Steve Tryon 
quietly set down his paper cup and walked out to meet him. 
He waved his hands back and forth, then sliced his hand across 
his throat. Enough was enough. 

Apparently Floyd didn't agree. Instead of turning back in, 
he drove the John Deere straight across the field and on through 
Brother Guillenno's picket fence. The splintered pieces went 
flying like a house of cards. That's when the others lowered 
their cups and watched, shaking their heads and rubbing their 
eyes, thinking, hoping, it was some kind of joke, a prank, a 
mirage. When Floyd plowed across Brother Guillermo's back- 
yard and broke through the barbed wire fence, the old Mexi- 
can ran outside shaking his fist and screaming in Spanish. We 
all tossed our Dixie cups aside and went running after Brother 
Fairbanks. 

It was twenty minutes - a mile later- before we finally caught 
up with him. The John Deere had made a crash landing, head- 
first, into the irrigation canal, its gnlled face sinking slowly into 
the muddy bottom. Floyd sat stoically in the driver's seat, like 
a valiant captain going down with his ship. We all gathered 
along the upper bank and watched. 

"What's he saymng? Jenene whispered. The sudden pressure 
of her hand on my arm seemed an intrusion, a violation of 
something I didn't comprehend. 

'7 don't know," I said, which was basically true. Floyd was 
very calmly addressing the algae-colored water in jumbled 
phrases that made no sense at all: "Probably won't get out of 
bed at all . . . nobody knows because it's under the rocks 
. . . I'm going to finish till the paperwork. . . ." 

Someone-Alvin Lyon, I think-said it must be the heat, but 
Floyd rambled on a good five minutes before calmly turning 
towards us and, directing our attention to the flock of gray storm 
clouds that had appeared out of nowhere, said, "We'd better 
hurry up and finish planting before it rains." 

J ENENE and I didn't say anything about Floyd the rest of 
the afternoon. In fact, I didn't say much period. I must have 

been acting a little morose because around six that evening 
Jenene finally asked me what was eating me. When I said, moth- 
ing," she said, "Well, something's eating me, and I'd rather be 
the eater, not the eaten. So go put on your shoes." 

We went to Cafe Casino for dinner and then to a movie. 
I don't remember the film-Woody Allen, I think-but during 
it I must have experienced a mood shift. I left Floyd talking 
to himself as the John Deere sank into the quagmire, and put 
my arm around Jenene, writing little love notes on her shoul- 
der with my finger. When we got home, I took a quick shower, 
then laid out my suit and shoes for priesthood meeting while 
Jenene prepared for bed. There was something I wanted to tell 
her, but I wasn't sure what; something I could not explain in 
good lawyer's logc, and even if I could it wouldn't have come 
out right. So I got into bed, thinking to myself another time, 
when I had my facts straight, when my mind was right. 

Jenene and I prefer the mornings and afternoons. At night ' 
we are usually too tired. So it took her by surprise when 1 began 1 
makingovertures.She tried to laugh them off at first, but soon I 
was pressing her with an urgency that startled both of us.Gradu- 
ally she warmed up, softening for several minutes before with- 
drawing with an abrupt, near comical, "Excuse me." She groped 
into the bathroom. The light went on. By the time her puzzled 
face popped out asking if I'd seen her diaphragm, I was stand- 
ing naked in the doorway, clutching her arm, pulling her out, 
down, onto the floor: o 

Xnd as your new bishop, I hope we can make 
our ward a k n d e ~  gentler placr: where there are 

scores o f  points of  light of  service and loven 
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