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the bishop talked about her brother? What
about her? What was in store for her?

As the bishop talked on about the power
her brother was soon to receive, I wondered
what this girl was thinking. What power
would she receive? There was, of course, the
traditional path that had been worn through
the meadow of female experience in her reli-
gion: She would join the Young Women and
listen to many lessons about staying worthy
so she could marry a returned missionary in
the temple and raise children, strong in the
Church. And then she’d spend the rest of her
life doing it.

But, even as she stood there, her body was
engaged in a transformation that would
change her from a girl to a life-bearer. She
was automatically connecting to the supreme
creative powers of the universe—without
needing to be ordained or interviewed by the
bishop. Without needing the ward members
to raise their arms to the square to give their
assent that her woman’s blood could flow
and her womb awaken. 

The culture would hush and maybe even
shame her body’s monthly manifestation of
the power to give life. It would never be offi-
cially recognized as part of her power, but
that didn’t mean she couldn’t claim it. 

She might decide not to walk the well-

trod path through that meadow. She might
decide to climb through the rusted, half-
fallen, barbed wire fences to find a new path
into mountains or forests. Or perhaps to
blaze one of her own.

Surely, the beaten route was there, with an
endless multitude of signs pointing along it,
and many guides ready to instruct and lead
her. But would she look further? Would she
realize that this path is just a sliver of the pos-
sibility of experience? Would she find her
own way? Would she find her own power?

At the end of the day’s meetings, her
brother would be ordained to the “power of
God.” By then, she would have heard her
first lesson as a Beehive.

The bishop finished, and the twins made
their way back to their family. Twelve years
old—and no longer on the same path.

LIA HADLEY
Orem, Utah

STUART OR CARNEGIE?

I N MY EARLY teens, I dreamed of per-
forming at Carnegie Hall. Many an after-
noon during biology class, I imagined

myself, cello in hand, gracefully walking
across the stage to the thunderous applause
of a packed house. 

But then a high school English teacher
changed everything with one simple remark
on a returned paper, “You should major in
English.” 

English? But I was already accepted into
BYU’s music program.

It’s true that my earliest memories were of
my mother sitting on the edge of my bed
reading to me and my little brother.
Sometimes we could keep ourselves up long
after our bedtime by begging her for “just
one more chapter” of Stuart Little or The Wind
in the Willows.

But it’s also true that the poem I wrote for
my Grandpa Charlie’s birthday made no
sense at all, even though I had such a good
time coming up with the rhymes. And on
lazy summer afternoons after our chores
were done, my brother and I would lie feet to
feet in the old canvas hammock under the
maple tree in the back yard and read away
the hours until dinnertime. 

It’s also true that I did not bring my cello
with me when I was fourteen, flying to
Wisconsin to spend a month with some
family friends in the lake country. Sitting on
the end of their old wooden dock on a sultry
June afternoon, I wrote free verse describing
my worldly experiences (this was the 60s
after all) and a tragic short story about a frus-
trated ballet diva. 

ACROSS THE MEADOW

A COUPLE OF months ago, I saw an
interesting contrast in sacrament
meeting. The bishop was conducting

the business of the ward, and at one point he
called two children to come up to the pulpit.
They were twins: a girl and a boy just turning
twelve. As they stood before the gaze of their
family, friends, and all the ward members,
the bishop handed them certificates of ad-
vancement from Primary.

So far, this brother and sister were still
traveling side by side. But then, the focus
changed.

The bishop put his hand on the boy’s
shoulder and began his speech about how
this young man was now of age to receive the
Aaronic priesthood, that he had been inter-
viewed and found worthy to be ordained, and
that now this boy would enter into the broth-
erhood of the priesthood, going on to receive
the Melchizedek priesthood and serve a mis-
sion. The bishop paused there, letting the
congregation fill in the blanks up the ranks.

All the while, the girl stood looking down
at her hands holding her certificate. Her only
piece of recognition. She must have been
aware that she was now out of place. What
was she supposed to do? Go sit down while
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I also kept a journal through my three
years of high school, filled mostly with my
teenage romantic yearnings but sometimes
with short diatribes on the idiots running the
war or, closer to home, the idiots running
our school. 

I practiced the cello, too.
Then I ended up in that senior English

class during the last period of the day, with a
teacher who was really into literary criticism.
And against all odds, she soon had me
hooked. It was like a game, finding the
metaphors, tearing apart the characteriza-
tions, tracing the thematic nuances. So when
she handed back that critical analysis paper
at the end of the term and I read her final
comment, it stopped me cold. 

I was already on my way to the Harris
Fine Arts Center at BYU. My name was on
the rolls in the music department. But three
months later at registration (we did it by
hand in the field house in those days), Stuart
Little, free verse, and hammocks won out
over Carnegie Hall, and I quietly changed my
major to English.

CATHERINE OCKLEY
Helena, Montana

LAST DANCE

T HE HALL IS full of preoccupied stu-
dents—blond hair, green sweatshirts,
shin guards, cotton candy. I’m sitting

in a little circle with the rest of the ballet stu-
dents; we’re stretching before class, pointing
our pink-clad toes at each other. 

Outside the door, the UVSC ballroom
team is rehearsing its routine. I stare at the
lean female dancers, their long hair and high
heels. The boys spinning and dipping them
all wear smug expressions. They’re obvi-
ously showing off their moves—not to men-
tion their nubile partners—to the passersby.
It’s like they’re saying, “Who’s gay now?!” to
the passing basketball players as their hands
slip smoothly around their partners’ tight
waists. 

I suddenly wince and look at the end of
my leg. My ankle is wrapped in a white ban-
dage, the result of a clumsy landing the week
before. It was my second injury in the semes-
ter, and the teacher told me I had to be care-
ful. But she didn’t just mean careful. 

The girl sitting across from me is talking
to her black-haired friend:

“So I was like, no way! We can’t get mar-

ried just because you barely came back from
the mission and your biological clock is tick-
ing. Who do you think I am? Mother Teresa?”
The black-haired friend gasps in outrage and
nods in agreement. I’m not sure the speaker
knows who Mother Teresa is, but I keep my
thoughts to myself. 

I find that I can’t keep from staring at the
dancers. They’re young, barely out of high
school, but their skill is better than mine will
ever be. Dancing is my world. I gave every-
thing to it. But I’m finally realizing that danc-
ing has decided that it’s not going to give
back. It will never let me go where I want to
go. So I have to sit here watching my world
disintegrate around a bum ankle. 

I feel tears coming on fast. I close my eyes
and take a deep breath. A girl next to me
touches my shoulder. I think her name is
Amanda. 

“Are you OK, sweetie?” 
“Yes,” I lie. She doesn’t look like she’s buy-

ing it. 
“I will be,” I amend, though I’m not sure

of that. I stand up and walk back to the
dressing room, limping, feeling several pairs
of eyes drill into the back of my head. I slam
the door of the dressing room, walk to a
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bench, and bury my face in my palms. The
dressing room is empty, smelling of sweat
and baby powder. 

But then I hear the door open and close.
Amanda walks in. As she approaches, for the
first time, I see a small pregnant tummy
bulging under her leotard. She sits next to
me and puts an arm around my shoulder.
We’re both quiet.

“I can’t dance anymore,” I finally say. 
She smiles, and we’re quiet again. I pull

off my point shoes and look at the clock on
the wall; if I hurry I can still make it to the
English lab. I take another breath and feel the
knot in my stomach loosen a little. I dress
and look back at my comforter.

“Thanks,” I say. 
ELENA YAZYKOVA

Orem, Utah

THE VIADUCT

B ACK IN MY college days, I took a
break from my studies late one
evening, jogged to an old railroad

viaduct, sat down with my legs dangling over
the edge, looked down at the tracks, and
contemplated suicide. I was majoring in

computer science, and the thought of
spending the next forty years writing arcane
code was killing me. My GPA for the quarter
was a dismal 1.9. I didn’t really want to die,
but debugging Fortran didn’t feel like living.
Jumping from the viaduct presented an easy
solution to a difficult problem. 

I decided to jump.
But not from the viaduct.
I had taken a few English classes and

thoroughly enjoyed the literature, the profes-
sors, the discussions, and the creative act of
writing. I had no idea how I would make a
living (my main impetus for studying com-
puters) with a degree in English. But I did
know that studying literature calmed my
soul. 

So I jumped . . . and flew (if a 4.0 GPA is
any indicator of my relative position to the
earth).

I learned from that evening to trust my in-
stincts, to go with my gut feeling, and to leap
with faith—even when I don’t have all the
answers at hand.

Unfortunately, leaping hasn’t always
served me well since then. I’ve made a few
business and career decisions rather impul-
sively, where I trusted my instincts, only to

find that my instincts were wrong, or at least
weren’t exactly right. My family and I have
survived, but sometimes at great cost. We
would have benefited by exercising less faith
in my gut and by seeking out information
and counsel from several different sources,
weighing the pros and the cons in the light of
day, before making critical choices. 

Now I’m a professional counselor, and
when clients contemplate their own cross-
roads, I rarely say, “Trust your instincts” or
“Go with your gut feeling.” Far too often, in-
stincts, feelings, hormones, premonitions,
and impulses lead people from disaster to
disaster, and relying on those influences
alone results in needless suffering.

I recently returned to the old viaduct. The
train tracks have been replaced by a bike
path, and the steep rise and fall of the viaduct
is now a gentle bump. The scene is so
changed, so peaceful, that it brings forth no
memory of my earlier struggle. I can hardly
remember why I struggled at all. 

Computer science or literature? A no-
brainer. Where did I put that book I’m
reading?

BRETT WILCOX
Sitka, Alaska

W E ARE THRILLED to an-
nounce that once again, we
have had generous donors

step forward to offer matching grants for
this year’s mid-year fundraising season. 

Between now and 31 August, Jordan
Kimball and Rebecca England of Salt Lake City, Utah;
Steve and Nicole Kovalenko of Ashburn, Virginia; and
Charles T. Schofield of Pasadena, California, have,
among them, agreed to match up to $20,000 of dona-
tions Sunstone receives during this vital giving period.
With these matches, you can double any donation you
make!

As noted on page 7, Sunstone’s Mapping Mormon Issues
project has also received a generous $5000 pledge of
matching funds from Mike and Ronda Callister of
Logan, Utah.

Fundraising is an integral part of the life of nearly every
non-profit organization. Although we charge for sub-
scriptions and symposium registrations, these amounts

don’t cover much beyond publication
and event costs. The rest of our annual
budget relies on the generous support
of friends who value open, honest, re-
spectful discussion within Mormonism
and Sunstone’s role in helping foster
this kind of reflection—and who show

that high regard through donating what they can.

At this important time of year, when we begin to get a
bit nervous about seeing things through to year’s end
and beyond, we ask that you please consider an extra
generous donation to Sunstone this year, directing your
gift to either our general appeal or to the Mapping
Mormon Issues initiative. 

With your help, Sunstone can be fruitful and multiply,
replenishing minds, hearts, and spirits. Perhaps you’d
like to join in to offer a matching grant of your own.
Together, let’s create a way to have every donation re-
ceived between now and the end of August be tripled,
quadrupled, or even more! Of course, all donations to
Sunstone are tax-deductible.

DONATE TO SUNSTONE BY 31 AUGUST AND YOUR GIFT 
WILL GO AT LEAST TWICE AS FAR!


