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Against the Dying of the Light 23

brought on those situations.) ‘‘I'm sorry, that was rather
indelicate.”’

Sister Melanos started laughing. “‘O yes, bound to your
companion like Odysseus to the mast.’’

““That wouldn’t work in this case. Elder Roberts just went
to the doctor and had the wax taken out of his ears.”’

The fireside went well. After dinner (Cefyn hadn’t tasted
tacos in a year), the elders showed The First Vision, and
Brother Melanos talked of his conversion. Cefyn enjoyed it—
but twice he felt there was something wrong with the day,
twice he remembered what, and twice he put it out of his
mind. It wasn’t his remark about elders being caught with
their pants down; it was Sister Melanos’ laugh after his
remark about Elder Roberts’ ear wax. She looked and laughed
as though it were she who was relieved at being forgiven a
foolish statement.

All but two of the investigators came to stake conference
the following Sunday. Sister Melanos was there, too, but
Cefyn didn’t get to say hello. The Syracuse First Ward had
opened the accordian walls between the chapel and the
cultural hall, and filled the latter with folding chairs. Cefyn
was in the chapel with his investigators, and Sister Melanos
was at the other end of the cultural hall when he noticed her.

He saw her on Thursday, though, when she came to pick
up Brother Melanos (who owned a light appliance business
in downtown Syracuse. Often on Thursdays he would don
his jogging suit and run through rain, snow or whatever to
join the elders’ game.) Cefyn was writing a letter when
Sister Melanos came into the gym with two children. He
looked at her, her children, then at the clock. Four o’clock.
It didn’t seem like they’d been playing three hours. ‘‘Good
afternoon,’’ he said.

““Perhaps,”” Sister Melanos said, sitting down in a chair
near him. ‘‘Jacob, Alma, this is Elder Hunter. He comes
from Provo, where I met your father.”” Cefyn put his letter
on the floor and shook hands with the children. Alma
climbed into his lap, stared at him with jet black eyes, and
said, ‘‘Someday, I want to be a missionary just like you.”’




