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Chapter 1

 


"The Devil is inside me!" Hollar Nimbell
screamed and leapt out of bed. Satan's cloven hooves and spiked
tail threshed devilishly within Hollar Nimbell's body as he
staggered into the bathroom and tore off his pajama top and in the
full-length mirror peered terrified at his naked back.

His wife, startled awake, cried, “Hollar,
what are you doing?"

"He has me!" her husband said, his eyes fixed
on his back.

"Who has you?" she asked.

"Can't you see him?" he said.

"See who? What!"

He did not reply. He could not. Satan had
seized his voice. What he expected his wife to see was the bulge in
his shoulders where the devil clung.

No bulge, but the devil was there. Hollar
Nimbell could sense him, the horned head twitching up inside Hollar
Nimbell’s neck and into his brain, shouting dirty, filthy words.
Hollar Nimbell smashed his own head against the mirror to jar the
devil out. The devil held fast.

Sixty year old Hollar Nimbell was an apostle
in The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, one of twelve
men who in this year of our Lord, 1952, directed the affairs of two
million Mormons world-wide. Now, on a stormy April night, Apostle
Nimbell himself had been summoned for testing. He was equal to the
task.

He pressed the bloody gash in his forehead
against the mirror and fell to his knees and raised his right hand
to the square. “Satan, get thee behind me! By the power of the
Melchizedick priesthood I command you to leave my body!”

Apostle Nimbell felt the power of the Holy
Ghost whirling within him. A searing desert wind blasted through
the apostle’s entire being and blew the devil back to hell.

Soon afterward, in church and in public, the
apostle described his Beelzebub Battle. All, Mormon and non-Mormon,
who heard the apostle acknowledged the apostle's courage. (Some
non-believers and, regrettably, a few believers, joked about
Apostle Nimbell being too nimble for even the devil to catch.)

Ten years passed. Now seventy, his appearance
was that of a much older man. Beyond possession, the devil had
attacked Apostle Nimbell with ailments ranging from typhoid fever
to near-drowning, had taken his mother when the apostle was eleven.
Had even taken his four sisters before their adolescence. Lesser
men would have crumpled.

In addition to thwarting The Devil, Apostle
Nimbell had beaten throat cancer, vanquished depression, and
overcome facial ticks. Surely Father in Heaven would allot him a
few more years to complete unfinished work. If ever there was a
time for an apostle, a servant of the Lord, to counter The Prince
of Darkness, this was that time. It was not easy. Part of his voice
box had been destroyed by the surgeon’s scalpel and radiation.
Apostle Nimbell's voice now sounded more like a rattle. Some of the
kids in church giggled when he preached. He ignored them. The youth
of Zion simply did not understand Satan's evil.

In June of 1962 Apostle Nimbell was
considered the prime candidate for the church's next president.
Gasoline was twenty-five cents a gallon. Elvis Presley and The
Beach Boys were on top of the charts. To Kill a Mocking Bird was a
bestseller.

Gas and literature did not concern the
apostle. Presley and the Beach Boys did. The youth of the church
were all too vulnerable to Lucifer's relentless efforts to destroy
them. The Devil knew that without the youth the church would
perish. But Father in Heaven also knew this. And God favored the
LDS church.

The apostle glanced outside at Moroni, the
golden angel with trumpet to lips perched high atop the Mormon
temple in the center of Salt Lake City. A seagull alighted on
Moroni, slipped, then scrambled onto the granite ledge in front of
Apostle Nimbell. A celestial sign? Was the devil wearing feathers
today?

A secretary now ushered Jerry Wonder into the
office. Jerry, nineteen, had traveled by bus from his home in South
Dakota to meet with the apostle to determine the boy's worthiness
to serve a mission for the church.

Accordingly, the apostle's first words to the
young novitiate were, "Do you accept me as a prophet, seer, and
revelator?"

"Yes sir, I do," said Jerry.

The apostle nodded approvingly, gestured
Jerry to be seated, whereupon he selected a book from a nearby
stack of similar books. He opened the book, signed it, and
presented it to Jerry. “In its sixth printing. Consider it a gift
from me to you."

"That's very nice of you, Apostle Nimbell,"
Jerry said, which sounded like the right thing to say. The dust
jacket consisted of a flattering portrait of the apostle, and was
entitled, Get Thee Behind Me, Satan! by Apostle Hollar Nimbell.

After a short prayer, the interview began.
Routine questions until:

“You’re from a farming community so I have to
ask you about sex with barnyard animals. You ever get into that
kind of mischief?”

“No Sir.”

“Ever had sex with a cow, a sheep or any of
the other common barnyard animals?”

What, Jerry wondered, what the heck was this
all about? But he replied with a respectful, "No, sir, never."

“I realize these questions may seem strange
to you but I bare you my testimony that Father in Heaven says I
must ask them. A testimony, as you know, is an absolute conviction
that our church is true, having been restored by heavenly
messengers in 1830. Further, a person with a testimony knows that
the head of the church and its twelve modern day apostles are in
direct contact with God."

“I understand,” said Jerry.

“Jerry, some of our young men who have lived
in farming communities have placed their penises into the bums of
chickens.”

"They have?" said Jerry, who not even in his
wildest erotic fantasies, could imagine placing his penis into a
chicken's ass.

"The question is, have you?"

“Sir, I have never placed my penis into
anything.”

"Not into your special sweetheart, Susan
Cunningham?"

Jerry could not have been more surprised —
not to mention frightened — had the apostle struck him over the
head with one of the Get Thee Behind Me, Satan! books.

On his part, the apostle felt the power of
The Holy Ghost flowing through him. He was on the right track. “Her
father and I served on a mission together. I’ve never met the young
lady but I’m sure she is a worthy sister and will make an ideal
wife for you. Ever bared your penis to her?”

“Oh, No.”

“But you have, of course, petted?”

Now how do you answer that one? Well, of
course, with the truth: “A little bit.”

“Did you ever touch her titties?”

“I didn’t feel too good about it.” Giving
what he thought was the right answer.

“That’s the devil for you. What about her
private dank area, down low. Penetration?”

“Not with my penis, sir.” Another right
answer.

Earning him another nod of approval. “And
you’re sorry about what you did and you won’t do it again,
yes?"

“Yes, Apostle Nimbell.”

Their eyes locked — callow youth and
venerated apostle. The apostle stared into Jerry's soul. “Never
touch a woman in those ways again until you are sealed to her in
the Temple. You understand?” The patriarch leaned forward, weighing
the boy’s faltering reply.

“Y-yes,” said Jerry.

“Do not discuss what we have talked about
with anyone. Let it remain a conversation between you and a Servant
of the Lord.”

“It will be our secret.”

“Not secret, sacred. Sacred, Elder, like the
ordinances in our temple. Return in safety to the Black Hills of
South Dakota and stay close to the Lord. Wait with your loved ones
while the brethren decide if you will be chosen to serve as a
missionary for Father in Heaven. Guard against Satan’s attacks.
They could easily present themselves to you through sexual
temptation.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Lets chat about exactly how far you went
with Susan.”

Jerry sank back into his chair.

The apostle felt a comforting surge of
inspiration for he was doing what God had chosen him to accomplish
in these, the last days. His experience and knowledge told him that
much was left to cleanse from the young elder. The apostle also
sensed that the young man was not that certain about the absolute
divinity of the church.

 


 



Chapter 2

 


Two months later, as leaves were turning
crimson, a letter from the brethren in Salt Lake City arrived in
South Dakota. Hallelujah! Jerry had passed his interview with the
apostle and was assigned to serve a two year mission for the Church
of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints in New Zealand.

Ann Wonder, elated that her only child was
hand chosen by God's servants, feverishly researched facts on New
Zealand and that evening she prepared a celebration dinner of wild
salmon and chocolate cake with ice cream for her son whom she now
felt had been anointed by angels.

Jerry’s father, a dentist and an agnostic who
was not a member of the Mormon Church, noticed the signature on
Jerry’s letter from Salt Lake City. “Signed by an apostle,” said
the dentist.

“Apostle Nimbell may be the next president of
our church,” said Ann.

“I wonder why the Good Lord gave him all that
throat cancer? Must have been testing him.”

“Let up,” said Ann.

“Son, did you tell that apostle you’ve been a
vegetarian for over a year?” Dr. Wonder asked Jerry.

"We didn't talk about my diet."

“As far as I know the Mormon church does not
encourage its followers to avoid meat,” said Jerry’s father. “You
would think a religion that is so fixated on sins of the flesh
would appreciate the fact you won’t go near flesh.”

“I don’t want to talk about this,” said Ann,
removing her husband’s chocolate cake before he could finish the
last few bites.

Jack Wonder continued his discussion with
Jerry. “When you come back you’ll be a world traveler and
lecturer.”

“Don’t you two get going,” said Ann Wonder.
“There is nothing funny about any of this.”

“Right,” said her husband. “So what did this
apostle ask you, Jerry?”

“Jack, what goes on between an apostle and a
missionary is sacred.” Ann served their son more chocolate
cake.

Jack Wonder said, "Jerry, I'll bet you don't
know the difference between LDS and LSD."

"Of course I do," said Jerry.

“They both cause you to hallucinate, hear
voices in your head and think God is talking to you."

Ann almost laughed but caught herself in
time. Under it all, or maybe in spite of it all, she and her
husband were still in love and humor was what kept them going.

“Do you want some more cake?” she asked her
husband.

“Just return the piece you confiscated.”

Ann added more cake to the plate and placed
it in front of her husband.

“So, Jerry,” said his father. “I hear that
Nimbell is kind of a different type of fellow. Ask you anything
sexual?”

“Jack!” said Ann.

The dentist held up his hand. “I’m
financially supporting this two year ecumenical expedition. I have
a right to know what our son is getting into.”

“No big thing, Dad,” said Jerry. “He just
asked me if I was morally clean.”

“I heard he has a list of sins.”

“I guess.”

“Like what?”

“Well, he asked me if I had ever had sex with
things.”

“Such as?”

“A chicken.”

Jack began laughing but Ann was
horrified.

Jack said, “Goddamit, I’ve heard stories
about that crazy old son of a bitch. I’ve got a good mind to give
him a horse whipping.” Then he paused ?“Say, you never humped a
chicken, did you?”

"No, Dad, not yet." And with that, Jerry rose
from the table and looked at his father, a secret signal.

Jack threw the car keys to his son who had
only a few weeks left before leaving on his mission. Jerry snared
the keys out of the air and was out the door.

"Where is he going?" Ann asked.

"To see his girl friend," Jack said, and
yelled out to Jerry, “Don’t bring up chickens with that girl!”

Later, parked in the steamed-up family
station wagon at 2 AM, Jerry told Susan Cunningham that he loved
her and hoped she would wait for him to return from his New
Zealand mission.

Susan said she would — for an eternity — she
found some Johnson’s Baby Oil and rubbed it on her palm, zipped
down his fly and started to reach inside. A first for her.

“We can’t,” he said.

Susan had it all worked out, right down to
the baby oil. “Come-on,” she said. “I just want to have a little
fun with your elephant trunk.”

He stopped her, an exercise of massive
willpower, with the apostle's words ringing in his ears. 

“From now on,” she said, “whenever you think
of the word elephant, then you’ll know what it means. And someday
your elephant will be all mine." Susan pressed his hand
between her legs. Of course she was not wearing panties. 
"Like how about now?”

He gasped.

“I’m so wet I can’t stand it!” she buried her
tongue in his ear. “Let me touch you.”

“No, we can’t, not until we’re married,” he
said. He did not sound that convincing.

“You think your mother and father waited
until they were married?”

“No. Did yours?”

“Probably,” she said. And they started to
laugh, which was the opening he was waiting for, pushing
her away from him — another exercise of incredible willpower —
and he started the car. In the midst of all this agonizing
frustration, a part of Jerry was happy because he could make her
laugh. That’s what made his folks’ marriage work.

 Susan’s father was bishop of the local
LDS ward and had pounded “abstinence at all costs” into his
daughter’s mind, but the twenty-year-old girl was at an age of
delicious sexual rebellion. She switched the engine off. “What
about Cuba?” she said, keeping the key away from him.

 “What's Cuba got to do with
anything?”

"President Kennedy has that sea blockade. The
whole world is going to blow up and you don’t want me. We’ll both
die virgins.”

“Give me the key back, I’m driving you
home.”

She put it under her skirt and smiled at him.
She withdrew her empty hand. “It’s beyond my secret door.”

He reached under her skirt and touched her.
His heart beat so hard he could feel it in the back of his
head.

“You found the secret passage to fun and you
didn’t even need a key.” she said.

"We have to go home," he said. "Give me the
key!"

"You know where it is."

"The apostle warned me this might happen."
Jerry was still not certain that the church was true and that God
was in present commutation with its leaders. He had been praying
and felt he was close to an answer but any kind of real sexual
activity now might stop God from giving him a final and absolute
insight.

Susan kept smiling. “We can do it just once,”
she said. “Why would you listen to an old man who sounds like a
duck farting?”

Her fingers advanced again toward his
elephant trunk. 

“Stop!”

Her hand froze but only because at that
instant the headlights from a police car swept through the station
wagon. The prowl car continued down Lover’s Lane. An instant later,
not more than a hundred yards away, a huge Phallus rose out of
the ground. It blotted out the moon.

"My God, what’s that?" Susan asked.

“The military getting ready in case
we’re attacked.  It’s the nose cone of an ICBM. Gimme that
key.”

“You know how to get it.”

He peeled her skirt back and was about to
resume his probe when he saw that she had been sitting on the key.
He snatched it up and as she pouted he started the car and drove to
her house.

Her father, Bishop Cunningham, was
waiting on the doorstep.

 Susan gave Jerry a quick kiss. She
walked slowly to her door and stood there, watching him drive away.
She looked at her father and smiled. He loved his daughter more
than life itself. Would have traded his life in a heartbeat for
hers. He was thankful that she had the church teachings to guide
her.

The following Sunday Bishop Cunningham
presided over a special fast and testimony meeting. There was much
to be grateful for. Most importantly, the Soviets had veered away
from Cuba. After Bishop Cunningham thanked Father in Heaven for
averting a nuclear holocaust he said, “We are gathered here for
Elder Jerry Wonder’s farewell testimony.” He paused to look out at
his flock, and a number of non-members in the congregation. “Jerry
will soon be going to Salt Lake City, then on to New Zealand. He
has been called by our Father in Heaven, by the same power that
allowed Joseph Smith to act on behalf of God and establish the
Church of Jesus Christ after it had been corrupted by the ancient
church.”

Listening, Jerry smiled to himself, thinking
that the old bastard was a politician. All Mormons knew that "the
ancient church" was The Catholic Church but there was no point in
offending visiting dogans.

Apostle Nimbell went on, “Elder Wonder will
mark the rest of his life by what happens on his Mission. Now let’s
hear from this fine young man.”

Jerry, his arms full of books, stood and
shook hands with the bishop, then walked to the podium and looked
down at the sea of faces. His eyes met his mother’s. She smiled
back at him. She knew God was pleased with her. It felt so good to
be a mother in the true church.

Jerry’s eyes drifted to Susan’s. She
scratched her nose with her right index finger. She was flashing
him the bird. What a naughty little Mormon girl.

Jerry said, “Thank you, Bishop Cunningham. I
feel very humble standing before all of you.” Everyone expected him
to say that he knew the church was true and God had restored it but
Jerry couldn’t say this, all he could say was that he was pretty
certain and he knew that God would give him a sign.

Jerry sensed amusement in his father’s eyes.
This was only the fifth time that his father had attended a Mormon
service.

After the service the congregation filed out
as the choir sang "Come, Come Ye Saints." Everyone congratulated
Jerry on his powerful testimony and call to a mission. Several
passed him envelopes with cash enclosed to help him with his coming
mission expenses.

“We are so pleased you're going all the way
to New Zealand to take the gospel to those Maaaoris.”

“Thank you,” said Jerry. “They're called
Maoris.”

An elderly sister pressed five dollars into
his hand and said, “May our Father in Heaven watch over you, Jerry.
We love you so much. I was moved by your testimony.”

Susan sidled up to him and whispered in his
ear, pressing her breasts gently against his arm. “I was moved too,
Jerry.”

She leaned into him. “I want you to do me so
hard that my grandmother will scream your name.”

"Stop it, will you please?" he said. "We're
right in front of the church."

“My great grandmother,” she said.

“Are you two talking about genealogy?” asked
her father.

“Not forefathers. Foreplay, Daddy.”

Bishop Cunningham’s mouth fell open but
before he could respond Dr. Wonder shook hands with the church
leader and said, “You did a sterling job on the podium today. It
sounds like as long as Jerry keeps praying, God will reveal to him
that the church is true. Give the lad some kind of sign.”

They were close enough so that Jerry could
hear Bishop Cunningham stammer, “I wouldn’t be surprised if your
son converted you to our faith, Dr. Wonder.”

“That would be a surprise to all concerned,
Bishop.”

Ann Wonder moved in to salvage the day. “What
Jack means is that he's very impressed with the church.”

“How could I not be, my dear? I live with it
daily.” Jerry’s father glanced at his son and Susan.

“Looks like Jerry and your daughter are
getting serious, Dr. Wonder,” said Bishop Cunningham.

Jerry’s mother moved in again. “They make a
fine looking couple, don't they? But two years apart will help them
understand each other.”

“Oh, there'll be plenty of time for all that
when Jerry returns from his mission,” said the bishop.

Jerry’s eyes caught his father’s. Dr. Wonder
rolled his eyes at his son.

The hours turned into days and the days into
a week and soon it was almost time for Jerry to leave on his
mission. Jerry was reading the Book of Mormon in the kitchen that
was filled with the delicious scent of chocolate chip cookies, Ann
Wonder’s secret recipe. She set a plateful in front of him along
with a tall cold glass of milk. He bit into a chocolate chip
cookie. Delicious. “I’m going to miss these in New Zealand.”

“I'll send you some every month. I just can't
believe you're going to be leaving in five days.”

“It’s only for two years.”

Ann Wonder bit back a tear.

“You wanted me to go, right?” he asked. After
all, without his mother’s urging they both knew he would have
probably passed on a mission.

“So much can happen in two years. We might
not see each other again,” she said. Lately Ann Wonder was becoming
fatalistic.

“We'll see each other. I promise.” He had to
be strong for both of them. That was what a priesthood holder did.
Be strong for everyone. He was not prepared for what his mother
said next.

“I have to tell you something. But don't take
it the wrong way, okay?” she asked.

“Okay.”

She looked as though she was carrying the
weight of the millennium.“Even though you have a very small winkie
you can still have children.”

To say Jerry was stunned would be a massive
understatement. The flavor of the chocolate cookie chip turned to
sawdust. His mouth was dry and he temporally forgot to drink his
milk. Through cookie crumbs he asked: “What makes you think I have
a small … winkie?”

She could not look him in his eyes as she
revealed the secret she had been keeping all of his life. “All the
men on my side of the family have small winkies. Actually tiny
winkies.”

He took a gulp of cold milk. “When is the
last time you saw my winkie, Mother?”

“When you were a little baby.” She held up
her forefinger and thumb— showing a space of about half a inch.
Still she did not, could not look her only child in his eye.

“It's, uh, bigger now.”

“I know men have a difficult time talking
about these things. But your uncle, my only brother, my twin
brother has a john henry that is only this big.” She illustrated
the shameful member with her little finger. “But your Uncle Glen
still got your aunt pregnant.” As if the last statement made
everything okay.

“Mother, how do you know Uncle Glen's winkie
is that small?”

“When I stayed at their home in his guest
room I happened to look in his chest of drawers. Your uncle had
condoms in there that were only a half inch long.”

“I've been swimming with Uncle Glen. He's a
perfectly normal man. With a normal sized dick.”

“Don't use that word.”

“Sorry. But those probably weren't condoms
you were looking at. Since Uncle Glen is a druggist - those were
probably little rubbers you put on the end of your finger to count
pills.”

His mother would not leave it alone. “I'm
sorry I brought it up. But just remember, if anything happens to
me, and I'm not around so we can talk about these things ... there
is nothing wrong with you. You can still have children. Okay?”

Jerry hoped that the conversation was over.
“Sure. Thanks for the cookies.”

Miracle of miracles Ann Wonder did not
reply.

With one day left before leaving on his
mission, Jerry spent the morning in his father’s dental office.

Dr. Wonder huge hands looked like they could
crack ball bearings. Jerry always marveled at the gentleness of
those powerful hands in his mouth. Dr. Wonder tapped various teeth
with the blunt end of an explorer. “Feel that?”

“No pain, Dad.”

Dr. Wonder eyeballed x-rays of Jerry’s teeth.
“Looks pretty good." New Zealand has the queen, right?”

“Kind of a figurehead,” said Jerry.

“I always found it interesting that the Royal
Family had all that money but not enough cash for a decent dental
plan.” Satisfied that Jerry was cavity free, Dr. Wonder went to
work cleaning his son’s teeth. “I think your teeth will last until
you get back from New Zealand.”

“What if I have a toothache, Dad?”

“You could pray, I suppose.”

“Why do you enjoy making fun of my going on a
mission?"

Dr. Wonder decided to let that one pass. He
said, “If you get a bad toothache, just go to a dentist and tell
him your father is a dental surgeon. And if you can't get to a
dentist and you have to pull a tooth or anyone else's tooth?what
you do is, you grip the tooth with a pair of forceps and you give
it a good twist. Then wait overnight. That twisting motion will
compromise the blood vessels and nerves and the tooth will come out
a lot easier.”

“Jesus.”

“No taking the Lord's name in vain for two
years. Now, if you have to pull your own tooth, make sure it's the
right one. But probably God'll hear your prayers and heal your
tooth.

Jerry said, “Okay, time for the lecture on
the dangers of faith.”

“Bertrand Russell said, ‘In all affairs it's
a healthy thing now and then to hang a question mark on the things
you have long taken for granted.’”

“Bertrand Russell is an atheist.”

“You can learn things from atheists. Hell,
you might even learn a few things from your old man?”

“Such as?”

“Sex. When it comes to sex, it ain’t the size
of the gun that matters, it’s the gunner.”

“Have you been talking to Mother?”

“You know I have.”

“Is she happy with the size of your –”

“Drop it, Son.”

The next day, after again successfully
retaining his virginity, Jerry found himself on a Greyhound bus to
Utah. There, he spent a week in the Salt Lake City Mission Home
attending a series of crash courses. The week was a blur. Jerry was
with several hundred other young elders, all in suits and white
shirts and ties, in a large building in the shadow of the temple.
Celestial choirs could almost be heard. But still Jerry was a long
way from being sure that the church held the only true path to
heaven. The other elders and sisters all seemed so certain. Jerry
felt that he was the only one with so many doubts.

An attractive young woman explained how to
iron and fold a shirt. When she held up a perfectly ironed and
folded shirt, Jerry noticed that she had great tits.

“... and that, dear elders and sisters, is
one way to make sure that your first impression will be your best
impression. May our Father's choicest blessings go with you. I say
this in the name of Jesus Christ, Amen.”

The room echoed with a chorus of amens.

Then a doctor dealt with possible health
problems. He pushed his right index finger into his appendix.

“So if this area is tender, then press your
finger gently here, like so, then pull it away quickly. A sudden
pain indicates appendicitis which means you need immediate medical
attention. May our Father in Heaven's richest blessings be with all
of you. I say this in the name of Jesus Christ. Amen.”

Another chorus of amens.

Finally Apostle Nimbell delivered a special
lecture. “Remember the most effective way to gain converts for
Father in Heaven is to tell investigators that you know the church
is true. You can feel your testimony burning in your heart ....
Bear witness to the truth, my brothers and sisters. That is how I
was able to convert over four hundred and fifty souls in The South
Pacific. A record that still stands. I take no credit. I acted only
as a vessel for Father in Heaven. As each of you can as long as you
remain faithful and virtuous. I say this in Jesus' name. Amen.”

A final, and if possible, more powerful
chorus of amens reverberated back at the apostle. He seemed
enormously pleased. Although Jerry's "Amen!" was appropriately
enthusiastic, he was thinking that Susan was right. The apostle
sounded like a farting duck.

*******

Susan Cunningham is naked in her room with
mischief on her mind. With a Polaroid camera she takes a photo of
herself in a mirror. Then another. She studies them, then addresses
an envelope to: "Jerry." She places the photos in the envelope and
seals it. It was ten days since she had spoken to Jerry, the man
she loved. Cellular phones and text messages were decades away.
Outside the weather had turned cold and soon it would snow.

 


 



Chapter 3

 


Jerry Wonder found himself on a plane that
hurled him halfway around the world.

Jerry’s nineteen-year old brain struggled to
comprehend his future as he sped toward the South Pacific. Two
years, twenty-four months, one hundred and four weeks, seven
hundred and thirty days stretching out … forever. Another part of
him, maybe the place where his soul dwelt, reminded Jerry that two
years only seemed like an eternity when you were young and the
farthest you had ever traveled from your home was a three-day car
ride to visit your grandparents.

New Zealand. Ten thousand miles from home,
halfway around the world. A long way to travel, but not if your
mission is to do God’s work. He missed Susan and for the thousandth
wondered how he would have felt if they had gone all the way. What
a luscious memory. But that would have meant breaking his promise
to Apostle Nimbell and not having deserved the honor of serving the
Church in New Zealand.

Stop thinking such thoughts. Stop thinking of
Susan and the scent of Johnson’s Baby Oil. Was the devil at
work?

An elderly lady sat beside Jerry. She had
been snorting snuff since boarding the plane at Fiji, and snorted
another dab now. “Want a pinch?”

“No thanks.”

“You Mormons have the right idea abstaining
from nicotine.” She took another hit. “Only way I can survive these
long trips. I hate the smell of stale cigarettes, even my own.”

“How do you know I’m a Mormon?”

“You’ve been reading the Book of Mormon for
the last hour and you’re wearing a black tie and white shirt and
suit. Besides, you don’t drink coffee. I bet you’ve never
smoked.”

“Our Father in Heaven warned Joseph Smith
about tobacco.”

“That was a damn good warning,” she said. “By
the way, I’m Victoria.”

Jerry closed his Book of Mormon. “Pleased to
meet you.” Father in Heaven had sent him his first potential
convert.

He began to talk of the qualities of the
church and every five or ten minutes told Victoria that he knew the
church was true and could change her life.

She listened between cat naps. They flew
through a thunder storm that rocked the plane. That woke her
quickly so that Jerry could continue his conversion. It was almost
like Father in Heaven had arranged the storm.

And then the storm ended and they were
there.

The North Island of New Zealand was an
emerald carpet in a violet sea with white caps so pure that Jerry
thought he had been transported to a Peter Max seascape instead of
a real honest-to-goodness archipelago. An archipelago—that is what
New Zealand was, several large islands amid hundreds of tiny ones.
Jerry had never heard the word archipelago until he had been called
by the prophet to serve a mission in New Zealand.

Jerry beheld the greenest land he had ever
seen. New Zealand in spring is magnificent.

Elder Jerry Wonder, stared down in awe at the
country in which he would be living for the next two years. It was
as green and beautiful as any place on earth.

Below, Auckland's airport moved into
view.

“So can I come and talk to you some more
about the restored gospel when I’m in Auckland?”

“I don’t know.”

“The church is true,” he said. But he was
still not that certain.

“That is your opinion but it sounds like a
crazy fairy tale to me.”

“Everything I've been saying to you for the
past.” He glanced at his watch.

“For what seems likes days,” said
Victoria.

“None of it got through to you?”

Victoria smiled kindly, pinched his cheek and
responded in a quiet, gentle tone, “Son, it went right through
me.”

Jerry slumped back. His first possible
convert, a total bust.

 


 



Chapter 4

 


Landing, Customs and Immigration.

Carrying several bags stuffed with goodies
that his mother had packed, including her super delicious, to
die-for-chocolate-chip-cookies, Jerry followed Elder Mates to a van
in the parking lot. Mates seemed a couple of years older than Jerry
and also dressed in missionary attire, a black suit and white
shirt. Mates was second-in-command at the mission home. As Jerry
would soon find out, Mates was what they called “a hard case” in
the South Pacific.

Elder Mates opened the luggage door of the
van but offered Jerry no help with the bags. Jerry heaved his bags
in. The driver and a half-dozen kids, five- to nine-years old, were
crowded into the dented van.

“Sorry about this gang. This is the only
transportation available,” said Elder Mates.

The driver was a jolly and heavyset Maori
with tan skin and coal black eyes that twinkled. He had not shaved
for about a week. “Hi, I’m Brother Watty Ormbsy,” he said, shaking
hands with Jerry. “Sit up here beside me and I’ll give you the
cook’s tour. Actually the Captain Cook’s tour, he thought he
discovered this place. I guess he forgot we were here first.”

Jerry wiggled into the seat beside the driver
and a girl of three or four hopped up on his lap and grinned at
him. The Maori shifted and accelerated – the van shuddered and
leapt forward.Soon they were headed toward Auckland as Brother
Ormbsy kept up a running travelogue. “New Zealand is the land of
the long white cloud, Aotearoa. We'll have you at the mission home
in less than an hour. These kids belong to my girlfriend and me.
And we got more. Say, ‘Hi Elder.’”

A chorus of “Hi Elder, welcome to New
Zealand,” reverberated through the van.

The little girl on is lap ran a silky
fingertip across Jerry’s lip and when he looked down at her she hit
him with a smile that made the sun seem dull.

“You're pretty cute,” said Jerry.

“You want her?” asked Brother Ormbsy.
“They’re real easy to make.”

“Now, Brother Ormsby—” said Elder Mates.

“Just joshing,” said the Maori and winked at
Jerry. “Elder Mates gets upset when we give the elders our
kids.”

Jerry watched herds of sheep, quaint
cottages, modern buildings and happy school kids in gray shorts and
blazers flash by as Brother Ormbsy maneuvered the van around
potholes and speed bumps. “It’s going to rain,” he said. “I can
smell her coming.”

Seconds later a sheet of rain hit the highway
and obliterated everything. This did not slow down the Maori.
“It’ll be gone quick and she’ll be right,” he said. “Like
music?”

“Sure,” said Jerry.

“Good, ‘cause you take any six Maori kids,
they harmonize like angels. Kids, let's hear ‘I Love Paris in the
Springtime.’”

Over the splatter of the rain the kids sang.
Perfect harmony. Matching the rain. A mini celestial choir.They
knew all sorts of songs and finished their last one as the rain
stopped and bright sunshine lighted the intense blue sky with those
wispy, elongated clouds.

Brother Ormbsy coasted to a stop and parked
in front of a large cinder block home. This was the center for the
missionaries and could sleep 20 or more. In addition there was a
beautifully appointed residence for the leader of the missionaries
in New Zealand.

The two elders got out and headed for the
front door as the kids and Brother Ormsby waved goodbye. Off they
tooled, singing an old Maori standby:
"Po Atarau/Haere Ra" 
("Now is the Hour").

The front door opened and Tumuaki, a
50-something heavy-set American white guy with thinning hair, came
out and shook hands warmly with Jerry. “Welcome, Elder Wonder. I’m
President Smith. Everyone calls me Tumuaki. Means president in
Maori.”

“Terrific to meet you,” said Jerry.

“Thank you. You’re going to love it here,”
said Tumuaki. “The experience of a lifetime. A real chance to serve
our Father in Heaven.” His gray hair, the color of worn fillings,
made Jerry think he looked more like a professional bowler than a
Man of God. So this was his “father away from home.”

And then a sensual voice: “Could I fix you
something, elder?”

Jerry turned to see a stunning Polynesian
woman. Shiny black hair fell across fabulous breasts. She had the
body of a teenager. “I’m Sister Wongie.” She smelled of the
honeysuckle that grew on Jerry’s grandfather’s farm. Her skin was
the color of light chocolate, unblemished. A Maori, he thought.

“Yes, some food, that would be great,” said
Jerry. He gave Sister Wongie a weak smile and couldn’t take his
eyes from her breasts.

She returned his smile. “My pleasure, Elder
Wonder.”

“Elder Wonder.” It felt weird. The title of
elder denoted a much older person. Jerry supposed he would grow
into it. That was one of the things a mission did for you. Turned
you into a man. That was yet another reason why his mother wanted
him to serve the Lord in the mission field. “Would you like a
hamburger?” she asked.

“Thank you but I don’t eat meat,” Jerry
said.

“A vegetarian?” Tumuaki made a clucking
noise.

“Yes,” said Jerry.

“I hope you’ll have enough energy to keep up
with your companion. We work hard in the Lord’s vineyard here in
New Zealand.”

“That’s why I came here,” Jerry said.

Tumuaki slipped his arm around Jerry’s
shoulder. “Why don’t you and I have a little chat in my office
while Sister Wongie rustles you up a lettuce or fake meat loaf
sandwich or something?”

“Okay, Tumuaki,” Jerry said, although he was
exhausted from the two-day airplane trip. They had refueled in San
Francisco and Hawaii, then overnighted in Fiji where the airlines
assigned Jerry a room with an ancient Chinese man who reeked of
garlic and menthol liniment. All in the past now, just an entry in
Jerry’s missionary journal along with his first failure, the
snuff-snorting Victoria. So many adventures already, so many ahead
of him.

Tumuaki’s office was small with stark white
walls and a utilitarian desk. A painting of Jesus Christ hung
between two ugly sconces and reminded Jerry of his grandparents’
house in California.

Tumuaki sat in a high-backed chair and
gestured for Jerry to sit opposite him. Jerry sat, wondering when
he would get some sleep. Had to be careful. No sense “upsetting the
apple cart,” his mother’s favorite expression.

The mission president saw Jerry peering at
the wall sconces and said, “Made of brass–you’ll see a lot of it
around here because everything rusts or mildews. It’s the ocean
air, takes a bit of getting used to. Like a testimony, you have to
keep it polished, you know, keep the rust off.” The mission
president, pleased with his metaphor, leaned back in his chair and
waited. Near the window was an artist’s easel and oil paints. On
the easel was a portrait of an old Maori chief. The wrinkled face
was covered with tattoos. He looked as wise as God. “Now tell me,
Elder Wonder, how is your testimony?”

“Good.”

“You know that Father in Heaven loves
you?”

Jerry nodded.

“And do you know that Jesus Christ is the Son
of God?” asked Tumuaki.

Jerry thought about Jesus. He was almost
certain sometimes the church was right. He felt he could talk to
Jesus, in fact he had been doing it. He had made a deal with Jesus
involving masturbation, or what some Mormons referred to as
self-pollination. Others called it self-abuse. Self-pollination was
a misnomer. Pollination—in human terms—meant impregnation. In
self-pollination the sperm didn’t come near the egg (except in the
case of extremely acrobatic couples who fell into mutual
self-pollination). Jerry used self-pollination to describe
masturbation because it made him smile. Later in life he discovered
that if he could smile while he was remembering past sexual sins,
he slept better.

Back in the States Susan’s father (and all
the other church authorities) had repeatedly preached that
masturbation was against the laws of God. On many occasions Jerry
had self-pollinated, but always afterwards had promised Jesus
and/or God that it was the last time. And, to prove his sincerity,
Jerry made a unilateral contract with Jesus and God. Jerry vowed
that if he ever did it again, they could fail him during his senior
year at high school.

The problem was that he continually fell prey
to the “sins of the flesh,” as Bishop Cunningham had called it, so
Jerry found himself endlessly renegotiating his unilateral deal
with invisible beings. The way it had stood—this self-pollination
problem—the Godhead could have failed him well into the third
millennium. If the Godhead had held him to the deal, Jerry would
not have graduated from high school until the year 3006. Still the
young Mormon had managed to get his high school diploma so he
assumed that Jesus had forgiven him.

“Jerry,” repeated Tumuaki, “you do believe
that Jesus Christ is the Son of God, don’t you?”

“I am almost positive.”

“I’m glad to hear that, Elder. The best way
to know is to say you know. Remember, the reason Father in Heaven
brought you here is to find souls for His Kingdom.”

“Of course,” said Jerry.

“I have a burning testimony that God lives
and Jesus is his son.” A fat tear appeared in the corner of the
mission president’s eye and trickled down his cheek. He did not
wipe it away. Mormons nearly always wept when they shared their
testimonies. Tears of truthfulness, tears of triumph, tears of
trials.

“Yes,” said Jerry. He wondered how God, who
had created the universe, could possibly require his help.

Here it seemed that Tumuaki could read
Jerry’s mind. “Father in Heaven needs converts to His Kingdom. You
are his warrior. Never forget that there is a battle between Father
in Heaven and Lucifer.”

“You would think that Lucifer would
fold.”

That was ignored or not heard. “For awhile
you’ll stay here in the mission home. You’ll work with my wife,
Sister Smith, your mission mother. You will grow to love her,
although you must be gentle with her. She’s going through a
difficult time. It’s a problem middle-aged women have. Sister Smith
is interested in roses now. They thrill her. Other things don’t. Do
you understand?”

“Yes.” (Jerry didn’t have a clue what the
mission president was talking about.)

“There’s a general meeting of the elders next
month and I’ll assign you a companion and then you can get to
work.”

“I’m really glad to be here.”

“Do you have any personal problems we should
discuss?”

“I don’t think so.” Oh no, he’s going to ask
me about self-pollination.

“It’s essential that our young men are
morally clean. On the way over, were you alone with any members of
the opposite sex?”

“No,” said Jerry. In Fiji, Jerry had imagined
the plane surrounded by crowds of bare-bosomed Fijian girls. The
Tahitian natives that Paul Gauguin had painted so vividly. The
young elder became so aroused that he ducked into the plane’s
washroom and self-pollinated as they were landing. The flight
attendant had kept hammering on the door and asking if he was all
right. Her urgent sultry voice had only aroused Jerry more.

“And how about your masturbation?” Tumuaki
asked.

“Masturbation?”

“Any problems there?”

“I have it in hand,” said Jerry.

“No jokes, elder. It’s one of Lucifer’s
choice tricks for creeping into a young man’s soul.”

Jerry wondered if the mission president and
Apostle Nimbell had been discussing him. Both seemed to sense that
he was what the people in the South Pacific called a wonker. Jerry
found himself staring at the portrait of the old Maori. He
envisioned the silhouette of a Polynesian teenage girl in the
background. She was stacked. Tantalizing tits. She reminded him of
Susan. He recalled Apostle Nimbell’s warnings.

“Do you have any questions, anything at all?”
asked Tumuaki.

“Yes. May I use your bathroom?”

“Right down the hallway,” said Tumuaki.

And there stood Sister Wongie. “I made a
special sandwich for Elder Wonder. Can I fix anything for you?”

“I need an aspirin,” said Tumuaki. “And
please show Elder Wonder where the bathroom is.”

Jerry followed the divinely shaped woman down
the hallway, his eyes fixed on her hips that swayed like palm trees
in a tropical storm. Jerry prayed that there was a lock on the
bathroom door.

 


 



Chapter 5

 


Darkness.

Jerry’s mind assembled jumbled memories as he
woke up. He was in a large low-ceilinged room, with several other
sleeping elders. He remembered arriving in New Zealand and the
acrid odor of aviation fuel mixed with wild flowers. Customs,
immigration and the drive to the mission home. The talk with the
mission president. Sister Wongie had fixed him a lovely vegetarian
tofu meal, but by four p.m. he was exhausted. This was to be
expected, she had explained. After all, he was in a different time
zone and had been flying forever.

Jerry, bleary-eyed, had staggered to the
men’s quarters, peeled off his clothes, pulled his pajamas over his
temple garments and fallen into a narrow bed and a deep sleep. He
had started to wear temple garments after he went through the
ordinances in the Salt Lake City temple.

Jerry’s garments at first felt foreign, like
baggy underwear. Jerry had been wearing his less than a week.
Mormons could only wear garments after going through the temple.
Their purpose was to remind church members of their covenants with
God. No sex before marriage, that kind of thing. Some of the elders
in Salt Lake had called the garments “Angel Chaps.” The garments
were supposed to protect you from the devil. There were stories
about people caught in fires and burned alive, except their skin
was unscathed in the areas their garments covered.The sacred
garments also served as a gentle reminder of other Christian
promises members made in the temple. The promises advocated cutting
the throats and disemboweling any member of the LDS church who
denied his or her faith.

Moonlight seeped through a window at ceiling
level in the communal bedroom. Cool air, tangy with a trace of salt
from the Pacific. Jerry made out two other elders sleeping on their
cots. One was Elder Mates. Already Jerry didn’t like Mates. Jerry
told himself to smarten up. Elder Mates was an elder like him. Both
on the same side. God’s side.

Jerry took a deep breath. He felt contented,
even though he was halfway around the world. But then why shouldn’t
he feel good—even exuberant, he was with those who understood him
and he understood them and they were all on a mission together.
Together they would make the world a better place for they would
bring souls to the LDS church. Finally he was in a position where
he might do some good. So far he had not done much of anything in
his life. It seemed like all the time he had put in so far was
simply preparing for his mission.

Jerry had seldom been so wide-awake and
alert. Three a.m. said the stainless steel watch his father had
given him for his 18th Birthday. It was a Tudor, made in
Switzerland. He had never been to Switzerland—someday he would
visit it, with luck when he returned home since he had already
traveled half way around the world.

Jerry stood on the cold floor, it felt good,
made him realize he was alive. He pulled on his shoes and then
slipped on his robe and walked up the stairs to the first landing.
The door was closed and he opened it gently. Upstairs his mission
father and mission mother were, he assumed, asleep. Tumuaki Smith
did not seem like the kind of person you wanted to wake from a deep
sleep. As far as Sister Smith, the mission mother, was concerned,
Jerry did not have an opinion of her yet. He had met her
briefly.

Jerry thought again about his testimony. Even
though he was a missionary and in the mission field, Jerry was not
absolutely certain that God had restored His church on the earth.
Jerry was not even certain that God had created the world and sent
his Son into it to be hammered onto a cross and die for everyone’s
sins. Jerry had heard the story so often that it had meshed with
his life—until now he had accepted the story as true. It made him
feel comfortable, as though there was a purpose and direction to
life. Mormonism explained so many things.

He let himself quietly out of the house and
looked up to the heavens. He felt like an alien in a world he did
not understand.

Something was out of whack.

“Confusing, isn’t it?”

Jerry, who thought he was alone, turned and
saw Sister Smith standing in the doorway. The moonlight highlighted
her soft gray hair that was done up in a beehive. Jerry could not
figure out how she had managed to keep her hair so neat, unless of
course she had not gone to bed. Nor could he figure out how she had
guessed he was confused. Was it that obvious? “Oh, hi, Sister
Smith, I hope I didn’t wake you.”

“No, I don’t sleep much, and when I can’t I
come here and look up at the sky. That’s the Southern Cross. It’s
so beautiful in spring here.”

Jerry looked up at the stars again.

“Is this the first time you’ve seen the stars
at night at this end of the world?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“I still remember how strange those
constellations looked to me when I came here three years ago. I
can’t believe it’s been that long.”

Jerry realized why he might have felt things
were so out of whack. His universe was upside down now, at least
compared to the one he had left behind in the Northern Hemisphere.
At home he had never really questioned his universe. Now here, in a
different “universe,” he found himself with questions. Perhaps
troubling questions.

“Tell me, Elder Wonder,” said the mission
mother, “how was your trip from the States?”

“It was okay, except in Fiji, they took us
off the plane and I stayed overnight. There was an old Chinese man
there—we shared a hotel room together. Boy, it was humid. Even in
the middle of the night, everything was wet.”

“Fiji is certainly different than we are used
to,” said Sister Smith. “Did you get the Chinese man’s business
card?”

“No.”

“It’s always a good idea to get business
cards. People from other countries are often interested in the
restored gospel. You just have to know the right questions to ask
them.”

“You’re right, Sister Smith,” Jerry said, and
felt guilty for missing out on a chance to find a convert.
Certainly no point in alluding to Victoria, the snuff snorting
almost-convert.

“There isn’t much time left for us.”

“Pardon?” he asked.

“Oh, the Second Coming,” she said. “There’s
not much time.”

Jerry wanted to ask her how she knew when
Jesus was returning. Jerry thought no one knew. Of course, they had
emphasized in the mission home in Salt Lake City that the kingdom
of God would be re-established soon on earth. But what was soon? A
day, a week, a century? God was eternal, God was forever. A
millennium for Him, only the blink of an eye.

“Tumuaki,” said Sister Smith, “told me that
you have a strong testimony.”

“I think I do.”

“Tumuaki is a man of great faith and he has
helped a lot of young people come to realize and understand that
Father in Heaven is real and that he answers prayers, and that
Joseph Smith is and was a true prophet. Joseph Smith’s very life
proves the truth of the church.”

“Yes.” Jerry agreed, thinking back to his own
life, a life that was dull, interspersed with boredom. The small
South Dakota farming community where he went to grade school. There
had only been two or three Mormons in that area and they clung
together and reinforced each other’s beliefs. True believers,
that’s what they were.

The Wonders had their initial encounter with
the church when they stopped in Salt Lake City during a road trip.
While Ann Wonder and son shopped, Dr. Wonder, who had some time to
kill, took the free tour of Temple Square. He was charmed by the
clean cut LDS but then astonishment when he learned that the
Mormons actually believed that Jesus Christ had materialized in New
York and talked to Joseph Smith, the founder of the church. He
thought it was the most hilarious story he had ever heard. He could
hardly wait to share his discovery of a religion “crazier than
drunken squirrels” with his wife and young son. He could hardly
wait to show them what Mark Twain called Christians who were
swimming in laughing gas. They were falling for what Dr. Wonder
referred to as “pure applesauce.”

Ann took the tour and was also impressed with
the clean cut Mormons but unlike her husband she felt there might
be some truth to the story the elders told in Temple Square. A
story about angels and magical seagulls and brave pioneers. In
addition, Ann had felt for some time their son needed some kind of
religion, some kind of moral compass to guide him. Dr. Wonder
figured she would get over such nonsense and see things from his
point of view as an agnostic and certainly a skeptic. To his horror
his wife’s belief pendulum swung the opposite direction from his.
Soon Ann Wonder began to think the Mormon Church was divinely
inspired and within a year she was a believer. The Mormon Church
and the stories surrounding it gave her an anchor, an iron to hang
onto and provided her with essential guidelines for Jerry to
follow.

At first everything Ann and Jerry learned
about the LDS religion from books that Ann Wonder ordered by mail.
Then, when they moved to Sioux Falls, they attended a real LDS
branch and met a community of strangers who totally accepted her
and her son.

As for Jerry, by then he had come to think
that everyone who was a Mormon was good because that was what his
mother had taught him, and she never lied to him.

Before Jerry could figure out what real
Mormons were like he had been called on a mission to spread the
gospel, and now here he was at the bottom of the world, looking at
the Southern Cross. He was a believer and he was not sure why.
Everyone told him that the only way to gain a perfect testimony was
just to say you knew. So far it had worked. Jerry wanted to tell
Sister Smith that he was confused. The only people he felt he could
count on were telling him that the way to know that the church was
true was to tell everyone it was true. If you did that God would
connect the dots. They weren’t telling him to fib, they were simply
telling him, in their own way, how to believe. Dr. Wonder had
called this brainwashing. Jerry supposed it would all work out. His
testimony would probably become stronger.It had to. It seemed to
work for all the others. His mother was living proof.

“You are going to make a special missionary,
Elder Wonder,” said Sister Smith. “And I promise you that when you
leave New Zealand that you will have a magnificent testimony of the
truthfulness of the church.”

“I’m sure I will,” said Jerry. “It’s going to
be a pretty exciting two years.”

“It will be over before you know it,” said
Sister Smith. “And then you’ll be going home and to college and
you’ll meet a worthy sister and raise a family and you will do it
with the secure knowledge that the church is true and that you will
be with Father in Heaven and your family for all eternity.” Jerry
had the thought, but only for a flash, that Sister Smith was trying
to convince herself that they shared the inside secret to the
truth.

“Do you have a sweetheart waiting for you
back home, Elder?”

“Susan. Her father is a bishop. I guess it’s
better not to count on her waiting for me, but it’s a nice feeling
to have.”

“For someone who looks so young,” said the
mission mother, “you seem rather wise. Where did you learn so much
about women?”

“I don’t think I know that much about women,”
he said. “As a matter of fact, I was always surprised when they
went out with me.”

“Don’t sell yourself short, Elder. You’re
good looking and charming. Why, if I were twenty five years younger
I’d wait for you.”

“Did you wait for Tumuaki when he went on a
mission?”

“No,” said Sister Smith, “another girl did,
but when he came home from the Swiss Mission she was in South
America and I was available and we fell in love, and when the other
girl returned Tumuaki and I were married. It happened in less than
three months”

“You moved pretty fast, Sister Smith.”

“In matters of the heart, when you know that
it’s right, then you must.”

Jerry could not visualize Sister Smith and
Tumuaki falling in love. They were ancient, like his grandparents.
When his grandparents had kissed on their 40th anniversary their
false teeth had made a clicking sound.

“Elder Wonder, there is something I warn all
our missionaries about,” said Sister Smith.

“There is?” He hoped she was not going to
talk about self-pollination.

“Yes. You know it’s important to remain
morally clean. Love and sex have their place at the right time, but
the girls that you will meet here are different than the ones back
home.”

“How do you mean?” This could be good, very
good, he thought.

“The Maori women, they are Polynesian you
know.”

“Yes, like sister Wongie,” said Jerry.

“Our Polynesian sisters in the church are the
finest people in the world. Potentially good church members. But
the Polynesians themselves have a different set of moral codes than
we do. Do you understand what that means?”

“What?”

“It means that Lucifer will use the native
women to thwart the Lord’s work. You must never be alone with any
of the Polynesian women. Ever. They can destroy you.”

“I realize I’m supposed to be with my
companion at all times,” he said.

“Even if you are with him, be careful about
the Polynesian women.”

“I’m not interested in Polynesian women.”
Jerry prayed that Sister Smith would not be able to tell he was
becoming aroused.

“Things will be easier for you here than in
the Tahitian mission,” she said.

“How do you mean?” he asked, hoping she was
going to continue on about the sins of fornication.

“Last month one third of the Tahitian
missionaries were sent home,” said Sister Smith.

“Really?” he asked, and he could not help but
visualize wild Tahitian girls thrusting their hips in ever wilder
rotations. Faster and faster jerked those hot hips.

“Yes, really. Our young men simply could not
overcome the temptation. Many of the Tahitian women were
bare-breasted.”

“Bare-breasted?” Good heavens, fancy that, he
thought.

“Yes, they only wore loin cloths. It’s
natural for them, but our young men were not prepared for it. And
Lucifer was there.”

“But the Maori girls are not that way, are
they?” He hoped that the bare bosom culture had made it to the
Maoris. He knew he should not think such thoughts, but his mind was
filled with glorious naked natives, shaking hips and breasts. Oh,
Father, forgive me for I know not what I do.

“No, here in New Zealand the women wear
tops.”

“What would happen if Tahian women came
here?” asked Jerry.

“I have no idea,” said the mission mother.
“And it’s nothing for you to worry about. Just be aware that
Lucifer is watching, waiting for an opportunity to destroy
you.”

Jerry hoped he would be a match for Lucifer
and a bevy of bare-breasted Tahitians. The drums, the wild dances,
the naked breasts, the naked breasts, the naked breasts–

“Elder?” asked the mission mother. “Elder,
can you hear me?”

“What?” Jerry was looking at the Southern
Cross and it became another vision, a diamond necklace on the bare
breast of a naked Tahitian. She had full red lips and her hips
pumped seductively in time to slender palm trees that shook in a
warm breeze. He could actually see her perky breasts in the
blackness of night….they were like Susan’s. She had great breasts.
Oh, Susan, I miss you.

“I said be aware that Lucifer is watching,
waiting for an opportunity to destroy you,” repeated the mission
mother. She slipped a comb from her gray hair and it came down,
outlining her face. The moonlight caught her full red lips. She
seemed much younger—

“Yes, that’s right,” said Jerry. “I was just
thinking about things back in the States.” In the moonlight the
mission mother was beautiful. Ample, really ample breasts, breasts
that strained at the shiny fabric of her nightgown. Inviting and
warm, sensual.

“Well, that is only natural,” said the
mission mother. “You will remember what I said about avoiding
temptation, won’t you?”

“Yes, sure. My goodness, yes. Thank you.”

“Good, we understand each other, Elder
Wonder.” She glanced down, as if for the first time aware of her
own breasts, and then fastened the top buttons on her nightgown,
hiding their curvature. Far too firm for an older woman. She seemed
to take a long time, fiddling with the buttons…. Earth mother.
Birth mother. Lover-mother. Few of the girls Jerry had gone out
with had such breasts as the mission mother. The girls he had dated
were for the most part skinny. Few of them could match the mission
mother for sensuality. Well, maybe Susan. She had great breasts,
but nothing like the mission mother’s. Oh, he thought, it’s the
devil. He is here–tempting me with this woman.

“What’s going on out here?” asked Tumuaki.
Apparently the mission father could sense when the devil was
afoot.

“Hello, Dear,” said Sister Smith. “Did you
forget your sleeping pill?”

“What are you two doing out here?”

“Elder Wonder couldn’t sleep. You know how it
is after a trip from the States,” said Sister Smith. “I got up to
get a glass of water and saw him out here. Everything is fine.”

“Good, why don’t you go back to bed,
dear?”

“Whatever you like,” she said. “Good night,
Elder.”

“Good night, Sister Smith,” said Jerry.

After she was gone, Tumuaki took out a
handkerchief and blew his nose. “You two talk long, Elder?”

“No.”

“I suppose you discussed the States.”

“A little bit.”

“Did Lucifer and the warnings about
Polynesian girls come up?”

“Your wife told me what happened in
Tahiti.”

“She did, did she?” Tumuaki blew his nose
again. “Elder, I’m going to take you into my confidence. Okay?”

“Sure.”

“That means what I tell you is just between
the two of us and Father in Heaven, okay?”

“Yes, Tumuaki.”

“My wife is going through menopause.”

“She is?”

“Yes. Do you know what that is?”

“I’m not absolutely sure,” said Jerry.

“Women become hysterical. That word comes
from the Greek, hysterikos. Or womb. It has to do with the change
of life. Do you understand?”

“No, I don’t, I guess,” said Jerry.

“Neither do I. But Sister Smith is not the
same person I married. Not that there is anything wrong with the
person she is now, or has been becoming for the last five years.
But we have to cut her a little slack. All right?”

Jerry again was puzzled about what the
mission president was talking about.

“What I’m saying,” said Jerry’s spiritual
father, “is that if Sister Smith asks for anything, anything at
all—no matter how unusual, try and see that she gets it. Okay?”

“Yes,” said the young man. “Could you excuse
me, Tumuaki, I have to go to the bathroom.”

“Have you got a weak bladder, boy?”

Jerry hurried to the bathroom, closed the
door and locked it. Then he turned out the light and switched on
the fan. In the dark he could picture the Southern Cross turning
into a diamond necklace…the necklace sparkled on the neck of a
Tahitian woman undulating half naked on a sandy beach. The Tahitian
woman had gray hair, just like the mission mother. And then she
became Susan except with the mission mother’s breasts.

After he washed his hands and turned the
light back on, Jerry made a new deal with Father in Heaven. The
young man promised that for each time he self-pollinated he would
find a soul for Jesus. Jerry had been in the South Pacific less
than twelve hours and now he owed the Godhead three converts.

He noticed as he walked down the corridor
that Sister Smith was standing in the window across the courtyard.
She was naked. He doubted that she realized he could see her. She
didn’t seem hysterical.

 





Chapter 6

 


When missionaries arrived in New Zealand they
were immediately paired up. The church authorities insisted that
missionaries always traveled, worked and lived two by two. In rare
instances three might work together for a short period. No one
missionary was seldom left alone for more than a few hours. But in
Jerry’s case matching him with a companion was delayed since all of
the missionaries had companions and things were going pretty much
on keel. In a few weeks several missionaries would be returning
home and a variety of companions would be available to assign to
Jerry. But most importantly, the mission mother had taken a great
liking to Jerry and he seemed to have a calming influence on her.
(Tumuaki was much relieved when this happened.)

Jerry also had a gift for writing letters to
bureaucrats. Tumuaki Smith and his wife desperately needed someone
who could help them deal with their real estate agent in Delta,
Utah where they planned to build their retirement dream home. The
first presidency had told Tumuaki and his wife that they would be
in New Zealand for two years, but that had stretched to four.

Sister Smith, at first delighted and honored
with the mission call, found the work more and more demanding and
tedious. She missed her children and family. Already one older
sister had died. Sister Smith was trunky, mission field lingo
signifying burned-out or one who wanted to go home early. Or
both.

On the other hand, Tumuaki savored being in
charge. He enjoyed the absolute loyalty and respect of over two
hundred missionaries and the first presidency often chose new
apostles from among mission presidents. What was not common
knowledge was that there was a terrible price extracted for being a
mission president.

Dozens of mission presidents, financially
successful before being chosen, lost most of their estates during
their terms in foreign missions. The First Presidency demanded one
hundred percent devotion to the mission, there was little time to
take care of financial affairs back home.

In the States, Tumuaki had operated a small
dairy farm near Delta and he had done well with it. When he was
called to New Zealand, he turned the day-to-day management of the
farm over to his brother, who turned out to be a dolt, and worse,
he was a lazy dolt. Unless someone turned things around, the farm
would be bankrupt soon. Tumuaki discussed the impending crisis with
Apostle Nimbell who advised him to have faith and let the Lord
provide a divine solution. The most important thing Tumuaki could
do would be to tend to the spiritual stewardship of his elders.

Tumuaki’s faith in the leadership of the
church meant he followed the apostle’s advice. Perhaps blindly.
Sister Smith’s circumspect nature made her less optimistic than her
husband. She fired off letters and telegrams to her husband’s
brother-in-law and orchestrated the purchase of a site for their
home in Delta. To take her mind off their possible bankruptcy and
her isolation from family, she immersed herself in gardening. Jerry
seemed to be the one person in New Zealand who could help her with
their problems. His farm understanding and letter writing skill
calmed Sister Smith and she thought that there was hope that
someday she and her husband would have the dream home they had
always wanted in Delta.

Again and again Jerry succeeded in unsnarling
bureaucratic red tape that was tying up the land Sister Smith
wanted for her home. And when it came to helping with her rose
garden, Jerry was a wonder. She found herself becoming more and
more protective and appreciative of the young man.

Elder Mates may have been just as good at
dealing with bureaucrats, but the second councilor had no time for
Sister Smith and her State-side problems. Elder Mates was
single-mindedly dedicated to bringing in converts. That mind-set
annoyed Sister Smith almost as much as her husband’s, which was
never focused on her gardening. Although he was a son of the soil
it was always mission, mission, mission.

He didn’t fully understand the mission’s
politics, but Jerry did feel Sister Smith’s almost-embarrassing
over-protectiveness, which saved him from a tracting mission in
some backwater area of New Zealand, a rain forest or the desolate
coast of the north.

He thought a lot about Susan and their
families. He performed his jobs around the mission home more or
less on automatic pilot as he waited for his first assignment in
the mission field with another elder.

With so much to do around the mission home,
and Sister Smith’s many errands, Jerry was allowed, actually
encouraged, to go downtown to the post office and to go shopping by
himself.

These frequent, unsupervised trips gave Jerry
a chance to visit the Auckland main library where he studied Mormon
history, a more objective kind than was available in the mission
library. The Auckland library offered him a chance to read his
first anti-LDS book, one by Fawn Brodie, called No Man Knows My
History, about the life of Joseph Smith. Fawn Brodie was a
brilliant, although irreverent, biographer who seemed able to
document one damning fact after another about the founder of the
LDS church. Jerry would have liked to have borrowed the book, but
realized concealing it from the prying eyes of Elder Mates would be
like hiding in a house of glass. What made the book such a
revelation was that author Brodie was a niece of David O. McKay,
the beloved prophet of the church.

At the University of Auckland Jerry
discovered several bookshelves devoted to the Mormon Church and
what some called a wacky history. Sister Smith had the idea that
Jerry would find some information there to help her run the family
farm. He did return with several books on developing a cattle farm
in the midwest but they were so outdated as to be useless.

Jerry also visited The Church of Christ, a
small splinter group of Mormons who documented many of the things
that were amiss with the present Church of Jesus Christ of
Latter-day Saints. There he found bushels of anti-Mormon
literature, some rather far-fetched.

Among President and Sister Smith’s private
papers Jerry also found an interesting document, Joseph Smith’s
King Follett Discourse of 1844. This was Smith’s eulogy for a
Mormon who was considered one of the church’s most faithful
brethren. Shortly after Joseph Smith gave the eulogy, he was killed
by an unruly mob who attacked him in the Carthage Jail.

The discourse was another eye-opener setting
out concepts about Mormonism that never occurred to Jerry.
According to the Prophet, Mormons believed in a group of gods.
Prior to this, Jerry’s mother taught him that the faith
acknowledged only one God, the same belief Mates offered in bearing
his testimony, which he did at the drop of a psalm. Mormons in
general, thought Jerry, bore their testimony to prove they were
more Christian than any other Christians, especially Catholics who
believed in The Trinity - Father, Son and Holy Ghost, the three in
one and one in three theory. The Three Musketeers.

Despite the constant mission activity,
Jerry’s crippled love life leapt to mind when Susan wrote him. She
seemed crazy in love with him and told him that she was going to
become a flight attendant so she could visit New Zealand.

One day Elder Mates took Jerry aside for a
little heart to heart. “Elder Wonder,” said the second councilor,
“a couple of times when you’ve been on some of your long
expeditions running errands for our mission mother, a girl has
called from back home.”

“Who would that have been?” asked Jerry, his
heart pounding. He knew it was Susan.

“She was a member of the church. Don’t you
want to know how I know that, Elder?”

“Sure.”

“Because she wouldn’t tell me who she was. So
she obviously knows our rules about no phone calls to anyone back
in the States without mission office permission. Who do you think
it was, Elder?”

“No idea.”

“Yeah? Well, the fastest way for a missionary
to be sent home is to date. I got the impression she was going to
come over here to see you.”

“Oh,” said Jerry. “Did she say that?”

“I read between the lines. And I told her
never to call back again. I did this for your own good. It could
have been that Susan who writes to you.”

“No idea,” said Jerry.

“You better drop her a line and tell her to
knock it off,” said Elder Mates. “I’ll be watching things.”

“While you’re doing that I’ll be looking for
investigators to baptize.”

Jerry really needed some converts. His
covenant with Father in Heaven (a promised convert per each
self-pollination act) had him in deep debt. Jerry lost count of the
number of converts he owed. And now Elder Mates was watching his
every move, the officious little prick. As soon as these thoughts
went through Jerry’s mind he asked Father in Heaven to forgive him.
Elder Mates was fulfilling his calling as second counselor as best
he could. But he still was a little prick. Sorry, God.

 


 



Chapter 7



After Jerry had been in the mission home for
a month, his fellow missionaries from all over the North Island
converged on Auckland for a general meeting at the stake center a
few miles from the mission home. Tumuaki Smith assembled three such
conferences each year to keep spirits high among his young charges
and to challenge them with baptism quotas. The mission home staff
came up with “motivational” ditties for the elders and sisters.
Since there were more baptisms in the rural areas than in the
cities and towns Elder Mates penned the following: “It isn’t a pity
to live in the city because we can baptize as many as any.” Jerry
figured this was fairly inane.

Tumuaki always held one of his “pep rallies”
near Christmas, because the missionaries needed an extra jolt of
spirituality to make it through the holidays away from their homes.
This would be the first Christmas Jerry had spent without his
family.

Jerry was eager to get into the field and
begin his missionary work, his proselytizing. This would give him a
chance to meet the Kiwis; after all, he had come to New Zealand
partly to learn about a new culture. He had done so poorly in
French (perhaps a result of so much SP-ing) that the church had,
thank heavens, assigned him to a country that spoke English.

The mission home slept about a dozen people,
but usually only four or five missionaries plus the mission father
and mission mother lived there. The mission parents had their own
quarters, a large bedroom and bathroom with an adjoining sitting
room.

There was a communal kitchen and living room
on the first floor, Sister Wongie’s domain and she kept it orderly,
and spotless. The missionaries who lived in residence were
handpicked by Tumuaki. These elders were skilled office workers,
and besides mission work assisted with the day to day duties of
mission activities.

Each mission throughout the world had a first
and second counselor. The first counselor was from the local church
and visited the mission home several times a month; the second
counselor was chosen from among the missionaries. It was a great
honor for an elder to be the second counselor, and there were lots
of perks such as living in residence at the mission home.

Outside the mission home there were stringent
rules about the elders remaining together in pairs, but in the
mission home these rules were more lax. In addition to the core
staff in the mission, certain elders (and an occasional sister)
were pulled into the mission home in a last ditch effort to
straighten them out. If that did not work, they were sent home. A
terrible disgrace.

Special guests such as general authorities
and other church leaders were always welcome, and the New Zealand
mission provided elegant bedrooms and private bathrooms for VIP
visitors.

The mission staff took the van to the stake
center for the missionary conference. Jerry sat beside Tumuaki. The
mission secretary and the second counselor rode in the back.

It was a warm day and everything was as green
as a Dakota grain field in June. Multi-colored birds flitted among
the royal palms and wind-bent pohutukawa trees. Rain had fallen
lightly in the night and the air was crystal clear with a gentle
breeze.

“So what do you think of New Zealand now?”
Tumuaki asked Jerry.

“It’s great.”

“Yes, Elder,” said the older man, “this will
be the milestone of your life. You’ll look back and remember these
two years as the turning point in your life.”

“I’m sure I will,” said Jerry. He wondered
how many times he would hear the expression “milestone” before he
left the South Pacific.

As they headed to the missionary conference,
Jerry thought about his first interview to determine his
worthiness. That interview was with Bishop Cunningham, the father
of Susan Cunningham, that beautiful handmaiden (with the great
hands) and would-be seducer of Jerry. That first interview was a
slam-dunk, the standard questions—Do you believe the leaders of the
church are appointed by Father in Heaven? Do you uphold all the
tenets of the church? Do you pay an honest tithe? Do you keep the
Word of Wisdom? At the interview’s end Bishop Cunningham asked,
almost off-handedly, if Jerry were morally worthy to go on a
mission. Jerry replied he certainly was and they shook hands. The
bishop seemed relieved because he knew that had Jerry said he was
not morally clean, a certain Susan Cunningham might be in the
family way.

Jerry approached his second interview with
increased apprehension. This one was with the stake president. The
stake president was originally from Montana and had been in South
Dakota for only a few years.One reason for Susan’s consuming
interest in Sex, with a capital S, was her cousin, Beverly Cain,
who still lived in Montana. Beverly was a jack Mormon and had been
smoking and drinking and “being promiscuous” since she was fifteen.
This activity had horrified her parents who could not understand
where they had gone wrong. Their other daughters were all seemingly
straight arrow Mormons. Poor Beverly was a lost soul. Susan had
visited her cousin in Montana many times and they were soul mates.
Beverly was a PanAm flight attendant and wrote titillating letters
to Susan about her worldly experiences.

The stake president knew all about Beverly
Cain and her wild activities in Montana. He also realized the great
influence she had exerted on Susan.

Jerry was afraid the stake president would
ask some fairly penetrating questions.

Surprise. The stake president was easier to
get by than Jerry had feared –it seemed that the man trusted his
bishops to screen missionaries before he interviewed them, so
Jerry’s interview with the stake president was, mercifully,
perfunctory.

As they sped toward the missionary conference
in Auckland, Jerry’s mind focused and refocused on Susan. What
delightful and perky breasts Father in Heaven had blessed her with.
Jerry thought about the hours they had spent watching TV in her
parent’s den. On these occasions Susan never wore panties under her
skirt. Jerry recalled how often things went from warm to hot in a
heartbeat in that cozy TV room, especially when Susan pulled out a
bottle of Johnson’s Baby Oil and started rubbing it on Jerry’s
tummy. She did everything she could to excite him beyond
redemption, for she was a wild filly and refused to accept the idea
that her father held any reins. But mostly she was horny. But only
for Jerry. She attempted repeatedly to get hold of his winkie but
he blocked her, for he feared if he broke the church rules, he
might never know if the church itself was true or not.

Jerry had been taught that those in authority
in The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints were wise men
who Father in Heaven communicated with, and Jerry worried that
Father in Heaven might reveal (in a dream or vision, or maybe a
personal appearance) to Bishop Cunningham what was going on in his
very own TV room.

Jerry thought about his final interview that
qualified him to go on a mission. That had been with Nimbell, the
apostle consumed with the tiniest sexual peccadillo.Just as Jesus
Christ’s original church had twelve apostles, the Church of Jesus
Christ of Latter-day Saints had them. Each was considered a
prophet, seer and revelator. Each could speak directly to God. At
the head of the church was the president, David O. McKay. He was
also a prophet, seer and revelator. He was referred to as “The
Prophet.” Not only could he speak to God, but when God spoke to the
president of the church it was called a revelation and became
church doctrine.

All decent Mormons felt the president was a
wise and benevolent man.

President McKay had recently talked with God
and God had told him that missionary work was key to the salvation
of the world. The end of the world was not too far off either.
Athough there was no fixed date, it was absolutely imperative that
converts be found. Every member was to be a missionary and harvest
souls.

The week before that final interview with the
apostle, Jerry was having dinner with his mother and father when
his father, who had been drinking slightly, said between bites of
steak, “I guess when you get to Utah you’ll be about as close to
the Almighty as a fellow can get on earth.”

Jerry said nothing. His father was trying to
get a rise out of him and the young man was determined not to fall
for the bait.

“A guy like that would be great to have some
stock market tips from,” said Dr. Wonder.

“Please,” said Jerry’s mother. “Have a little
respect.”

“I have all the respect in the world,” said
Dr. Wonder. “It’s just that since your church expects us to foot
the bill for our minister here, the least it could do is give me a
couple of hot stocks.”

“I have enough to pay for Jerry’s mission out
of my inheritance,” said Mrs. Wonder.

“It couldn’t hurt to ask for just one tip on
the stock market. I mean, our son will be doing the Almighty’s
work.”

Jerry’s mother did not say anything. Lately
she had stopped arguing, employing silence with deadly results.
When his parents did not talk, there went their humor. Doc Wonder
got up and stretched, then went to the golf range.

Jerry could not get the interview with
Apostle Nimball out of his mind. It played over and over. He had
thought of it a hundred times on the plane trip to Auckland and a
thousand times during his stay in the mission home. Now the
memories were battering his mind again. The memory of the apostle
vanished as the van rolled to a stop and Tumuaki announced: “We’re
here.”

Jerry blinked and saw dozens of young men all
like himself streaming into the ward house. All dressed in dark
suits with crisp white shirts. Their shoes shone like mirrors. He
wondered how many of his fellow elders Apostle Nimbell had
interviewed. Probably quite a few had met Apostle Nimbell, for he
loved New Zealand and was deeply concerned about its spiritual well
being. The young elder wondered if the apostle had been as
concerned and as specific about the sexual transactions of the
other elders as the old goat had been about Jerry’s weaknesses of
the flesh.

A nun on a bike peddled by. “I never saw so
many wonkers in one place,” she said, her habit billowing in the
wind.

 


 



Chapter 8

 


The Auckland Stake Center was much like
Jerry’s in Sioux City. A painting of Jesus Christ at the end of the
A-frame structure gazed lovingly down at oak pews with soft red
cushions. Jerry remembered what C.S. Lewis had said about Jesus: "A
man who was merely a man and said the sort of things Jesus said
would not be a great moral teacher. He would either be a lunatic–on
a level with the man who says he is a poached egg–or else he would
be the Devil of Hell.” Jerry tried not to think such things, but it
was like trying not to think about his elephant trunk. Since Susan
had planted the image in his mind both elephant and trunk made
Jerry think of the same thing: sex.

In front of the pews was an elevated
platform, the stand or rostrum. On it were seats for the choir and
a dozen more members of the congregation. Usually the bishop and
his counselors, and often some of the lay members who would speak
that day, sat there. There was no cross or crucifix since Mormons
taught the cross was a pagan symbol. Beside the rostrum was a small
pipe organ. A rotund Maori brother was playing a favorite Mormon
hymn, “We Thank Thee, Oh God, For a Prophet.” Jerry recognized the
Maori as Watty Ormbsy, the person who had driven him in from the
airport to the mission home.

A few minutes later Tumuaki was on the stand
gazing out at over two hundred missionaries. He nodded to this one,
smiled at another. The young men basked in his attention. Second
Counselor Mates and Jerry were also on the stand. Jerry felt
uncomfortable, he had not yet earned the right to be a leader, he
was simply among them because he was staying at the mission
home.

Among Tumuaki’s charges were half-a-dozen
lady missionaries, most of whom were several years older than their
male counterparts. The church seldom called dating-aged women to
missions. LDS authorities felt it would be better for a young woman
to marry and raise a family than go to some distant country on a
mission. After all, the ultimate goal was to bring converts into
the church and the distaff side was usually not adept at
conversion. The authorities in Salt Lake City felt that the
sisters’ true calling was reproduction. In the long run this often
produced more new members for the church than two years of foreign
proselytizing.

Jerry liked the way the Maori played the
organ. Even though he was ten or fifteen feet away, Jerry could see
that Brother Ormbsy’s nails were chipped and torn, the endings of
ham hands and fingers like sausages, but boy, could those thick
digits coax delightful music from that organ. It reverberated
through the chapel. The organist and Jerry exchanged glances,
smiling at each other, and the connection made Jerry feel good. The
older man had clean white teeth, except for a missing central
incisor. Jerry thought the man had a goatee. But it wasn’t. It was
some kind of tattoo. Although Jerry had seen photographs and
paintings of Polynesians with ceremonial tattoos on their faces and
bodies, he didn’t know yet that there were names for the tattoos,
or mokos. Originally, mokos were carved into the skin with chisels
(uhi) but in recent years ink was used. Jerry realized that the
last time he had seen Brother Ormbsy he had a week-long beard. He
must have recently shaved. Probably for church.

The second counselor settled down the elders
and one of the zone leaders offered an opening prayer. As everyone
sang the first hymn, Jerry realized that Brother Ormbsy had no
sheet music. The Polynesian had memorized the arrangement. He
played even more beautifully as the congregation sang. Again he
smiled at Jerry. It was the kind of smile that made Jerry glad to
be in New Zealand.

After, Tumuaki stood at the lectern and
challenged each missionary to increase their commitment to Father
in Heaven and bring in more souls. Tumuaki said he had been
thinking about the kind of reward that was in store for any
missionary who caught a soul for the Lord.

“It says here,” he explained, holding up a
well worn book, “that one soul means more to the Lord than the
earth itself. And what is the value of the world? It is worth
trillions of dollars.”

Jerry’s gaze moved across the faces in the
congregation. Everyone seemed enraptured by the words that flowed
from their mission father’s mouth. A thin sister in the back row.
This was Sister Greenvelt, whom he had met at the mission home a
few hours earlier. Tomorrow she would return home, her
eighteen-month mission finished. The men were expected to stay for
two years, the women for a year and a half. Sister Greenvelt had
her arms folded against her chest, and Jerry could see a thin
trickle of tears on her cheek. Sister Greenvelt was not a pretty
woman and had never learned how to dress. She wore no makeup. She
had the body of a model but the instincts of a hippopotamus. She
swayed when she walked, and her left foot usually hit the floor
with far more force than seemed necessary. Apparently an operation
to straighten out a clubfoot gone awry. But with the tears slipping
down her face and the sunlight slanting in from the narrow window
beside her, Sister Greenvelt was beautiful. Like a Madonna. He
thought about telling her she looked like a Madonna, but no one in
the Mormon church ever used that word. Madonna was a Catholic word,
and Mormons believed the Vatican was run by the devil. Or if not
the devil himself, certainly his demons.

Sister Greenvelt did not remind Jerry of his
Susan, but that didn’t stop him from thinking of the woman he
loved. Again his mind replayed their times together in the TV
room—it was lucky that Bishop Cunningham or his wife, or one of
their many kids, did not catch them. What would have happened in
the midst of their wild petting if Susan’s dad had appeared? There
would have been a mad scramble to find hers panties, but of course,
since she was not wearing them they would not have been
located.

The image of Apostle Nimbell filled Jerry’s
mind. He could see the older man, a fatherly smile that had turned
to what … anticipation, as the man leaned forward, asking, “What
about her private dank area, down low. Penetration?”

Jerry realized that the second counselor had
just nudged him, and he saw that everyone was staring at him. Over
two hundred missionaries. He was in New Zealand. Not in that
oppressive paneled office in Salt Lake City. Talking about Susan.
Confessnig.

Oh, how he liked the way Susan kissed, liked
the way she moved her belly (and more) against the palm of his
hand, liked the way her breathing came in quick gasps…it would have
meant so much to have made love with her, but then he probably
wouldn’t have been here on his mission. Wouldn’t that have been
great, ready to get on the bus to Salt Lake City, all his friends
waving goodbye, and Susan running toward him. An image of Susan
with a big tummy forced its way into his mind. Would that have been
so wrong? They would have gotten married and they could have made
love every night, maybe twice a day. Maybe three times. On
weekends, more. And then Jerry thought about Hollar Nimbell, the
apostle of Jesus Christ, whom Jerry had journeyed to Salt Lake City
to see.

“Share your testimony with us,” urged Tumuaki
Smith, again interrupting Jerry’s thoughts.

Jerry had one of the most ferocious hard-ons
of his life. If he stood up, everyone would be shocked. He tried to
get Susan out of his mind. He thought of a Madonna. The Madonna had
Susan’s face. Susan had no panties. This was not working. She said
she was after his elephant trunk.

“Are you all right?” asked Tumuaki.

Jerry nodded.

The second counselor took Jerry’s arm and
almost lifted him up, whispering: “You’re supposed to give your
testimony now.” (Elder Mates could be a real pain.)

Jerry stood, picked up the second counselor’s
clipboard from the cushion beside him and shielded himself with it
and walked to the lectern.

Tumuaki shook hands with him and said,
“You’ll do fine elder. Just bear your testimony.”

Jerry looked into all the expectant
faces.

“Brothers and Sisters,” he said, “I feel
humble standing before you. When I left Salt Lake City I made a vow
that I would bring many souls to Father in Heaven. Now I am
redoubling that commitment.”

He paused here and looked around the chapel;
the elders and sisters seemed slightly puzzled. He looked into
Sister Greenvelt’s eyes. She had stopped crying, and Jerry could
sense that she knew the gospel was true and God lived. She looked
so sad, perhaps that sadness was for him.

Jerry glanced back at Tumuaki. There was no
question from the man’s expression that he knew the gospel was true
and God lived. And there was no question he would be extremely
disappointed if Jerry couldn’t have (or surpass) his faith.

At least, thought Jerry, my boner is gone,
although he was not quite ready to sit down. There might still be
some telltale signs of the old elephant trunk.

Jerry glanced over at Brother Ormbsy. The man
gave him a warm smile. The smile seemed to say to Jerry that
whatever he said would be okay. Yes, that is what the Maori’s smile
was saying.

“I know we have the truth. Please pray for
me. I say this in the name of Jesus Christ, amen.”

There was a soft murmur of amens even though
Jerry realized that he had not said exactly the right thing.
Everyone expected Jerry to proclaim that he knew beyond any shadow
of a doubt the LDS religion was true. He was not as certain as the
others about the truth of the gospel because he had fudged the
truth, well lied, to Apostle Nimbell. He and Susan had done a bit
more than he had confessed to the apostle. At that instant Jerry
felt he didn’t belong in New Zealand, that he was not worthy. No
wonder Father in Heaven did not give him a burning testimony of the
divinity of the church and its leaders.

He thought about going home. That would break
his mother’s heart. Besides, if he went home now he would never be
able to gain the faith and strength that the others had. All his
life both his mother and father had complained that he never
finished things. They were right.

This was not the time to throw in the towel,
to give up. He had just arrived.

As Jerry took his seat, Tumuaki returned to
the lectern. The mission father looked into the faces of his
missionaries, and Jerry feared that he might be publicly chastised
for his weak testimony. Tumuaki took hold of both sides of the
lectern, his knuckles whitened. “My dear brothers and sisters,” he
said, “I want you to know I have a testimony of the divinity of
Jesus Christ. I know He lives. I know He speaks to our prophet,
David O. McKay, the ninth president of The Church of Jesus Christ
of Latter-day Saints. If we pray and listen to the Holy Spirit, we
will someday be with Father in Heaven and our Savior—”

It was a long and powerful testimony, and
twice Tumuaki Smith paused to wipe tears from his eyes. “I know I
ask much of you, but I am doing it because I want you to receive
Father in Heaven’s blessings. This life is short, and when we have
proven ourselves here we will be with our Father in Heaven for
eternity.”

Tumuaki concluded his testimony, and when he
did Jerry felt ashamed for being so uncertain; how marvelous it
would be to have his mission father’s convictions. What peace he
had and what peace he projected.

After Tumuaki finished testifying everyone
sang another hymn. And since it was almost lunchtime Jerry assumed
they would stop for an hour. But Tumuaki said that he would like an
Elder Freight to share his testimony with everyone.

A tall, powerful man rose in the second row,
strode onto the stand and positioned himself behind the lectern. He
was well over six-four, looked like he could lift a Volkswagen, and
reminded Jerry of Superman. Elder Freight spoke in a hushed voice
about how fortunate he was to have been born a Mormon, and how his
father’s dying words were that the church was true and what comfort
that had given him. He told the congregation that his mother and
the rest of the family were working fourteen-hour days on their
tiny ranch in Idaho so he could continue on a mission. He had
converted many people, he said, and was convinced of the
truthfulness of the church. He said he would die before he would
deny his testimony, and that God had given him a burning knowledge
that David O. McKay was a prophet. He started to cry, overcome by
the spirit of The Holy Ghost. Many of the elders wept unashamed as
he finished testifying.

The chapel was palpably energized, and Jerry
found it so electrifying that he sensed the hair on the back of his
neck stand up. Elder Freight and his testimony were like a Freight
train. On track. Certain. Unstoppable. Jerry had never seen such a
large and powerful man speak with such child-like certainty. You
would not want to argue with Elder Freight.

A few minutes later, Tumuaki called a
half-hour break for lunch which was being prepared in the kitchen
on the south end of the building. The elders filed out as the
organist played.

Tumuaki looked at Jerry and asked, “What did
you think of Elder Freight’s testimony?”

“Very powerful,” replied Jerry.

“You will have a testimony like that soon,
Elder.”

“That would be good,” said Jerry, in a weak
voice.

“I’ll introduce you to him.”

“I can see him later if you want,” said
Jerry. He feared that Elder Freight would not think much of him
after he had just given such a weak testimony.

“He’s going to be your companion,” said
Tumuaki.

“What?”

“He will teach you how to find converts and
he will help you continue to strengthen your testimony,” said the
mission father. “Now I bet we can find a cheese sandwich or
something for you.”

 


 



Chapter 9

 


Jerry sat beside Elder Freight on the bus to
Whangarei and watched the countryside slip by, the vegetation
increasingly lush with each passing mile as they moved toward one
of the more northern cities in New Zealand where Elder Freight had
established a reputation for leadership while converting over a
dozen locals. His reward was Jerry. Now, if Freight could
successfully break in this new missionary he could become a
district leader. Then, with luck, zone leader. Zone leaders were
given cars instead of bikes. It was from among the half-dozen zone
leaders that Tumuaki chose his second counselor, the most highly
coveted position that a Mormon elder could obtain in the mission
field.

Like all LDS missionaries, Jerry traveled
light, all his belongings in a couple of suitcases and a flight
bag. The bus rumbled down the coast highway and Jerry watched the
dolphins frolicking in the Pacific. They weren’t bothering anyone
by trying to convert them to a divine dolphin. Their perpetual
grins gave Jerry the feeling that they were happy just playing in
the waves and producing more dolphins, and if they were not they
were doing a good job of faking it. He figured he was doing a
pretty good job of faking it, himself, whatever it was.

A half dozen surfers rode the waves with the
dolphins. The surfers were certainly grinning. Jerry realized how
lucky he was to be in this part of New Zealand. He figured that the
mission mother must have had something to do with his choice
posting.

“Tumuaki gave an inspired talk,” said Elder
Freight.

“Yes.”

“Do you know what Tumuaki means?” asked the
senior elder.

“Maori for president or leader,” said
Jerry.

“You can call me Ehoa.”

“Is that another name for an elder?”

“Sort of,” said Elder Freight. “Ehoa is the
Maori word for friend.” He grinned at Jerry and slipped his arm
around the smaller elder and gave him a friendly hug.

The friendly hug almost collapsed Jerry’s
lungs. Elder Freight, oblivious to the pain he had inflicted on his
new Ehoa, unzipped a blue Pan Am flight bag and took out bread, two
jars and a knife. “I’ll make you a sandwich.”

“Uh, thanks,” said Jerry. A new word to
remember. Ehoa rhymed with hey-hoa. Hey-hoa, hi-ho, it’s off to
work we go. Great, thought Jerry. Ehoa. Jerry pictured himself as
one of Snow White’s dwarfs, heading out for work to gather souls
for Christ. Hey-hoa, hi-ho, bring in the souls, high and low. He
wouldn’t forget that one. He looked at his new Ehoa. What was the
Ehoa up to with his homemade lunch?

Jerry saw that one of his Ehoa’s jars was a
plastic bear-shaped container filled with honey. The other full of
a dark resin-like substance. Using the flight bag as a table, Elder
Freight made two sandwiches. “You like Marmite, Elder Wonder?”

“What’s that?”

“Kiwis love it. Takes a bit getting used to.”
Elder Freight smeared some of the dark paste on the bread, then
squirted honey on it and passed it to Elder Wonder. They ate in
silence. Jerry gagged, the Marmite was horrible, especially mixed
with the honey, but he didn’t want to offend his new Ehoa, so he
swallowed the concoction. Elder Freight studied the bear jar. “My
girl sent me this.”

“Nice gift,” said Jerry, wondering where he
could get a drink before he gagged again.

“She calls me her honey bear. Get it?”

Jerry nodded.

“Her name is June. Head cheerleader at Rick’s
College. I played ball there.”

Jerry thought about what kind of head good
old June might give.

Elder Freight reached into his flight bag and
found a couple of bottles of root beer. He pried the cap off with
his teeth.

“Good Lord!” Jerry blurted out.

“Elder Wonder, please don’t use Father in
Heaven’s name in vain.”

“Sorry,” said Jerry. “It’s just that my
father is a dentist, and you could wreck your teeth that way.”

“I’ve been doing it all my life.” The Freight
Train turned and looked out the window as the bus passed yet
another endless flock of sheep. “Did you know that there over forty
million sheep in this country?”

“No, but I can believe it,” said Jerry,
thinking about telling the joke about the sheepherder and the
ventriloquist and deciding he wouldn’t. Adult humor would earn him
another rebuke, so he asked Elder Freight if June was waiting for
him.

“Oh, yes, she’s written me twice a week since
I left. Got 250 letters from her. She is so spiritual. Brings out
the best in me.” Elder Freight reached into his Pan Am bag and
brought out an 8 by 10 photo of June. She had a bronzed body, honey
blonde hair and a perfectly matched pair that, Jerry figured, must
be D cups the way they filled her bathing suit as she posed on a
perfect sandy beach smiling a perfectly voluptuous smile. On the
photo she had written, “Honey bear, I will be here when you come
home. All my love, June.” She was better looking than any Playboy
fold-out. Hot stuff and, of course, she made Jerry think of
Susan.

“She looks like a spiritual person,” Jerry
said, feeling disquieted in his loins, but when he remembered the
Freight Train biting off soda bottle caps the feeling fled.

“We’re going to get married right after I get
home, before I start my junior year at Brigham Young University. I
was awarded a football scholarship,” said Elder Freight, staring at
June’s photo. “You know most women don’t wait for their missionary.
Nearly all of my companions got ‘dear John’ letters. But June has
hung in there for twenty-two months. She’ll be there when I get off
the plane.”

“Congratulations,” said Jerry, relieved that
his companion seemed to have forgotten about him taking the Lord’s
name in vain. Have to watch myself.

“Thanks. I bet a guy like you has a lot of
girls waiting for him,” the Freight Train responded.

“Not really. There’s just Susan.”

“Is she very spiritual?”

“Her father is my bishop.” That set him
thinking again about the TV room and what might have been if they
had let go. Maybe she would send him a sexy photo like Elder
Freight had. He had the feeling she would. He had hinted that he
wanted one.

“Let me tell you, Ehoa, if it hadn’t been for
June’s letters and the fact that we share our testimonies I don’t
know if I could have lasted this long.”

“You look like you’re doing pretty good.”

“It’s hard for me. Sometimes when I tell a
person how important the gospel is and they reject me, it takes all
my strength to stop from just tearing them apart.”

“Oh,” said Jerry.

“June says when I feel that way, I should
pray to Father in Heaven to make me strong.”

“June is right.”

“Of course she’s right. When we were dating
back home, and then after we got engaged, I really wanted her. But
when we got all hot, do you know what I did?”

“You prayed for strength?” asked Jerry.

“Yes. And it worked every time. That’s one of
the reasons I have such a strong testimony. If it hadn’t been for
the power of prayer I would certainly not be morally clean.”

Jerry couldn’t tear his eyes from the D-cups.
He would bet good money June would be a real moaner once she warmed
up. “You’re lucky to have such a spiritual relationship with such a
fine sister,” he said, guilty for fantasizing about June, but
annoyed that Susan had not sent a photo yet. She had teased him
about giving him a Playboy snapshot of herself, sans clothing.

Elder Freight washed down the rest of his
horrible sandwich with the root beer and then, to Jerry’s
disappointment, tucked the D-cup photograph back into his flight
bag.

“I sure have been blessed on this mission,
Ehoa,” said Elder Freight. “These people are ready for the gospel
of Jesus Christ, and we’re so lucky that our Father in Heaven has
chosen us to bring it to them.”

“You’re right,” Jerry said, staring at the
flight bag and wanting—needing— another glimpse at June’s
astonishing tits.

His brother elder kept dragging his mind back
to the present. “Tumuaki sure has a good testimony of the gospel,
doesn’t he?” he asked.

“For sure,” said Jerry. He was going to watch
where the little blue flight bag was kept when they got—

“Ehoa,” said Elder Freight, “we’re here. If
we’re lucky our landlord will pick us up. At least, he said he
would.”

Sure enough, the bus was pulling into the
outskirts of Whangarei and stopping by a clump of gray buildings
with wide awnings over an uneven, cracked sidewalk. The small city
seemed out of sync, like some forgotten town in an old
black-and-white ‘20s movie. Kids were dressed in school uniforms
with short pants. Cars were jalopies, relics from the ‘40s and
‘50s. Jerry was entranced by his new country. The strange looking
birds, all the greenery, the blue sky with long white clouds that
appeared and disappeared as though the Wizard of Oz controlled
them. And everything seemed just a bit smaller than in the States
-- the cars, the houses, the rooms he found in the houses, the
streets, even the fireplugs and mail boxes. Scaled down, as though
it was a world for younger and smaller people. Almost child-sized,
like their new landlord, Tiny, whom Elder Freight introduced him to
before transferring their baggage from the bus to a rusted-out,
half-ton Ford. Like Disneyland, everything smaller and more
comforting, except for Elder Freight. He seemed monstrous, a nice
friendly giant, if handled correctly.

Jerry chatted with Tiny, an extremely short
man in baggy pants, while Elder Freight handled the baggage.

Spring was quickly turning to summer and the
day was warm and gentle. Lots of kids around the bus stop—half
seemed to be Maori—unusual because they made up only about ten per
cent of the population. Other than Watty Ormsby and his family,
Jerry had not spent much time among Maoris, and he was looking
forward to understanding the culture. The Polynesian way of life
seemed to be concentrated in this area of New Zealand. Most of the
Maoris along the Bay of Plenty were from the Ngati Porou people,
the dominant group of about forty different tribes that had been
colonized over a century ago by the British. There were parts of
New Zealand that were more English than Great Britain, where high
tea was an art form and elderly ladies stuffed scented
handkerchiefs up their sleeves. Christchurch was such a place, but
not the Bay of Plenty area with its thermal hot springs and
spectacular geysers. Were some of the oldest Maoris actually
cannibals in their youth, parboiling their enemies in the hot
springs? It could have happened. All the evidence however, would
long ago have been digested.

Half an hour later the elders followed Tiny
into his four bedroom cottage overlooking a ravine. Royal palms and
blooming pohutukawa trees lined its gravel street. Tiny lived there
with his very large wife, Ruth, and their nine-year old daughter.
They took in boarders to supplement the income Tiny earned for his
part-time city work. He apologized to Jerry for not having central
heating, but noted there were lots of blankets and individual
heaters for the rooms.

The elders shared a bedroom with two narrow
cots and a desk. They carried Jerry’s suitcases in and he started
to unpack. He found a small package of cookies that Sister Wongie
had given him and handed these to Elder Freight. “Sister Wongie
baked these for you.”

“Thanks.”

“You must have made quite an impression on
her. She said a funny thing. ‘Father in Heaven expects so much of
the missionaries. Sometimes I think too much.’”

“Does Tumuaki know about this?” asked Elder
Freight.

“I don’t think so,” said Jerry. He sensed
that Elder Freight was troubled. Curious. What was going on or had
gone on between Freight and Sister Wongie?

Elder Freight closed the door and said, “We
should offer a word of prayer to Father in Heaven for getting us
here safely. We’ll kneel.”

Jerry had seldom knelt in prayer, except the
time when he was five years old and his dog, Flossy, was run over
and he prayed that the animal would live. Jerry never had another
reason to kneel. But Elder Freight had already sunk to the
linoleum, and so Jerry got on his knees, clasped his hands and
waited.

Elder Freight had hardly begun when there was
a knock at the door. He paused, looked up and opened his eyes.
“Yes,” he said.

“It’s a phone call for Elder Wonder,” said
Tiny. He opened the door and saw both elders on their knees and
looked the other way, possibly confused to be towering over them
from his puny height.

Mission regulations forbad phone calls from
homes, unless for dire emergencies. Even then, such calls were to
go through the mission home. Jerry ran into the hallway and picked
up the phone and said, “Hello.”

“I need you,” said Susan Cunningham thousands
of miles away.

It took Jerry a moment to realize it was
Susan. “Me too. Did you get my letters?” he asked.

“Yes. I know I’m not supposed to bother you
but I love you so much. I can’t get elephants out of my mind.”

He could see her smile, smell her perfume,
feel her. Her voice excited him. The thing about elephants. It
excited him. The mission was a mistake. She was saying she couldn’t
wait for him. He might lose her—his sure thing—or had been….

“I can’t forgive you for stopping when you
did,” she said.

Elder Freight appeared at his elbow. “Wonder,
it’s against mission rules to talk to anyone from home. Especially
a girl. Please hang up.”

Jerry ignored the Freight Train. “I love you,
Susan.”

“If you loved me you wouldn’t have gotten me
so excited and then stopped like that and I wouldn’t be at stew
school.”

Elder Freight grabbed for the phone.

“Jerry, I’m going to fly there and see
you.”

“Oh, God no!” He shouted it.

“Elder! The Lord’s name in vain!” Elder
Freight spun Wonder around, rattling his brains.

Elder Freight seized the phone and told Susan
that Elder Wonder couldn’t talk to her anymore. He ordered her not
to call, and then Elder Freight’s face turned bright crimson. He
hung up the phone.

“What did she say?” asked Jerry.

“Is that the woman who was waiting for you,
Elder?”

“Yeah. What did she say?”

“She has become a tool for Lucifer. I cannot
repeat what she wanted you to do.”

“I’ve got to call her back,” said Jerry.

“Not as long as you’re my companion,” said
Elder Freight.

Jerry believed the Freight Train would kill
him if he tried to call. (Tiny’s family had witnessed the whole
episode.)

“I think we should go to bed,” said Elder
Freight, although it was just getting dark out.

Jerry had noticed that the Freight Train’s
blue flight bag was in the bathroom—so he asked, “I need a
shower.”

“Don’t take too much water.”

Jerry hurried into the bathroom, slammed shut
the door, undressed, turned on the shower and carefully opened
Freight’s bag. Inside was the photograph that would take his mind
off his problems. All he had to do was visualize Susan’s face on
June’s voluptuous and naked body. His elephant trunk reared up,
ready to do battle. Jerry took the situation in hand.

 


 



Chapter 10

 


When Jerry returned to the bedroom, Elder
Freight was on his knees, praying. Jerry stepped over his
companion’s calves to reach his own bed. He was physically,
mentally and emotionally beat. He was confused and drained from the
day’s activities. A shower had washed the evidence down the drain
and now he owed Father in Heaven another convert.

He opened his missionary diary made from acid
free paper, purchased from the world-famous Zion Mercantile
Department Store (ZCMI) in Salt Lake City. The first pages were
stuck to each other and he had to gently pry them apart. So much
for acid free paper. He began to write as the kneeling Elder
Freight continued to pray silently, his ham hands interlocked on
the bed, cradling his massive forehead.

Jerry wrote that Elder Freight was praying
assiduously. Jerry had promised his father he would learn one new
word a day. Today it was assiduously and Jerry figured it was a
good word to describe his companion’s dedication to Mormonism.
Actually, peripherally eyeing the kneeling elder communicating with
Father in Heaven, he knew assiduously was the definitive word.

Jerry diaried the number of souls he owed
Father in Heaven. 114? Not yet out two months and already into the
triple digits. Worse, developments so far presaged a dearth of
souls to fulfill his self-imposed quota. Some missionaries spent
their entire two years without any converts, although New Zealand
elders often managed to convert a dozen or so souls. But that was
over a two-year period. At Jerry’s rate, his debt could be a
thousand souls in two years. Plus, of course, another thousand for
his State-side manual activity.

Would he even last two years here?
Susan-confusion. Big time.

She seemed so far away. He was not only
confused. He was in overwhelm. It had started when he entered the
Missionary Program in Salt Lake City. For 18 hours a day, Jerry
along with hundreds of newly called missionaries attended
back-to-back classes and absorbed in less than a week facts and
figures from dozens of experts on everything from medicine to
ironing to theology. There had not been much sleeping and even less
time thinking about home, family and girls. And since he had
arrived in New Zealand all he did was attempt to accomplish a tiny
part of what was expected of him. He was learning that whatever you
did, it was never enough for Father in Heaven. Or the church. Or
the leaders. There was always one more meeting. One more scripture
to read. One more investigator to find. You could always do more
and you were always guilty of not doing enough.

Elder Freight raised his head, opened his
eyes and blinked. “Oh, hello, Ehoa, I didn’t hear you come in.”

Yeah, right, thought Jerry. You were so busy
talking to Father in Heaven that you were deaf to the world. He
chided himself for being cynical. “I tried not to disturb you,”
said Jerry, weighing the possibility that the devotions really
deafened the man. He was going to add, “for fear that you’d become
unhinged again and rip my head off” but rejected the addendum that
just might trigger such bizarre action.

“Thank you,” said Elder Freight, getting to
his feet. “So what did you think of your first day?” The larger man
seemed strangely calm. Was that a good sign?

“Quite a day.”

“I’m sorry I pushed you too hard. I guess I
was a little cross.”

“ Well, okay. It’s just that I was afraid you
might rip my head off.”

“I hope I never have to lay a hand on a
companion.”

“I’m sure your companions would feel the same
way.” Jerry wondered where this conversation was going.

“I’ve been praying to Father in Heaven to
help you focus, Elder Wonder.”

“I need all the help I can get.” Jerry was
saying this more and more.

“Do you know what Father in Heaven revealed
to me?”

“No?” Was this football player maybe more
deranged than he feared?

“I think I know why you are having trouble
focusing.”

“You do?” asked Jerry.

“Yes, our Father in Heaven has promised us
all his blessings if we ask Him.”

“You’re talking about James, 1:5, right? ‘If
any of you lack wisdom, let him ask of God, that giveth to all men
liberally, and upbraideth not; and it shall be given him.…’” This
was one of the primary scriptures missionaries learned and they
encouraged potential converts to pray and ask God if the Church was
true.

Of course if an investigator didn’t get an
answer, there was a reason. That was in the next verse: “But let
him ask in faith, nothing wavering. For he that wavereth is like a
wave of the sea driven with the wind and tossed.”

So if God didn’t tell you that the Mormon
church was true, it was your fault. You didn’t have enough faith or
you wavered.

Apparently the Freight Train thought the
scripture applied to Jerry’s focus.

“Have you truly prayed?” asked the big
elder.

“Yes, I have,” said Jerry. He didn’t think
that particular scripture applied to focusing, but there was no way
he was going to debate the Freight Train.

“The sixth verse says: ‘But let him ask in
faith, nothing wavering.’” Elder Freight rose, walked a few steps
and sat beside Jerry on the cot, which creaked and threatened to
collapse under their combined weights. “It has to do with your
moral cleanliness,” explained the earnest elder who seemed to twist
the scriptures he had memorized to buttress any argument emanating
from his tiny mind.

“I see,” said Jerry, beginning to get the
drift.

“You see, Elder Wonder,” continued Freight,
catching a tear of truth sliding down his chin, “Lucifer will tempt
us, especially new missionaries.” Obviously Elder Freight was in
dire need of some kind of psychiatric guidance.

“You figure?”

“Yes, on the bus today there were women who
wanted us. I saw them looking at me.”

“Oh,” said Jerry. This man I am locked up
with in a tiny room, who is far stronger than I am, is crazier than
a fried squirrel.

Elder Freight continued on. “I had a
companion once who had a girlfriend back home, and when he thought
of her he engaged in self pollination.”

“Wow.” Some guys who work out are queer. Hope
this lummox isn’t.

“Yes. This companion I had couldn’t stop. He
came close to losing his soul.”

“And, now, you think I’m self
pollinating?”

“You were in the bathroom for a long time. I
think Lucifer exercised his power over you. After you learn to
control your impulses and become morally clean, Father in Heaven
will help you focus.” Elder Freight stared deeply, desperately and
disturbingly into Jerry’s eyes.

Jerry wanted to say and ask a lot of things.
Instead, he quizzed himself. Like, there were those sticky first
pages of his diary. Had someone’s fat fingers been pawing through
it, snooping? Although he had not explicitly annotated each digital
exercise, he had used the euphemism SP. It wouldn’t be difficult to
figure that out. Wouldn’t take a lot of brainpower but maybe the
Freight Train was just blowing smoke, running a bluff.

“Elder Freight,” scolded Jerry, “do you think
for one second I would abuse my body, the Temple of the Lord, by
indulging in such moral turpitude?”

“T-turpi-what?” Elder Freight stumbled on
that.

“Turpitude,” Jerry pronounced, edging on
triumph, glad his father had taught him the word. “Means immoral
activity.”

“You’re a new missionary. You’ve been
thinking about, and talking to that girl back home,” explained
Elder Freight with the logic of either Solomon or a Fuller Brush
salesman.

“Guilty. But not guilty of self-pollinating,
Elder. Did our Father in Heaven tell you that I was?”

“Well, no –”

“All right, then, we don’t have to talk about
it anymore. The thought turns my stomach. Come to think about it, I
notice you looking at that photo of your girlfriend a lot. How are
you doing with your own moral cleanliness?”

“I have a testimony that Joseph Smith was a
prophet of God and the Church is true. I bear testimony to you,
Elder Wonder, that God lives.”

“I appreciate that. Now, before this bed
gives way, how about using your own space while I finish studying
the scriptures?”

“Okay, sure. I’m going hit the pillow,
anyway. Big day tomorrow.” The huge elder got up, changed into
pajamas and crawled into bed. He plugged an earphone into a
portable tape player and said he was going to listen to a sermon by
Bruce L. McConklie.

Jerry resumed journaling. Perhaps Elder
Freight hadn’t spied into his writing, but he doubted it would be
anyone else in the house. Number of SPs on tally: 115, real triple
digits. He figured he needed a different code for the action.
Everything he thought of seemed too obvious.

Elder Freight started to snore and didn’t
stop when Jerry reached over and turned off the tape recorder.

Jerry switched off the bedside light and fell
asleep. His eyes snapped open in what seemed like a few minutes
later but his travel clock recorded four AM. Elder Freight wasn’t
snoring. He was sitting up, twisting his head, searching the
room.

Jerry watched from under his eyelashes and
made snoring sounds. Elder Freight got up and quietly left the
room.

Jerry quickly sat up, slipped into his shoes
and robe, grabbed his camera and hurried furtively down the hall.
The porch door opened noiselessly and he hurried along the side of
the house till he was beneath the narrow bathroom about eight feet
above the ground. He rolled a rain barrel from beneath the drain
spout to the window.

He heard running water inside and raspy
breathing.

He almost lost his balance but finally stood
peering in, where a night light illuminated Elder Freight stroking
assiduously to purge himself. Jerry snapped several shots of the
big man punishing himself before the wash basin. All the time
staring glassy eyed at his special photo of the large busted
June.

Suddenly Freight froze, hand on his member,
as if he had heard something. Jerry froze, too, until Freight went
back to his duties. Jerry vacated his peeping post, calculating
that the Tri-X black and white film in his camera would deliver a
pretty good image if he forced the development to 1200 or 1600 ASA.
He was barely back in bed when Elder Freight returned and crawled
heavily into bed.

Jerry wasn’t snoring, had forgotten to snore
but was breathing heavily because of his frantic, stealthy
activities.

“Elder,” said the other, “are you awake?”
asked the senior companion.

“Yes, I think so.”

“You’re breathing so heavily. Are you all
right?”

“I think I had a nightmare.”

“What about?” ask Elder Freight.

“Well, you remember what happened to Lot’s
brother when he spilled his seed on the ground?”

“Yes.”

“I had a nightmare about that and because I
wasn’t morally clean, Father in Heaven struck me dead.”

“I don’t think He would do that,” said Elder
Freight.

“Maybe, but you remember in Genesis—that guy,
Onan—‘it came to pass, when he went in unto his brother’s wife,
that he spilled it on the ground, lest that he should give seed to
his brother. So God slew him.’”

“You sure?” asked Elder Freight.”

“Absolutely, you’re not supposed to waste
your seed.”

“Yes, I do remember that scripture.”
Uncertainty in his voice.

“You got nothing to worry about, Ehoa. You’re
morally clean,” Jerry said, risking the Maoris’ familiar term.

Silence.

After a while he sensed Elder Freight was
asleep.

Jerry lay on his cot, thinking about what he
had done. He went into the bathroom with the camera, took out the
film and exposed it to the light, erasing the latent images. He
felt ashamed of his nocturnal photo exercise. He would never bring
up the incident to Elder Freight or anyone else.

He did not like what his mission was doing to
him. In the morning he would try and find out what was going on
with the US and Cuba and the Russians and Southeast Asia. He wished
that his landlord took a newspaper. What kind of house had no daily
paper or magazines? The place he was living in. He felt so cut off
from the rest of the world and the woman he loved. New Zealand—so
far away from everything….

 


 



Chapter 11

 


Sister Smith awoke to darkness and slipped
out of bed. Tumuaki was snoring and did not stir. In their bathroom
Sister Smith counted the sleeping pills left in her husband’s
medical bottle. Two pills gone. He would not awake for several
hours, and then he would have a screaming headache and he would
gulp a fistful of aspirin.

She looked in the mirror as she patted her
face with a warm washcloth. In one year she would be fifty. Another
year and ten days after that, she and her husband would return to
Utah and be reunited with the family and friends she missed so
much. Sister Smith thought back to the day that Tumuaki had
received the letter from Salt Lake City calling him to be a mission
president. A great honor, a stepping-stone to the highest ranks
within the Church.

She dabbed a touch of rouge on her rough
cheeks, cheeks that had been sunburned by the winter sun in
Auckland. There had been difficulties with the posting. Yes, she
thought, but it is a calling from God to be a mission president and
a mission mother. I am fortunate to be one of Father in Heaven’s
chosen. Yet under these thoughts, thoughts she made herself think,
there was something that was simply not right.

She gazed through the window at the stars in
the black sky. Even after living in New Zealand for three years she
was not used to the night. She could tell by the position of the
Southern Cross that the New Year was close. She missed the North
Star.

Sister Smith put on a light smock, found her
gardening gloves and went outside into the dark. She sat in a
lounge chair and stared up at the stars. She thought about Jerry
and how she had always wanted a son like him, full of fun and
promise. His entire life ahead. She was inexplicably attracted to
him, knew they would be friends, yet she also realized he needed
protection, a protection that some instinct was telling her to
provide.

She walked through the dark to her vegetable
garden where she sank to her knees and began digging in the black
soil. A light overnight rain had dusted the vegetables with soft
dew. Her knees hurt, but the pain would go away if she were lucky.
The fertile soil, blessed with abundant rainfalls, nurtured
everything from barley to bamboo. From carrots to cucumbers. From
lettuce to leaks. A family could make a good living running a truck
garden on a few acres. But, as she reminded herself, she and her
husband were no longer in the business of nurturing plants, they
were in the business of nurturing the souls of men and women. The
Lord’s work.

She was having a little difficulty breathing.
She wiped her brow and wished for some refreshing hot tea, but tea,
hot or cold, any kind of tea was against church rules. Ditto for
coffee and liquor. Liquor, she could understand, but tea? It was so
good and so quenching. But it would simply not do for one of their
elders or sisters to see the mission mother knocking back tea.
Demon tea.

Another two years and she and her husband
could return to Utah, to their four daughters and their grandkids,
friends and a new home. She frowned when she thought of their
uncompleted home. It was going to take every cent she and Tumuaki
could assemble. Thank the Lord they had made a few decent
investments when they were younger. The faint rays from the sun
nudged the dawn upward.

Sister Smith looked at her rose bushes. They
were not doing well. She identified with their plight. They
screamed out for nurturing. They were in paradise but something was
stifling their growth. She worked with them for a few minutes then
returned to the house and then she did what she often did when she
thought about living in New Zealand.



She vomited into the toilet.

 


 



Chapter 12

 


Jerry woke. What was it that had robbed him
of his usual, gentle preparation for the day? It sounded like
humming. It was humming, originating from the bathroom across the
hall. There was enough light from the dawn seeping through the
roller blinds to see the clock: 5:30 a.m.

His internal clock was no longer out of whack
from his half-world air flight, and he was excited—and
anxious—about his first day as a working missionary among the New
Zealanders. True, his testimony was weak compared to the others.
But all he had to do, according to Tumuaki and Sister Smith, was to
say he believed. Jerry envied those who had an abundance of faith,
those who could totally believe. He felt he would get to that point
soon. What was so fantastic about faith was that it really allowed
you to know that God existed and loved you. Jerry, under the
influence of his father, had regarded death as a final trip, lights
out forever—knowing there was a God and something beyond this
existence made life so much more bearable. Jerry had long accepted
the fact that his father had never really wanted him to follow any
organized religion. Dr. Wonder went along with his wife to keep the
peace. Jerry’s mother felt her son needed a direction she never
had.

The reason that Jerry’s mind was so active
was the chilling awareness that the Susan of his dreams, the Susan
promising to wait for him might no longer be a part of his life.
After all, as the Freight Train had explained, most girlfriends did
not wait. Now that Susan was going to be a Pan Am air hostess there
would be a lot of distractions, a lot of temptation. She’d meet
CEOs and film stars. Her phantom voice and the scent of Johnson’s
Baby Oil had battered his mind all night.

The humming in the bathroom stopped as the
sound of running water ended. More running water. It stopped. The
bedroom door opened and Jerry watched the Freight Train dress in
the semi-darkness. His companion finished adjusting his tie as
their alarm went off. It was 6 a.m. Elder Freight snapped on the
light and said, “Good morning, Ehoa. Time to rise and shine.”

“Good morning, Elder Freight” —Jerry was not
comfortable calling his companion, “Ehoa.” Nor did he enjoy being
manhandled.

“I’m finished in the bathroom, she’s all
yours. Let’s synchronize.” He looked at his watch. “I make it one
minute after six.”

Jerry put on his watch. “Right, that’s what
I’ve got. What’s the drill?”

“We kneel for prayer at 06:15, then study for
an hour. Then breakfast. Then we head out to track. And by the way,
Elder Wonder, I won’t be bringing this up again, but we are not
allowed to call family or friends back home, especially girls,
unless we have permission from the mission home. You do understand
that, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“I’m sorry I was a bit abrupt last night. I
hate it when I can’t control my temper.”


“That’s okay. Forget it,” said Jerry, hoping
that he would. “See you in a minute—”

As Jerry picked up his robe and towel, Elder
Freight plucked the photograph of his delicious and spiritual
blonde girlfriend, D-cups June, from his flight bag and placed her
on their makeshift nightstand.

Jerry slogged into the bathroom. Although he
vowed he would not spoil his first day in the mission field, things
got out of—or into—hand quickly once his naked lower body was
lubricated with soapy water.

His attempt at self-control was lost to lust,
spurred on from glimpsing cheerleader June’s photo in the Freight
Train’s hands, stirred with his memory of a naked Susan—and it made
for an awesome threesome in the shower. Although Jerry often
fantasized about multiple partners he doubted that he would have
had the gumption—or, for that matter, the poise—to actually join in
such debauchery. Still, a missionary could dream, couldn’t he? One
of Jerry’s more vivid fantasies involved all the sisters in the
Mormon Tabernacle Choir at the height of the Hallelujah Chorus in
Handel’s Messiah. For that particular fantasy he substituted the
regular organist for Marilyn Monroe in the buff. He didn’t want to
think these thoughts, and tried not to, but it’s almost impossible
not to think of Marilyn Monroe in the buff playing a pipe organ
when you are trying not to. On several occasions, Jerry had tried
to visualize something that would please Father in Heaven. Jerry
envisioned baptizing Marilyn Monroe. Never mind the minor hitch of
the sex goddess’ drug-overdose death earlier that year. His mind’s
eye conjured demure Miss Monroe emerging from the baptismal waters
covered only by a sheer baptismal gown, after being fully dunked.
The gown was wet and clung to her voluptuous body. The image played
like a movie in his mind, and coupled with what might have been one
of the highest testosterone levels in the history of New Zealand,
he could virtually see the damp baptismal garment of the world’s
sexiest woman pasted to her heaving voluptuous breasts. The cold
water made the gown transparent, and although Jerry tried not to
see her nipples he could make them out all too clearly in his mind.
Worse still, the cold water, or possibly her enthusiasm for being
dunked by Jerry, had caused Miss Monroe’s nipples to stand at
attention like tiny soldiers with tiny pink helmets. While these
images burdened him with enormous guilt, knowing in his heart that
Father in Heaven was disappointed, Jerry pondered a
possibility–Father in Heaven might be a great tease. After all, He
had created Jerry with his attendant imperfections. Then again,
Mormon theology teaches everyone is eternal. Therefore, everyone
was created at the same time as God. And everyone would be
responsible for their own transgressions. It was one of the key
tenets of the Mormon Articles of Faith, and was written along with
the other dozen church beliefs on the back of every missionary
business card that an elder carried. Jerry stopped thinking about
ecclesiastical riddles and reminded himself he was in New Zealand
to gain converts and better his testimony.

As he left the bathroom he realized he owed
yet another convert to his Father in Heaven.

As Jerry entered the bedroom, the Freight
Train fell to his knees in front of him so that Jerry was looking
down at Elder Freight’s head bobbing at fly level. Was he about to
act like a football center flipping a ball to a quarterback, or was
he making a pass at Jerry?

Jerry realized that his companion was going
to pray. Relieved, he knelt on the cold linoleum while Elder
Freight asked Father in Heaven to guide them through the day,
directing them to converts. Jerry silently thanked Father in Heaven
that his new companion was not queer. At least he didn’t act
queer.

For the next hour they practiced and
memorized the basic missionary lesson plan. There were six parts to
the lesson plan, each lasting about an hour and designed to give a
potential convert an overall, albeit sugar-coated understanding of
the restored Gospel of Jesus Christ. Mormons believed the original
gospel, the one Jesus had started, was lost during the Dark Ages,
and Christ’s true religion had been corrupted by the Catholic
Church. That church was called “The Whore of the Earth” among the
brethren in Salt Lake City, and some Brigham Young University
professors made a lucrative career out of Catholic-bashing. They
penned hateful treatises, and published textbooks on the various
magnitudes of evil and corruption that had befallen the teachings
of Jesus Christ because of the influence of evil and demented popes
in Rome.

One of the more infamous Catholic detractors
was a former LDS mission president, Cleon Skousen, who told his
elders their duty was to call the sinful to repentance. Jerry
thought Cleon Skousen was a fraud, primarily interested in selling
books and getting promoted in the Church by establishing himself as
a right-wing fanatic. He had support from the John Birch
Society.

Several Skousen books were on the nightstand
alongside June’s photo. The man shared many of the attitudes of
Bruce L. McConklie, a smug right-winger, who touted the message
that everyone was wrong except Mormons.

No only that but you had to be the right kind
of Mormon, the kind who would jam LDS concepts down the throat of
anyone who would listen. Anyone not strong enough to bang the door
shut as gung-ho missionaries planted their boots across a
threshold.

Moderate Mormons would have nothing to do
with McConklie, so Jerry was appalled to see, along with Skousen on
the communal nightstand, the hard-cover book, “Call To Repentance”
by McConklie. Before he could say anything, Elder Freight had
opened his small book of lesson plans and said, “Why don’t we see
how well you give the first lesson?”

The LDS church had sent the lesson plans to
Jerry after his calling from Salt Lake, and had instructed him to
learn them before beginning his mission. “Elder Freight, I don’t
even know the first part of the first lesson.”

“That’s all right, I understand. Faced with
all the things you have to do to prpeare to go on a mission there
isn’t much time for study, is there?”

“I was supposed to have mastered the lessons,
I realize that. I’m sorry. But I’ll get up half an hour earlier
every morning until I have all the lessons down cold.”

“Good on you, Ehoa,” said Elder Freight.
“That’s an expression here that means you’re all right.”

“Thanks,” said Jerry.

“You’re welcome,” said Elder Freight. “If we
have any lessons to give I’ll give them, and then I’ll ask you if
you would like to bear his testimony. Okay?”

“Sure.”

Elder Freight smiled. Jerry surmised that the
Freight Train believed the relationship was on the track he wanted
it to be on. But then the big elder threw a curve. “I tell you
what. Let’s suppose we’ve just completed a meeting with some
investigators, and let’s suppose I’ve finished up and then I turn
to you and I say, ‘Now Elder Wonder will bear his testimony.’ What
would you do?”

“I would bear my testimony.”

“Go ahead.”

“You want me to bear my testimony right here
to you? Without any investigators being around?”

“Sure.”

“I’d like to wait until I can really feel
your spirit, you know, after you’ve given the lesson to an
investigator.”

“Well, just pretend that you’re feeling my
spirit. Fantasize! Let me hear you bear your testimony.” His
massive arms crossed his massive chest.

“I have to go to the bathroom,” said Jerry.
He got up and walked into the corridor. The bathroom door was
locked.

“My wife is in there,” said Tiny. “Is it an
emergency?”

“No,” said Jerry, hearing the splashing
coming from the shower. Tiny’s wife, Martha, was singing a Maori
love song. It was beautiful, and then she yelled that the water was
cold.

“Sorry,” said the midget through the door.
“I’ll check the hot water tank.”

“Do it now,” yelled his wife.

As Tiny turned, Jerry said: “If you want
help, I know a bit about hot water heaters.” Anything to get away
from the Freight Train.

“I appreciate that, but you’ve got your good
clothes on.”

“That’s okay, just show me where the water
heater is.”

They rounded a corner and opened a closet
door. Inside was the heater. “I just installed it last year,” Tiny
said.

“When was the last time you flushed it?”
asked Jerry.

“Never. How do you do that?” asked Tiny.

Jerry pulled a bucket from the closet depths
and put it under a tap near the bottom of the tank. When he opened
the spigot a lot of sludge poured out. “Nearly all water tanks get
a build up from the minerals in the water. You should do this about
once a year,” Jerry told Tiny.

Tiny’s wife, pulling on her robe,
appeared.

Elder Freight arrived. He was holding a copy
of Bruce McConklie’s fanatical book on missionary work. From the
looks of the dog-eared pages, Jerry had the horrible feeling that
his muscle-bound companion had spent far too much time reading
about bearing some kind of witness to everyone and anybody whom he
met in any given day.

“Elder Wonder,” said Elder Freight, “let’s
get to work. Call these heathens to repentance.”

Jerry was already dreading the first day
among the natives.

 


 



Chapter 13

 


Except for several zone leaders who drove
cars, Mormon elders biked to their tracting area. The problem was
that on his first day in the Lord’s vineyard Jerry hadn’t had time
to buy a two-wheeler or a push bike, as the Kiwis called them. “No
worries, Ehoa, wrap you ass around my handlebars and hold on,” said
Elder Freight.

“You think you can peddle both of us? It’s
pretty hilly around here,” said an apprehensive Jerry.

“First, we’re doing Father in Heaven’s work,”
said Elder Freight. “Second, I like biking, and third, I can bench
press twice my weight.”

“Yeah, but–”

“But nothing.”

Jerry felt like an idiot perched atop his
companion’s handlebars as they sped off so fast that he almost
bounced off into the gravel. Elder Freight pumped the two-wheeler
up to a breakneck twenty-five miles or so an hour for the next
fifteen minutes—hills and stop signs offering no deterrence.

The elders carried on a fragmented
conversation.

“You’re hardly breathing heavy,” said Jerry,
squinting into the wind. He had decided that if he made small talk
he might be able to get on the good side of his companion. Jerry
gritted his teeth and thought about calling Susan.

“Biking don’t make me sweat. Free weights
can, but it takes awhile,” said Elder Freight. “By the way, you’re
sure you didn’t muck around with June’s photo?”

“No.” Jerry wondered how many more lies he
would have to dream up to cover his sin.

“The reason I ask is that the frame had water
on it, like someone had taken it out and got steam on it,” said
Elder Freight.

“Well, the bathroom was steamy. When I got
out of the shower I noticed your flight bag was open, so I closed
it.” This was half true. He had indeed zipped up the bag, but only
after he had taken out June’s photo and held it in one hand while
the other hand did what came naturally. “If I ever thought anyone
was fooling around with June’s photo, I’d break their neck.”

Elder Freight wasn’t asking for a response,
and raw energy on the pedals shot them through a final intersection
at fifty miles an hour, the wind burning Jerry’s eyes. He almost
flew into a white picket fence as the Freight Train skidded to a
stop. “Grab a couple of Books of Mormon out of the saddlebags and
let’s get started.” While Jerry got the books, Elder Freight peeled
off his suit jacket, lunged up for a low hanging tree branch and
did a dozen pull ups. He executed them in rapid succession.

“How come you did that?” asked Jerry.

“Pumping up my pecs and biceps,” said Elder
Freight. “I always feel better when I’m juiced. Let’s go.” He
strode down the sidewalk and through the gate of the first house,
concrete blocks capped with a tile roof. The energetic elder
bounded up the stairs two at a time and across the landing to a red
and yellow door, the only thing that didn’t need paint.

At least his fist was gentle on the door.
Jerry heard scurrying inside. Then the door opened. The interior
was dark and all Jerry could make out was a thin, old guy in a
nightshirt, almost bald but sprouting a four- or five-day white
beard. Odors of stale food, tobacco and urine seeped out from the
gloom. “Yeah?” asked the occupant, suspiciously.

“Hi,” said Elder Freight. “My companion and I
are from the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. The
Mormons.”

“What are you laddies here in aid of?” asked
the man.

“To bear witness to you of the divinity of
Jesus Christ,” Freight replied.

The old man stretched and scratched, exposing
his shriveled nakedness below his ragged shorty nightshirt.

Elder Freight was blinded by the sun and
could not see the in-your-face pose. Jerry, who was in the shade,
got an eyeful. They were preaching to a dirty old man with
desiccated testicles, flapping in the breeze. Freight, still
blinded by the sun, continued his exhortation: “We are here to
share with you another witness of Jesus Christ.” Here he held up a
Book of Mormon. “This is a story of another group of people who
Jesus talked to.”

“Who did he talk to first?” asked the man,
squinting at the title of the book.

“Our Savior talked to his followers in
Jerusalem,” said Elder Freight.

“Oh.” The man scratched himself again. “I was
there during the war, before you boys were born. Mostly North
Africa. Tunisia. There were women there you could have for a
cigarette. Do you know what the padre said?”

Elder Freight was not listening. He had an
agenda and it certainly was not to discuss North African
prostitutes. He got right to the heart of the matter. “Do you know
what happened to our Savior after he was crucified?”

The grubby veteran wasn’t listening either,
didn’t want to hear religion. He, too, had a story to share, and
like the Freight Train, forged on. “The padre said to me that he
understood we were young men and would be tempted, and you know
what he told me? He said to thank God for a good right hand. He
said to use it every time I was tempted to go out with one of those
infected heathens.” Here he pumped his right arm with the hand
encircling a fantasy-sized phallus.

Elder Freight stopped talking. “Thank you for
your time. Goodbye.” He turned and walked away. Jerry caught up
with him.

They walked to the next house in silence.
There was an old man in the back yard working out with weights.
Elder Freight made a note in a small black notebook. “I put a CB
here. Means call back.”

“There’s a guy here,” said Elder Wonder.

“He’s doing sets. Never bother a guy when
he’s in the middle of sets.”

“What about the guy who may have been tempted
by infected heathens?”

“I gave him an ‘X.’ We won’t go back
there.”

“I guess he was about our age when he went to
war. I’m glad we’re on a mission instead of in some country where
shooting is going to be,” said Jerry.

“We got more important things to think about
than nuclear destruction of the world.” Elder Freight knew that his
life was short and that God’s plan was eternal, if thermonuclear
war happened, so be it. As long as he was right with the true
church, he and his family would have nothing to worry about. In a
way the end of the world as mankind knew it would only accelerate
Elder Freight’s salvation and a chance to be with his Father in
Heaven sooner.

The idea that superpowers might attack each
other had never seemed real to Jerry until recently. He and his
father had discussed war. There was conflict in South East Asia
brewing. Jerry’s dad had said that once the US sent in advisors
America might bite off more than it could chew. Dr. Wonder was
convinced that no one would ever win a land war with Asians. Even
Napoleon had cautioned about taking on the Asians, warning his
countrymen not to awaken the sleeping giant.

“Do you think we’ll get in a war in Asia?”
asked Jerry.

“We’re already in a war. A war with Satan for
the souls of men. This is important. More than anything you would
fight with even nuclear bombs,” said Elder Freight, exasperation in
his voice.

There was Freight’s frightening faith again,
the rock-bound kind that Jerry worried about. Left no room for
questioning. Sometimes it was difficult for Jerry to believe in God
and the Devil. Maybe, however, that was because the devil was so
clever. Maybe, as Apostle Nimbell had said, Satan was after the
missionaries. Jerry wondered if there was some divine significance
in his first encounter on his first day of tracting in New Zealand.
The old near-naked soldier had said that the padre in North Africa
okayed, even encouraged, self pollination. Was this a sign from
heaven that masturbation was not that evil, or was it from the
devil, trying to make Jerry believe that it was okay in certain
circumstances to jerk off?

Maybe, thought Jerry, he could discuss the
devil with his new companion. Before that awesome thought took full
form, they were at another door and Elder Freight rang the bell.
This house’s architecture was like the others, but it was nicely
painted and flowers lined the walk to the front door. A tube-like
container was attached to the doorframe and Jerry knew that inside
was a parchment, a mezuzah, with Jewish scripture on it. Jerry
pointed and Elder Freight nodded that he had already seen it.

The elderly lady who opened the door was thin
and frail with large ears that stuck out from wispy hair. “Hello,”
she said smiling, as if they were old friends, yet showing signs of
confusion.

“Do you know Rabbi Mendelson?” asked Elder
Freight, further addling her and startling Jerry.

“Why, yes. Did he send you?” asked the
lady.

“He did. May we come in and talk to you?”
asked Elder Freight.

“Yes, yes,” she said and undid the latch on
the door. “Would you like something to eat?”

“Thanks, but no, we’ve had breakfast,” said
Elder Freight.

Judging by the photographs on one wall this
home had once been filled with children and laughter. The old woman
was alone now. Just memories and echoes. There were black and white
photographs of a synagogue in a place that looked like Israel.
“Could I get you something to drink? Some tea, I can make.”

“Oh, no. Rabbi Mendelson just asked us to
leave this with you.” He handed her The Book of Mormon.

Their potential convert looked at the book as
though it was the first time she had ever seen a book. Of course
she had seen many books, one wall was filled with a bookcase of
dusty, leather-bound volumes. They hadn’t been touched, let alone
read for a long time. “Oy vay. I am forgetting my manners, please
sit down.”

The leather sofa’s aged frame groaned as they
sat. A coffee table, made from a slice of heavy driftwood, was
between them and the old Jewish lady. “Now, what can I get you to
eat? I have some fresh bagels.” She was holding The Book of Mormon
in her hands. Her knuckles were gnarled and misshapen, and it
seemed the book was too heavy for her. She rubbed the cover with
her thumb.

“Really, we’re not hungry,” said Elder
Freight. “Rabbi Mendelson asked us to come by and see you. Did you
know that the Jewish and Mormon people share many things in
common?”

“I don’t think so. Of course, we just have
one wife. My husband often said that was three too many.” She
smiled. “He died, you know.”

“Mormons, too, have only one wife,” said
Elder Freight. “The reason we came here was to bear witness to you
that Jesus Christ is the son of God and he has established his
church in these latter days.”

She blinked.

“But, I’m not a Christian,” said the old
lady. “And as for Jesus, he was a nice boy. But I think he got off
on the wrong donkey track. He needed a good wife, instead. It’s not
right for a young man not to have a good woman at his age.”

“He died on the cross for your sins.”

“The Rabbi told you to come here with this
talk?” she asked. “You know the Rabbi? He should be married too. It
would do him good. I have a granddaughter. Oh, my Sophie! She would
make him happy. She would also make him crazy. The young people
today, they are mixed up.”

“Did you know that in the last days everyone
will have an opportunity to hear the Gospel of Jesus Christ?” the
Freight Train rolled on.

“Why not?” the old Jew was displaying a
patience, straining courtesy. “They got the radio today. And the
TV. That Billy Graham . . . a good man . . .a little crazy with
that blood of the lamb stuff . . . but a good man. He went to
Israel. Why? I don’t know. Maybe you boys can explain why a nice
boy like that has to talk about blood of the lamb. I don’t like
that talk, especially at dinnertime. I don’t have that strong of a
stomach no more. Now my Herby, it didn’t matter what you talked
about. He would eat. The man ate more than he should. Oy vay.”

Her gentle chiding was not working on Elder
Freight: “It is important for your eternal soul to understand that
the Church of Jesus Christ has been restored to the earth.”

“You told me that once. So he’s here and he’s
fixed things up. Good, this house could use some restoring. The
roof, for example. Leaks.”

Elder Freight apparently thought that if he
talked louder she would get the message. He apparently also thought
that if he cried she’d understand. He leaped up with tears
streaming down his face, pronounced in stentorian voice: “As a
messenger of God, I must tell you that we are here to share with
you the restored gospel—if you do not accept the teachings, then,
as a representative of Jesus Christ, I must tell you that you will
not be with your family in the next world. Don’t you want to be
with Herby?”

She stared at the tall, powerful man weeping
in her living room, under her roof that leaked. Jerry could almost
hear her brain synapses snapping open and shut. “With Herby? Yes,”
she said, “I want to be with him. I miss him. He was sometimes a
crazy man and he had a bad temper once or twice. But I miss him.
The kids don’t come around so much now.”

Elder Freight brushed away his tears with his
handkerchief. “Then, if you want to be with him, you will. We are
giving you the opportunity to learn of the gospel of Jesus Christ.
That is the only way you will be with your family in the next
world. If you reject us now, there will not be another chance.”

She blinked, trying to clear her mind as much
as her eyes. She seemed to have trouble believing what she had seen
pour from Freight’s eyes. She had even more trouble believing what
she heard gush from his mouth. Her soft gray eyes fell on Jerry.
“This friend of yours,” she asked, “could this be true . . . what
he is telling me?”

Jerry stared at the befuddled woman.

“Bear your testimony, Elder,” commanded Elder
Freight from on high.

Jerry saw in her dim eyes a lifetime of
laughter and family and . . . great sadness. “No,” he said to the
Freight Train.

“I said bear your testimony, Elder Wonder,”
the command was repeated louder. Elder Freight’s eyes locked on the
woman’s and then Jerry’s.

“Your rabbi,” said Jerry, “told us to come by
and make sure you are all right. He said to tell you that if you
need anything, we would try and get it for you.”

“Good,” she said. “And what about this boy
who is crying on my carpet here. Such a big boy, such tears. Is
this story he told me true?”

“For some it is true, but not necessarily for
you.”

She sighed with relief. “Good, that’s what I
thought. Now both of you go ‘way, I got work to do.” She handed The
Book of Mormon back to Elder Freight. “And take the book. My eyes
are not so good to see it. Besides, it doesn’t make much
difference, the news said that you and the Russians might nuke each
other. Then we’ll all be gone.”

Elder Freight took the book and swung sharply
to Jerry: “You heard her. So, go!”

Jerry and the woman exchanged smiles.

Elder Freight grabbed Jerry’s arm and would
have dismembered him if the junior elder hadn’t quickly followed
the senior elder out to the sidewalk.

Jerry said, “I’m sorry about that but she was
pretty confused. I didn’t think it would do any good to give her
the lessons and—”

“Shut the fuck up, Elder”

So for the rest of the morning Jerry shut the
fuck up.

At noon, Elder Freight made a final entry in
his black book. “We haven’t gotten into a single house since you
refused to bear your testimony. Father in Heaven is unhappy with
you.”

“Who died and made you Pope?” asked Jerry,
biting his tongue too late. He wondered who else was unhappy with
him—his mother, President Nimbell, Prophet McKay, Bishop
Cunningham, Tumuaki and . . . and Sister Smith? And what about
Susan back in the States? He had to talk to her.

“I’m not going to debate you. We’re here to
find converts. Lets go check on that old stud who was working
out.”

The two missionaries walked back to the
elderly weight lifter’s house.

*******

Elder Freight wished they lived at this house
because he missed working out with free weights and he knew that if
he was going to ever play with the pros he’d have to bulk up. First
things first, he told himself. First finish your mission, help
Elder Wonder develop a testimony, become a district leader, maybe a
zone leader, complete an honorable mission, marry June and then win
some football games. His coach, a devote LDS bishop at Ricks, had
warned Freight and his team mates that if anyone was caught having
premarital sex, they would be kicked off the team and—

The door opened and a white-haired man, who
appeared to be in his late 70s, stood there. “What’s going on,
Mates?” asked the old gent. There was a nasty edge to his voice.
The way he said “mates” made it sound like “village idiots.”

Since it was Elder Wonder’s turn to talk,
Elder Freight just smiled.

“We’re from the Church of Jesus Christ of
Latter-day Saints,” said Jerry, “you might know it as the
Mormons.”

“Yeah, I know about the Mormons.” The old
man, shaded his eyes, and in a animated fashion looked up and down
the street. “But, lads, I don’t see any of your wives.”

“We’re not married,” said Jerry. “And the LDS
church has not practiced polygamy since 1890. Many people in the
Bible practiced plural marriage. Have you read the Bible, Sir?”

“I read it.”

“To a large degree it’s a history of various
religions,” said Jerry. “Much of it has to do with the teaching of
Jesus Christ. I see by that cross on your wall inside the door that
you’re a Christian.”

“Yeah, I’m Catholic. I believe you should do
unto others as they do unto you, only you should do it first.”
There was a scent of stale beer from the old man that annoyed Elder
Freight.

Jerry held up a copy of the Book of Mormon.
“This is also a history of various religions.”

“Yeah. Sure. All made up by Joe Smith. Bloody
deviant with all those wives who came up with your bullshit,
right?” asked the old man, but he was not asking, he was
telling.

Elder Freight realized Elder Wonder seemed a
bit taken aback. He had not yet learned how to confront someone who
was under the influence of the devil. The best way was to bear your
testimony. There was little left for argument if you bore strong
testimony to a potential convert. And it usually drove the devil
away. “Sir,” he said, “I bear witness to you that Jesus Christ is
the son of God and that His Church has been established on earth.
We are here as His representatives.”

The white haired man looked at Elder Freight.
“Are you fuckin’ crazy or brain washed or what?”

“You do not have to use vulgarity, Sir. We
are from the Church of Jesus Christ and we have come here to bear
witness to you of the divinity of the restored gospel.”

“Well, now is that a fact?”

“That is a fact,” said Elder Freight.

“You are a fuckin’ lunatic,” said the
white-haired man. “I have a good mind to kick ass between your
ears. Your fuckin’ government is trying to pick a fight with the
Russians. Better off for all if you Mormons left New Zealand.”

“We’ll leave you, and thank you for your
time,” said Jerry.

“You fuckin’ cowards, coming over here and
getting in our women’s knickers, yapping that you have some fuckin’
message from God.” The old man, as sudden as a cobra, seized
Jerry’s tie.

“Leave my companion alone,” said Elder
Freight.

“Oh fuck off,” said the man. And with that he
gave Jerry’s tie an additional twist and Jerry gasped. “How do you
like that you little prick?” the old man screamed at Jerry, who was
turning blue.

Elder Freight, realizing the devil was at
work, reached out and grabbed the old man’s wrist in a vice-like
grip and twisted hard to break the grip on Jerry’s tie.

Crunch.

The old man’s wrist snapped. He screamed and
said he was going to get his “fuckin’ shotgun.” He stumbled,
howling, back into his house.

The elders made it to Elder Freight’s bike in
record time.

 


 



Chapter 14

 


A cinnamon sun sank into the Pacific as the
frustrated tract peddlers pedaled home. Their afternoon search for
converts duplicated the failed morning. At least they had not had
any more physical fights with potential converts. Few people were
home, and those who were would not listen to them. One man
threatened to sic his dog on them if they did not vacate his
property within ten seconds; accomplished in five.

Their single positive success of the day was
a mid-afternoon stop to buy Jerry a bike for twenty-three pounds,
about seventy American dollars.

Elder Freight, who understood deep, deep
within his heart that the devil could manipulate the elements to
thwart God’s work, peddled up hill, into the wind. The wicked wind
always blew in your face and Elder Freight realized that the devil
was behind it. You had to watch out for the devil, always trying to
destroy or tempt you or break you down. Especially if you were one
of God’s chosen, a Mormon missionary. A Mormon missionary who would
soon return to America, win a Heisman Trophy, and screw the
beautiful brains out of Spiritual June the hottest cheerleader the
world had heretofore ever seen.

Elder Freight saw that Elder Wonder was doing
his best to conquer the wind, but the devil wind was winning.
Things were not going quite right for Elder Wonder. He was
confused. Unfocused. Sidetracked by problems he felt important but
were not. Elder Freight had twice stopped his companion from
listening to the news on the radio. The poor guy was afraid Russia
and the US were going to exchange ICBMs—poor guy didn’t understand
that if something like that was going to happen the church
authorities would have known about it. Elder Wonder really needed
to develop faith and focus.

Still, on the bright side, in the few days he
and Elder Wonder had been together, the junior missionary had shown
promise. He seemed smarter than a tree full of foxes. Although
sometimes being too smart was not the way to build a testimony. You
could be too clever for your own good.

Tumuaki had explained to Elder Freight that
Jerry needed to gain a testimony and focus on saving souls. “Just
be patient with him and bear your testimony and love him.” Tumuaki
hinted that if Elder Freight could successfully “break in” a new
missionary, then wonderful blessings for the big elder would ensue.
“I need a few more good district leaders,” Tumuaki had said, “and
I’m going to choose one from among elders who help their companions
grow.”

Elder Freight had a hard time figuring Jerry
out. The junior elder was homesick and the recent phone
communications from Susan had not helped. The mission rules were
specific concerning elders spending any time with members of the
opposite sex. It simply was not done. Total celibacy was demanded
for the duration of the mission. Then go home, find a girl, marry
her and screw like bunnies on steroids.

Any elder who allowed his companion,
especially a new companion, to be alone with a member of the
opposite sex would be in for serious discipline. It was a good way
for both elders to end up on probation in the mission home, and the
next step would be to be sent home, forever branding the offending
elders as failures. There would be little likelihood of promotion
within the ranks of the LDS church if you were sent home early from
your mission. A black mark on your record. Something you could
never forget or live down. Since Mormons believed they existed for
eternity, never was a fairly long time.

Elder Freight realized that one of the worst
things that could happen to an elder would be to fail on a mission.
In his case, it would surely destroy his life. The church would not
let him play football, and that would mean there would be no chance
of going to Brigham Young University. And worse, he could easily
lose June, the woman he loved. She had promised to marry him as
soon as he got back from his mission. Such a wonderful woman. June
had everything, including a perfect body. She had a good mind too.
So spiritual. June would make a wonderful mother for their
children. Elder Freight wanted to have at least six children. Maybe
more if they could afford it, and they could if he could make it
into a pro club. June had pointed out that when Elder Freight made
the pros she would take care of everything, including endorsements.
“We’re the ideal poster family for the pros. You’ll see, our whole
family will end up on boxes of Wheaties, breakfast of Champion
Families,” she had said. June, who was a communications major,
detailed how their yet unborn family could make millions in
endorsements. And they would move to Southern California to be
nearer June’s parents. June and Elder Freight spent every waking
hour together, and he always felt so proud when she accompanied him
through the student cafeteria or to after games celebrations and
all the other guys drooled as she flashed her million dollar
smile.

All the guys wanted June, but Elder Freight
had her. After they won a game, June would always come over to his
place and crawl into bed with him. He knew it was wrong to have sex
before marriage but June explained that she could at least get rid
of his tension. She said that Father in Heaven understood about
those things. After a tiring game there was nothing more rewarding
for Elder Freight than having June work on his back and legs. Then
she would turn him over and sit on his chest almost naked, just
wearing a bra and black panties, and rub his neck. And then she
would take out a bottle of Johnson’s Baby Oil and slather its
contents on him and he would beg her to make the itch go away,
baby, please baby, and she would do it, slowly. Sometimes when June
forgot to bring the baby oil she would use her mouth. What Elder
Freight also enjoyed was showering with June, even though she
always wore a swimsuit. She would scrub him down with sweet
smelling soap and make him leave his shorts on, and he would say
that is no way to be really clean, so she would pull of his shorts
and direct the blast of the shower onto his erect manhood and he
would reach ecstasy with a bit of June’s oral encouragement.

Elder Freight realized that what they were
doing was not really right even though it was in a very clean
environment, what could be cleaner than a shower? Father in Heaven
wanted them to wait until after they were married in the temple
before they really did it. Still what June did for her man helped
their school win the games and the games were important to LDS
church. After a big win the alumni could be counted on for major
donations.

When Elder Freight was interviewed to go on a
mission he told his bishop that he and June were both morally
clean. “We promised Father in Heaven we would wait until we got
married before doing anything.”

Elder Freight told the same thing to the
stake president and the apostle who interviewed him.

Then in the mission field, when Tumuaki had
asked him if he was morally clean, Elder Freight had said yes. But
he also admitted that he thought a lot about June back home.
Tumuaki asked about masturbation. Elder Freight had discussed this
in his letters with June. She told him that she thought it was all
right to let the shower squirt on him. She pointed out that he
would not even be touching himself. So when Tumuaki asked Elder
Freight if he ever touched himself in a sexual manner, he said no.
(That June was pretty smart.) The big football player told Tumuaki
that he had nocturnal emissions sometimes and Tumuaki nodded his
head and said that was understandable, and then asked Elder Freight
if he was sure he didn’t touch himself in a sexual manner. Elder
Freight again said no. Of course, if Tumuaki had asked if the
Freight Train used a water steam to reach a climax while holding a
photo of the woman he loved, Elder Freight would have told the
truth. But so far, Tumuaki was pleased with the answer and regarded
Elder Freight as a fine missionary. First class leadership
material. Real high morals. A natural born leader, a role model for
the new missionaries. A winner on and off the field.

When his first companion had mentioned
spilling seed, Elder Freight was concerned. He wrote to June and
reported what his companion had said, but June had written back
immediately, explaining that “spilling seed” was only bad if it was
a form of birth control. She said that when they were married in a
few more months she would keep all of Elder Freight’s seed for
herself. She said she was excited just thinking about it. When
Elder Freight got her letter he, too, became excited and went into
the bathroom and had a nice shower. He got so carried away that he
actually touched himself.

“You have a stronger testimony now then you
did a month ago, Ehoa,” said Elder Freight. “Tomorrow we’ll get us
some converts.”

“Okay,” said Jerry. “And we won’t break any
more bones, okay?”

“Sure,” said Elder Freight.

The setting sun in New Zealand is often
accompanied, along coastal areas, by a brisk on-shore breeze, not
ideal for biking the upsides of the many hills of Whangarei. That
morning Elder Freight crested these hills with Jerry on his
handlebars. Now, without his passenger, Elder Freight chugged up
the hills easier than the Little Engine-that-could, uncaring about
altitude or the wind that always seemed to be in his face.

** ***

Jerry, not having ridden bikes for several
years, was exhausted and had to push his two wheeler uphill. Sweat
poured off his face and his white shirt was drenched. His crotch
hurt and the muscles of his inner thighs ached and burned.

He had hundreds of mind-numbing days left to
tract on the North Island. If he did not start to behave the way
Elder Freight wanted, the huge missionary’s physicality would
overcome his mentality and perhaps beat the shit out of him. Many
people in similar situations would have packed their pride and duds
and gone home. After all, he was a church volunteer. But deserting
would break his mother’s heart, and his father—who didn’t really
care if his son was a Mormon–would, as long as he lived, humiliate
Jerry for again failing to finish something he had started. Jerry
would be branded the all-time quitter.

He recalled Susan’s latest phone call . . .
recalled the steamy nights in the TV room and how his protests
stopped Susan before things got too far out of hand. If only he had
stayed in the States. Now some other lucky guy might have her.
Jerry might never see her again, especially if the US and Russia
exchanged ICBMs, which still looked like a possibility.

Trudging up a hill seemingly with no top, the
bike and his personal problems became a thousand pounds of worry.
He was no closer to gaining a complete testimony of the divinity of
the Church than he had been in the States. Then there was
self-pollination. He had hatched that cockamamie arrangement with
the deity.

The LDS church didn’t believe in penance.
Penance was the domain of the whore of the earth, the Catholic
Church. The dogans let you get away with sins by confessing them
and promising to do better.

Well, Jerry had a news flash for the
ecclesiastical world. He had become his own father confessor and
dealer of penances. His earlier notion of trading school grades for
self pollinating had morphed into trading saved souls to God as
penance for jerking off. It was bizarre, wacky—Jerry pushed his
bike that now weighed five tons to the crest of the final hill, the
final obstacle to his New Zealand home.

Things were gnawing at Jerry. Who said God
would credit hand job forgiveness for converts? Certainly not God,
and there was absolutely zero scriptural reference to substantiate
such crazy horse trading. Or horse play. So far Jerry’s
communication with God had been one sided, totally unilateral.
Where was God? Everyone in the church claimed they could feel his
spirit. So far, nada for Jerry.

The tragedy of it all was that even though
the day had exhausted him, he was still as horny as a two-peckered
Billy goat, and the woman he loved was still thousand of miles
away.

Finally, level ground and calmer wind, so he
swung a leg over the bar to coast the last hundred yards home
downhill, thinking about a hot shower and other hot stuff.

A car, a sleek Jaguar, came straight at him.
He moved instinctively to go around it but the car duplicated the
maneuver, swerving into his path.

Kerbang!

The impact hurled him into a skyward
somersault. Sounds of skidding tires and honking. Blood on the
ground. His. The oncoming car’s left tire was an inch from his
head. Another few inches and he would have been a pancake.

Long, shapely legs strode toward him on high
heels that rattled on the gravel, molars crunching nuts.

“Are you all right, Jerry?” asked a voice as
sensuous as the legs.

Things were looking up. Just when Jerry had
given up on some kind of communication from heaven, heaven had
appeared.

And she smelled delightful.

 


 



Chapter 15

 


The Freight Train hoisted Jerry like a rag
doll out of the dust. Tiny and his daughter rushed from their
garden to the accident in front of their house.

“Don’t die,” said Elder Freight, plucking
gravel from Jerry’s hair.

Jerry spit out a pepple and a gob of blood.
“Why?”

“It’ll ruin my chance for leadership
advancement.”

Jerry started to laugh.

“Jeez, I’m sorry. I almost killed you. Susan
would have really been pissed off,” said the heavenly creature who
smelled delicious.

“Huh?” Jerry looked up at the woman who had
hit him.

“I’m Susan’s cousin from Montana, Beverly
Cain. I’m with Pan Am and I was bringing you a CARE package.”

“Susan?”

“Yep, the bad babe.”

“Did she tell you to drive in front of me
like that?”

“Hey,” Tiny said. “You cut in front of her.
Lucky you weren’t killed.”

“Pardon me! I was here,” Jerry said. Who was
wrong? What was wrong? Was Beverly an angel sent by Susan? By the
Dark One? To punish him? Anything and everything was possible.
Things were jumbled.

Elder Freight set his thinking straight.
“They drive on the left side here. I’ve been telling you that all
day. You were on the wrong side.”

“I don’t know if I’ll ever see Susan,” Jerry
said. His face hurt, but at least the pain took his mind off other
aching parts. He could hear a Tweety bird whirring and
chirping.

“She loves you,” said Beverly. “We’d better
get some stuff on those cuts, Jerry”

“Please call him Elder Wonder,” said
Freight.

The sexiest emissary in New Zealand turned
her flashing green eyes on the largest Mormon missionary in New
Zealand and gave him one of the most seductive smiles ever seen in
the Southern Hemisphere. “Sorry. Please forgive me.”

“Yes,” Elder Freight said, flexing his biceps
through his suit coat.

“Gosh,” said Beverly, right on cue, “I bet
you played football back home.”

“Yeah, for Ricks College.”

“Wow.” She then explained that she was a
stewardess for Pan Am. She had a 72-hour layover in Auckland. “I
called the mission home like Susan asked me to, they said you were
here. Always wanted to see The Bay of Islands so I borrowed a car
and here I am. Let me take you guys out for dinner.”

“I’m sorry, we can only go on diversion day
which is Friday, and then it has to be to a member’s home,” said
Elder Freight.

“Oh, I understand. I was just kind of getting
hungry.”

Tiny jumped in. “I hope you’ll have tea with
us. We’re going to have lamb.”

“I adore lamb,” said Beverly. “That is so
sweet of you.”

“I don’t know if we can do that,” said Elder
Freight.

Tiny was fixated on Beverly’s legs that
seemed to be higher than he was. “Elder Freight, it’s my house, you
two chaps simply board there. If I want to invite this very nice
young American lady to have dinner in our home, that’s my
right.”

That was information overload for Elder
Freight who was probably trying to comprehend how Jerry, the
goof-off, was able to attract such a beauty to their digs after
less than 24 hours in Whangarei.

Half an hour later, Tiny and his family, the
elders and Beverly gathered around the dining room table. Tiny’s
wife, Ruth, set a succulent, butterflied leg of lamb in a kettle on
the crisp, freshly-ironed white tablecloth. Tiny’s daughter, Little
Ruth, could not take her huge oval eyes off Beverly. “Beverly, when
I grow up, can I work on a plane like you?”

“Sure,” said Beverly, “I’ll send you the
application forms. It helps if you learn a foreign language.”

“I can speak Maori,” said Ruth.

“Great. Do you know any other Polynesian
languages?” asked Beverly.

“Not yet,” said Big Ruth, and used the
interjection to switch topics. “So, you know the girl who phoned
here last night?” Big Ruth seemed happy to have a world traveler in
her home.

“Susan’s my second cousin. We spent our
summers together. She’s my best friend. Beverly turned back to the
child and asked if she had a best friend. The child said no but she
would like to.

Jerry realized that he might be seeing Susan
sooner than he thought. If she were a flight attendant and she
worked for Pan Am and since it flew to New Zealand—

Big Ruth had many questions for Beverly and
asked if she too were a Mormon.

“Yes, but not a very good one,” said Beverly.
“I hardly ever go to church, and my parents even call me a Jack
Mormon. I guess if I were a good LDS girl I’d be married now and
have a beautiful child like you do. What religion are you?”

“We’re kind of Presbyterians,” said Tiny, who
still seemed giddy by the arrival of this beautiful girl. “You’ll
have to pardon my wife. It’s just that we never expected the elders
to have a guest as beautiful as you, especially on the first day
that Elder Wonder is with us.”

“Thanks for saying such nice things about me,
Tiny, if I may call you that. It’s just a crazy coincidence, I
guess. Susan made up a CARE package for Jerry, I mean Elder Wonder,
and before they could really say goodbye he had left on his
mission, so she asked me to bring him the package.”

“What’s a CARE package?” asked Little
Ruth.

“You know, when there is a disaster, like a
flood or fire,” her mother explained, “and people send help.
Blankets and food. Those are CARE packages.”

“But we have blankets and food here,” said
Little Ruth.

“This is special Elder Wonder food that Susan
put together to remind him of home and her,” said Beverly.

“Oh, I get it,” said Little Ruth, “Like when
Elder Freight’s girlfriend sends him plastic bottles with honey in
them. Sure.”

Elder Freight reddened slightly. And while he
was blushing, Susan took an envelope out of her purse and gave it
to Jerry. He opened the envelope and peeked in. He caught a glimpse
of the naked Polaroids Susan had taken of herself. There were some
small condoms. He quickly tucked the envelope and its contents in
his jacket pocket.

“What did you get?” asked Little Ruth.

“It’s personal,” said Tiny.

“That’s why I want to see,” said the
child.

“When and if Elder Wonder wants to show us,
he will,” said Tiny. “Now pass some of that mint sauce to your old
dad.”

After dinner Beverly showed Little Ruth
photographs of some of the cities she had flown to—cities on five
continents. Little Ruth, wide-eyed with astonishment, vowed she was
going to be a stewardess for sure when she grew up.

There was a loud knock on the door and Big
Ruth answered it. “Elder, there’s some people here to see you.”

Big Ruth looked outside and reacted as though
she had just seen a tsunami about to strike.

***********

Unwanted callers were at the door. A
policeman in full uniform topped with a helmet fingering an oak
nightstick. A white-collared priest ready to start swinging.
Several neighbors who had been watching from their homes sauntered
nearer. Obviously it was not a daily occurrence to have both a
police officer and a priest show up in the neighborhood.

The police officer’s beady black eyes darted
about. They checked the clothesline out back with its strange suits
of “long john” underwear flapping in the breeze like grotesque
scarecrows. “That’s mighty strange underwear out back there, lads,”
he said.

“Our garments,” Elder Freight said.

“Right. You Mormon chaps wear that to protect
you from the devil or something,” said the policeman.

The priest spoke up. “They wear them after
they go through the temple. It reminds them not to sin.”

“What?”

“It reminds them what their peckers are for,”
said the priest.

Some of the curious neighbors, whose ranks
were swelling, tittered. One rolled a cigarette, blinking, waiting
for the fun to start.

“Now which one of you lads,” asked the police
officer, “attacked old man Fairweather on Tuna Street?”

“Neither one of us attacked anyone,” Elder
Wonder said.

The policeman thought about this, dug wax out
of his ear with his index finger and inspected it. “You lads were
at Tuna Street, were you not?”

“Yes, we were there.”

“And you—” here he consulted his notes in a
dog-eared black notebook— “did talk to Sydney Fairweather, a
pensioner, at 1231 Tuna Street at or about 2:24 after you had fish
and chips at the Eat Fish Inn.”

“I don’t know who Mr. Fairweather is,” said
Elder Wonder. “Do you, Elder Freight?”

“No.”

“He’s one of my parishioners,” said the
priest. “You broke his wrist when he asked you to leave his
property. Just because your government thinks it can push the
Cubans around is no reason to think you can bash God-fearing
Catholics.”

“That’s not the way it happened,” Elder
Freight said.

“Ah,” said the police officer, “so you were
there.”

“I didn’t say we weren’t. I didn’t know his
name. He tried to strangle Elder Wonder and I stopped him.”

“You broke his wrist, you son of a bitch,”
said the priest, “and you’re going to go to jail.”

“Take it easy, Father,” said the police
officer. “Look here, boys, I don’t know exactly what happened.
There will be a full investigation and we’ll get to the bottom of
it. Until we find what transpired, I can’t have you calling on
people any more.”

“The Constitution,” said Elder Wonder, “gives
us the right to –”

“Not here. This is New Zealand. Not America.
We do not have your Constitution. What we have are property and
personal rights. You cannot go to a person’s home and force your
way in and then maim him. You are both in serious trouble and
normally I would arrest you this moment.”

“We only defended ourselves,” said Elder
Freight.

“That may be true. And it also may be true
that you provoked Old Man Fairweather—”

“Why are you giving them the benefit of the
doubt?” asked the priest.

“Father, I’m not giving anyone the benefit of
the doubt. But Old Man Fairweather has had complaints laid against
him and had his driving license revoked for driving and
imbibing.”

“We’ll see what the archbishop has to say
about this.” The priest ran to his car, got in and sped off,
spewing gravel.

“We’ll be back tonight with ropes,” said
someone out of the darkness. “And some hot tar and feathers.”

“Try it and I’ll lock you up,” said the
officer. Then he turned to the elders. “You’re lucky that this is
mostly an Anglican community or we might have real problems.”

“We’re sorry,” said Elder Wonder.

“So am I.” said the policeman. “I may have to
charge one or both of you with assault. I’ll try to conclude my
investigation as soon as possible. But until I do, I don’t want
either one of you knocking on people’s doors.”

“But—” Elder Freight started to say.

“But nothing,” said the policeman. “You are
guests of New Zealand. Our citizens don’t like religion flung at
them. By tomorrow, what you did will be in the papers and if you
knock on the wrong door, someone may take a weapon to you. Do I
make myself clear?”

“Yes,” said Elder Wonder.

“And do you get it too, Big Fellow?”

“Yes,” said Elder Freight.

“Good.” The policeman took Tiny’s phone
number and left.

The neighbors jabbered among themselves and
one of them yelled at Big Ruth to get rid of the troublemakers.

Big Ruth screamed back that she would do what
she damned well pleased.

A few minutes later there was a phone call
for Elder Freight. He went into the hall to talk.

“Papa,” said Little Ruth. “Wouldn't it be
wonderful if I could fly all over the world like Beverly”

“When you grow up, darling, you can do and be
anything you want,” said her father.

“Elder Freight returned to the room. He was
ashen. “Elder Wonder, we have to leave!”

“But you're not finished with dinner,” said a
puzzled Little Ruth.

“I'm afraid that we are. Come on, Elder,
move!” He grabbed Jerry's arm and drug him to their bedroom.

Elder Wonder was both embarrassed and a bit
frightened. Was Freight off his rocker? He was acting like a wing
nut.

“That was Tumuaki. They're going to tar and
feather us!” said the senior companion.

“Who? Who's going to tar and feather us?”

“It's happened once before. Long time ago. To
some elders on the South Island. That old guy who attacked you–his
brother is way up in the Catholic Church.” As Elder Freight spoke
he jammed his few possessions into a suitcase and tossed stuff for
Jerry to pack. “Come on, hurry it up...! Hot tar can kill you.
People have died from it!”

In the dining room Beverly was showing Little
Ruth how to fold a handkerchief so it looked like a swan.

The two elders hurried into the living room,
each carrying their suitcases. Elder Freight seemed terrified.

“What's going on?” asked Tiny in the midst of
carrying out the dirty plates.

“Whatever it is, I don't think it's good,”
said Beverly. “Excuse me.” She grabbed her keys and headed out of
the house. She was street smart.

Wham!!!

A rock sailed through the front window and
smashed into a dessert dish. Jerry turned out the lights and looked
outside.

“What the hell’s going on?” asked Tiny.

Elder Freight said, “The Archbishop of New
Zealand has been talking to Tumuaki and. Salt Lake might have to
hire a lawyer to defend us. We’re to say nothing to the police or
the press.”

For Jerry things were happening fast. If only
he had just jerked the tie out of the guy’s hand. Now they were
supposed to leave here? Great. He felt sorry for the Freight Train.
The big lummox was only trying to protect him.

The phone rang again and Big Ruth answered
it. She listened, and then covered the receiver with her hand.
“Elders, it’s someone from The Truth. You want to talk to
them?”

“What’s The Truth?” asked Elder Wonder.

“It’s a gossip paper. Comes out every week.
Two-headed cows and aliens from space,” said Elder Freight. “They
like to get stories about Mormon missionaries. They make up a lot
of stuff.”

“Should I tell them you don’t want to talk to
them?” asked Big Ruth.

“Tell them we’re gone,” Freight replied.
“Tell them if they want to talk to someone to call the church
offices in Auckland.”

A rock the size of a beer bottle shattered
another window.

Outside, a dozen young men were picking up
stones. One of them yelled, “Hey Mormons, go back to the States.”
Another of the ruffians picked up a rock and threw it through the
small window in the front door.

Elder Wonder could see the headlines now.
Mormon Elders killed in mob attack. The pair sealed their
testimonies with their blood.

Outside swarmed angry men, a couple had guns,
a new wild eyed priest egged them on.

Tiny said, “Get my gun, Ruth. You elders are
under my protection.”

“No, we’ll leave,” said Elder Freight. “We
can't put your family at risk.”

“I’m calling the police,” said Big Ruth.

Elder Freight and Jerry dashed out the back
door, stumbled through the darkness and made it to the alley.

The priest spotted them, and as one the mob
came together and raced through the darkness after the distraught
and frightened missionaries.

There was a chorus of “Get those Yanks!
Goddam Mormon Elders. We'll teach 'em a Kiwi lesson! Fuckin' war
mongers!!!”

“They’re going to catch us,” said Jerry.

“I’ll take a few of the cocksuckers with us,”
said Elder Freight.

Out of the darkness, the headlights of a car
spun out of the darkness, illuminated the elders. The car
accelerated, then fishtailed to a stop. It was Beverly in the Jag.
The elders jumped in and Beverly shot off into the darkness as
rocks bounced off the roof of the Jag.

A few minutes later they were on the main
highway to Auckland. Beverly passed everything on the road.

From the Jag the two elders peered out the
rear window.

“That was a close one,” said Elder
Freight.

“I heard you swear in the alley,” said
Jerry.

“I’ll try not to do it again,” said Elder
Freight.

 


 



Chapter 16

 


Beverly parked the Jaguar in the mission home
lot. She and the elders got out.

“Everyone is asleep,” said Elder Freight.

“Everyone is not asleep.” Tumuaki emerged
from the shadows. He looked at Beverly. “And you are?”

“This is Sister Cain, Tumuaki. She saved our
bacon,” said Jerry.

Beverly offered her hand to the president of
the mission and he shook cautiously. “Nice to meet you, Sister
Cain.” He seemed to sense she was trouble. But then a woman that
sensual, driving a jag, looking like she stepped off the cover of
Esquire was rather an unexpected encounter near the mission home in
the middle of the night. Especially with two missionaries that the
police might well be hunting at that moment.

“The pleasure is all mine.”

“What happened to your car?” asked Tumuaki.
“It looks like you drove it through a meteor shower.”

“They tried to stone us. I guess they heard I
was a sinful woman.”

This did not get a laugh. The mission
president said, “We’ll cover the cost of body work.”

“Not necessary. The fellow who owns this car
has more money than he knows what to do with.” She glanced at her
watch. “He puts up with anything but tardiness. Gotta go.” She slid
behind the wheel.

If Tumuaki had been cautious before, now he
was on guard. “I see. Elder Freight, to bed, I'll see you the
morning. Elder Wonder, in my office.”

Beverly said under her breath to Jerry,
“Susan told me to tell you that size doesn’t matter.”

Tumuaki was at the edge of hearing. “What did
you say to him?”

“I said my prayers are with the missionaries.
Good night,” said Beverly. And before the mission president could
continue she fired up the Jag and snapped the clutch and roared off
into the velvet night.

Jerry sat across from the mission president
in his office. Tumuaki was attempting to stitch things together in
his mind. His half completed painting of Jesus Christ looked down
on the two. Jerry said, “I like the way the light falls across the
face. Rembrandt used lighting to separate the foreground from the
background.”

“I'm impressed with your knowledge of art,
Elder Wonder. We can chat about that some other time.”

Jerry said, “We screwed up at Whangarei,”
he.

“Yes, you certainly did. You and your
companion have a lot of explaining.”

Tumuaki opened a thin folder and leafed
through it. “You’ve been in the mission field for how long? About a
month?”

Jerry was afraid he would say something he
would regret in the morning.

“I want to talk to you about
self-pollination, Elder.”

Jerry had recently totaled the times he had
given into self-pollination, the numbers were high. And the only
reason it was not greater was because five people shared a bathroom
at Tiny’s and the lock on the door did not hold well. Also, both
Tiny and Big Ruth had remarked on the many showers previous elders
had taken and how their gas bill had spiraled out of hand. Jerry
had to stop himself from smiling when Tiny said “out of hand.” Tiny
had suggested the elders consider taking sponge baths for which he
would make some flannels available. Jerry wondered if a flannel
would help him self-pollinate, until he found out a flannel in New
Zealand was simply a washcloth. Now, he remembered that Freight had
accused him of self-pollination and speculated about the big elder
talking on the phone or writing to the president about suspicious
activities in the john? What a laugh! Elder Freight used the
bathroom as much as he did and as much as, or more than any other
nineteen or twenty year old. Face it, guys that age needed a lot of
release.

“As you know, Elder Wonder,” said Tumuaki,
“Father in Heaven’s spirit will only be with us when we come to him
with a pure heart.”

Where was this going?

“I know that you and your girlfriend came
close to fornicating,” said Tumuaki. “We are talking forbidden
fruit, Elder. It is as close to murder as one comes.”

“Have you talked to Susan’s parents?” asked
Jerry. He felt annoyed. He had not made love with Susan, they had
simply been close to each other and they did what every normal
couple in the world did when they fell in love. They got physical.
He wished now that they had gone all the way. If they had, he would
not be on a lonely mission trying to focus. He would be snuggled up
to the woman he loved and his stomach would not be tied in knots.
Certainly some hot-headed old Catholic man who tried to strangle
him would not have a broken wrist. Jerry’s throat still smarted
from the attempted strangulation. The old fart had damn near
throttled him.

“Both of Susan’s parents have called here and
yes, we talked,” said Tumuaki.

That rips it, thought Jerry. I’m throwing in
the towel or the flannel or whatever they call it here.

He was about to loose it.

Tumuaki continued, “I also talked to your
mother. She told me how proud she was to have you on a mission and
how much your being here has strengthened her testimony.”

That directed Jerry’s thoughts to the other
woman he loved, his mother. She would be heartbroken if he went
home. His father, on the other hand, would laugh and the nonstop
ribbings would start. Dr. Wonder had already introduced Jerry to
some of his friends as “a world traveler and lecturer.” They all
had a good laugh and Jerry had gritted his teeth and smiled. He
would show them. He wasn’t a quitter. “Is my mother all right?”
asked Jerry.

“She’s just fine. She and your father send
their love. I talked to your father too. He is proud of you. I
didn’t realize he’s not a member.”

“He’s an agnostic,” said Jerry. That sounded
better than atheist, which was what his father really was.

“That would explain why it’s difficult for
your mother. Elder, I want you to know I’m on your side. I
understand how close you and Susan were. I can appreciate your
wanting to talk to her and be with her. But the fact is, once you
are on a mission, you put relationships on hold with sweethearts.
Susan should understand that. Her parents understand it. I know you
have talked to her recently. You can’t do that anymore.”

“The way the world is going, I may never see
Susan.”

“Don’t worry about the world. Father in
Heaven is watching over us, especially the missionaries, their
families and loved ones. Spend your time developing a testimony and
gaining converts. “I want your word that you won’t call her
anymore.” said Tumuaki. He was being gentle.

“Okay.”

“Good. Now how is your testimony?”

“It’s been tested,” said Jerry.

“Yes it has. I read Elder Freight’s report
about you.”

“Did he mention that I was still a long way
from what you want?” asked Jerry.

“No,” said Tumuaki. “Elder Freight said that
you had a much stronger testimony than he did. That you were an
inspiration for him.”

“Really?”

“As long as you remain morally pure and pray
to Father in Heaven with an open heart, your testimony will
continue to grow. You may turn out to be one of my finest
missionaries.”

“I could?”

“Absolutely.” Here he referred to his notes
again. “Now about masturbation. You didn’t seem to take it
seriously last time we talked.”

“I take it seriously now.”

“That’s good. I know that when a man is young
he has tremendous drives that Lucifer uses to corrupt him. Some men
are more physical than others. Athletes, for example, have a
stronger sex drive than most. You understand what I am saying?”

“I think so.”

“If you take a man who is athletic and
introduce images of young women into his life who are not properly
attired, then that young man will fall into sin.”

The hair on the back of Jerry’s neck rose.
Had Elder Freight, his muscle-bound ox of a companion, gotten a
look at the Polaroid of Susan and then squealed? That could explain
why Susan hadn’t phoned. She would think he was showing off her
naked body. How many other things had Freight told the mission
president about him? Freight was a rat.

“Elder Freight is close to losing his soul,”
said Tumuaki.

“What?”

“I am taking you into my confidence when I
tell you this, Elder, but your companion is a compulsive
masturbator.”

The light came on in Jerry’s head. The
president had been talking about Elder Freight’s moral
weaknesses—not Jerry’s. The big thick missionary had not ratted out
anyone. If anything, he had protected Jerry. Freight, like every
guy, self-pollinated. Dammit, thought Jerry, the old Freight Train
is okay. “I’m really surprised, Tumuaki. Elder Freight seems like a
spiritual person to me. I’ve learned a lot from him and he
certainly seems to be morally clean to me.”

“When you gain a testimony and can feel the
spirit of the Holy Ghost, you will be able to discern the truth of
all things. As soon as I shook hands with him I realized he hadn’t
been able to overcome his weakness. Again this is just between you
and me, but your companion has admitted to me on many occasions
that he has masturbated. He has even told me that he has a photo of
his girlfriend that he takes into the bathroom with him.”

“I don’t recall seeing such a photo,” lied
Jerry.

“I would hope he would hide it from you,”
said Tumuaki. “He has a heartbreaking problem with
self-pollination. We have prayed about it together many times. I’m
sure that the unwarranted release of his seed may have been why he
struck the man you encountered while tracting.”

“Because he was jerking-off?” asked
Jerry.

“Don’t use that term, Elder. Elder Freight’s
compulsive masturbation is the only explanation for what he did. I
may have to send him home.”

“He was defending me. That old man was trying
to strangle me.”

“The church may have a lawsuit. It is going
to take years to live down what Elder Freight did. I am sure that
Lucifer used your companion. If only Elder Freight had been morally
clean.”

“But if you send him home, it’ll destroy
him,” said Jerry.

“I may not have much choice. His temper has
gotten him into trouble in the past. I was dubious about giving him
responsibility and now he has failed with you.”

“He hasn’t failed,” said Jerry.

“You just said that you are no further along
than when you came here.”

“But I didn’t realize I was gaining a
testimony,” said Jerry. “You said I was.”

“Then bare your testimony,” said the
president.

“I know that Jesus Christ is the Son of God.
I know that He talks to the prophet, David O. McKay. I know that
the Church is true and is the only pathway to salvation for
man.”

“You have made magnificent strides.”

“Thank you Tumuaki,” said Jerry. The young
elder stared into the president’s watery gray eyes. As long as he
didn’t look away, Tumuaki might not realize that Jerry was running
a bluff. And perhaps the mission president would go easy on The
Freight Train.

 


 



Chapter 17

 


When the New Zealand press ran the story of
Elder Freight’s breaking old Fairweather’s wrist, it was discussed
across the nation and beyond. What editor could resist the wacky
saga of an American football player with a Mormon Bible maiming a
frail homeowner on his own front steps?

It didn’t matter that Fairweather was a drunk
who had lost his driving license, nor that he had assaulted
assorted neighbors, nor that several mothers in his neighborhood
thought he might have groped their little daughters. Those points
were glossed over. After all, Fairweather had asked a Mormon Elder
to leave him alone and the hulking American jumped the
octogenarian. The way the press dished up the story, the poor old
man was lucky to have escaped with only a broken wrist.

Most of the newspaper articles carried a
sidebar of how the Mormon elders had fled Whangarei after a lynch
mob surrounded their lodgings. And more than one editor tied in the
aggressive attitude of LDS missionaries with the way the US was
behaving with Russian and Southeast Asia and Cuba—each day bringing
the world closer to a nuclear holocaust. America was a bully and so
were the Mormon missionaries.

Authorities of the Church of Jesus Christ of
Latter-day Saints made an out-of-court settlement (of an
undisclosed sum) with Fairweather, who was lapping up the
publicity. Even the archbishop of New Zealand visited
Fairweather.

To contain the negative PR, the president of
the LDS church dispatched one of the apostles to New Zealand and
smooth things over. It was of course the one apostle who understood
and loved New Zealand. That defender of the Mormon faith and
crusader of high morality: Hollar Nimbell.

A left-wing politician in the New Zealand
parliament sponsored several bills to prohibit sects and religions
from “bothering” the populace. It was shouted down by the
opposition as a threat to free speech. The Ecumenical Council of
New Zealand cautioned against any kind of over reaction that might
curtail the free flow of ideas and religion. Had it become law, the
Salvation Army would have been banned from soliciting Christmas
donations.

Tumuaki found himself in the vortex of a news
story that would not die. Even the South Pacific edition of Time
Magazine came calling. Many Mormon missionaries became persona non
grata in New Zealand. Kiwis, supported or led by commentators,
clergy and free thinkers, made it clear they did not take kindly to
having their elderly citizens harassed by “fanatic fringe
religions.”

After conferring with the General Authorities
in Salt Lake City, the brethren decided that the best way to handle
the incident would be to transfer Elder Freight to the Australian
Mission, 1,600 miles away. Tumuaki told the Freight Train to thank
Jerry for the assignment. Otherwise, the big elder would have been
sent home. “I can’t have you missionaries beating up on old people.
Or young ones.” Tumuaki sent Freight and Jerry to downtown Auckland
to pick up an airplane ticket to Sydney at the Pan Am office. Not
wanting to attract attention, the elders swapped their traditional
garb for jeans and cardigans, the clothing worn on diversion
day.

The two elders needed to kill a bit of time
while a Pan Am clerk wrote Freight’s ticket since everything had to
be checked and rechecked by phone and all the tickets had to be
hand written. Jerry steered a subdued Freight along the pier where
some of the greatest cruise liners in the world were berthed. The
elders bought American hot dogs and thick chocolate milkshakes at a
tiny dairy known to the missionaries as the only place in New
Zealand that understood how to make a decent shake à la U.S. with
five or six scoops of ice cream instead of one or two that the
Kiwis felt was sufficient.

“It’s too bad that with all the great milk
and cream they have here,” mused Jerry, “that most Kiwis haven’t
mastered a good milk shake.”

Elder Freight, who had not slept that night,
slowly drank his shake, staring at the pure white hull of the SS
Mariposa, recently arrived from Los Angeles via Bora Bora and
Tahiti. “I was looking forward to going home on one of the Matson
liners. When I first got here, we used to come down here and just
stare at those boats,” he said.

“They go through Sydney on the way back to
the States,” said Jerry. “You can still catch one. Maybe even that
one.”

“No, I can’t. The mission just came out with
a new rule. We have to fly straight home by plane and report back
to our bishop within 48 hours.”

“What?”

“No touring. We have to fly straight back,”
said Elder Freight.

“What’s the point in coming half way around
the world if we can’t see the other half of it?” asked Jerry. One
of the reasons he had been so pleased with his assignment was that
he had longed to visit remote parts of the world. Jerry, who had
never been to Europe, was looking forward to Zurich and Geneva. He
fancied that he would open a secret numbered account in
Switzerland. His father had laughed and told him that he’d be
better off to stick his quarters in a piggy bank. While still in
the States, Jerry had listened again and again to Bing Crosby
singing “Far Away Places,” on their stereo and dreamed of seeing
China and India firsthand. The soundtrack was burned in his mind
and now one of the major reasons he had for coming to New Zealand
was no longer an option.

Elder Freight finished his milk shake. “The
point is to find converts for the Church. I suppose I can find them
as easily in Australia as in New Zealand. Still, my parents are
going to be disappointed with me.”

A couple of attractive women strolled by the
elders’ table. One of them gave Elder Freight a long look. The
women giggled, talking as they ordered an American milk shake and
hot dog. They probably sensed the elders were from the States
because of the Levis and their crew cuts. Most New Zealand guys
wore baggy pants and avoided barbershops. Some of the younger kids
were starting to wear jeans and flat tops but the older guys stuck
to their bib overalls and lots of hair.

Jerry showed Elder Freight a mini-condom in a
wrapper.

“What’s this?” asked the large elder.
“Something a Barbie and Ken doll would use?”

“Susan sent it to me.”

“Helluva sense of humor,” said Elder
Freight.

“Or my mother has been talking to her.”

Jerry was about to explain but the pair of
sheilas stole his attention. The girls were sucking hard on their
shakes and trying to be elegant with their hot dogs, dripping
mustard, as they lifted them to luscious, parted lips. The taller
of the two reminded Jerry of Susan. Thin and statuesque and
slightly confused by the world. She even had light green eyes, like
Susan’s. The girl looked at Jerry and half smiled—just as Susan did
the first few times they met.

“Elder, you flirting with those girls?” asked
Freight.

“Not really. The one reminds me of
Susan.”

“Church members. I stayed at their house for
awhile when I first got here. They like American guys.” He waved at
them, they waved back, then went back to talking and giggling.

Jerry relaxed and let the moment absorb him.
The sky, except for a few clouds, was clear, the salt-scented air
warm with the trace of a trade wind breeze. A good day to be alive,
although maybe not for troubled souls like Elder Freight.

Back home it would have been a day for
swimming. The LDS Church had a message for would-be swimmers on a
mission. The devil, church authorities claimed, had more power over
water than land. To swim you would have to take off your sacred
garments, and what an opening that would leave for a Lucifer
attack.

“Want to see a movie?” asked Elder
Freight.

“We’re not supposed to.”

“So we go back to the mission home, wait for
half an hour, then come back here?”

“What movie?” asked Jerry. The elders
realized that if Tumuaki knew they were going to a movie in the
middle of the week he would go bonkers. Yet, they couldn’t go
tracting or look for converts dressed in jeans. Even if they could,
Elder Freight was barred from tracting in New Zealand.

“There’s always something good at the Civic.
Let’s walk over there.”

As they headed for the theater, Freight
re-thought his suggestion. “Maybe we shouldn’t. It would kill my
family if I was sent home early. And with just a few months left.
My Mother and the kids made a big sacrifice for me, ‘specially
after Dad died.”

But there didn’t seem to be anything else to
do but see a movie.

The Civic Theater looked like it had been
designed by someone with a great deal of money who was either a
drunk, colorblind or both. “Gidget” was the feature film and Jerry
bought two matinee tickets. The lobby of The Civic Theatre was more
bizarre than the exterior. It was peopled with multi-armed Buddhas
and statues of bejeweled elephants, many with all sorts of eclectic
colors and gold foil and flashing lights.

The elders sat in the balcony. There was a
blast of music and a huge pipe organ, the size of a truck, spun out
of the floor and rose in front of the screen. A man who was dressed
like a gypsy pounded the keyboard and “Flight of the Bumblebee”
filled the auditorium. Jerry had never seen such a spectacular
prelude to a film.

“You boys having fun?”

Jerry turned around and there sat the two
girls from the milk shake stand in the seats behind them. “Hello,”
he said. This is great. We’re not supposed to be at a movie and
we’re certainly not supposed to be with girls. Anyone sees us and
Elder Freight is going straight home. My ass’ll be in a sling
too.

Both of the girls looked good in the low
light.

“Tell me,” said the tall thin one, “do you
elders always go to movies in the middle of the day?”

“We’re waiting to get a plane ticket,” Jerry
said.

The other girl—red hair and a bit too much
rouge—nodded at Elder Freight. “I just saw your picture in the
paper. That was naughty to bust that old man’s arm.”

“His wrist. And he asked for it,” mumbled
Freight.

She said, “you never did call me, like you
said you would.”

Elder Freight squirmed in his seat.

“And,” the redhead continued, “we saw you in
the first ward about a month ago, when you went to Whangarei.”

“Are you members of the church?” Jerry
asked.

“Yes, but sometimes we’re kind of naughty
too,” she said. “Say, why don’t we sit beside you? Mind?” And
before the elders could protest the girls were sitting on either
side of them.

The Movietone newsreel came on—the highlight
was the demise of Marilyn Monroe who had died several months
earlier in August. There was a clip about James Meredith, the first
black student at the University of Mississippi, and then some
footage of American advisors going into Thailand. Most of the
images, except for shots of Marilyn Monroe, were in color. It
didn’t make sense to Jerry for Marilyn Monroe to be dead so soon.
She didn’t seem much older than he was. He remembered her in “The
River of No Return.” A vibrant woman, so soft, so vulnerable. There
was more news on the screen about South East Asia. Looked like
there would be a war there.

He was aware of one of the girls sitting
beside him. What was he going to do, get up and move? Soon he was
caught up in the movie. And almost as soon the movie seemed to be
over.

They were all in the same crowd together,
moving out of the theatre and onto the street. The girls kept up
the conversation and then one of them suggested that they go to her
place for cookies and milk. That couldn’t hurt anything, could it?
After all, they had another hour or so to kill before Elder
Freight’s tickets were ready.

By then Elder Freight was in an animated
discussion with the redhead, telling her how he ran out the clock
when their football team was ahead two points. The girl laughed
shrilly. She was laughing too much when her hands inadvertently
gripped Elder Freight’s arm. She kept giggling and tripped on the
uneven sidewalk. Elder Freight grabbed her around the waist to
steady her. For a moment their lips were almost touching and she
kissed him suddenly, startling the elder.

He was even more startled to hear a stern
voice say: “Elder Freight, that can’t be you.”

Tumuaki. Beside him was the supreme startler,
Apostle Nimbell, having just arrived from Salt Lake City, at the
direction of the first presidency. His mandate was damage control
in regard to the attack on an old man by Elder Freight. The apostle
was now looking at what had caused the problem.

Elder Freight was dumbstruck.

“I-I can explain,” Jerry stammered, hoping
that the mission president had not seen the girl that he was
with.

But that girl spoke up. “Hi, Tumuaki Smith,
nice to see you. I’m Sister Pomaira, we met at stake conference
about a year ago. We talked about painting.”

“Hello, Sister Pomaira,” said Tumuaki and
looked at the other girl. “You two are sisters, right?”

“Right,” she said and then seemed to notice
Hollar Nimbell for the first time. “Oh, my God,” she said. “Are you
that apostle from Salt Lake City?”

Nimbell nodded.

Tumuaki was flustered. Two of his
missionaries caught flagrante delicto and fragrante delicto on
several counts: they were not supposed to be dressed so casually,
they were not supposed to be attending movies in the middle of the
day, and they certainly were not supposed to be in the company of
young women—especially young women who kissed them in private or
public. Add to Tumuaki’s distress the presence of one of the
church’s apostles. Heap on more distress: one of the offending
missionaries was already in deep doo-doo for assaulting an old
man.

Nimbell was a prophet, seer and revelator,
and because of this probably knew the answer to the question he was
about to ask. Still, he asked the question. “Tumuaki, this elder
isn’t the one you told me about, is he?”

“I am afraid that is so,” Tumuaki said
weakly.

“And do I take it this is his companion?”
asked the apostle.

“Yes. I’m his companion,” said Jerry. “You
interviewed me for my mission, Apostle Nimbell. How are you?”

“I am a lot better than you are, young man.
You both have some very serious questions to answer.”

 


 



Chapter 18

 


Jerry and Elder Freight sat across from
Tumuaki in his office. The mission president seemed more upset than
Jerry had ever seen him. Tumuaki chose his words with detached
precision. “You were to get Elder Freight's ticket, then come home.
Not see a movie and certainly not flirt with sisters. What is wrong
with you two?”

Jerry was about to speak when the side door
opened and Apostle Nimbell slowly, every so slowly and deliberately
walked in.The old man looked calm and fatherly. He smiled
benevolently. “I'll take it from here, Tumuaki. Would you be kind
enough to leave us alone?”

Tumuaki may have wanted to stay but he
realized that the wrong word from him would compromise his career
with the church, a church he loved with all his heart and soul. He
would have given his life gladly for the church. In fact his
forefathers had when they crossed the plains with Brigham Young in
the 1847.

Apostle Nimbell sat behind Tumuaki’s desk.
Again that benign and loving smile radiated from his wrinkled
countenance.

“I can assure you . . .” Jerry started to
say.

The apostle’s benign face turned to chalk.
His laugh lines disappeared. He held up a gnarled forefinger. “Be
still. Elder Freight, the last time we talked you spoke of your
problem with self-pollination. You said you would stop such vile
activities.” The apostle sounded more a rasping duck.

“I did stop, sir.”

“Do not deceive an apostle of our Father in
Heaven.” The old man struck the desk with his fist. It startled the
elders.

Fear played on Freight’s face. “I have
stopped. Well, maybe not the self-pollination, but the other
thing.” Here he realizing that he had said too much. He was
confused, not thinking clearly, aching for a way out, truly
believing that the apostle could read his every thought. What was
the point in covering anything up.

The old man’s eyes seemed to turn red as
though they were filled with blood. “Your immortal soul hangs in
the balance,” he said in a near whisper.

“What I meant --

The apostle again slammed his fist on the
table so hard that the room quivered. “Out with it! Now!”

“It, it hasn't happened again, that's what I
mean.” Elder Freight could not get out of this corner.

The apostle smiled. His fishing trip had
worked. “The other thing?"

“No, that's not what I meant. What I meant
was—”

“You tell me everything and you tell it to me
now, Elder, or you and your family will never again be welcome in
the church!”

Freight who truly believed that he was
talking to a servant of God, and that any fabrications were futile
said, “Two years ago, the first week I was here, I was ... with a
woman.”

“One of those girls we met today?”

“No.”

“Who?”

Jerry found the apostle’s interview curious.
If Apostle Nimbell possessed the power to ascertain truth, a power
given to him by God, then it seemed curious to Jerry that this
all-powerful servant of the Lord would have to ask questions when
he could obviously divine the answers.

Elder Freight looked away.

“You’re gambling with your soul, Elder.”

“I'll get an innocent person into trouble,”
said The Freight Train.

“That is for me to decide. Who is this
innocent person?”

Freight said nothing.

“The name! I demand her name!” Again the
apostle hammered the table with his fist.

Freight looked down. He would not talk. Tears
fell from his face. His body heaved as he cried harder.

Jerry felt great respect for his large
companion. He also felt pity for him. The old apostle was tearing
the big elder apart. And of course Jerry felt terrible that he had
agreed they go to a movie.

Apostle Nimbell looked at Jerry. “Elder
Wonder, perhaps you might know the name in question?”

Jerry had his suspicions but he felt this was
a fine time to test the apostle. See how much he could really
divine. Jerry said with what he thought was great innocence, “Whose
name would that be, sir?”

“That, Elder Wonder, is what I am asking
you!”

“I'm sorry, sir, but Elder Freight has never
taken me into his confidence.”

“Well, do you, Elder Wonder, know anything at
all concerning this matter?”

“What matter is that, sir?”

Maybe the apostle realized what Jerry was up
to because he said, “You, too, ‘Sir,’ are gambling with your
soul!!!”

Jerry looked at Freight. He wanted to help
Freight but Freight looked away, determined perhaps not to give any
more than he already had.

“I can't tell you what I don't know,” Jerry
said to the Apostle:

“I'll be watching you, Elder Wonder. So far
you have zero converts. Not impressive.”

Jerry studied the apostle, looked right into
his eye as though for the first time seeing the man as he truly
was, and wondering where in the hell all common sense and decency
had gone.

They talked for hours, but nothing more was
resolved or revealed. At midnight the apostle said he had no
recourse other than to terminate Freight’s membership in the church
and send him home.

 


 



Chapter 19

 


Ten hours later. Sunrise.

Jerry drove to the Auckland International
Airport. Tumuaki rode in the mission van’s front passenger seat
while a grim Elder Freight huddled in the back. Jerry glanced in
the rearview mirror and his eyes met those of Freight’s. The big
Mormon had drawn his legs up to his chest and wrapped his massive
arms around those legs. He rocked slightly and hummed. Jerry
doubted if the Freight Train had slept. It was probably the third
day he had not slept. “You okay, Elder?” Jerry asked.

“Not an elder no more,” said Freight.
Technically he still was, however the apostle had signed the papers
that would shortly strip the wayward elder of his membership and
priesthood in the LDS church.

“It doesn’t take long to make amends,” said
Tumuaki. “We all make mistakes but our Father in Heaven is a loving
father and he forgives.”

Freight said nothing. Humming softly.

Jerry knew it would be at least a year before
Freight could hope to get back into the church and regain his
priesthood. Mormons do not shun fallen members of their flock like
certain other sects, but excommunicated members of the Mormon faith
are certainly given the cold shoulder. Actually the ice
shoulder.Jerry wondered who Freight had committed fornication with.
Or it could have been adultery if the woman had been married. Jerry
figured it was fornication. Freight would have gone for a single
woman. Jerry figured he would have himself. With Susan.

Soon they were at the airport, and while
Tumuaki waited in the van Jerry helped Freight with his luggage. He
walked him inside to the Pan Am counter, the line was mercifully
short. The airport reeked of disinfectant and stale tobacco.

“You’re going to be okay,” said Jerry.

The Freight Train had stopped humming.

“Your parents will understand, and I bet June
will be there for you.”

“Don’t think so,” said Freight.

“We’ll write to each other, okay?”

A ticket agent beckoned the disgraced elder
to the counter and gave him a boarding pass. He and Jerry shook
hands and that was the last time Jerry saw the Freight Train. For
the rest of his life Jerry would always remember how sad the
Freight Train looked. And how he hummed. A low soft moan, like a
whale that was searching for its mate, calling out.

Half an hour later, as Jerry drove back to
Auckland, a silver plane with the blue and white Pan Am logo banked
into the sunlight and headed north. “Elder Freight might be on that
plane,” said Jerry.

“No way,” said the mission president. “From
the counter to take off is about two hours. They make it harder to
leave this place than get into it.”

Jerry felt sick. Yes, Freight had made some
errors but that was almost two years ago. To send him home in
disgrace now seemed like an awful punishment. An unfair
punishment.

“Apostle Nimbell wants to talk to you,” said
Tumuaki.

“Yeah? Going to toss me out on my ass and
send me home too?”

“Elder Wonder, don’t use that kind of
language. I know you’re upset about what happened to Brother
Freight.”

“Brother? He’s still an elder.”

“He won’t be for long,” said the mission
president. “And Apostle Nimbell only wants to talk to you.”

“I’d like to talk to him about Elder
Freight's state of mind.”

“You leave that alone unless he brings it up,
Elder. Apostle Nimbell is hard on others, but he's harder on
himself. The only thing he wants is to bring souls into the kingdom
of God so that they can have eternal life.”

Usually when Apostle Nimbell visited New
Zealand the missionaries met with him. He was a spiritual giant
among the LDS faithful, and to be in his presence was considered a
great honor. It was a long arduous trip from Salt Lake City to
Auckland so even though this was not a regular scheduled visit for
the apostle, it was a chance for the elders to meet and be inspired
by the church leader. At that moment missionaries from all over the
North Island were assembling to listen to Apostle Nimbell a few
miles away.

Jerry felt sorrow for the Freight Train and
was going to say something more, but before he could the mission
president told him to pull into a garden-supply shop. Sister Smith
was creating another small garden at the mission home and wanted
special soil. She believed the young missionary possessed a second
sense about the soil due to his farming background, and she wanted
to make certain that her carefully selected prize roses had the
best soil available.

By the time Jerry and Tumuaki arrived at the
stake center the church parking lot was overflowing with bicycles.
Jerry and Tumuaki got out of the van and hurried into the chapel
that swelled with the voices of men singing "I Need Thee Every
Hour."

Jerry took his seat amongst the elders.
Tumuaki sat at the podium. Apostle Nimbell stood behind an oak
lectern. Jerry saw that his old friend, Brother Ormsby, was playing
the organ. For a guy who was not considered a great Mormon the old
Maori certainly contributed his share to the church.

The music ended and Apostle Nimbell launched
into his sermon. “A missionary has been sent back to The States for
immoral activity. Fornication. It began with self-pollination,
Elders, and culminated in the extreme sin. Your brother will be
excommunicated.”

The blank faces of the elders stared at the
apostle. They all seem fascinated and frightened Jerry thought. He
would have bet his temple garments that every male missionary in
the church had self pollinated within the week. Certainly within a
month. No one could resist the urge to whack-off indefinitely. Or
was it, no one could indefinitely resist the urge to whack off?
Didn’t matter. You might as well try to hold back Old Faithful.
Jerry tried to force the images of Susan from his mind. All he
needed was a hard on with a dreaded interview coming up with the
apostle.

Nimbell dabbed at the corners of his eyes
with a fresh linen handkerchief, overcome perhaps by the presence
of Father in Heaven.

Jerry’s thoughts went back to the pivotal
interview he had with the apostle in the States. The old man had
been obsessed with the various permutations and combinations one
could participate in with barnyard animals.

The kinds of sexual activity Nimbell asked
about in relationship to Susan shocked Jerry and sort of scared him
as he listened in amazement as the old apostle detailed endless
pretzel-like activity a man and woman could indulge in, under the
influence of Lucifer.

When the young elder had expressed doubt
about the hetero sexopedia laid out before him the prophet, seer
and revelator took the opportunity, provided by God, to expose the
homo sexopedia, opening the eyes of his novice elder to the naked
shenanigans men might wallow in. Apostle Nimbell spoke slowly and
carefully, detailing the use of fingers, feet, knees, bums,
penises, elbows, mouths, all the orifices, joints and other bodily
parts in church-forbidden lustiness.

The apostle of God asked Jerry what he knew
about incest. Wonder was largely ignorant on that score, too, so of
course, the distasteful task of educating the young man fell upon
the apostle as he listed the astonishing activities one could get
up to with Mom and Dad or a willing and fanciful sister who was in
the clutches of Lucifer.

These thoughts and images banged around
Jerry’s cranium as Apostle Nimbell excoriated the New Zealand
missionaries for falling short of their baptismal goals. He warned
about ever-present sexual temptations in the South Pacific. As the
apostle concluded, there was a chorus of “amens” from the
missionaries, and the man of god smiled and said, “Lock your
hearts, elders and sisters, don’t think of looking with desire at
anyone in New Zealand. Lock your hearts! Lock your hearts. No one
falls in love unless he wants to. So lock your hearts. Don’t cause
another scandal. May the richest blessings of our Father in Heaven
be with you. Lock your hearts!”

The apostle cleared his throat, sipped some
water, then concluded. “You don’t tumble into a pit unless you
approach the edge. Stay together, people. We have had over 100
years of experience. We know what we are talking about. Maybe in a
rare case two elders or a pair of sisters might go sour at the same
time, but serious sin is reduced as long as you remain with your
companion. Elder Freight was not with his companion. He was alone
in a bed in a member’s home. That was how he was lost. Stay
together and lock your hearts, elders. Lock your hearts.”

Apostle Nimbell asked if there were any
questions. One of the missionaries from Florida asked what was
going to happen as a result of tensions among the superpowers.

“I can assure you that our Father in Heaven
has the situation fully under control,” said the apostle. “Do not
concern yourself over petty politics. Concentrate on finding souls
for Father in Heaven. Any elder or sister who even bothers
listening to the news from home is not a worthy servant of the
Lord. Father in Heaven called you here to serve Him. Now serve
Him.”

The old apostle launched into his thoughts on
morality and used what had happened to Elder Freight as an example
of how Lucifer could possess someone who drifted from God. Apostle
Nimbell explained in detail how Elder Freight’s fall had happened,
how a little lust led to the utter and complete ruin of an elder
whom God entrusted with a spiritual message. Former Elder Freight
committed the unpardonable sin. He placed his penis in a sister’s
vagina prior to marriage. Here the apostle broke down and wept
unashamed and for many minutes over Elder Freight’s grave
transgressions.

Tumuaki took over at the lectern and
announced that President Nimbell would personally interview each
missionary over the next few days, starting with Jerry. Fear
flashed in many of the elders’ eyes. They had sins to confess.

Everyone watched Jerry as he followed
President Nimbell out of the chapel and into a waiting office.

No small talk in that office. None at all.
“Have a seat,” Apostle Nimbell ordered.

Jerry sat.

“Elder Wonder, do you accept me as a prophet,
seer and revelator in the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day
Saints?” The church leader opened a large black binder and read
through it.

“Yes,” Jerry replied, again remembering the
bizarre details of their sexually explicit interview in the States.
The man of God had preceded their last interview with the same
preamble.

“I had great hopes for you, Elder. Great
hopes.”

“Yes?”

“So, what went wrong, Elder?”

“Not too much has gone wrong.”

The apostle rechecked his notes. “How is your
testimony, elder?”

“Coming along,” said Jerry.

“Fine,” said the apostle. “I’m sorry I had to
send your companion home. You know the reason, don’t you?”

“Because he slept with a girl at the
beginning of his mission,” said Jerry.

“Right. At a certain point there is no
turning back.”

“I think he may have repented, Apostle
Nimbell, and—”

“No, Elder. He did not. I myself witnessed
that elder kiss that girl coming out of that theater in the middle
of the day. That was probably the same girl he fornicated.”

The use of fornicated as verb was a nice
touch, thought Jerry. “Well, I think –” Jerry started to say.

“Elder, Father in Heaven is a loving father,
but he does not tolerate immoral activity.”

“Those girls sat beside us in the theater. We
did not invite them to. And Elder Freight did not kiss that girl on
purpose.”

Apostle Nimbell closed his black binder,
leaned back and interlaced his fingers. He studied Jerry. “I am
convinced, after my interview with Elder Freight, that those young
ladies followed you and Elder Freight into the theater and then
followed you out. I am also reasonably certain that the kiss may
have been Father in Heaven’s method of giving me a sign.”

“Fancy that.”

“Don’t mock me, Elder. Do you recall when
Judas betrayed our Savior with a kiss?”

“You’re saying that girl was like Judas?”

“I am well acquainted with Satanic signs.
Because of what I saw at that theater yesterday I was able to
uncover an immoral activity, this dreadful fornication. And, now
that Elder Freight has been excommunicated, he can begin to take
steps to return to the presence of our Father in Heaven. He can
truly begin to repent, but the first step is a confession of the
sin. You can help him by telling me who Elder Freight was involved
with. That will help him return to salvation.”

Jerry wanted to scream at the old man that
Elder Freight’s life was destroyed. Didn’t Nimbell realize that
Elder Freight’s mother would be devastated? All her sacrifice in
vain. The possibility of Elder Freight marrying his sweetheart
would be history. Instead Jerry said, “I don’t know who Freight
slept with, and if I did I would not rat him out.”

“Your loyalty is admirable, although
misplaced. So lets talk about you. Why in the world would you
continue to talk to young ladies back in the States when you know
that is against mission rules?”

“Unfinished business,” Jerry said.

“Susan Cunningham’s father was upset to learn
of you and his daughter coming so close to immoral activity.”

“Apostle Nimbell, whatever I told you was
told you in confidence.”

Whereupon, Nimbell raised an admonishing
finger as if to say don't be impertinent. “I would never betray a
confidence. Any information Bishop Cunningham unearthed was
probably from his own daughter.”

“Oh.”

“The mission president and I have decided to
assign you to the home here in Auckland. President Smith's wife
believes you might be of considerable help with her various
household chores. Elder Mates will be your new companion. You can
learn much from him, particularly in gaining converts. Now what
about inappropriate self-love?”

“No problems,” said Jerry.

Apostle Nimbell checked a small black book.
“Do you recall that I asked you the first time we met if you had
placed your penis where it should not have been?”

“How could I forget? Until you told me about
such things I must tell you the thought never occurred to me.
Certainly not the desire.”

“I'm reasonably certain that you have not
done such things.”

“I would hope not.”

The apostle was full of surprises. He said,
“I would like to apologize to you. I had a lot on my mind that day.
Now is there anything else you need to confess?”

“No. But then as a prophet, seer and
revelator you would already know, right?”

The old man considered the younger man. Maybe
the apostle remembered when he had been the same age. “You must
learn to trust those in authority. Have you prayed and fasted in
seeking converts?”

“Not enough I guess.”

“I suggest you start. And I further suggest
that you focus some of your energies on doing the Lord’s work here
in the mission home. Sister Smith has some challenges.”

“Oh.”

“She seems to be going through the change of
life. When this happens women become unbalanced. They get
hysterical. Do you know where that word comes from?”

“It’s from the Greek word hysterikos for
womb.”

“You’re learning, Elder. That’s why our
Father in Heaven gave the priesthood to men. Women don’t understand
that.”

 


 



Chapter 20

 


Later that day, after the Freight Train’s jet
landed in Fiji, the ex-elder checked into an ocean side resort. He
drank three beers in the hotel bar and then went back to his room
and put on a fresh white shirt. He dressed in a tie and dark jacket
that matched his slacks. Then he polished his shoes and put them
on, picked up a book and walked out of his room and across the
crystal white sand. He sat in the hot sun and read several pages in
Apostle Nimbell's book, "Get Thee Behind Me, Satan."Freight used a
phone that the hotel had provided, it was on a long white
extension, the same color as the glistening white sand.

The wind picked up a bit, and if someone had
been listening they would have heard hurried snatches of his
following conversation. “…but when they cancel my scholarship that
means I can't even go to school. Okay. I'll work it out. Bye Dad.
I'm sorry.”

He hung up the phone and gazed at the white
extension cord. It reminded him of a snake. The water ebbed and
flowed against the shore. There was no one around, but had there
been they would have seen him remove his spit-shined shoes and all
his clothing. Usually he was fastidious about hanging up his
clothes, but this time he let them fall in a crumbled heap onto the
white sand.

He waded naked into the water. When he was
waist-deep, he began to swim hard and strong away from shore. He
seemed not to have a care in the world.

The wind fanned the pages of Apostle
Nimbell’s book as Freight continued to swim.

Finally he was a speck in the water, then ...
nothing.

The blue ocean crashed gently on the white
beach.

*************

Outside the New Zealand mission home Jerry
replanted a rose bush near some trees. He was dressed in
ill-fitting work clothes that Sister Smith had found for him.

Elder Mates sauntered up to him. “Replanting
roses in the shade? They need sunshine, Elder Greenthumb.”

“My grandmother says that afternoon shade is
the secret. Late sun burns them,” said Jerry.

“Finish up later. Tumuaki says you're to come
with me.”

“Sister Smith wants this done as soon as
possible.”

“Sister Smith will just have to wait. Now
change into some clothing befitting one of our Father in Heaven’s
servants.”

When they left the mission home Mates was at
the wheel. Second councilors didn’t have to ride bikes. They were
given a car or van. One of the great perks of the position.

“We're going to call Watty Ormsby and his
common-law wife to repentance,” said Mates. How he enjoyed using
his position to “teach” people to comply with church standards.

“Watty? The one with the kids that sing so
well?” asked Jerry.

“Right.”

“Why do we have to straighten him out?” asked
Jerry.

“Because he and his tart, Sister White, are
living common law.”

“Oh,” said Jerry. He thought how much he
liked Watty and his kids. He had never met Sister White and until
that moment had no idea that old Maori was not married. Although he
did recall that Watty had mentioned a girlfriend that he shared
children with.

“If he doesn’t shape up,” said Elder Mates,
“we’re going to excommunicate him.”

“And Sister White?” asked Jerry.

“She's not a member, was raised by Mormons
but never got around to being baptized.”

Jerry said, “Brother Ormbsy does a lot of
good and helps a lot of people. Maybe we should give him a
break.”

“Why?”

“Polynesians look at marriage differently
than we do,” said Jerry.

“That’s why the church can do them a world of
good, Elder Wonder.”

“Yeah, but--”

“Yeah, but nothing. Either Ormbsy stops
living in sin or we excommunicate him and we do something with
Sister White.”

“Like what?”

“I heard she’s in the country illegally. We
might be able to get that tart kicked out, and then we could place
her kids with some members that have their best interests at
heart.”

“This is right out of a Dickens novel,” said
Jerry.

“The only reason you’re riding in this
vehicle and staying in the mission home is because of Sister
Smith”

“So?”

“So, you may not like me, that’s your right.
But as a holder of the priesthood, you need to respect the church
leadership.”

“And of course you’re a leader. So if I don’t
respect you, then I don’t respect Tumuaki who chose you, and if I
don’t respect him, then I don’t respect the president of the
church. So I’m a rotten elder. Maybe I should be
excommunicated.”

Elder Mates took a different tack and
resorted to small talk. “There are advantages to being in the
mission home,” he said, zigzagging through traffic.

Jerry thought about the mission’s sexy cook,
Sister Wongie. Her delicious apple pies and dinners sure beat the
peanut butter and jam sandwiches that most missionaries resorted to
so often.

Just thinking about a woman made Jerry dream
of Susan. Lately every woman he saw made him long for Susan, made
him want to talk to her, made him yearn for her touch. The church
and her family had traded on her guilt, probably told her that she
would ruin his life if she talked to him on the phone again. There
had been no calls from the States for days. He knew Susan would not
do anything deliberately to hurt him. All she wanted to do was to
make love to him. Pretty natural for a woman who was in love with
you. But his family and the church twisted that love to keep them
apart. He could hear it now: “If you really love, Jerry, you’ll let
him do what’s expected of him. What he signed on to do. It’s only
for two years.”

Yeah, they all had a hand in it—Nimbell, her
parents, and probably even Tumuaki. Jerry savored again with the
notion that he should have made love to Susan when he had the
chance. He ached in the usual places fantasizing about the two of
them locked in unholy union.

“We’re here.” Elder Mates broke into Jerry’s
trance, braking in front of a ramshackle one-story cottage in a
decaying area of Auckland.

Much of the house’s old tile roof paved the
yard, which, along with used tires and various cast-iron sinks and
tubs, comprised a rough playground for about a dozen kids all under
ten or so, racing around. Some of them had little more than torn
jerseys on. Four or five adults were in the midst of some kind of
picnic in the back yard.

“Come on, Elder, let’s call these people to
repentance.” Elder Mates leapt out of the van and strode toward the
festivities in the backyard, rousting a pair of chickens that were
clucking underfoot.

Kids ran up to Jerry, and a little girl, not
more than five, with jet-black hair and green snapping eyes,
grabbed his hand and pranced proudly along with him.

This was Jerry’s first Maori picnic, if
indeed that’s what it was. Mates approached a large and
jolly-countenanced woman nursing a baby at her breast. Jerry
figured this was Sister White, although Mates made no
introductions. He and the lady walked to one side of the yard where
a large, carefully tended garden was in bloom. She shooed the kids
away and the two talked in earnest.

Jerry supposed that Elder Mates was “calling
her to repentance.” Mates could be a real pain. Jerry, surrounded
by more kids, walked over to Brother Ormsby, the heavy-set man who
had played the organ so beautifully, and who had made the young
missionary feel welcome his first hour in New Zealand. The old
Maori extended his hand and said, “How are you, Elder? Great to see
you.”

“Great to see you. That’s quite a
barbeque.”

“It’s a Maori barbeque, Elder. Hangi.”

“Can I help?”

“Appreciate that, Elder, but you got your
good clothes on. Stand clear.” Brother Ormsby used a garden hose to
squirt water on some white-hot rocks along the bottom of a trench,
about three feet deep. It looked like a small, freshly-dug grave.
The instant the water hit the rocks, steam billowed out. Brother
Ormsby lowered wire baskets packed with hunks of meat and
vegetables onto the steaming rocks. “Got some wild boar here that a
blind man shot for us,” said Brother Ormsby.

Jerry was puzzled and the kids thought
everything was hilarious. Brother Ormsby covered the baskets with
damp burlap bags, then shoveled dirt from the freshly-dug pit onto
the bags.

“I understand you’re a vegetarian,” said the
Maori.

“Yes.”

“That’s all right. Got lots of vegetables
here, we grow ‘em ourselves. I think we could win the prize for the
biggest tomatoes in the South Pacific. Have a seat, Elder,” Ormbsy
said, sitting down at a makeshift table, blotting the sweat that
was pouring off his forehead. “As I said, that’s a hangi. Our
forefathers invented the earth oven. The pit is called the
umu.”

One of the girls, maybe nine or ten, smiled
coyly at Jerry and said that her grandfather ’poached’ pakehaes in
the hangi.”

Jerry knew pakehaw was the Maori name for
Caucasians.

Brother Ormsby laughed. “Stop pulling Elder
Wonder’s leg. Your grandfather did not eat missionaries. It was
your great grandfather.”

More childish guffaws. Jerry looked into
their laughing faces. My gosh, they were beautiful and innocent …
and so full of life and mischief.

“You kids leave Elder Wonder and your Daddy
alone for awhile,” said Brother Ormsby, “we have to talk.” He told
one of the kids to get some fruit punch, and the giggling children
raced off straight toward Elder Mates who was still in serious
consultation with Sister White.

“Elder Wonder,” said the Maori, “I enjoyed
your testimony the first time you gave it. It takes a lot of guts
to be honest in front of a bunch of people who all claim to have
the truth.”

“Thank you. I guess I don’t have the
testimony that a lot of the elders have.”

“Maybe you’re just straightforward about it.
The Maori tradition teaches that honesty is important. That is why
we don’t like to write things down. You lose the truth. Alice and I
have never put anything in writing. But we have an honest
understanding. The church and all those written words gives Alice
and me a lot of problems.”

Jerry thought about all the written rules and
regulations of his world, a world that seemed so far away from the
innocence of this world.

“See your companion chatting up my woman?
Mates. What a ratbag. The last three times he’s come out he’s
always brought a different elder to talk to me. I think this is the
point where you tell me that the church is against Sister White and
I sharing a bed.”

“I don’t know if the church disapproves of
your sharing a bed,” said Jerry.

“Careful,” said the Maori. “That kind of
interpretation could get you into trouble.” He laughed, then a
coughing spell seized the old Maori. He found a pill and swallowed
it. His hacking diminished. Jerry saw Alice White looking toward
them. She was worried.

In the shadows was a blind man, at least he
certainly seemed blind. Clean white teeth and cleaner eyeballs.He
wore sunglasses with little skeletons painted on the lens. A large
dog lay near him. The blind man rose, and with his dog walked to
Brother Ormsby and Jerry.

“This is Dan Bales, kind of a shirt tail
cousin,” said Brother Ormbsy, making the introductions.

The blind man grinned. “Welcome to New
Zealand, Elder. Going to convert a few souls?”

“I guess that's why I'm here.” Jerry had a
feeling that the blind man could see.

“Young man, if you want a suggestion, focus
on fuck-a-popa.”

Jerry frowned.

Brother Ormbsy came to his rescue.
“Fuck-a-poppa. Our word for genealogy.”

Bales cocked his head. “Aren't Mormons more
interested in their ancestors than any other Christian group?”

“I believe so, yes,” said Jerry.

“We Maoris think a knowledge of our ancestors
is important, too. We're just not stupid enough to try to make the
whole world believe what we believe.”

“Easy now, Dan,” said Brother Ormbsy,
diffusing the argument that was coming. “Elder Wonder might think
you have a chip on your shoulder. Tell me, Elder Wonder, do you
play chess?”

“A little.”

“Cow pie.”

“Huh?”

“Oh, that means good,” said the Maori, and he
reached down by his chair, brought up a chessboard and a cigar box
filled with chessmen. While they talked, he set up the pieces. “Why
don’t you take white? I’m pretty good at this game, Elder.”

“Thank you,” said Jerry, who missed the
frequent games with his father.

Brother Ormsby, seized by another coughing
spasm, put another pill under his tongue.

“Are you all right?” asked Jerry.

“I’m fine, Elder. They say I have to knock
off a little weight but it’s not that easy. I used to run around a
lot, but when you get older you slow down. They gave me some
medicine but I didn’t take it because the doctor wrote it out and,
like I said, we don’t trust that writing stuff.”

The game started and it was soon evident that
Brother Ormsby had been telling the truth. He was an excellent
chess player.

The blind man sat there, appearing to stare
at the chess board.

“You see, Elder,” said Brother Ormsby,
“Sister White and me, we aren’t officially married but we’re
planning on doing it. Her husband is a Pacific Islander, a crazy
Samoan. He just up and left her and their three kids a couple of
years back. She had no place to go and the church helped her, but
not that much. We met. I’m a widower with four kids. We found out
we could help each other if we moved in together, and the next
thing you know she presents me with a bouncing baby boy. Cutest
little guy you ever saw.”

“So you’re planning on getting married?”

“Absolutely, and check, Elder,” said Brother
Ormsby, snaring Jerry’s queen.

Jerry tipped over his king.

“You give up easy,” said the blind man.

“How did you know I turned over my king?”

“Heard it,” said the blind man. “Want a
game?”

Half way through that game, Elder Mates
called to Jerry that it was time to go.

“Can I finish this game?” asked Jerry.

“Elder,” said the second councilor, “we
didn’t come to New Zealand to play games. Come on.”

As they drove back to the mission home, Elder
Mates said that he was going to recommend that the church
excommunicate Brother Ormsby.

“What good would that do?” asked Jerry.

“They are living in sin, they are mocking
marriage,” said Elder Mates.

“I think they love each other.”

“If they cared for each other, they wouldn’t
lie to me,” said Elder Mates.

“Lie?”

“Sister White claims that although she and
Brother Ormsby sleep in the same bed, they don’t make love.”

“Maybe they don’t, he’s got a bad heart.”

Elder Mates pulled off to the side of the
road. “Jerry, when I talked to Sister White the Holy Spirit spoke
to me.”

“It did?”

“Yes and it bore witness to me that those two
are involved in sexual activity.”

“The Holy Spirit said that?” Jerry figured
Elder Mates spent too much time listening to Apostle Nimbell. And
sucking up to him.

“Don’t mock me, Elder,” said Elder Mates.
“I’m not talking to hear myself—we believe in divine revelation, in
case you’ve forgotten.”

“And you’re saying to me that you have had
divine revelation that Brother Ormsby, a man who is a cardiac
patient, and Sister White, who seems to be on the surface someone
who would have no reason to lie to you, are engaged in illicit sex?
And that same spirit has indicated to you that we should
excommunicate both of them?”

“That is exactly what I am saying. And if you
had any kind of a testimony you could have felt the influence of
Lucifer at that home. I didn’t know if we were going to be
permitted to leave.”

“Look” said Jerry, trying to humor his new
companion, “if you say those things are what happened, then fine.
But I didn’t get that. And yes, I will admit my testimony is not
nearly as strong as yours.”

“What did you get, Elder?” asked the second
councilor.

“I don’t think it matters. You’re the senior
elder.”

“Then do me the courtesy of respecting what I
stand for. You tell me what you felt when we were there.”

“All right. I felt a lot of love. I felt a
lot of joy. I saw two adults trying to make two families work as
one. I saw kids that were happy and loving. I didn’t feel the
presence of Lucifer or any negative force.”

“You have a lot to learn about the promptings
of the Holy Spirit,” Elder Mates said, concluding the discussion
and driving back onto the road.

They did not speak for several miles, and
then Jerry said, “I don’t think it would accomplish much to
excommunicate Brother Ormsby and have Sister White tossed out of
the country. It would just drive them away from the Church.”

“I’m not always right, Elder. I’d be the
first to admit it. So I have an idea. Why don’t you ask a General
Authority at dinner tonight?”

“We could. But I don’t think Apostle Nimbell
has any tolerance for the way some of the Maoris regard
morals.”

“If you don’t ask him, I will,” said Elder
Mates.

When they pulled up at the mission home and
stepped out, Sister Smith waved to them and beckoned Jerry to come
over to her.

Mates said, “Hi, Sister Smith. Can I help you
with anything?” Jerry felt the heat from Mates’ slow burn.

“No, I need to borrow Jerry for a moment.
We’ll see you for dinner. Apostle Nimbell will be joining us.”

“Yes, I know. See you later.”

Jerry spoke softly to Elder Mates. “Oh,
goody, now you get another chance to speak to the Holy Spirit.”

******

“Elder Wonder,” said Sister Smith, “I want
you to look at my new rose bushes.” Jerry followed her to the
ten-by-ten foot area where she was trying to revitalize a dozen
scrawny rose bushes.

Jerry knelt and dug his fingers into the
earth. He felt the earth, and lifted a hunk of soil and smelled it.
Then, as Sister Smith watched, he used a spade to dig farther
down.

“Do you think I watered them enough?” she
asked.

“Just the opposite, Sister Smith. Your roses
are getting too much water. What you want to do is get the roots to
go down deep. If the top soil is damp all the time, you’ll end up
with shallow roots. The best way to grown roses in this weather is
to water early in the morning, then in mid day let the surface dry.
That way the roots will dig deeper for moisture, you’ll get lots of
bloom and you don’t get a lot of diseases that are caused by wet
soil.”

“But, with all this rain, how do we keep the
topsoil dry in the afternoon?”

“Volcanic rock, it’s porous—and then cover
the top soil with plastic sheeting in the afternoon, while the
plants are young.”

“That’s a lot of work,” said Sister
Smith.

“Not that much,” said Jerry. “Course, we’d
need some good volcanic rock.”

“Where would we get that?”

“We were visiting some members, The Ormsbys,
and they were using volcanic rock in their hangi. They would
probably give us some.”

“You think so?” asked Sister Smith.

“Probably. They really seem to know how to
grow things in this soil. I bet I could get them to come over here
and give us a hand.”

“Ah, the organist?”

“Right. They’re raising half a dozen kids. I
think his first wife died a few years ago.”

“How unfortunate. Maybe the church can help
out.”

“That’d be great, Sister Smith. I’m sure they
could use all the help and support the church can give.”

“I’ll talk to my husband about it.”

“What a splendid idea, Sister Smith.” Jerry
was pretty certain that Elder Mates was at that moment telling
Tumuaki about two sinful Maoris who should be kicked out of the
church.

 


 



Chapter 21

 


As the first global airline based in The
United States, Pan American took extraordinary care in selecting
stewardesses, a.k.a. stews and later flight and cabin attendants.
In 1962 a girl could earn over a hundred dollars a week, travel the
globe and rub elbows with Saudi princes and motion picture moguls.
But first she had to pass a series of progressively difficult
interviews, demonstrate fluency in at least two languages and then,
after a few more interviews and a background check, attend
stewardess school in Miami. It was intensive and tough.

Several things helped Susan Cunningham get
into that school. She spoke Spanish and French, thanks to her
grandmother. She had a junior college degree. Her cousin, Beverly,
already a Pan Am flight attendant, was bedding a Pan Am hiring
manager.

Pan Am’s global expansion required training
hundreds of stewardesses every month. The classes were small, about
twenty-five girls, but because of the need for stewardesses class
time was doubled and, in some cases, tripled.

Susan’s classes started at two in the
afternoon and continued until after one in the morning. There were
three other American girls in the class; the other twenty-one were
Swedish, the payoff for Pan Am’s full-page employment ads in major
Stockholm newspapers.

It was almost two AM on a Friday, when Susan
dragged herself out of the Miami training center.

“Hi, Sky Witch,” said a voice out of the
night, and there was Beverly hurrying toward Susan. A moment later
the cousins were hugging each other.

Beverly said, “Just blew in from London,
couldn’t sleep, called the school and they told me you’d be getting
out about now. Want a corned beef sandwich? The deli at the
Fontainebleau has the best and I’ve got a car.” Beverly always
seemed to have a car for some reason rich men loved to loan her
things

The crowd was partying up a storm at the
world-famous resort, jamming the dance floor, couples gyrating to
the mambo rhythms of a wild band, the tables packed with patrons
knocking back Cuba Libres.

“You’re looking great. Love that trim,” said
Beverly, over the hum of the crowd. “Aren’t you glad I talked you
into working for the Mile High Club?”

“You’re a naughty person,” said Susan.

Beverly ordered a sandwich and coffee and
nodded toward Susan who asked for a sandwich and a Coke. Beverly
shook a cigarette out of a pack and offered one to Susan who
declined. “Speaking of naughty, what do you hear from Jerry?” asked
Beverly.

“Precious little. I can’t phone him. I don’t
think he gets my letters. You have to send everything through the
mission home. And when he writes to me, it goes to my parents’
home. I don’t think dear mom and dad forward all of his mail.”

“Have you sent him any more beaver
shots?”

“You weren’t supposed to peek.” Susan
blushed. “And it was just a nude photo. Beaver shot. Really!”

“Sorry, when I went through customs they made
me open everything. Lucky I wasn’t arrested for trafficking in
pornography. What went through your mind? ”

“Jerry told me he wanted a picture of me like
that.’

“Well, that makes him normal.”

“Maybe not.”

“What do you mean, Susan?”

“He might have a, uh, small dick.”

“What do you mean, he might. You must know,”
said Beverly.

“He would never let me touch him, you know,
down there.”

“And would you let him touch you?”

“Yeah, a lot.”

“Well, you know how guys are before they go
on their missions.”

“Jerry’s mother said he had a tiny, tiny, uh,
penis.”

“What?”

“Yeah, she told me that.”

“I can’t believe this conversation,” said
Beverly.

“His mother told me that all the men in her
family have tiny dicks. But she said we could still have kids.”

“You never touched him when he was touching
you?”

“Only a little bit through his clothes. I
couldn’t tell much. What if he does have a small dick?” Their
sandwiches and drinks arrived. “All I know is I want to be with him
forever,” said Susan. “And besides I don’t know what a small dick
is really. I never touched any other guy like that.”

“You’re going to be flying all over the
world, Darlin’. You’re going to have a chance at more comparisons
in the next five years than most girls get in ten lifetimes.”

“I’m not interested in other guys.”

Later Beverly ordered a chocolate malt. As
she spooned the thick chocolate into her mouth she shook her head
in puzzlement. “Don’t look now but the captain and the second
officer of my flight just spotted us.”

“You told them you were coming here, didn’t
you?” asked Susan, aware of two men dressed in blue Pan Am crew
uniforms homing in on their table.

A minute later Beverly had invited them to
join them and the guys sat down. The captain was Fred-something,
and the second officer, who was about twenty-five or -six, was
Peter Ozarko, from Europe.

Peter’s blond hair reminded Susan of Jerry.
So did his clean white teeth and easy laugh. The captain suggested
that they go to a nearby club that was still open, featuring a jazz
singer and great Manhattans.

Beverly thought this was a smashing idea, but
Susan said she had to get up by seven and if she went clubbing,
then she would never be able to drag herself to classes. Peter
offered to take Susan back to her apartment but the taxis had
disappeared and they ended up on a bus.

On the way to her place, the two realized how
much they had in common. Both liked to cook, both liked to ski,
both liked travel.

When they got to her apartment Peter
suggested that he come up and watch some late night television, and
she almost said yes, but maybe another time.

He offered his cheek to her and said, “just
plant a little one right here” and tapped the dimple in his cheek,
and it seemed natural to give him a quick kiss. A heartbeat before
her lips touched his cheek he turned his head and kissed her full
on the mouth, and since her eyes were already closed and she was
leaning forward to kiss him, well that kiss was long and she felt
the adrenalin rush up the back of her legs and tickle her
backbone—she pulled back but she took her time and looked into his
jet black eyes that didn’t remind her at all of Jerry.

Peter said that he understood that Susan had
tests and some were about navigation, figuring out Zulu Time and
he, a very fine navigator, could help. As a matter of fact he would
love to help.

Susan said that was a terrific invitation and
she was thinking it was more of an overture for a wild date … Peter
really was a handsome devil and she liked the way he smelled when
they kissed, a hint of lemon in his after-shave.

Alone in her small apartment, Susan made
herself a pot of tea. It was almost 3 A.M. She glanced outside at
the darkened tops of office buildings and felt alone. She thought
how nice it would have been to have Peter with her, sharing a cup
of tea with him.

And then she thought of Jerry again. Maybe he
wouldn’t want her after his mission. The empty city. Nothing out
there. Nothing in here. She didn’t know how long she could keep
away from the man she loved, or what would happen when she went to
him. She knew she couldn’t stay away for two years. Not even two
more weeks. Soon it would be Christmas.

 





Chapter 22

 


Sister Wongie, with volunteer help from four
LDS sisters of a nearby ward, performed a miracle staging a a
pre-Christmas feast in honor of Apostle Nimbell. He had wrought his
own miracle, personally interviewing each of the North Island’s 225
LDS missionaries in 72 hours.

The snow-white linen tablecloth glittered
with fine china and silver. It was centered by a cut glass vase of
two dozen American Beauty Roses that Sister White gave Sister
Smith. The two women bonded soon after meeting and sharing their
love of gardening.

Tumuaki offered up the blessing on the New
Zealand lamb and all the trimmings that prompted Apostle Nimbell to
declare the dinner the best he had ever seen. He congratulated
Sister Wongie and complimented Sister Smith on the beautiful table
settings. She said she could not take all the credit, Elder Wonder
had obtained the plates and other utensils from one of the church
members who ran a catering company.
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