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Then she touched his cheek and said, “All the years that I've been ‘~
praying for another child, and all the years that the L_ord has told us -
no, maybe it was all leading to this night. So that our lives would have
room for what we’ve promised.” i

“Maybe,” said Helaman. He watched as she closed her eyes an‘dﬁ
fell asleep almost at once. And in the few mim:ltes 1?efore he., too, Slel.),;t’
he thought of that Colombian family he had nnagned e':arher. He p1§
tured them standing at his door, all their possessions in a bag Sh'_lng‘
over the father’s shoulder, the children clinging to their moth.er’s slq.xtjs
the youngest sleepy and fussing in her arms. And he. irnagmec.l him
self holding the door wide open and saying, “Come i, come in, th ‘
table’s set and we’ve been waiting for you.” And Helaman saw his w1f ‘
and children gather at the table with their visitors, and there was foo"d.
enough for all, and all were satisfied. :

®

ofifidence in our conclusions about Mandelbaum. We have become
xpetrt prognosticators in our time, and we like to congratulate one
‘another for our talents; it is our unique ability, we are sure, to be so
L at anticipating the future. We have successfully predicted many
hings and continue to do so with an ease that does not surprise us. We
Wﬂl 'th_ have food again tomortow, we say, and we are right. We will
p and can only vaguely remember ever having done so; again
unanimous. It will rain agaif tomorrow, we are sure. We have
0 precise means of measuring days, but we are in agreement that the
-ome at intervals that feel, roughly, day-like. And when the fleas
0 come, we have no recourse but to lie in the mud and wait for them
to me of us and move on.

THE WEATHER HERE
Stephen Turtle

WHEN MANDELBAUM DOESNT COME back for what must be days, we
isdume the worst for him; and although we haven’t come to any con-
on what the worst might be, we are collectively relieved that for
je first time in recent memory no one is éaying anything about the
) pﬁler radar. It was Mandelbaum who was most likely to disagree
ny given subject, and so his absence gives us some relief. We have
dered that he may have left by choice because he kept saying he
going to; but he said all sorts of things, and we see no good reason
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Itis hopeless for us to waste our energies, and so we return to what we
know best. Tanner removes himself and begins pounding away again
at the slabs of concrete that are slowly revealing themselves to be the
letters H and L. With these letters and a host of cumulonimbus rocks
he is prepating to explain to us, in graphic form, why it is possible
though not likely that the rain will subside within five to seven days
Tt will rain again tomorrow, Tanner tells us, but there is a ten percen
chance that change is on the horizon, see. He has found a stick some-
where and uses it to point at the detritus all around his feet. Perhaps
this is too much for us to make sense out of just yet, Tanner says. He
sits down in an enormous puddie and sets to work on a High Pressure
Zone that will, he assures us, make everything clear.

some protection from the elements, but we did not share his opin-
johs on most other things. These walls are all we know, and they were
enough to send Mandelbaum searching for something more. We know,
of course, that our best efforts should involve more than aimless wan—,
- dering and that we must wait things out. Once the rain has gone we

 will be in a better position to think clearly, to assess our situation, and
";}g‘_):‘makc.a plans for our future. We agree completely that Mandelb,aum
vas an impetuous and impatient man.

- Orton and Halston are standing shoulder to shouldet, faces turned at
o .ﬂ;e., sky while the rain pours over them. Does Orton know the differ

- ence between Partly Cloudy and Partly Sunny, Halston wants to know.
‘e rain hits his body with a force, and he takes it, eyes open but blink-
g frequently. Orton’s eyes are closed, and he smiles. Of course Orton
nows the difference, what does Halston take him for? Halston hap-
ens to take him for a fool, Halston says, because he knows, as Orton
obviously does not, that there is no difference between Partly Cloudy
and Partly Sunny. Semantics, Halston says, that is your difference. Ah
Orton says, ah. But have you forgotten that it can be Partly Cloudy at’:
night whereas it is unlikely that it will ever be Partly Sunny when the sun
owhere to be found. And here, Halston says, what would you say we
‘e here? Orton does not open his eyes to say that we have rain. You
my point then, Halston says, you see that I am right and that you .
‘ -simply been misleading youtself? No, Ozton says, I see no such
thing: All Orton sees is rain. And all Orton wants to know is if Halston
eally believes that his semantics matter in a situation like this, in 2 situ-
n-where it is obviously Fully Cloudy and not sunny at all.

4
We cannot see the sun, but we are not convinced that it is absent. Wk
admit that we cannot see much at all and that the darkness here
something we are still struggling with. We would like to believe tha
whatever rain clouds are above us are so thick as to block the sunligh
from reaching us. But some of us have begun to question whether o
not we ever had a sun to begin with. When Villagran mentions the sy :
he has started using his fingers to suggest quotation marks to remirx
us that he was the first to theorize that the sun we are so determined
remember may never have existed in the first place. Is it not possible
Villagran has asked us, that the sun is just a myth we have so fully.em
braced that we have forgotten that we have never had a sun? I mes
really, Villagran has said to us. ' ‘

5
We have walls but nothing above us. Mandelbaum called this place
ruin. He said that the broken stones around us were evidence enotig]
that something better had once been here but that now things had 4
gone to pieces. We did not share his surety that the presence of cru
bling walls necessitated the history of something better. We hypott
esized that this had been the site of good intentions never completet
or that these walls were all that this place was ever meant to show fo
itself. Like Mandelbaum we also wished for a roof over our heads,

It was Mandelbaum’s contention that all of us here are dead. He was
W ng, of course, and we proved it to him a dozen different ways. Will
4 dgad man complain about the fleas that will not stop biting him? Will
-2 dead man talk to other dead men? Will a dead man make predictions
about the weather? He would hear none of our arguments. He could
riO!; £ emember eating or sleeping or whether he had a family, and these
things. were proof enough, he told us. We took it as our task to con-
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vince him that he was wrong, and that his failing memory was certainly
not reason for such skepticism. He was alive, we told him, because hig
hair was still growing. He was alive because he had the energy to cons
jectute in the first place. Because dead men do not wonder if they ate
. dead; dead men know as much. He was quick to tell us that he knew 3
thing ot two about life and death and that this was like no life he knew.
anything about. He was a nervous man, Mandelbaum. :

| ..Fitz'_‘pattick says, to assume that this rain has come to us without some
cause::And that cause, he says, is the plow. The plow? Hollinger says
-"I‘tsyéff‘:ﬂo plow; can you please show me a plow? My point, Pitzpatricl;
. saysyis that this ground has been plowed, that it has been made ready
for‘_n_‘this moisture, and that this rain is a natural response to the plow.
Thete is a circularity you must admit to, Fitzpatrick says to us, and we
.Sﬂy““;‘that yes, we would like to admit to a circularity. But wait, Hollinger
S@y‘is_,"wlly must we admit to anything so vague as that? Why must we
dgtee with you before you have proven anything? But that’s just the
point; Fitzpatrick says, I have already proven everything. And so we

ﬂ}aud Fitzpatrick, we admire his resolve and his cunning, we cheer
name, in the rain, waiting for the ecosystem to correct itself. Except

illagran, who 1s sulking,

8
Fitzpatrick is convinced that the rain is coming to its end. He cites;
as his evidence, the lack of foliage and ground cover. This much tain
can exist only in an ecosystem that is lush and tropical, he tells us, and
the lack of greenery suggests that it has rained too long, that the ec
system has lost its balance. These things correct themselves, Fitzp;it,
rick says, these things most certainly correct themselves. Villagran calls
Fitzpatrick a buffoon and tells him that not one of us has ever said so
much about something he knows so little about. You are absolutely
and exactly wrong, Villagran says. He says that this rain will create asi
environment in which the flora will thrive and bloom. Hollinger agrees
with Fitzpatrick and Villagran enough to say that he too.anticipates atf
end to the rain. But Hollinger feats that the rain will be followed bya
drought, a petiod as dry as this one is wet. How long has it been rain:
ing? Hollinger asks us. How long? We have no concrete answer, but
we agree on certain things. We agree that it has been raining for a lofig
time, 2 very long time, longer than any of us can remember. And how
long, Hollinger wants us to tell him, can we remember? And what cati
we say to this but that we cannot remember a time before this time;
that we have no memoties that do not include rain. Exactly, Hollingef
says, and soon enough, we will have no memories that do not include
a dryness so extreme that we will curse the lack of moisture then ‘as
much as we curse the overabundance of it now. We admit to ourselves
that Hollinger’s logic is not so convincing as we had hoped it might
be. But we are less concerned with his logic than we are with his con-
viction. We tell Hollinger that we see his point, and that it is a good
one. Except Fitzpatrick. Fitzpattick says no, no, no. Fitzpatrick says he
cannot agree with Hollinger’s hollow and obviously flimsy argument
which is based on nothing but unscientific hypotheses. It is useless

We:find it odd that while the rain seems to maintain a certain consis-
tency we are sometimes able to speak at conversational levels, but just
A ften, we must yell in order to be heard. Tanner is most disturbed
by these changes because his voice is so soft. He tells us, when he can
1at-the problem is one of focused attention, and that we would b;
le:to hear him quite cleatly if we would make half an effort. The rain
s‘{ﬁuder, Tanner says, when we allow it to be. This sort of explana-
non is exactly the sort of thing that gets Halston all worked up. It is
| alston’s opinion that we are not in a position to enact much change
and-that we can do little more than accept the rain. The rain, Halston
-atgues, is constant, and it does us no good to look for minute distinc-
ns between one moment and the tiext. Our position, he says, is un-
h?_ngeable, and the sooner we accept that the better. But what Tanner
vants to know is why it is, if our position is so helpless, that Halston
is always the last one running around when the fleas come, and why he
tefuses to simply let them do what they will do.

’ 10

N¥alldelbaL11n spoke so often of the Doppler radar that we began to
_f'eg:r for his sanity. While it is true, as he often said, that a little technol-
Q%}ﬁcan go a very long way, we wete not prepared to spend our days
\Y.@;tmg for a radar system that could only tell us what we already know.
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What we know is rain, and what good is technology that simply
states that which is clear to us? Rain is rain, we told Mandelbaum, 44
we need no technology that will tell us nothing more than that. M
delbaum said that there was something more than rain and that he w,
going to find it. He said that he could not stand the fleas any longet.

: remembers rain and nothing else. Hollinger remembers Mandel-
and his constant longings for technology. Villagran remembers
otds Low Pressure Zone but admits that he cannot now make
hem. Tanner remembers his clothing when it was more than
and ragged cloth that it is now: Fitzpatrick remembers a time
n he: thought the end of rain was near. We agree that we have the
time before the rain, but not one of us can conjure an image
that time or a sense of whether it was any better than this time.
ee that Mandelbaum has been gone for quite a while now and
is- return, which once seemed imminent, seems less likely now
et. We agtee on a lot of things, but then Orton wants to know
the only one who remembers making this list before.

11
The fleas come in enormous waves that cover the ground complete]
They come by the millions and cover every inch of our bodies untif
we are so thoroughly bitten that nothing remains for the fleas to bit
We have tried to hide outselves from the fleas, to run from them:¢
cover ourselves; but they move more quickly than we can hope
and they are more patient than we ever gave them credit for bein
We have come to respect the fleas for their incredible sense of timin
They are capable, these miniscule little beasts, of avoiding the rain that
so thoroughly drenches us, and they know just how often to retu i
to us, just when our itching blisters have begun to recede. Villagrat
suggests that we take a lesson from the fleas, that we find a means by
which we can avoid the rain by keeping on the move. We have made
attempts at Villagran’s plan but have only made ourselves tited and hot
soaked through by rain and sweat. Fitzpatrick and Tanner were never
convinced that such a plan could work in the first place because
are, they thought, too large and too slow as men. What we need, thé.y
both said, is a roof. Villagran has not stopped tunning, though, and
although he looks more tired than ever, we have come to admit that he
does look faster than ever before. ' '

13

atrick says that his knee no longer hurts and that he had given up
hope for an end to the rain but that this is something to really
lieve in. His knee, he says, is never wrong. Halston finds it odd that
trick would not have mentioned his knee before if Fitzpatrick
illing to invest so much in its ability to predict the future. For his
Fitzpattick cannot remember mentioning his knee either, but he-
e he must have because it has bothered him so much. His knee,
lIs us, hurts when the rain is coming, and the fact that it has hurt
long has always meant that more rain, in addition to whatever
pour we were in the middle of at that moment, was on its way.
ow; he says, now. Now that his knee is pain free he has something
ete to deal with. The rain is coming to an end, Fitzpatrick says,
he proof is in my joints. But wait a minute, Halston says, wait
ute, are you sure it ever didn’t hurt before? Are you even sure
h knee it was? And Fitzpatrick is sure, so very sure, so completely
> that the pain was in his left knee, and so what if his right knee
hutts a little bit now, if it causes him to limp a little more than any
“oflus can remember, so what if there’s 2 new pain in a different joint,
his left knee is pain free and that should count for something.

12
Tanner suggests that it és perhaps our lack of histotical context that
is making things so difficult for us. He proposes that we make a lisi‘t
of the things we can remember and that we all agree on. Tanner is
convinced that it is only through consensus that we will ever achieve
anything worthwhile, and he speaks so loudly that we find it hard to
disagree. And so we begin. We have no means of writing since the mud
at our feet will not maintain its shape, but we feel confident that we can .
create a verbal consensus among ourselves. Orton remembers the last. -
wave of fleas, and how they have made it difficult for him to walk. Hal-

14
'M'lndelb'lum liked to use the term Higher Power. He said that we
should at least consider the possibility of punishment, that we should
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give some thought to things we had done before we got to this poin
He said that we had all said and done things for which we could no
be forgiven and that he needed no more explanation than that. He saj
that we needed the rain to cleanse ourselves, that it was a metaphor fo
something, and that the fleas were also a metaphor but that he wasty
sure what they stood for. He said that we needed to find some answey
to some questions and that the Doppler radar was going to provid
those answers because when had it ever done us wrong, when lha
technology ever been less than what we needed? He said that we wes
being punished for misdeeds and that our pasts were catching up tou
He said that this place was the opposite of a resting place, that it wa
a restless place where we would never know peace again, because
had hurt people, and done them wrong, and presented as truth thing

CALLING AND ELECTION
Jack Harre//

TERRY SANGOOD STEPPED OUT OF HIS car and into the darkness of the
church parking lot. The sky above was black, without a moon. A thick
oud cover hid the stars from view, and Jerry felt the darkness like a
rg_lened pit growing inside his brain. He shut the car door and stood
a moment in the far corner of the parking lot, near a row of Lom-
dy poplars as old as the town itself. The Mormon pioneets who had
: ;131_nded this part of Idaho had favored these narrow trees. that gre\v
tall and hearty in the sandy soil. They planted hundreds of them in
g rows to break the relentless winds. Standing against the darkness
he trees, Jerry watched Bishop Gordon of the Third Ward switch
f.the lights inside the church. The bishop walked out through the
darkened entryway and locked the glass doots, stopping a moment to
ok behind him into the stillness of the building before he turned and
ent toward his pickup.
.. As Bishop Gordon started his truck and pulled away, jeny San-
od knew he had a choice. He could shake off this moment. He
«could go home and pray for the safe return of his good wife, who had
: ﬂown to California to help their daughter and her new baby. He could
tay for a way to tell his wife what the doctor had found that afternoon
the X-ray. But even if he did, even if he turned and went home to
ay in his secret chambers, God would still be waiting, patient as the
+Wasatch Mountains, for Jerry to return to this moment. In a week or a
g ath or a year, God would send someone to ask Jerry to put his hand
" to'the plow without looking back.
As the taillights of the bishop’s pickup disappeared in the darkness,
a dull pain coursed its way up the back of Jetry’s neck. At least now it

which we knew were not.

15

We agree, when we set our minds to agreeing, that certain things
not so.bad, that the fleas are fine if they get what they want, and thy
the rain is not so hot or so cold as it might be, and that the mud fee
good between our toes and in our hands. We agree that our skin'
never dry or cracked and that we are never thirsty and that we cag
not remember exhaustion that was not quickly relieved. We agree that
things are not so bad as Mandelbaum would have had us believe. Bi
we cannot help wishing he were here. We cannot help feeling that his
contrariness was important to us and that we are somehow diminished
by his absence. We cannot help but hope that even now he is returning
to tell us more firmly than ever that we are receiving our just reward
We want Mandelbaum to correct us and remind us that the rain is not
to be enjoyed. And we want him to long for technology that he cannot
have. We can see him there, just beyond our field of vision. We can see
that he is coming back to us and that he is bringing with him the first
clear skies we have ever seen. We can see that Mandelbaum has found
some means by which to call an end to our problems, to tid us of o
infestations, to allow us, for once, something better than this.




