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polygamy on both sides of my family, I suppose some people would expect 
me to have been born with a tail. It is a tight constricti;n, to be sure, but 
brief, because history is not dropped down some funnel into the bottles of 
our memory. I didn't want to feel trapped by obligations that are not of my 
choosing, but I have learned that genealogy does not determine my choices. 
This is because in being remembered, the past is remade in my image. Mem
ory is a selective and a forgetful thing, after all. There is nothing to be done 

about this but confess it, and I confess it. Every storywants to be made flesh, 
but every time I pick up the broken bones and clothe them in costume, the 
past is betrayed. I must learn to accept this because impatience with the elu
siveness of the past only repays with nostalgia and regret. 

I think what Elijah teaches is to honor the past but to learn to play 
house with it since what you really want is to build a home for the future. 
Seeing relics lie limp and discarded once in a wbile like old ragdolls helps 

to keep believing in the past nimble. No matter how much I think I know, 
my knowledge of the past is based on the broadest of generalities, the shal
lowest of detail, and hopeles;ly myopic blurring. Deep affections for place 

must be nurtured by this humiliation. Because then it becomes obvious that 
promised lands are never permanently given, only provisionally loaned. 

Otherwise, like patriotism, such affections go beyond their utility and fuel 
passions for homelands with well-protected borders, like so many silly gated 

communities. Those with the "wrong" forefathers, or worse, with insuffi
cient evidence of where they came from, get burned. Turned hearts are soft 
and malleable. 

Fly-fishing has changed the way I see rivers. I wish I could wade them all, to 
feel that familiar resistance to my efforts to move upstream just as I will re
sist its will to pull me down. Standing still in the middle of a rapid passage 

of water, sending out those incessantly hopeful, wriggling lines, there is the 

temptation to lie down, to give up resistance and fl.oat down where the wa
ter seems so eager to take me, to finally rejoin the fate of the eartlis arteries. 
But, like so many mossy stones, I have decided that I will steal my chanc
es to hold my ground, to see what I can catch. In so doing, I feel the weight 
of time and I catch glimpses of its elusive electricity. It comes to me, passes 
through and around me, and leaves me changed, nurturing the inescapable 
suspicion that I was never temporary. 

Six 

DAYS OF MONOTONOUS GRAY LIGHT HAVE STRETCHED INTO WEEKS, DEEP
ening in their density to the point where I sense it is unhealthy to go for a run 
outdoors. I don't know if I noticed it much the first few winters I lived here, 
but this valley's seasonal inversions have become hard to miss and more dis
tressing with each passing year. When pollutants get caught in the invert
ed air, aided by the geography of a ring of mountains surrounding the valley, 
we have air conditions that are among the nation's most polluted. Breathing 
these spikes of smog over a lifetime is the equivalent ofbeing a lifetime smok
er, costing a year or two of our lives.

In my ecstasy at finding myself finally home in Utah, I accepted the al
most moral imperative to try to love everything about this place, but it has 
not always been easy. As I have learned in marriage and in my lifelong mem
bership in the LDS Church, the initial euphoria of commitruent can make 
it easy for disappointruents to feel like betrayal. Although baptized at age 

eight, I wasn't really converted until age eighteen, and it was after a decade 
or so of service in the church and the proverbial seven years of marriage, I 
found the unambiguous pleasures of these relationships wearing off. In my 
neglect of honest self-analysis, I instead noticed the weaknesses of others, 
whether it was the occasional overbearing or materialistic Mormon or the 
sometimes emotional distance of my wife, and each seemed like a personal 
affront to the sacred commitruents I had made. 

This pollution feels like betrayal, but I am wise enough now to under
stand that I am no less at fault than anyone else. I might just have to learn 
to endure. At least these colder winters have portended forgiving snowfall, 
for which I generally can't complain, but with the colder temperatures of a 

waning autumn, all it takes is a brief dry spell for inversion to take hold. The 
first day the light seems a milky blue, slightly dissipated, but as the days pass, 
the mountains disappear, and we hunker down, conserving emotional ener
gy, awaiting a storm to clear the air again. It is delusional, really, to place all 
hope in some act of God to wipe our human stains clean as long as we are 
unwilling to repent. While beauty and bounty are our most ancient desires, 
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