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Genesis 39 (KJV) 
And she caught him by his garment, saying, Lie with me: and he left his 

garment in her hand, and fled, and got him out. 
 

Carp Elgin didn't receive packages very often, so when there was 
one waiting for him, even though it was small, he felt excited. He was an 
only child, conceived in the Nevada desert, born in Riverside, raised in 
Santa Monica. Although he grew up in the Church, his parents were not 
particularly active. They both wrote to him almost every week, but had 
only sent packages on his birthday in August and for Christmas. It was 
now mid May, so he was very enthused to see a square priority-mail 
parcel at the base of the door that led to the basement one-bedroom 
apartment he now shared with Elder Sánchez. He was only half 
disappointed when he saw that the return address was the mission home, 
not even a mile away. 

Andy Sánchez was from New Mexico and a third or fourth 
generation New Mexican at that. He spoke only the little smattering of 
Spanish he had learned in two years in high school and had been relieved 
to be called on an English speaking mission. Elder Sánchez was only just 
nineteen but he was a big man. He was at least six foot two, and he 
probably weighed about 280 pounds; not particularly fat, but certainly 
oversized. He was sweaty, and slow, but good natured. He had been in 
the field for only a week, replacing Elder Hetcher who had been 
transferred to Pleasant View, a twenty minute bus ride to the north.  

Sánchez hadn't yet received any mail. He'd emailed his parents in 
Albuquerque during the day he spend in the Mission Home when he first 
arrived in Ogden and shared his new address, but they hadn't written yet, 
so he eyed Elgin's package with the same sort of lust that Elgin did. 
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"Don't drool, Sánchez," Elgin said as he walked into the small 
apartment, tossed his charts and planner on the coffee table and sat down 
sideways on the sofa, taking up all of the space there. Sánchez sat in a 
nearby straight backed wooden chair, making the chair look very small. 

"It's mission crap—came from the mission home," said Elgin. 
"Oh. Do they send stuff a lot?" 
"Never. This is the first thing I ever got in the mail except for 

monthly 'epistles' from President Barlow, and transfer lists." 
Elgin cut the package open with his pocket knife (Boy Scout issue. 

He never made it past First Class, rather typical for Californians. Utah 
boys, he'd learned, almost always made Eagle. Family pressure). Inside 
he found a letter sized white envelope folded in half and under that, in a 
plastic bag, a pair of garment bottoms. 

"Oh," he sighed slowly.  
"Huh? Are those yer garments?" asked Sánchez. 
"Yeah. Must 'a forgot 'em when I stayed there with Hetcher."  
"Wasn't that like a month ago?" 
"Yeah." Elgin set the empty box on the coffee table then got up 

slowly and walked into the bedroom with the bag of garment bottoms and 
the letter. Thank God Sánchez didn't follow. Now to find out if the letter 
was from President Barlow or from his wife. Bad news either way. 

He sat on the bed (something the landlady upstairs forbid them to 
do) and opened the envelope neatly with his knife before pocketing it. The 
envelope was standard mission stationary. Ivory. Black lettering in the 
upper left.  

 
President Foster C. Barlow 
Utah Ogden Mission 
The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints 
 

Elgin's name and address had been typed. 
 

Elder Carp Elgin 
1265 28th Street 
Ogden, UT 84401 
 

Carefully, he removed the letter and with foreboding saw that it was 
also on mission stationary. Sister Barlow probably wouldn't use official 
stationary. And she certainly wouldn't type anything. The letter was typed 
as well.  
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May 15 
Dear Elder Elgin: 
With this letter please find a pair of 

your garments. I know they are yours because 
Sister Barlow says they must be and I believe 
she is not lying. Of course, they are also 
marked on the waist band with the initials 
"CE." 

I found them two days ago in the upper 
drawer of my wife's night table beside our 
bed. Her explanation as to how they got 
there, or why, is less than satisfactory to 
me. She claims there must have been a mix up 
in the laundry while you and Elder Hetcher 
were staying here last month through his 
recuperation. This does explain why they are 
not with you, but not why they were in our 
bedroom. Nor does it explain why you have not 
called asking for their return. Most 
missionaries pack light enough and are poor 
enough that the loss of even a half pair of 
garments would be worth following through on. 

This is not a letter of accusation, but 
an inquiry. If you can shed any light on the 
matter, please do so. You may write to me, or 
set up an appointment to come and speak with 
me. Remember that any conversation we may 
have of a personal nature will be kept 
entirely confidential. 

Sincerely, 

 
Foster C. Barlow 
President, Utah Ogden Mission 
 

Elgin read the letter twice, then folded it, put it back in the envelope 
and very deliberately ripped it in half and then in half again, and then 
repeated the process until only small, stamp sized, bits remained. He 
threw them in the waste basket, lay down on the bed and tried to cry. 

About two minutes later Elder Sánchez knocked on the open door 
and told Elgin that lunch was ready. He had opened two cans of 
Progresso calm chowder, emptied each into a bowl, put each bowl into a 
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large plastic baggie, put that into the microwave and pushed the button 
that said "Dinner Plate." He also put a bag of sliced bread on the table 
with "I Can't Believe It's Not Butter" and a jar of strawberry jam. A typical 
lunch. There was a stove and oven in their small kitchen, but Sánchez had 
never seen it used. Elgin had been living there since just before Christmas 
and he'd used the oven only once to cook a frozen pizza for dinner 
because it was too big for the microwave. Now he just bought larger 
numbers of smaller pizzas. 

They ate in silence. Elgin realized that Sánchez had to be aware 
that something was wrong, but he was also grateful that he hadn't asked 
about it. Before the hour was over they had left again to teach the fourth 
discussion to a college student who'd been referred to them by his LDS 
girlfriend. Sometimes she sat in on the lessons. Today she didn't. 
Nevertheless, teaching the Gospel didn't get Elgin's mind off his troubles 
with the mission President. 

At about 3:00 they walked over the Genealogical Library on 24th 
Street and put in a few hours before dinner helping the "patrons" use the 
computers. Most of the people were old, retired and clueless. At about 
5:00 things slowed down and Elgin spent an hour worrying. When he 
realized that President Barlow only suspected something and had no real 
evidence, he decided to simply back up Sister Barlow's story. He went to 
the counter, got a piece of paper and an envelope and wrote out the 
following: 

 
Dear President Barlow, 
Thanks for returning my garments. You are rite 

that I did miss them, but I didn't know where or 
when they had disappeared. I assumed it was at the 
laundrymat we use. Two weeks ago Elder Hetcher 
and I went to the distrabution center across from 
the temple and I got a new pair of bottoms and 
another pair as well. 

Sorry for the inconvenience this may have 
caused. 

Sincerely, 
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Did this letter qualify as lying? Well, the first part was. He knew 

exactly when and where his garments had disappeared. The second 
statement was not true, but it was plausible—they did use a local 
laundromat nearly every week. And the third statement was completely 
true—he and Hetcher had gone to the distribution center where he had 
bought new garments since he lost two pair of bottoms at the mission 
home. He addressed the envelope to the president and asked the 
attendant in the library if she would put it in the mail the next day. 

Three days later, Elder Elgin got a letter from the mission home. 
This time the address was hand written and the letter inside was obviously 
unofficial and not from President Barlow, but from his wife. Again, he went 
into the bedroom of the small apartment and this time he closed the door. 
The letter was written in a soft rounded handwriting in bright blue ink: 

 
May 20 

Dear Elder Elgin, 
I hope this letter finds you well and happy.  
The past few weeks, since you were here, have been 

difficult and lonely for me. Your visit while we cared 
for Elder Hetcher was a springtime of hope and happiness, 
but a season cut short with your departure. Carp, having 
you here in the house was so pleasant, so uplifting, so 
deliciouis! And your response to my inopportune advances 
was fully what I should have expected from a fine, 
upstanding, lovely young man like yourself. It was too 
early, and I shall let you take your time from now on. You 
are more mature than any other man your age. I will 
continue to learn from you, as you teach me patience and 
virtue. 

Now, my Darling, as you are aware, the President has 
become suspicious. The past few days have been a living 
hell.  

 
Sánchez knocked on the door to announce lunch was ready. Elgin 

paused then shouted that he was not hungry. He added, "I don't feel very 
good," and continued reading. 

 
. . .daily asking me what happened. He just harps on 
me and grinds me down so. Somehow he knows. I've 
never been unfaithful to him before. I trust you 
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will keep this letter confidential and not betray 
me. 
 Until we meet again, your loving friend, 

 
 

Elgin folded the letter and put it back in its envelope. He thought for 
a moment and then ripped it up as he had the letter from the President. 
Thinking further he went into the bathroom, filled the sink with warm water, 
and soaked the torn pieces until the ink had faded and the paper had 
turned to pulp. He threw the wet mass into the trash by the toilet and 
covered it over with crumpled toilet paper. 

The next evening, Elgin got a phone call from the Assistant to the 
President, Elder Flores, wanting to set up an appointment to meet with 
President Barlow. They arranged it for the following morning at 9:30.  

Elgin spent the night sick to his stomach. He didn't sleep.  He 
couldn't cry. He simply lay in bed with a knot in his gut and imagined what 
the President knew and what he didn't, as well as what Sister Barlow may 
have told him and what she hadn't. 

In the morning Elder Sánchez was excited about going over to the 
Mission Home. "I'll bet he's going to ask you to be Zone Leader or 
something." Elgin rudely ignored him. 

He worried about what to wear. Not that there were a lot of choices. 
He had a navy blue polyester suit and a charcoal polyester suit. He chose 
the blue one, feeling that the darker one may make him look guilty of 
something or sorry about something. But he tried on three ties. Two blue 
with blue stripes and one red with a small black diamond pattern. He 
chose the red one. 

Carp Elgin was short, just five feet six inches. And he was in good 
shape, muscular, but still on the small side. He'd been a wrestler in high 
school. His hair was brown, but not dark, and slightly wavy. His eyes were 
the green of a dark lime, his nose was sort of long and his jaw, he felt, was 
a little too angular. He was by all accounts good looking although he 
thought his head was too big. Still, he had heard more than once that girls 
thought he was cute. He combed his hair again before they left and then 
mussed it up a little so as to not look vain when he met with the President.  

They arrived right on time. The Mission Home was a very large 
house in a nice neighborhood about five blocks east of Harrison up 30th 
Street. Too big for a single family, it had once been a mansion of some 
sort. It was two stories, mission style and made of red brick with a curved 
driveway and an elegant oak front door pierced with beveled glass and 
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framed by a large porch. Now, only President Barlow and his wife lived 
there, but the President's two Assistants, Elder Flores and Elder Hatch 
were there all day every day as well as an Elder who worked as mission 
secretary and his companion who did busy work and served as a general 
gopher. In addition, there was a full time house keeper and much of the 
time there were several missionaries staying there as they arrived in the 
mission or were getting ready to head home. 

The Elders knew to approach by the side door, on the west. Elgin 
knocked and seconds later Elder Haynie, the mission gopher, opened the 
door and let them in. They stood in the part of the home that served as the 
mission office. This was a good sized room. The walls had been painted 
white and there were two old Steelcase desks, several filing cabinets, and 
a couple of computers. 

"I'll get Elder Flores," said Haynie enthusiastically. 
"OK," Elgin answered. His gut twisted again nervously. Sánchez 

was wide eyed and awed to be here. He'd only been in the "living 
quarters" when he arrived in the mission not even two weeks before. 

Flores came in from another room through a swinging wooden 
door. 

"Hi Elder Elgin," he extended his hand and Elgin shook it. Flores' 
handshake was firm, typical for a missionary, and much more vigorous 
than Elgin was in the mood for. "Good morning, Elder Sánchez," he said 
as he went through the same brief ritual again. 

He spoke to Elgin, "Sorry, but the President was called out this 
morning on business." 

This didn't register with Elgin immediately.  
Sánchez jumped in, "You mean he's not here?" 
Flores answered the question, but was still talking to Elgin. "No, he 

had to go down to Salt Lake City." Then he held out an envelope which he 
had been holding but that Elgin hadn't noticed before. "He asked me to 
give you this." 

"Oh. OK," said Elgin. 
"You guys best get back to work," said Flores, and he moved them 

expertly back toward the door they had entered through. Elgin put the 
envelope in his left breast pocket as they headed out the door. 

Sánchez sighed once they were out. "Wow. That was sort of 
disappointing." 

"Yeah. I guess I won't be Zone Leader after all." This attempt at 
humor didn't make him feel any better, but Sánchez actually snorted in 
imitation of a laugh. 
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A moment later, as they approached the driveway from the side of 
the house, the door opened again behind them and Elder Haynie literally 
jumped out and jogged over to where they were. With an enormous smile 
on his pimply face, he handed Eglin yet another envelope, "Here. Sister 
Barlow asked me to give this to you." Emerson Haynie was a spunky little 
fellow with big eyes, unruly blond hair and the awkwardness of an 
adolescent. He bounced when he walked and had a sort of puppy dog 
enthusiasm around almost everyone. He was immediately likeable but 
also annoying in doses of more than a few minutes. He never got tired and 
he never shut up. Elgin looked at the envelope. It was emblazoned with 
Sister Barlow's neatly curved handwriting, so he despondently put it in his 
pocket with the letter from her husband. Elder Haynie acted as if he 
expected a reply of some sort. Like a bellboy waiting for a tip. 

"What?" said Elgin, rather rudely. 
"I don't know," said Haynie. "Bye!" Then he turned and seemed to 

skip back to the house. 
Once they were on 30th, heading west and about a half a block from 

the Mission Home, Sánchez asked Elgin: "You gonna read those letters 
now?" 

It was an innocent enough question, but Elgin had now completely 
lost his humor and replaced it with bile, and he snapped undeservedly at 
Sánchez, "No, and mind your own damn business." 

The rest of their walk back to the apartment was in silence. 
Sánchez understood intuitively that they were not going to go out and 
work as Flores had suggested. As soon as they entered the basement 
apartment Elgin marched deliberately into their bedroom and shut the door 
behind him. 

May 23 
Dear Elder Elgin: 
I meant to meet with you tomorrow 

morning, but have, as you now know, been 
asked unexpectedly to attend an important 
Area meeting tomorrow at the Church Office 
Building in Salt Lake City. 

I will try here in writing to convey my 
feelings, my disappointment, my hopes and my 
expectations. 

I was, last week, as you are aware, 
intensely curious and severely disappointed 
to find your garment bottoms in my wife's 
night table. The explanation you shared in 
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your letter to me, was not convincing, and 
hers even less so, given her emotional 
demonstrations whenever I have brought up 
the subject. She has cried, dissembled and 
evaded.  

This morning, after a lengthy morning 
prayer together and a stern discussion with 
me, she finally confided in me the details 
of what occurred and of your duplicitous and 
immoral behavior. If you had done this with 
any other woman, I would have simply called 
you in, ended your mission and sent you 
home. However, the fact that you have 
affronted my wife, allows me the expectation 
of an explanation. 

I cannot know at what time I will 
return to Ogden tomorrow. It may be quite 
late. Therefore, I request, no command, that 
you be at the mission office on the day 
after, that is, May 25, at precisely 8:00 in 
the morning. Do not try to leave the area or 
run away. I believe what you have done is 
illegal, and if you are not in my office at 
the aforementioned time, I will notify the 
legal authorities and have you arrested for 
assault. 

Sincerely, 

 
Foster C. Barlow 
President, Utah Ogden Mission 

 
That was the first letter. Elgin felt nothing. The second was this: 

May 24 
Dear Carp, 
I am saddened beyond description. It seems the 

truth of what happened while you were here had to 
come out. I tried so very hard to protect you. But, 
days of pressure from Foster have forced me to 
confess to him the truth of the matter. 

I forgive you, and I'm sure he will also. Most 
importantly, I hope you are able to forgive yourself. 
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Much Love in Christ, 

  
 
Elgin read them both twice. It was now almost 11:00. He walked out 

into the front room and found Sánchez asleep on the short sofa. "Wake up 
Elder! Were going to the Library; I've got some typing to do." Sánchez 
followed confused, but without questioning. 

The Weber County Library was only a few blocks away and it had 
several computers available for public use. The librarians were always 
deferential to the missionaries. Other patrons, if using the computers, 
would often give them up if a missionary was waiting. But this morning 
there were two computers free. Elgin told Sánchez to do what he wanted: 
email home, read books, watch movies, just to stay scarce for a while. 

Elgin wrote, thankful for the spelling checker. He typed quickly. He 
would repair the grammar later, maybe: 

 
Dear President Barlow, 
I feel sick about all of this. I tried 

to protect Sister Barlow and that's why I 
didn't tell the truth the first time. In 
your letter you have asked for an 
explanation. I don't know that I have one. 
But I can give you an accurate account of 
what happened. 

You remember of course that during the 
first part of last month, Elder Hetcher and 
I stayed at the Mission Home. Some days I 
went out to work with Elder Haynie or with 
Elders Flores and Hatch, but most of the 
time I was there, particularly after Elder 
Hetcher was back from the hospital, I was 
stuck mostly alone in the house.  

Hetcher slept most of the time. 
Sister Barlow put me to work doing odd 

things around the house. I straightened all 
of the books in the library. I helped her 
update your address and phone book. I 
repainted all of the outdoor furniture that 
goes on the porch. I cleaned out the garage 
one day.  
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The third day I was there, Sister 
Barlow asked me to prepare the ground on the 
south side of the Mission Home for the 
vegetable garden. I guess there was one 
there last year. It took a while and it was 
very warm and I probably wrongly removed my 
shirt while I was turning the soil. When I 
finished, after about an hour, not quite an 
hour, I grabbed my g's and my shirt and put 
them back on and was going to the shed by 
the garage to put back to hoe and the 
shovel, and I saw Sister Barlow watching me 
through the kitchen widow. She smiled and 
waved and I waved back. 

Of course, I was fully dressed when I 
went back into the house, but as I entered 
the kitchen Sister Barlow came up to me with 
a glass of water with ice. I took it and 
thanked her and she said, "Elder Elgin, 
Carp, you must work out. You're in very good 
shape," and I said "Thanks," and she said, 
"Thanks for preparing the vegetable patch," 
and she added something like "You don't know 
how useless Foster is at things like this." 
Sorry but I think that's what she said. "So, 
why don't you go take a nice shower and 
clean yourself up?" So I did. 

The next day, in the morning, I was 
taking a shower when the door to the 
bathroom opened. At first I thought it was 
Elder Hetcher, although he'd never done that 
before. Maybe he was having troubles with 
his operation, you know, and had to use the 
toilet. But no, it turned out to be your 
wife, Sister Barlow. She timidly knocked on 
the door and then came right in. And she 
said, "Sorry Elder Elgin, I need to get some 
things out of here." As you know there's 
only that big clear glass sliding shower 
door, so all I could do was turn around and 
face the wall. She kind of loudly opened and 
shut several cupboards and I was just 
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standing there naked with my back to her. 
And she said, almost nonchalantly, "I'm 
looking for a bottle of good shampoo, 
sorry," while she continued opening drawers. 
I really didn't know what to do. So I just 
waited. 

Then she muttered "I guess it must be 
in there." There was silence and I sensed 
that she was looking at me. "Elder, that's 
nice," she said. Then she pushed open the 
shower door. I felt a chill of cool air and 
she said, "Please, Carp, can you hand me 
that green bottle of Pert?" It was on a 
ceramic shelf in the corner about shoulder 
height and I just reached over and grabbed 
it but I had to sort of turn to hand it to 
her. She took it from me but then just stood 
there, holding the sliding door open. I was 
so embarrassed. She said, "Oh," kind of like 
a moan, kind of thoughtful almost. Then she 
said, "Yes. That's the good stuff." 
President, I was so embarrassed. I didn't 
say anything. 

So she reached into the shower and put 
her hand on my upper arm, my right arm, and 
said, "Thanks Elder. You're a doll." Then 
she closed the shower door and left the 
bathroom, closing that door too. 
 
"Elder?" Sánchez interrupted. "Elder Elgin. It's almost lunch time." 

Sánchez was working on a computer across the table from Elgin. 
Elgin looked up. He was frustrated. Defeated. Very tired. Angry. But 

not at all hungry.  
"Then go eat," he said. "But leave me alone." And he turned back to 

the keyboard, stared at the screen and continued. 
 

The rest of that day went OK, but the 
next morning at breakfast, you had already 
left and it was just me and Elder Hetcher--
he was sitting on his little inflatable 
donut--and Sister Barlow. And Noemí was 
serving us breakfast, she got up, Sister 
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Barlow did, and started giving me a backrub. 
Right there in front of Elder Hetcher she 
was like rubbing my shoulders. And she said, 
"Elder, you must be so tired after all that 
hard work I've made you do." Elder Hetcher 
seemed not to notice. I guess he was still 
on something or still upset about loosing 
his gift. But she kneaded her fingers into 
my shoulders and then she moved up close and 
I could feel her breasts, no offense, 
against the back of my head and she moved 
from side to side. "Maybe later today," she 
said, "I can find something else for us to 
do."  

"OK," I said. 
I tried to spend the whole day that day 

in our the dorm room with Elder Hetcher. He 
was still asleep almost all of the time. I 
read in the D&C. And then I was reading The 
Miracle of Forgiveness when, before lunch, 
Noemí came up and told me that Sister Barlow 
wanted me in the laundry room, off the 
kitchen. 

So I delayed a bit but then I went down 
there. Sister Barlow told me to come in and 
you know the room is small and then she 
closed the door. The washing machine was 
running and so was the dryer so it was kind 
of hot and noisy in there and she turned 
around and faced the counter and then she 
turned around again and she was holding a 
pair of my garment bottoms; I knew they were 
mine because she told me so. 

 
Sánchez spoke again, but now he was standing beside Elgin. "We 

have to go eat," he said. Elgin scrolled down fast so that the text he was 
writing was not showing on the monitor. 

Sánchez towered over Elgin. 
"There's no place to eat in here. We've got to go somewhere. I'm 

starving." 
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Elgin was resigned. "Give me a second to close this down." He saw 
no reason to punish Elder Sánchez just because he was going through 
hell. 

He saved the file once more, removed his flash drive from the 
computer and shut the whole thing down for good measure. Sánchez 
watched anxiously. They left the library and walked down to Washington 
Blvd. There they found a taco stand near the City-County Building. It was 
late enough that there was no lunch line. Sánchez said that Sister Barlow 
had told them that these carts were not always safe. "She told us that over 
dinner the night I stayed in the Mission Home when I first got here."  

"Well, you can't always believe everything she says." 
Elgin ordered a chicken taco and a coke. He didn't pay any 

attention to what Sánchez got. They sat on a bench right there in the city 
park and ate in silence. I suppose he can tell something's wrong, thought 
Elgin. 

Within thirty minutes of when they had left, they were back in the 
library and Elgin was sitting at the same computer as he had been before. 
Sánchez went over and sat on a sofa against the wall. There he could 
read, or sleep, or daydream. 

 
So Sister Barlow was holding my garment 

bottoms and she ran her fingers through them 
from the inside and I could see her 
fingernails through the fabric. And then she 
raised the garments with both hands and put 
them to her face and inhaled like she was 
smelling them and she said, "Carp, they 
smell like you. They smell like your hard 
work. I don't want to wash them. I want to 
keep them." 

Just like the day before and just like 
that morning at the breakfast table, I 
couldn't say anything. There was just 
nothing I could say.  

She turned again toward the counter and 
then turned again to face me and she wasn't 
holding anything now, and she stepped 
forward and hugged me. She's taller than I 
am you know but she pulled me to her and she 
put her face beside mine, on the right side 
of my head and she just held me close to 
her. And so I hugged her back. Just with my 
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arms you know, like I would my mom or my 
dad, but it didn't feel at all the same so I 
let go and tried to step back. And she felt 
that and so she let go too but then she 
kissed me on the cheek, on the right cheek 
and she said softly, "you're so sweet." 

I backed up and asked "Can I go now?" 
And she said, "Yes, you can go back to 

your room." 
At lunch it was like nothing happened. 

You were still out of town. I didn't look at 
her, but since Elders Flores and Hatch and 
Elders Smith and Haynie were there, she 
didn't say anything to me at all. 

You got back before diner but you 
probably don't remember that I didn't eat 
with you. It was our last night there since 
the doctors had said that after a week Elder 
Hetcher would be good enough to go home. The 
next day would be just a week since his 
operation so we were planning to go home in 
the morning. I said I was not felling well 
and asked Elder Hetcher to tell you all that 
I was just going to go to bed early since I 
was sick, but I wasn't really sick, not that 
way, I just didn't want to see Sister Barlow 
again. 

 I had a hard time going to sleep that 
night. I talked to Elder Hetcher, after 
dinner, in our room, until about 10:00, but 
never mentioned anything about Sister 
Barlow, and then he went to sleep but I just 
lay there awake staring at the ceiling. Last 
night after I got the call from Elder Flores 
about meeting you this morning I had a 
similar night. Just staring at the ceiling 
in the dark or closing my eyes and trying to 
sleep but not being able to. Anyway, finally 
I guess I did fall asleep, on that last 
night at the Mission Home, I mean, because I 
remember waking up and she was there. It was 
very dark so it had to be the middle of the 
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night and I, at first, didn't know what was 
going on, because I woke up, sort of slowly, 
and at first I thought I was like tangled in 
the blanket or something, and then I 
realized what it was. I think I jolted or 
something because she whispered for me to be 
quiet and then I said "what?" and she just 
went "shhhh. . ." I looked over at Elder 
Hetcher's bed that was not more than a few 
feet away and he was asleep on his stomach. 
She had, Sister Barlow had, laid down behind 
me, beside me. I was on my right side with 
my back to the door, Elder Hetcher's bed was 
near the window, and her breasts, excuse me, 
were pushing up against my back with her 
private parts, like her groin, right up 
again my rear end and with her left hand she 
was squeezing my chest and then she was 
kissing me on the neck. I just didn't know 
what to do and then she put her right hand 
down into my garments and grabbed my penis, 
no offense. I wasn't really hard but she 
grabbed or kind of held it tight and then 
sort of bit me on the shoulder. I stood up 
fast and my garment bottoms ripped kind of 
loud I thought, but Elder Hetcher kept 
sleeping and I walked around the bed and out 
the door and down the hall into the bathroom 
and closed the door. 

She didn't follow me and I didn't see 
her again and have never seen her again, I 
promise. 

I don't know what she told you, sir, 
but the garments that you found were the 
ones she took from the laundry. That's the 
whole story and I promise it's the truth. I 
don't know what Sister Barlow has said to 
you. 

Sincerely, 
 

Elgin hit save again and watched the small blue LCD on his flash 
drive blink as it updated the file. He then printed it to the laser printer at 
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the end of the table that served about eight computers. Sánchez saw him 
get up and watched him walk over to the printer and take up the pages as 
they printed out. As soon as the last page was out, Elgin set the sheets on 
the table, took out his pen and signed: 

 

 
 

Then Sánchez followed him over to the circulation counter where 
he asked if they had an envelope he could use. They did. 

"Sorry Elder Sánchez. Let's go home now." 
Sánchez was no longer asking questions. It was going on 3:00 

now. He just assumed something was very wrong and had decided not to 
rock the boat. 

Once back in their basement apartment Elgin went immediately into 
the bedroom and closed the door. 

 
The next morning, in a near repeat of the morning before, Elgin and 

Sánchez walked up to the Mission Home.  Sánchez had eaten breakfast--
a muffin with milk--while Elgin ate nothing. They arrived right on time and 
knocked on the door on the side of the mansion. Elder Haynie answered 
and brought them in. Today President Barlow was standing in the doorway 
to his office; he looked severely at Elgin and said, as he turned and 
backed into the office, "Come in here Elder." 

Elgin followed. The President pointed to one of two leather chairs 
that faced his desk, "Sit down." Elgin sat down. The President walked to 
the back of his large mahogany desk and sat in a similarly large burgundy 
leather chair. The chair was on wheels and he pulled himself up to the 
desk, sat very straight, placed his elbows on the desktop, interlaced his 
fingers and looked at Elgin with a mixture of hatred and disappointment. 

"All right," he said, "I should let you know that this meeting is 
perfunctory. I am required, when possible, to have a final interview before 
a missionary leaves the field to be released. That is happening to you 
today. Your flight leaves the Salt Lake City airport just after 12:00. The 
airport shuttle will be here for you in about an hour. Elders Flores and 
Hatch have gone with your companion to your apartment to get your 
things." 

This is not what Elgin had expected. Not at all. He was going to 
speak but the President continued. 

"Last night I notified your parents and your Stake President that you 
will be home later today. Your parents will get you at the airport. You 
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should make an appointment with President Peters as soon as possible 
for an official release, and I suspect also disciplinary action. 

"Do you have any questions?" 
The President's speech seemed to have been well prepared and it 

caught Elgin completely off guard. He had thought he was going to be 
asked to explain what had happened. He had rehearsed. He had written 
out the whole story. And for what? To be sent home without even a 
chance? 

He felt a shiver. The President just stared at him. Elgin then 
realized that his chin was shaking subtly but quickly and that he was 
crying. Now he felt weak. Crying. A tear slid down his right cheek. 

At last he spoke. "I thought you wanted an explanation." 
"I don't believe there is. . . I don't believe you could possibly say 

anything that would explain what you did. You're excuses are meaningless 
and unnecessary." 

The tears had gone as suddenly as they had come. The empty 
feeling was still there. 

Elgin reached into his right coat pocket and took out the report he 
had written the day before. 

"I wrote this yesterday. It's the truth. I swear." 
He placed the envelope on the polished desktop and pushed it 

halfway across toward President Barlow. There it remained. Barlow 
ignored it.  

"All right. You'll wait in the office outside until your shuttle is here." 
"OK," replied Elgin. But he just sat there. 
A moment later the president said, "You can go. Please wait in the 

office." 
 
A week later, Elgin received, coincidentally two letters in the mail--

one from President Barlow and the other, registered with a dark green 
sticker from the Post Office, from President Peters. 

He had arrived home on a Southwest flight, direct from SLC to LAX. 
His mother and father were both at the airport to pick him up. They were 
waiting at the bottom of the escalator as he made his way down to the 
baggage claim. Neither of them really seemed to understand the nature of 
his disgrace. His mother was beaming. His father was nearly skipping. 
Elgin would have been home anyway in only three more months and he 
was surprised at how happy they both seemed to see him. Walking to the 
short term parking between the terminals his father put his arm around 
him, over his upper back and grabbed him by the shoulder and pulled him 
close. Elgin knew this was not an attempt to comfort him. His father had 
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always enjoyed walking this way, with his wife or with his son.  He fought 
back the urge to cry again. 

When they got to the car, an old rather beat up two door sedan, 
Elgin and his mother bickered about who would sit in the back, alone. 
Each of them volunteered, but after a second, his mom squeezed into the 
back and Elgin sat in front with his dad. 

The ride to their home, a small 1930s bungalow duplex in Santa 
Monica, only took about thirty minutes. Elgin's parents talked the whole 
way. They shared news of family and friends and television. They had 
plans for Elgin to go to SMC for courses in the fall, maybe now he could 
start in the summer. They asked him about Ogden and his companions 
and the weather and what he had done on his P-days. Elgin engaged in 
this conversation only superficially, a bit amazed that they could keep up 
such good spirits when he was obviously not feeling well. 

About a mile from home, he changed the topic himself, rather than 
waiting for them to. "Mom, Dad, did President Barlow tell you why he sent 
me home?" He assumed they knew, but they were acting like they didn't. 

There was a moment of silence. Then his mother spoke. 
"Carp, Honey. Yeah. He told us it had something to do with his wife 

and fornication," and she made little commas in the air as she said the 
word "fornication" and raised her voice in a sarcastic way as if she thought 
the word was funny. 

His father actually had to stifle a laugh. What came out was a quiet 
"hmp" through closed lips.  

"Dad, this isn't funny."  
"Son, remember. . ." but he didn't finish that sentence and just said, 

"Don't take life too seriously." 
"Honey," interjected his mother, "we assume you didn't do what he 

said, but if you did, and both you and she wanted to, well good for you." 
They said nothing more for the next few minutes until they pulled up 

at home.  
Carp was an only child. His parents left him to himself once they 

were home, but a couple of hours later his aunt--his mom's sister--and her 
husband showed up and they all went out to a pizza joint for dinner. Since 
Carp had not yet been officially released, he wore his suit, although he left 
his name badge home. This led at first to some gentle teasing. With the 
pizza his parents drank beer. His Aunt Carol had a glass of wine, a Merlot, 
while he and his Uncle Sparky drank Diet Coke. But the night was fun and 
he started, for the first time in several days to calm down. He was home 
again. Somehow Aunt Carol asked why he was home early and she got 
an answer that managed to keep up the same good spirits. His parents 
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simply didn't understand that he felt ashamed, or they didn't want to let on. 
His dad even joked with Aunt Carol that Carp had "boinked" the old man's 
wife. Aunt Carol laughed and reminded her husband of how Carp had 
been conceived late at night on a turn out of the freeway in Nevada when 
his parents were driving home from a trip to Utah. "I didn't do it," said 
Carp, interrupting. Aunt Carol put her hand on top of his rather 
condescendingly and said "of course not." But she was already past that 
and into her story. They had all heard this story, including Uncle Sparky, 
many times before, of course. Carp's parents were newlyweds and too 
poor to stay in a hotel, or too cheap, and just spread out blankets and 
sleeping bags in the back of their hatchback, lowered the rear seats and 
"cuddled" all night. This was at a ranch exit, "no services," basically only 
an opportunity for drivers to get off the Interstate and turn around. The 
couple had spent the night there, or at least a few hours, and got relatively 
little sleep. But they'd "screwed like rabbits," as Aunt Carol told it. This 
story was always told basically the same way. His parents were rather 
proud of it. At first light they had crawled back into the front seats of their 
Subaru and noticed, when getting back on I-15, that the exit, right at the 
100 mile mark, was called "Carp Elgin." They laughed for the next hour, 
and they chuckled about it for a week. Who knew that Michael had an 
unknown "Uncle Carp" who'd had a barren plot of desert named after him 
a hundred miles into Nevada? A month later, when Gerry found out she 
was pregnant, they immediately decided that, boy or girl, they would name 
the child Carp. 

The morning after Carp had arrived home from Ogden, he called 
the Stake President's executive secretary. It took his parents some work to 
help him find the number; they hadn't been to church since Carp's farewell 
and had to call several members before they found one who knew who the 
secretary was, let alone his phone number. Carp merely told him that he 
needed to set up an appointment with President Peters. Within fifteen 
minutes, Peters had called back himself and told Carp to show up in his 
law office that very afternoon at about 3:00. That meeting was short. The 
Stake President was nearly as abrupt as Barlow had been. He told Elgin 
that he was released from his calling as a missionary and that he was no 
longer to use "Elder" as a title in front of his name. Then Peters got up and 
showed him out. 

 
A week later, Carp's mother had brought him the mail in his room. 

Undoubtedly she had noticed the two letters in official looking envelopes, 
and of course, she'd had to sign for the one from Peters. 
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He didn't know which to open first. He considered the idea of 
throwing them both away. But, feeling that the one from Peters, with its 
extra postage and green sticker made it look more threatening, he opened 
the letter from Barlow first. 

 
May 30 

Dear Mr. Elgin: 
This will be my last communication with 

you. I have been in contact, as you probably 
know, with your Stake President, LaVorn 
Peters, and he will handle things from here 
on out.  

I did read the fantasy you wrote, the 
fiction you handed me as you left my office a 
week ago. It is completely unbelievable and 
the fact that you would write it up and give 
it to me is merely further indication of your 
duplicitous and dishonest nature.  

The words and actions that you ascribe 
to my wife are highly insulting and show you 
to have a dark heart. Your willingness to 
point the finger at others when the blame so 
clearly falls to you is appalling.  

Sister Barlow is a fine woman, an elect 
lady. She is kind and faithful, both to me 
and to the Gospel. She has done nothing for 
the past two and a half years but strive to 
improve the Ogden Mission with her love and 
devotion. She has given her all to the 
missionaries and your smear on her reputation 
constitutes a grievous bearing of false 
witness. I thank the Lord that she had the 
strength to rebuff your lascivious advances. 

 
Foster C. Barlow 
President, Utah Ogden Mission 

 
There was no closing to this letter: no "sincerely" or "best regards." 

Carp imagined the President wanted to write "go to hell," but couldn't bring 
himself to do it. But there was nothing new here. He never imagined, after 
his expulsion from Ogden, that his letter to the President would make any 
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difference or change his mind in any way. Barlow was obviously willing to 
overlook completely the troubling details that had first got him questioning 
his wife's loyalty.  

The second letter, the one from President Peters, was indeed more 
bothersome, though a lot less emotional. 

May 31 
Dear Brother Carp Elgin, 
In accordance with the guidelines in 

the Church Handbook of Instructions, we are 
officially informing you that a Disciplinary 
Council will be convened on June 10, at 7:00 
in the evening, to investigate the matter of 
your behavior regarding Sister Barlow in 
Ogden, UT. We will meet in the Council Room 
at the Stake Center.  

In attendance will be the Stake 
Presidency, a majority of the Stake High 
Council, and the President's Executive 
Secretary. You are invited to bring one 
witness or other person to support you; 
however this person must be a member of the 
Church in good standing. In addition, you 
may bring any evidence you have to impeach 
the allegations that have been made against 
you. 

If you choose not to attend, the court 
will meet in your absence and a decision may 
be reached without your input. 

Please call me (or my Executive 
Secretary) should you have any concerns. 

Sincerely, 

 
President LaVorn G. Peters 
Crescent Bay Stake 
Santa Monica, CA 
 

Cc: Pres. F.C. Barlow 
 Bishop J. Crabtree 
 
LP/hrs 
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That afternoon Carp printed out a copy of the letter of explanation 
he had given to President Barlow and sent it to President Peters.  

On the tenth of June he showed up in the Stake High Council 
Room--he wore his dark suit--and he took no one with him. He had, in fact, 
not told his parents what was happening. It would have upset them as 
much as it did him, but for different reasons. 

Carp sat at one end of the large rectanglular table. All three 
members of the Stake Presidency were there. Nine of the twelve 
highcouncilmen were there. Bishop Crabtree was there. And the secretary 
was there. President Peters sat exactly opposite him at the other end of 
the long table. Still, the table only held twelve, so three men had to sit in 
chairs off to the side--the secretary, the Bishop and somebody else. Carp 
knew very few of these men even by name. The room had large widows 
along one side and two doors leading to the hallway on the other. The only 
furniture was the conference table, made in several sections with a dark 
brown laminate top and similar colored wood trim around the edges, and a 
lot of chairs. All of them were like office chairs, padded with a dusty pink 
fabric and on rollers. Most of the brethren had a notebook or a pad of 
paper and many had their scriptures with them. Carp was glad he had 
brought his Quad along. 

After an opening prayer, given by Brother Miller, the first counselor, 
President Peters asked Carp to make a statement. They made no 
allegation. This he figured was an opportunity for him to confess. He had 
thought this might happen, and so asked if he could read a statement. 
Most of the men nodded and Peters said, "Yes, if it's not too long."  

This is what Carp read: 
 

Last week I sent President Peters a 
copy of a letter I gave to my mission 
president, President Barlow, explaining what 
happened while I was at the mission home 
last April. If you have questions about the 
details you can ask President Peters to let 
you read that explanation. 

President Barlow sent me home without 
reading that letter. He never asked me for 
my side of the story and he has accused me 
of things that did not happen. 

I was at the mission home for most of a 
week because my companion had surgery and 
was there to recover. During that week 
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Sister Barlow did several things that made 
me very uncomfortable. In each case she was 
the instigator and I did not participate.  

I did not kiss Sister Barlow. She 
kissed me. And I did not have any sort of 
relations with her, sexual or otherwise. She 
took a pair of my garments out of the 
laundry and wouldn't give them back. This is 
what President Barlow found that began this.  

I do not know what Sister Barlow told 
the President in order to defend herself 
from his curiosity, but I believe she lied 
to him and blamed me for things I did not 
do. 
 
Carp looked up, but there was complete silence. 
"That's all," he said. 
After that they talked for about twenty minutes, but Carp hardly said 

a word. Occasionally someone would ask him a question, but these could 
always be answered with a "yes" or a "no." One of the highcouncilmen 
sitting next to him was, it seemed, supposed to argue his side of the case, 
to "defend" him in some strange interpretation of that word. 

Then they asked Carp to leave the room and wait outside. They 
would "prayerfully deliberate" and then ask him back in. 

Carp sat on a chair and read. During the week he had started 
reading a vampire novel his mother had given him, but he had decided to 
bring only his scriptures. This was to keep up appearances. He didn't feel 
like reading the scriptures. But he opened the Doctrine and Covenants 
and pretended to read, too distracted by the ideas of what they might be 
saying inside the closed door behind him to pay any real attention.  

Hugh Seelye, the Executive Secretary, invited him back in after 
about half an hour. He was to sit in the same seat he had been in before. 
Most of the men looked at him. Several of them smiled. If this was at all 
like a jury in a TV show, that was probably a good sign. As soon as he sat 
down, all eyes went to the Stake President. 

"Brother Elgin," Peters began, "we have reviewed both the 
testimony of your mission present and your own statements and have 
reached a decision." 

Carp sat up even straighter in his chair. His scriptures were on the 
table in front of him and he had grabbed them with both hands, holding the 
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book down with his fingers clutching over the bound edge. This might, he 
though, look pious to the brethren, but it was only nerves. 

"We do believe you when you say you did not have sexual relations 
with Sister Barlow. In fact, President Barlow, in his letter to me, was quite 
emphatic on that account. However we also believe that your behavior 
was unbecoming to a member of the Church and particularly disappointing 
as a missionary. 

"Therefore, it is the decision of this court that you be 
disfellowshipped for six months. 

"This means that you will continue to be a member of the Church 
and you will maintain your baptism and your priesthood. You should 
continue to attend the Elders' Quorum in your ward. However, you will not 
receive any calling to participate in activities with other members of your 
ward. You will not be allowed to speak in church, or teach, or to give 
prayers aloud in church meetings. Most importantly, during this period you 
should not take the Sacrament." 

Carp knew all of this. He knew what it meant to be 
disfellowshipped. At the same time, now that it was directed at him, it 
seemed quite ominous. 

Peters continued, "I will send you an official letter detailing the 
decision of this Church Disciplinary Court within a few days. Do you have 
any questions?" 

"No," answered Carp.  
"All right. Then we're done here. Thank you all" 
Several of the men in the room stood up. Bishop Crabtree quickly 

made his way over to Carp, put his hand on his upper arm (just where 
Sister Barlow had) and said, "We'll talk soon. It's gonna be all right." 

Carp said thank you and then, alone, he left the room and the 
building. 

 
A month later, Carp stopped going to church. 
Bishop Crabtree called once in August to ask about him, but his 

mom had answered the phone and later told Carp about the call. Crabtree 
and not called back. 

In September, Carp wrote the following letter: 
 

Sept. 3 
Bishop James Crabtree 
Santa Monica IV Ward 
 
Dear Bishop Crabtree, 
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I am requesting that you take whatever 
steps are necessary to remove my name from 
the records of the Church. I understand that 
removing my name will cancel the effects of 
baptism, withdraw the priesthood, and 
suspend my temple ordinances. 

Sincerely 

 
 

Carp knew that Church policy was to wait thirty days. However, 
within two weeks he had received a letter from Salt Lake City.  

 
Sept. 15 

Office of Membership Records 
Church Office Building Rm. 1300 
50 E. North Temple St. 
Salt Lake City, UT 84150 
 
Mr. Carp Elgin 
851 Cabrillo Blvd. No. 2 
Santa Monica, CA  90401 
 
Dear Mr. Elgin, 

We have received proper documentation 
from your local priesthood authorities which 
communicate your request to have your name 
removed from Church records. Your request is 
hereby granted. 

You are no longer considered a member 
of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day 
Saints. If you have temple garments, you 
should no longer wear them and should 
dispose of them in an appropriate manner. 
Also you should no longer pay tithing. 

If, at any time in the future, you are 
desirous of returning to fellowship within 
the Church, please contact your bishop. 

Yours faithfully, 

 
Melvin Brown 
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