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 Foreword 

"Sam turned his mind, and his whole heart back to his beloved Master. His request had been 

fulfilled. Sam understood as completely as it was possible for a mortal to understand what the 

Savior had done, and why. His praise would now be full, joyous and perfect. 

'I will come to you again,' Jesus' glorious voice proclaimed. 'I will come and make my abode 

with you, and my Father and I will bless your home with our presence. Great shall be your joy, 

and eternal your reward. Samuel, I have a great task for you to perform yet, and I commission 

you to its accomplishment before you return to my glory.' 

'I will, my Lord,' Sam said earnestly. 'I will do anything. Anything.' 

'I know,' came His reply. 'Because of your faithfulness, I desire to bless you. Is there a 

special gift that I can grant?' 

Sam felt his heart soar, then immediately sink. This was his moment to ask the very thing of 

which he had long dreamed! Yet, he felt not unworthy, but perhaps presumptuous, and dared not 

voice his deepest desire. Once again, the Savior smiled, and like a trusting child, Sam gazed 

longingly into His eyes. 

'You desire that which John, my beloved disciple, asked of me. It is one of the loftiest gifts 

one may receive on earth. Remember, Samuel,' he said, as He placed a hand on Sam's shoulder, 

'that I called you to this blessed ministry in your Patriarchal blessing, indeed, in the pre-mortal 

world. From this day, you will live free from the aches and pains of mortal life, immune to 

temptation, disease, suffering, sorrow, pain and death. I grant you power to accomplish the last 

great task I require of you. When it is done, and I have come again in my glory, I will receive you 

unto myself, that your joy, and your glory may be even as mine, that we may together inherit all 

My Father hath.' 

Sam felt the glory all around him beginning to fade, and with deep regret, sensed the Savior 

withdrawing. He wanted to rush into the light with Him, to remain with Him, yet knew he could 

not. 

'I will come to you again,' Jesus assured him lovingly as the light gathered around Him. The 

opening through the veil grew smaller until it closed entirely, and Sam was left alone. He sank to 

his knees a few inches from where the Savior of all mankind had just stood. He reached out and 

ran his fingers across the deep pile of the carpet which still held the precious imprint of two bare 

feet. Sam marveled that mere seconds before, He had been here." 

Translation -- it's one of the greatest gifts we can receive in mortality. 

Few seek it. Even fewer may be blessed with it. 

The doctrine of translation was a thrill and a joy to John Pontius. While some were watching 

sports events or surfing the internet, he was busy studying this, and many other, mysteries of 

God's kingdom. 



 

 

In the summer of 1995, John physically and mentally detached himself from society. This 

helped empower him to write five books, which were later named the “Millennial Quest” series.  

In this, the third book of the series, John explored the life of a fictional character, Sam, who 

would eventually be blessed with translation. As you read, you'll see the trials and anguish Sam 

experienced while on this challenging path. You'll read of his meeting Helaman (not the Book of 

Mormon prophet), who befriends Sam. And you'll read of Sam's interactions with the Lord as he 

begins to realize the importance and enormity of his divinely-decreed calling. 

One interesting fact about this book: towards the end, Sam is told, "You will bring a remnant 

of the great tribe of Levi out of the north countries. You will walk with them from the lands of 

their captivity to the temple at Cardston, Canada." John wrote that in 1995. Sixteen years later, 

John interviewed "Spencer" for the book, "Visions of Glory." During the course of the interview, 

John was told, by "Spencer", that at a future day, the tribes would venture forth out of the lands 

of their captivity to Cardston, Canada. Upon hearing this, John was astonished and humbled that 

the Lord had validated and confirmed his previous, clear impressions about Cardston. 

This is a story about the beginning of one fictitious man's new mission. It was all that he 

could have ever conceived of, and infinitely more. It was everything his soul had ever thirsted 

for, longed for, wept for, and lived for. 

John believed these blessings are at our fingertips, as achievable today as in any period of 

antiquity. 

You're invited to confirm John's feelings, and -- if you feel his beliefs were correct -- 

determine what your next steps should be. 

 

Terri Pontius 

April 26, 2017 

 



 

 

Introduction by John Pontius 

Angels Forged In Fire is the third book of the Millennial Quest series.  

This segment takes Sam through the purifying fires of his journey and on to the dramatic and 

glorious conclusion of his mortal life. As you may surmise by the fact that there are 

approximately four more books in the series, it is hardly the end of Samuel Mahoy. None of us 

believe the end of mortality is the end of life, nor is death the culmination of Sam’s life. 

The stories and characters in this book are fictional. The many spiritual experiences 

described within are based upon the author’s hopes and imagination.  

No matter how flowing the language, or graphic the mental images invoked, or sweet the 

emotions, all the spiritual occurrences, visions, visitations, conversations and glorious events in 

this novel are purely fiction, and should not be considered anything more than faith-filled 

fantasy. 

No attempt is being made to define doctrine or to describe events as they should, or even 

might occur in someone’s life. What you are about to read is a novel, written with love, faith, 

testimony, and the hope of blessing your life. Still, it is only a novel, and as such, is not intended 

to do more than entertain and uplift with stories of righteousness and grand spiritual blessings. 

This is not a biography of the author’s life. All the events in Samuel’s life are the offspring of 

my imagination. 

Having so said, may I also note that most of the events of spiritual impact in this book are 

fictionalized happenings based upon scriptural accounts of similar events in the lives of the 

ancient faithful.  

I have great faith in the idea that Father did not cause these great epiphanies to be recorded in 

scripture simply for our entertainment. I believe these magnificent events were included in holy 

writ to show us that we, too, can walk the path of holiness and receive equally glorious blessings. 

I believe these blessings are at our fingertips, as achievable today as in any period of antiquity. It 

is this sweet believing that has given these stories vivid life and believable form.  

I invite you to read Angels Forged in Fire with a light and cheerful heart, and to ponder, as I 

have, the incredible power of what lies just beyond the veil. 



 

 

Prologue 

We pick up the story of Sam Mahoy’s life just after he has returned from his mission. He has 

now married Dawn, the faith-filled young woman he taught in Africa. Because of a gushing 

comment by Sam’s younger brother, and because of her obviously noble soul, all who love her 

call her Princess. Their twin daughters are now just one year old. 

Following a long illness and emotional struggle, Princess has returned home to Sam, only to 

find their lives shattered by an attempt to kidnap their children.  

 

(From Angels Among Us) 

“I’m going to go look in on the twins,” Princess said as she slipped a light robe over her 

nightgown. 

Sam had just opened his mouth to say he was sure they were fine when they distinctly heard 

a door bang downstairs. Sam looked at Princess and bolted from the room out onto the landing. 

The door to their room was directly at the top of the large stair. Below them the big front door 

was wide open, still moving ominously.  

Princess stifled a scream. Sam ran down the hallway barely ahead of Princess. The twin’s 

door was open. Sam flipped on the light, his heart paralyzed by fear.  

Both beds were empty! On Bonnie’s bed a dozen stuffed animals had been arranged into a 

large ‘22’. Princess screamed and ran from the room. 

Sam spun to follow and was slammed by a sound that seemed to shake the organs within his 

body. It took his mind a few seconds to realize it was the report of a gun from inside his home. 

  



 

 

Chapter One 

Cries in the Night 

Sam found himself nearly tripping over Princess as he ran down the stairs toward the front 

door that was still swinging open. Sam bolted past her, taking the broad steps three at a time. The 

very instant his feet touched the floor another gunshot rang out. 

The open door was just steps away when Sam heard another sound. It was so quiet, so 

unobtrusive compared to a gunshot that he nearly missed it. Princess flew past him as he slid to a 

stop in his slippered feet and tore frantically toward the back of the house. 

A hundred paces separated him from the back of the house, functionless rooms that once 

seemed opulent now whipped past in agonizing slow motion. What he had heard was the throaty 

whine of a powerful snow machine.  

Shouting voices came to his hearing from the open front door far behind him. Logic cried at 

him to reverse his course, yet an impression kept his legs pumping with all the fury he possessed. 

He heard the gravelly voice of his hired bodyguard shouting, then Princess’s panicked voice, and 

others coming from behind him. An engine raced just as he ran through the laundry room, 

through the boot room, and out onto the back porch. 

Two black snow machines sat idling at the base of the porch. As Sam emerged from the 

house at a hard run, two sinister-looking black helmeted faces turned toward him. Still running, 

he realized each rider had one of his daughters in his lap. His babies were still in their 

nightgowns, seemingly asleep, leaning back against the riders. 

A steely sword of panic pierced Sam’s soul. They were too far away, and Sam knew he could 

not stop either machine no matter what he did. Still running as fast as he ever had in his life, he 

took the last step on the porch and leaped, his arms wide, toward the machines.  

The world went into slow motion. Sam saw the shiny black, full-face helmets turning slowly 

to watch him flying through the air. He saw their thumbs tighten on the throttles as the machines 

moved forward with a throaty roar. The distance between them seemed to close with agonizing 

slowness. The machines were moving away. Sam reached toward the nearest helmet. His fingers 

slapped the side of the black surface, then raked across the back of the second rider. He watched 

their heads turn toward him as he flew past them into the snow. Sam knew he had missed. He 

cried out just as time returned to normal speed and he plowed hard into the deep, crusted snow 

face first. A searing sense of failure tore through him even as the sub-zero snow and ice lacerated 

his face and arms. 

Princess had run out of the front door where she found Bart, their hired bodyguard standing 

on the porch, his gun drawn. A large black Suburban was backing down their lane at high speed, 

its headlights off. Bart fired once, then again. 

Princess screamed, clapping her hands to her ears. At that moment, a startling thought came 

to her. 



 

 

“Where’s Sam?” she cried as she slapped Bart on the shoulder. His eyes rounded on her with 

fury. His mind was fully occupied upon stopping the truck, and her words entered his 

consciousness as an annoying distraction. 

Bart’s large, athletic body was tensed, his eyes narrowed. “What!?” he bellowed without 

looking at her. 

“Listen!” Princess cried, pointing toward their right. Bart’s head reluctantly turned the 

direction she was pointing. The sound of a small, powerful engine screamed into the night like 

the cry of a banshee. “They’re not in the car!” she cried, and began running through the deep 

snow with an ungraceful, long-legged lope.  

Bart immediately understood and passed Princess on her third step. He rounded the end of 

the building to find himself standing directly in front of two black snow machines that were 

roaring toward him. A part of his mind registered Sam flying through the air, and the fact that the 

drivers of the machines had turned their heads to watch Sam landing just behind them.  

The machines were inches apart, blasting toward Bart at high speed. Without hesitation Bart 

took two running steps toward them and jumped into the air, his feet coiled under him. Princess 

rounded the building just in time to see Bart seemingly hovering in the air, both feet flashing 

opposite directions, to slam the heads of both riders a crushing blow. Both riders flipped several 

times from the blow. Bart landed on his feet bellowing an incomprehensible war cry, both fists 

balled and coiled against his chest. Princess screamed. Sam rose to his knees with a cry on his 

lips, his face and arms bruised and bloodied. 

Princess ran after the big black machines as they coasted riderless to a stop. She found her 

daughters sleeping against the cowling of the machines, a small harness holding them safely in 

place. This was no random kidnapping. They were prepared, even to the point of having a 

diversion in the black truck, and child-sized safety harnesses. 

Her cold fingers fumbled with the buckles. She glanced up just as Sam joined her and began 

working on the other harness.  

“They’re still asleep!” Sam said in amazement as he lifted Bonnie into his arms. He glanced 

behind him to see Bart holding a gun on the two kidnappers. “Bart, I’ll call 911 as soon as we get 

inside!” 

“No hurry,” Bart replied calmly. Both men were stunned, just barely beginning to move. 

Bart’s face was an odd mixture of hatred and icy calm. Sam’s fears relaxed in that moment.  

Princess lifted Lisa and laid her against her body. “They must be drugged.” 

“They must be,” Sam seethed. “It makes me furious!” 

“It makes me grateful,” Princess replied soberly. “They’ll have no memory of this.” 

“I hadn’t looked at it that way,” Sam replied, a little amazed. 



 

 

They had just reached the front door when two gun shots pierced the night. Both he and 

Princess ran the remaining few steps to the open door and slammed it behind them. Seconds later 

a snow machine roared into the night followed shortly by two others.  

Sam picked up the phone and found no dial tone just as Bart ran up and banged on the door, 

his gait weary, his face sober. His face and chest were caked with powdery snow. 

“What happened?!” Princess demanded as she pulled open the door for him. He beat the 

snow from his body and stepped inside. 

“There was a third rider in the woods,” Bart replied, disgusted. “The third guy fired at me. 

Fortunately, I hit the deck and he missed! But, they got away. I’m lucky they didn’t kill me. I 

just hadn’t considered . . .” 

Sam shook his head. “They were obviously prepared for anything. I tried to remove the keys 

from the snow machines so they couldn’t escape, but there were no keys. They were hotwired.” 

“I’m so damn sorry I let you down,” the big man said gruffly. He sounded as if he was on the 

verge of tears.  

“Bart.” Princess turned to face him. “Do you see this precious bundle in my arms? Your 

cursing aside,” she inserted in a slightly scolding voice, “you didn’t let us down! You saved our 

babies!” Princess’s face softened into a weary smile. “Besides, I’ll never forget the image of you 

flying through the air with your feet kicking out just before you hit both of those ugly black 

heads. That image is seared into my brain forever!” she said dramatically, then added somewhat 

ironically, “Martial Arts have never interested me, but you may have just made a convert of me. 

That was the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen!” 

Bart looked up and smiled ironically. “You wouldn’t say that if you had seen your husband 

flying through the air like a greenhorn cowboy doing a screaming swan dive off the backside of a 

bull. Now, that was truly impressive!”  



 

 

Purification by Fire 

The police were unable to find anything about the kidnappers. They concluded their 

“investigation” by suggesting that Sam install a burglar alarm in his home. Sam thanked them for 

the advice and suppressed the urge to scream at them as they left. Sam quickly installed an 

elaborate security system which included burglar bars on the lower-story windows and steel-

reinforced doors. 

_____________________________ 

Melody returned to the park after two days of tearful sulking. The words of the barrister 

echoed in her mind like a sentenced passed. ‘Guilty, guilty, guilty.’ It was the cadence of doom, 

and it haunted her day and night.  

But, the thought of playing her violin once again brought peace into her soul, and eventually 

drew her back to its welcoming embrace. The love and acceptance of her many adoring fans 

brought her a small feeling of success that no global failure elsewhere in her life could erase. She 

arrived at the small white pavilion near noon to find a gathering of about fifty people awaiting 

her arrival. When she walked through the crowd they parted. A small murmur of happiness broke 

into spontaneous applause.  

 Fresh and beautiful in a lacy white dress, her long cascades of hair were pulled back softly. 

A fountain of soft curls fell down her neck. Had she gossamer wings upon her back, she would 

not have looked more angelic. 

She turned to face them, her violin cradled in her arm. “Thank you. Thank you so much.” 

Her voice broke, and she bowed her head. “You will notice that I have my left violin case closed. 

I don’t want your kind gifts today. I just want to play for the joy of music, and to thank you for 

your kindness, and for the opportunity I’ve had to play for you these past months.” 

Soft applause and many smiles answered these words. 

“There is reason to believe that today will be my last public appearance before you, and . . .” 

“No! Why?” people called up at her. It was at that moment that Theodore stepped through 

the crowd to the front of the gathering. Her eyes fell upon him. 

“I can’t explain. Forgive me,” she said softly, and raised her precious instrument to her 

cheek. A tear slid down her face and across the polished wood. The bow hovered above the 

strings as if unsure, then struck downward like a cobra. The air exploded with music fierce and 

volatile. It was not music anyone had heard, nor would they ever hear again. It was music of the 

soul, and Melody’s soul was twisted in agony. Her music pounded angry fists against the fates 

that seemed to dominate her. In but a few moments the rage evaporated into a cascade of runs 

more like honey falling from a silver spoon than the waterfall of tears tumbling in her heart. 

They rolled to a sweet melody that danced and wove magic into each soul who heard.  

Melody’s eyes were closed, her chin raised, her body laboring as it coaxed the magic from 

the strings. Perspiration and tears dripped from her chin. Again and again, fire erupted, then was 



 

 

extinguished with love and faith, hope and sweet escape. Finally, a single note hovered in the 

afternoon air, steady, absolutely desolate, alone, yet unafraid. Then in a heartbeat it skipped 

joyfully to a conclusion, full of childlike happiness, hope and peace. Before anyone was 

prepared, the masterpiece was evaporating in the wind. 

Cries of “Maestro, Maestro, Encore, Bravo!” ripped through the air. Tear-stained faces gazed 

up at her with questioning eyes, wondering how such music had escaped her soul. 

Melody opened her eyes as if aware for the first time that anyone but she had seen her heart 

as it had danced naked and unadorned in the music of her soul. She blushed slightly and lowered 

her instrument. A part of her mind searched for what she should play next. There was nothing 

that could follow such music. She returned her instrument to the case, closed it slowly, and 

stepped from the pavilion. The applause died slowly as her crowd slowly, reluctantly dispersed. 

Many kind words and sad smiles bid her farewell. At last only one admirer remained. 

“Melody, that was . . . breathtaking!” he concluded after a stunned pause. 

Melody looked up, startled. “Theodore!” 

His face was deeply concerned. “What dark tragedy has pulled such beauty from you and left 

you so exhausted?” he asked earnestly. “And, why will this be your last concert in the park?” 

“I can’t really say. There’s nothing you can do about it,” she said. Then looking down, she 

sidestepped and continued her escape from the park. 

“How do you know what I can’t do? At the very least I can listen,” he said kindly, but 

forcefully. 

“I’m just not sure. My solicitor has told me to not speak of this to anyone. I just think . . .” 

“Solicitor!? Is it that serious?” They were by a park bench. Theodore took her elbow gently, 

but insistently, and motioned for her to sit. Melody hesitated, then just gave up and sat down 

dejectedly. Tears began to slip silently down her face once again. She snubbed them away 

angrily with the back of her gloved hand. She refused to look up. 

Theodore sat beside her with his whole body turned toward her. He placed a hand on hers. 

“Tell me what is happening,” he asked softly. “Please.” 

“There’s nothing you can do about it. It would only drag you into something you’re not 

involved with.” 

“Please. I have powerful friends. Perhaps . . .” 

Melody looked up at him, her eyes pooled with tears, and she told him much more than she 

had intended. She told him everything, everything. 

When she finally finished, he stood, a look of determination on his face. “Let me check into 

this. When do you meet again with your solicitor?” 



 

 

“Next Tuesday. The hearing is still several weeks away.” 

“I’ll talk to you in a day or two. In the meantime, have faith.” 

Melody looked at him hopelessly. “In you? I’m grateful for your concern, but I hardly know 

you.” 

“Then, have faith in God. He won’t let you down. As for me, I’ll just make a few inquiries 

and let you know what I find.” 

“Thank you,” she said weakly, failing to find any hope in his words.  

Theodore stood resolutely, smiled oddly, and left in a hurry. Melody watched him depart 

with detached amazement, as if he were behaving strangely in a world very different from hers. 

What was that which she saw in his eyes – anger, betrayal, fury? She had expected none of those, 

except perhaps a vague concern or forced sorrow. This new revelation simply added to her 

confusion, and to her fear:  fear that he would somehow impale himself upon her trials, and fear 

that in so doing he might actually make her lot far worse.  As her solicitor had strongly 

suggested, her guilt would only be amplified if she attempted by some circuitous route to escape 

justice.  

Theodore’s heart was swilling in rage as he stomped away from her. It had taken all his self-

control to keep from screaming in rage at her revelation. As she had related the long tale of her 

sad life, fragments of conversations came to him with great force. The first time her lips had 

formed the word Rhodesia, he had made the fateful connection. 

He slipped into his car near the park and made an illegal U-turn. He left town a few miles 

later and sped into the countryside. Seventeen miles from town he slowed and pulled onto a new-

looking cobblestone lane. An elegant brick fence stretched as far as he could see in both 

directions. The lane slipped around a manicured hill and past a small lake. Across the lake an 

elaborate English-Tudor mansion sprawled across formal gardens. Fountains and reflecting pools 

dotted the landscape. 

He pulled up to the front door and stepped out. He trotted to the door which opened for he 

arrived.   

“Good afternoon, master Theodore. A butler in formal attire greeted him pleasantly. “What 

an unexpected pleasure. My I inform your uncle you have arrived?” 

“Yes please, Alvin, and ask if I may speak to him immediately.” 

“Certainly, sir. Please make yourself at home. You know the way around.” 

“Thank you,” Theodore said as he stepped into the sumptuous foyer. A massive stair began 

before him, gilded lions sat upon the lintels, their heads resting upon paws with watchful eyes. 

The stair rose halfway and split at a landing, with each side gliding opposite directions to a 

balcony high above. A massive chandelier hung in the cavity between the stairs. It was a sight he 



 

 

had seen many times, one that he loved, and planned on calling his own someday. He was, after 

all, the eldest and most favored heir, and destined to vast wealth and title.  

Theodore’s devotion to the seminary and the church was real and fervent, but also a large 

part of his uncle’s devotion to him. It was Uncle Tennison’s oft-stated desire that his heir should 

be an ordained minister which had initially interested Theodore in priestly pursuits. Theodore’s 

imminent ordination to the priesthood had elevated him above a host of cousins as their uncle’s 

heir apparent. It was a happy coincidence for Theodore that the yoke of the church suited him at 

least as well as the idea of vast wealth. 

“How is my favorite nephew?” a voice boomed from his left. 

“I am well, uncle. I am very well. And you?” 

“The same, the same. I still haven’t found a way to live forever, so the same.” 

Theodore laughed, though the subject was near and dear to his Uncle’s heart, it was a family 

joke of sorts. 

Theodore’s uncle was dressed in a silk smoking jacket with a wide black collar and gold 

embroidered body. He was in his late seventies, and still hale, though somewhat stooped. He 

commanded a sprawling empire that stretched across most of Europe. His name was universally 

honored and feared. His hair was full and perfectly white. He wore it loosely to his shoulders. 

His hair was simply another manifestation of his arrogance, and his obsession with doing exactly 

as he pleased, no matter the consequence. Let the whole world step aside if it must. 

His uncle slipped a well-manicured hand through Theodore’s arm and turned him back the 

direction he had come. A look of affection softened his otherwise angular and age-cratered face. 

“Come into my study. What brings you out into the country? It must be urgent.” 

Theodore followed his uncle into the study, a room of dark woods and deep green carpet. 

Bookshelves a full two stories tall towered over them, filled with ancient tomes. “Uncle, you 

know I love you,” Theodore began in a warning voice. 

His uncle waved him off with an impatient gesture and shake of his head.  He rolled his eyes 

as he sat in a plush red chair before the massive fireplace. “I can see I had better sit down for this 

one,” he quipped in mock gravity, a patronizing smile upon his face. 

Theodore sat opposite him on the edge of an identical chair, leaning forward. He forced his 

voice to calm. “I just pieced together several statements I remembered your making last 

weekend.” 

His uncle smiled. “About the spy from Rhodesia?”  

It always amazed Theodore how perceptive his Uncle was. He ruled a far-flung private 

empire with nothing but his brilliant analytical mind, and his flawless memory.  



 

 

All that aside, Theodore would not be deterred, even by admiration. “Uncle, I met the person 

in question, and she’s no spy.” 

Uncle waved his hand in dismissal. “Of course not! But, she is a person of unsavory 

background, and hardly fit company for one of your noble birth,” he said forcefully, though still 

amiably. 

Theodore wagged his finger at his uncle. “Are you playing matchmaker again? I thought you 

were going to stay out of my love life.” 

“I do stay out of it!” he cried. Then his voice grew conspiratorial. “Unless you start 

gravitating toward gutter tripe and street musicians.” 

“This particular street musician happens to be from a very old family from Devonshire. They 

were easily as wealthy as you until their father took his family to Rhodesia to colonize.” 

“They were – about the time I was born. I’m aware of all that, of course. He was later 

stripped of his lands and titles for treason against the crown.” 

“His treason was nothing more than loving his new land, and being willing to give everything 

to possess it. He was a nobleman, and his family still are. Melody is a marvelous woman of great 

talent and depth.” 

“Melody. What an appropriate name for a street musician.” Uncle’s voice was rich with 

sarcasm. 

“Uncle, you’re being haughty. She plays in the park for the love of music . . .” 

“And to make money!” 

“She makes money because she is a world-class musician, and because our government 

denied her a visa and passport, and with that any possibility of making a living. A lesser woman 

would have turned to something menial, or prostitution. I tell you she is a noble woman.” 

“Posh! She’s a street musician.” 

“Uncle, if you met her, you’d be charmed and probably ask her to marry you yourself.” 

His uncle laughed heartily. “You know I can never deny you. You hypnotize me even when 

you defy me. What do you want me to do?” 

“I want you to stop her prosecution. It was you who started it. Don’t deny it.” 

“I do what I must to protect the kingdom,” he said airily, then drew his face into an 

expression that was more of a wolfish grin than a smile. “What’s in it for me?”  

“There’s nothing you don’t have, including my undying fealty,” Theodore avowed with a 

regal wave of his hand from chin to knee.  



 

 

Uncle grew serious. “Theodore, I want you to marry in your class. I want you to possess all 

this,” he said with an expansive wave of both arms, “after I am gone, or even before. I don’t 

want you to sully my name by marrying beneath yourself.” 

“I haven’t decided to marry Melody, nor have we even remotely discussed it. But, I must 

marry whom I love, Uncle.” 

“Nonsense! You marry whom you must for title and power, then go wherever else you must 

for love. It is what must be.” 

Theodore did not want to engage his Uncle in a debate about love and lust. He knew his 

uncle to be well endowed with the latter, and agnostic about the former. Theodore thought it wise 

to not succumb to his uncle’s clever bait.  “Then, I will give you a challenge,” Theodore said 

upon a sudden inspiration. 

“You? Challenging me? You grow bold in your cleric’s collar,” he said jovially, but with an 

obvious nip of warning. 

Theodore leaned back in his chair with confidence he did not feel. “A challenge even you 

can’t resist.” 

“Intriguing, go on.” 

“Take whomever I choose to accompany me on life’s journey and elevate her to whatever 

status you feel appropriate. Or, perhaps you haven’t the power to raise, only to tear down,” he 

said, his words tonal with jest, his eyes flashing with earnst. 

“I can turn a potato into a princess if I desire!” his uncle asserted hotly. 

Theodore’s voice remained impassive. “Then, I challenge you to do whatever you must to 

satisfy your lusts, and still leave my happiness to my discretion. I’m afraid if you destroy this 

fragile flower I have found I shall be forever moody and sullen when I’m around you,” he pouted 

only partly in jest. 

His uncle blustered uncharacteristically. “Happiness has nothing to do with women, love or 

discretion. It has only to do with power!” 

Theodore stood slowly. “Then, I offer you the happiness of using your power to restore my 

street musician and elevate her to whatever station you feel she must possess to remain in my 

circle. She needn’t know anything of our involvement in her life, and I prefer she does not.” 

His uncle took his chin in both fingers. Only the crackling of the fire in the grate interrupted 

the silence that lingered for a long moment. “It is an intriguing challenge,” he said at last. 

“You will do it then?” 

“You know I can’t say no to you,” Uncle affirmed, once again amiable. Still, there was a 

steely look in his eyes that conveyed strict warning.  



 

 

Theodore knew he had walked very close to the edge – in fact, beyond the edge, and only 

Uncle’s very real desire for his happiness, and his lust for an appropriate heir, had yanked 

Theodore back from a fatal fall. 

Theodore grinned. “A fact I was counting on. Still, Uncle, I thank you with all my heart.” 

“Posh. You just want my money.” 

“That too,” Theodore laughed. 

“Get out of my house!” 

“Yes, Uncle,” Theodore smiled broadly and hurried to the door.  

Uncle Tennison watched him until the butler was pulling open the door. “Theodore,” he 

called across the large foyer, his voice echoing in the vast emptiness. 

“Yes, Uncle?” 

“Well played,” he said softly. 

Theodore bowed formally, and left without a word. His heart sang as he sped back to town. 

Well played indeed! Had not the stakes been so high he might have actually enjoyed it. Wielding 

power was indeed intoxicating, even if it was someone else’s power.  

_____________________________ 

 

Fred and Connie, Sam and Princess’s nearest neighbors, continued to grow in their love of 

the gospel, and in their love of Sam and Princess. Their interest in the gospel had begun in 

earnest many months before when they had wrapped their arms around Connie’s wayward sister 

Angelica, and decided to attend Angelica’s missionary discussions in Sam’s home. 

During the fifth discussion, the missionaries had asked Angelica if she would like to be 

baptized after she had gotten her life in order. Angelica had answered that she was already a 

member. An awkward moment of silence had followed while the missionary who had asked the 

question turned red. His companion had poked him in the ribs with an elbow, and the room 

erupted into laughter. When solemnity returned, Sam realized that Fred had not laughed.  

“Fred,” Sam had asked. “Is something troubling you?” 

“Yes,” he had answered frankly. “I’m grateful that Angelica is taking the missionary lessons, 

and is finding truth for herself. But, I’m the non-member here, and nobody has bothered to ask 

me a single question.” 

There had been a moment of silence while everyone, including Fred, pondered the meaning 

of his complaint. One of the missionaries had started to apologize, promised to include Fred in 

their gospel discussion. But, Sam had politely interrupted him. 



 

 

“Fred, would you like to be baptized?” 

“Well, yes!” he had almost shouted. Connie turned to him with an expression of total 

amazement.  

“Fred!” she had exclaimed. “I had no idea you knew it was true too!” 

Fred had fumbled with his hands, then looked directly at his wife. “I watched a miracle take 

place in your life, and now with Angelica because of the gospel. I’m stubborn, Connie, but I’m 

not stupid. I know something good when I see it, and I want to be a part of it. I want to have 

these miracles a part of my life from now on. Yes, I know it’s true.” He smiled happily. “Don’t 

look so amazed!” 

“I’m sorry, Honey. It’s just that I, well you, I mean, we never  . . .” 

“When would you like to be baptized?” Sam had asked, interrupting Connie’s stammering. 

“As soon as it can be arranged,” Fred had replied forcefully. 

“That would be tomorrow night,” the senior of the two missionaries had replied. Fred had 

merely nodded, and smiled broadly. 

True to his word, Fred was baptized that following evening  

For Sam and Princess, the year following Fred’s baptism passed in a whirl of family and 

business. These months were exciting and challenging. The business was expanding nicely into 

Washington, requiring that Sam make frequent trips to the “Lower forty-eight,” as it was 

commonly called by Alaskans. He had made some specific goals regarding the business, and was 

ahead of schedule in achieving them.  

To make his stays in Washington more comfortable Sam bought a condo in Seattle, hired a 

housekeeper, a cook and bought a car. No more rental cars, hotel rooms, and lonely meals in 

smoky restaurants. He felt quite pleased with himself. 

It was late September, and it had already snowed in Wasilla. In Seattle, the weather was cool 

and rainy with brief periods of sunshine. Sam found himself reluctant to return to the land of ice 

and snow. Somewhere on one of the back burners of his mind, he was brewing a plan to move 

the family to Seattle. He was just waiting for the opportune moment to spring the idea on 

Princess. 

It was more a matter of his reading his calendar wrong when booking flights than anything 

else, but his flight did not leave until Sunday morning. It was only Friday afternoon and he was 

finished with business. His mind was pondering what to do when the phone rang in his condo. 

“Did I remember correctly that you are not going back to Alaska until Sunday?” Winston’s 

familiar voice asked without saying hello. 



 

 

Winston Alan was his biggest client in Seattle, and about his age. Sam enjoyed being in his 

company, as well as doing business with him. “That’s right.” 

“Then come out to dinner with Lucy and I.” In typical form for his new friend, it was not a 

request. 

“I’d be pleased to,” Sam responded. 

“I’ll have the car pick you up at four then,” Winston replied. 

“Why so early?” 

“We’re taking the jet,” he answered cryptically. 

“I didn’t know you had a jet. Where are we going?” 

“Why not just let us surprise you,” Winston replied with a laugh. 

“You’re on,” Sam agreed happily. 

A limo arrived exactly at four, and whisked Sam to a small airport. Winston and his wife 

Lucy met him beside a sleek business jet. 

“This is impressive,” Sam said enthusiastically. 

Winston shook Sam’s hand and smiled. “I know,” he replied. “I’m surprised you don’t have 

one.” 

Winston Alan was a little older than Sam. His money was old, inherited from his great-

grandfather who had opened the first fast food restaurant in Seattle. Winston was a little over six 

feet tall, and dashingly handsome. He had an easy charm that disarmed admirers of both sexes. 

He wore his dark brown hair long, his mustache neatly trimmed, and his cowboy hat tilted back 

on his head. He even wore his cowboy hat with his tux. When one has as much money as 

Winston, people don’t criticize; they wonder how they would look in a cowboy hat and tux.  

Besides all this, Winston was a wizard with money, and had quadrupled the family’s already 

sizeable fortune. His most ingratiating quality was that there was not even the smallest drop of 

arrogance in him. When he was involved in a conversation, the topic at hand was never Winston 

Alan. If it turned his way, he frankly answered whatever question had arisen, and then turned the 

topic back to something else.  

If he had a glaring flaw, it was brutal honesty. If one didn’t really want to know the answer, 

you’d best not ask Winston. Sam had been surprised more than once by having Winston tell him 

he was acting unwisely. Every time it had occurred, it had cost Winston more money, but it had 

won him a friend in Sam Mahoy. 

“Actually, it never crossed my mind,” Sam replied concerning the jet. But, it was definitely 

on his mind now. He was shown to a plush, white leather seat and buckled in by an attractive 



 

 

stewardess. Winston disappeared into the cabin. For a moment, Sam thought Winston was going 

to pilot the plane, but he returned and took a seat beside Lucy and facing Sam. In just a few 

minutes the engines whined to life, and they were on their way. 

Sam didn’t know where they were going until they began their descent about two hours later. 

He looked out the window at the unmistakable glitz of the Las Vegas strip. 

“Why didn’t you tell me we were heading for Las Vegas?” Sam asked, a little irked at his 

friend. 

“Because, you wouldn’t have come,” Winston answered with his typical candor. 

“You’re probably right. I’m out of place here. I don’t drink. I don’t gamble. I don’t go to 

burlesque shows. I don’t …” 

“You do eat, don’t you?” Lucy interrupted him with a charming smile. 

“Of course. But …” 

“Las Vegas has the most incredible buffet dining in the world,” Lucy continued. “Believe 

me, I know. We’re not going to corrupt you. We only blow a few quarters in the machines, and if 

it offends you, we won’t even do that. We just love the lights, the glamour, and the food. We 

hoped you would too,” she said patiently. 

Lucy was a slender, long legged woman in her thirties, with almost black hair. She wore a 

short black, silky sleeveless dress that plunged in the neckline. With black high heels and a 

beaming smile, she was a drop-dead beauty. Not cute, not pretty – beautiful. She was one of 

those women that it takes two looks to take in her beauty. One glance simply wasn’t sufficient. 

Sam, and every other male she had ever known, had experienced that very phenomenon. Part of 

her beauty was the fact that she felt beautiful, and even something as minute as a tiny smile, or 

blink of her eyes, was part of her one-woman pageant. The only thing that made her performance 

perfectly acceptable was that she was doing it all for her husband, whom she clearly, openly 

adored. 

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be a prude,” Sam said. 

“You can’t help it,” Winston declared brusquely, then laughed at his own words. He was 

right, as usual. Sam forced himself lighten up. He was determined to not spoil the evening. 

Another limo took them to Le Village Buffet, inside the Paris Casino on the Strip. It wasn’t 

the biggest casino in town, but the buffet was world famous, and to Sam, mind-boggling. Every 

form of fine food, from prime rib to exotic delicacies, were laid out in seemingly endless array. 

Five separate stations presented cuisine from different French provinces. Lobster, shrimp, steaks, 

and a mind-numbing display of rich desserts stretched before them. They spent over an hour 

relishing delicacies from all over the world. Even though Sam had dined in fine restaurants all 

over Europe, Africa and throughout the States, he was fully impressed. It was the most exquisite 

culinary experience of his life. 



 

 

As they ate, Sam looked around at the casino and restaurant. Everywhere he looked the 

visage of fantastic wealth was evident. The building was built in the style of the French 

renaissance. Massive crystal chandeliers hung from vaulted ceilings held aloft by gilded 

columns. All round him were fantastic works of art, stained glass windows of world-class 

beauty, and incredible displays of exotic plants and flowers. Each wall held priceless works of 

art. He wondered at the amount of money that had gone into all this, and realized grimly that it 

had all come from gambling. 

“We’re going to go dunk a few quarters,” Winston said as he plopped his napkin on his plate. 

“Wanna come and watch?”  

“I suppose,” Sam replied. He had never really understood gambling, either the method, or the 

motivation to do it. And though he had no desire to learn, he thought he might as well tag along 

as sit alone. 

Winston began pumping quarters into a machine whose display was a computer monitor. It 

made Sam wonder if they had programmed the computer inside honestly. After a few minutes his 

machine lit up, played loud music, and belched a bunch of quarters into a tray. 

“Yahoo!” Winston cried. “I just won a hundred bucks!”  

Sam was amazed, since Winston was a millionaire many times over. He had seen Winston 

drop a hundred dollars on a tip to an attentive, or even just a pretty waitress. It wasn’t the money, 

Sam decided, it was beating the odds. 

“Here,” Winston said enthusiastically as he pushed a small bucket full of quarters into Sam’s 

hand. “Take that one, and pump quarters into it for me. We’re going to win big tonight. I can feel 

it!”  

“Winston, I told you, I don’t gamble.” 

“I know. You’re not. It’s my money, so it’s my gamble. See? You’re just helping me. Just 

take that machine there and put the silly quarters into it. If it pays off, I get the money, since it’s 

my quarters. So, make yourself useful,” he said, and turned his attention back to his own 

machine. 

Sam studied the big machine before him, and decided it was harmless. He pushed a quarter 

into the machine and pulled the handle. He watched the four wheels spin and clank to a stop one 

by one. He wasn’t sure why, but two of the four matched, and his machine clanked out a couple 

dollars in a noisy display of lights and coins.  

“Hey! You’re hot!” Winston proclaimed enthusiastically.  

Sam hardly heard him. He scooped up the quarters and fed them back into the machine. Soon 

his bucket was empty, and he bought some quarters of his own. Every now and then he won a 

few dollars. Ignoring the overwhelming evidence of mounting losses, Sam felt like a world-class 

winner. When he finally hit the machine’s limit, and won a hundred dollars, he was addicted. 

Sam felt heady, almost spiritual, watching the machine pump out so many quarters. It took 



 

 

several minutes for it to pay off as it whistled, flashed and rang bells congratulating him. As it 

pumped quarters at him he had an odd feeling toward the machine strangely akin to love. He 

scooped them into buckets and pumped them all back into the machine.  

By the time Winston and Lucy were ready to leave, Sam had graduated to the dollar 

machines, and was still buying tokens. They had to pry him away from his slot machine and 

force him to come home. It didn’t even occur to him as he walked reluctantly away that, even 

though he still had three buckets of quarters, and one of dollar tokens, he had lost over a 

thousand dollars. The other thing that was obscure to him was that he was solidly hooked. 

Sam returned to Alaska thinking about gambling. Somewhere in his mind he realized it was 

wrong, but also considered it a harmless, one-time event. The next time he returned to 

Washington he waited anxiously for Winston to invite him to Las Vegas. When it didn’t occur, 

Sam called them. They agreed happily. Sam spent the whole time learning blackjack. He lost 

thousands. In some odd way, it didn’t seem to matter. The thrill was in the act of gambling, not 

the illusive hope of winning. Though winning money was the object, and brought a fiery 

justification to his actions, in a way it was almost undesirable because it brought the rush and 

risk of gambling to an immediate end. It took time to build it back up. 

By the time he returned to Alaska a week later, Sam had not felt the Spirit in two weeks, and 

hadn’t even noticed its absence. He felt a new spirit that seemed to replace the sweetness the 

Holy Spirit with a glittering emotional high he found intoxicating and demanding. Even though 

he was still in the bishopric, he found it time-consuming to go to church, and the whisperings of 

the Holy Spirit more of a reminder that he had found something more alluring, than as an 

invitation to return. 

Princess noticed Sam’s new demeanor and was concerned for him. When she asked about it, 

he waved his hands dismissively, and gave her a generic excuse. He could tell she didn’t believe 

him. He just ignored her.  

 “Sam, I have no idea why you’re different, but I would be willing to bet a hundred dollars its 

coming from something you did in Seattle. You’ve changed, and you’re dragging me and the 

girls into it. We have been married eight years now, and I’ve never seen you like this. You no 

longer have light in your eyes, and you don’t read the scriptures, or pray, or speak of spiritual 

things, or play beautiful music.” 

Sam hadn’t realized he had stopped playing the piano he (used to) love so well. He listened 

to her firm denunciation of his behavior at first with anger, then with increasing chagrin. He 

knew she was right. So did she. 

“I married you as much for your spiritual greatness as for anything else about you. If you 

don’t find out what’s going on, and end it immediately, I’m going to pack up the girls and go live 

with your parents until you do.” she warned him.  

“Princess, there’s nothing going on,” he lied. He just wanted her to not be angry with him. 

“I’m just tired, and need a change of pace. I…” 



 

 

“Don’t you lie to me!” she warned him. “You listen to me, Sam Mahoy! If you were 

systematically cutting off pieces of your body do you think I wouldn’t notice, or that I wouldn’t 

care? Do you think I would believe you if you repeatedly told me nothing was wrong with your 

hacking off fingers and toes, or an ear? Do you think I love you so little that I wouldn’t do 

whatever it took to get you to stop destroying yourself?”  

Sam kept his eyes averted, so Princess continued. 

“Well, you are slowly hacking off something much more precious than body parts. I will not 

stand by and watch you. I love you too much to become a party to your self-destruction either 

through my silence, or through joining you in whatever it is you’re doing. Either you get a grip 

on your life, or I’m going to leave you until you do. I love you too much to not use any tool at 

my disposal to wake you up, and that includes walking out that door, and never coming back.” 

She turned her back to him and walked up the stairs. 

Sam sat by himself on the big sofa most of the night. He alternately fought a terrifying fear of 

losing the person he loved most in this world, and losing the most physically stimulating thing he 

had ever found. For a few moments, he would hate her for threatening and attempting to 

manipulate him, then love her for her courage, then hate himself for stooping so low. Then, he’d 

start all over again. It was a maddening treadmill of vile emotions.  

Loud voices argued persuasively in his head that it was breaking no commandment, and was 

harmless. He certainly had the money to lose. It was not a hardship on his family, so what 

difference did it make? He knew it was wrong, it’s just that this form of being wrong was so 

completely stimulating, that he had difficulty even considering abandoning it.  

Deep within him he knew Princess wouldn’t actually leave him. She might make good on her 

threat to spend a few days with his parents, but she would not leave him, not even for something 

far more serious than this. Sam had offended himself, not his wife. He had betrayed no 

covenants, moral laws or sacred trust. Though somewhat dramatic, he knew this was her way of 

opening his eyes, and that she would stand by him, and support him. She would show forth an 

increase of love following her sharp rebuke. Still, Sam could not doubt that she did not respect 

him in his current state of spiritual decay, and that stung deeply. 

Sometime during that night, he found the remorse he had previously lacked. Princess’s 

rebuttal became irrelevant. His addictions became irrelevant, and only his relationship with the 

heavens mattered.  

He fell down to his knees and prayed earnestly. The heavens above him were stone, and 

silent. He arose, felt himself being buffeted, his heart rising in rebellion, then fell again to his 

knees, each time begging more earnestly for forgiveness. This process repeated many times 

during the night. By the time light came he had arrived at the inglorious point in true repentance 

where one feels completely filthy. 

At seven a.m., he called his landlord in Seattle and put the condo up for sale. He would never 

return there. He called his business contacts and informed them they would be doing business by 

long distance telephone from now on. When Princess arose, he sat her down and told her 

everything. 



 

 

Princess listened quietly, nodded sadly and occasionally sniffed back some tears. When he 

had finished laying out the pathway to his pollution, she stood and came to sit beside him. 

“Sam,” Princess began somewhat contritely. “I’ve been thinking about last night, and want to 

apologize for what I said. I was wrong to threaten and manipulate you. Will you forgive me? It 

wasn’t my place to judge you.” 

“Forgive you?” Sam asked, incredulously. He was in fact grateful, notwithstanding the fact 

that she had pressured him. 

“I truly am sorry I threatened you. I was wrong.” She paused and added gently, “No wife has 

that prerogative.”   

Sam nodded, but said nothing. 

“I hope you realize, I would never leave you because you were fighting some internal battle, 

or because I was disappointed with the direction of your life.” 

Sam nodded again. “I realized that last night, but thanks for saying so.” 

Princess’s mood lightened, and she lay her head on his shoulder. “Is there anything I can 

do?”  

Sam kissed the top of her head. “Keep reminding me how much I love you.” 

“Even better, I’m going to keep reminding you of how much you love the Lord,” she replied, 

lifting her head to look at him. “I have no illusions about who you love better. I have always 

known I was number two on your list, Sam Mahoy.” 

Sam shook his head in confusion, not entirely sure he wasn’t getting into more trouble even 

as she spoke.  

Princess’s voice became teasing. “There was a time when I was a tiny bit jealous. Now that I 

see what a scum bag you are when I move up to the number one slot, I find I miss being number 

two. As a matter of fact, I don’t think I could love you as much as I do, if you actually dropped 

the Lord from the number one position. 

“Just so there’s no misunderstanding,” she continued, “you’re number two on my list, too.” 

She stood, and kissed him on the forehead. 

As she was turning to walk away he replied, “Just so there’s no misunderstanding, among all 

the inhabitants of this world, you are number one.” 

“And that’s why I love you so much,” she said happily without breaking stride or looking 

back.  

That evening Sam felt the heavens open a tiny crack as he urgently sought spiritual healing. 

The power once again washed over him, and he heard these words. “Prepare quickly, lest the 



 

 

trials come upon you, and find you unprepared.” It startled Sam so completely that he started a 

fast then and there. 

Nearly six months after the chance immersion into the seductive world of gambling, Sam 

emerged victorious. His prayers slowly, happily, became a joy once again. Princess steadfastly 

supported and encouraged, and the Holy Spirit returned to his life.  

He had learned something about himself through all this. He learned that he could fail. 

Somehow, he had always assumed he was invincible, spiritually indestructible. Sure, he knew he 

made errors, and occasionally made blunders which took the Holy Spirit away for a day or two. 

This was the first time, however, that he had seen how easily he could be enticed away from 

righteousness. It frightened him to realize how completely vulnerable he was.  

He printed this statement on several pieces of paper and hung them around his office.  

Only the grace of God  

Separates me from temptations  

I am powerless to resist 

 Another time he penned this thought and pinned it up beside his desk.  

I have discovered I am for sale  

I just keep the price so high  

No one but God can pay it.  

Even though the thought wasn’t entirely accurate, these little reminders helped him 

remember that he apparently did have a price. He had seen that given the right circumstances, he 

could be duped into selling out. He truly did believe his only salvation was in keeping the prince 

so high that no mortal, or immortal for that matter, could offer it to him.  

It seemed to Sam as if spiritual sunshine had burst into his life in such glorious brightness 

that he almost needed spiritual sunglasses. Yet, had he owned such a thing, he would never have 

considered using them. He basked in the thrill of spiritual oneness, and a perfect brightness of 

hope. How he rejoiced in the days and weeks that followed. He had never experienced such an 

outpouring of the Spirit. Suddenly, not because of any element of self-discipline, or self-mastery, 

but simply because he was for the first time completely overcome with the Holy Ghost, his soul 

shucked off every untoward attribute. He knew all this to be a gift from God, a divine upgrading 

of his soul, a sweet endowment of a small measure of the stature of the fullness of the Master. 

Suddenly, his faith was absolute, his desires absolutely pure, his joy immense and utterly, 

perfectly overwhelming. His mind was flawlessly pointed heavenward, and his every thought 

was a prayer. The desire for sin utterly departed, and his love of fellow man became 

heartrendingly pure. The world and all its enticements and rewards utterly lost their appeal. His 



 

 

soul yearned for righteousness and rejoiced in glorious prayer. The scriptures spoke peace to his 

soul, and all the world was colored with a celestial hue.  

He often awoke at night, having dreamed of praying. He wrote long passages in his journal 

that would take years to fully understand. He lived as one whose life had been purified in the 

furnace of extreme trial, and had emerged triumphant. His joy was so utterly perfect, that every 

moment his bosom burned with the Holy Ghost, and every spiritual thought brought the distinct 

impression that the veil was about to part, and allow him into the presence of his Savior.  

 Sam was still rejoicing as he took Princess’s arm and escorted her to the Jeep. She was 

dressed in a long blue formal, and he a rented tux. It was New Year’s Eve, and they were going 

to the dance at the church. Deep snow had fallen, and Sam considered it wise to take the faithful 

four-wheel drive Jeep, rather than the much nicer Ford Thunderbird. 

The cultural hall was decorated with sparkling streamers, balloons and colored lights. A 

multifaceted mirrored ball turned slowly overhead casting a thousand glitters of light through the 

hall. The band was live, and quite good. They danced happily until a few minutes before 

midnight. 

Sam’s version of dancing was standing in one place and alternately shuffling one foot and 

then the other. Princess was an exquisite dancer, and accomplished in ways Sam could never 

hope to be. They seldom went to dances because Sam felt so awkward. Yet, he loved standing 

there, slowly moving in harmony with his precious wife, and gazing into her eyes. He loved to 

watch her watch him, loving him and cherishing the time together. Sam had just gathered her 

closer to him as the music shifted to the familiar tune always played just before the stroke of 

midnight. It was magical, sweet and perfect.  

From not far away Sam heard the unexpected sound of a muffled cry, and the unmistakable 

thud of a body hitting the floor. He turned around simultaneously with a hundred others to see 

Bishop Dowling slumping to the floor. He ran to assist, and found himself kneeling with many 

others beside their Bishop. He was not breathing, and quickly turning blue. One of the church 

members was a doctor, several others there were paramedics.  

The Bishop received excellent care immediately. Though shocked, Bishop Dowling’s friends 

did everything right. Sam found himself kneeling with his hands on the Bishops head with many 

others. Hands rested upon his shoulders. As the highest church authority present, he opened his 

mouth to call upon the Lord through His holy priesthood to restore this good man to his proper 

place in this world. With complete faith in Christ, and knowledge born of righteous experience, 

Sam opened his mouth to pronounce this blessing with great faith that the Bishop would be 

called back, even from beyond the very gates of death. It was a marvelous experience to feel 

such faith, and he spoke with power. 

“Bishop David Dowling, in the name of Jesus Christ, and by the power of the holy 

Melchizedek Priesthood, I lay my hands on your head and give you this blessing. In this your 

time of greatest need, I bless you with continued life…” He paused, for the words on his lips 

startled him. He felt hands move on his shoulders in discomfort, and seconds stretched as slowly 

as hours. He tried to say other words, to find another blessing, but there was no other. Being 



 

 

filled with the power of the Holy Ghost, and flooded with that sweet warmth of heaven-born 

peace, he completed the sentence his fears had caused him to delay. “… however, not life as you 

have known it in this world. I release you. Your labors in this world are completed. Further 

labors only you can perform await you in another sphere, and great glory in the resurrection to 

come. In that day when all is made known, you and all those who love you will rejoice in this 

departure, which to us now seems so untimely, and so unfair. Until then, we who love you bid 

you farewell. In the name of Jesus Christ, Amen.” 

Sister Dowling fell on her husband’s body and wept, others burst into tears as well. Loving 

hands comforted and finally lifted Sister Dowling. Those working on his body continued, but 

with a different spirit. Their actions were seen by no one as defiant to the blessing given, but as a 

physical necessity to complete their obligation to their training and profession.  

When Sam finally thought to look at the clock again, it was nearly two a.m. The new year 

had come in quite unexpectedly tragic. Sam and Princess returned home slowly through heavily 

falling snow. Somehow, the dense white blanket of silence seemed appropriate to the heaviness 

in their hearts. 

Two days later Sam was called and set apart as Bishop of the Wasilla Second ward. The 

suddenness of the change was startling. One minute he had been perfectly content as Bishop 

Dowling’s first counselor. Now the faithful Bishop was dead, he was the Bishop, and he had a 

funeral to arrange and conduct. His heart pounded in apprehension every time his thoughts 

turned to the funeral. He often swallowed the lump in his throat as he attempted to deal with the 

affairs and tragedy of the Dowling family’s loss. 

Bishop Dowling had been forty-eight, far too young to die. His wife was one year older, and 

mother of four sons. She was untrained and unable to make a living for her family. Her loss was 

profound, and she crumbled under the weight of grief and despair. 

The funeral was scheduled for Saturday, a mere three days away. Princess was away on some 

other business relative to the funeral when Sam entered his study and closed the door. He sat at 

the big desk and lowered his head into his hands. His prayer was nearly always the same these 

last few days. 

“Father, help me…” he pled, his heart heavy with the burden of his new office. 

“Brother Mahoy,” a voice distinctly spoke to him. Sam was certain no one was in the house 

and looked up in shock. He was completely alone. He checked the house and finding himself 

alone, returned to his study. This time he locked the door. No sooner had he resumed his prayer 

than he heard the same as before. 

“Brother Mahoy,” the same voice said. This time he recognized the voice, and it sent a thrill 

of happiness and confusion through him. 

“Bishop Dowling?” Sam asked aloud. As he watched, a light formed in front of his desk and 

a form took shape. He instantly recognized his former Bishop and friend. He was dressed in a 

familiar business suit, although his countenance was very bright, almost colorless. He was 

standing nearly a foot above the floor. 



 

 

“Brother Mahoy,” the image before him repeated, and smiled. “I have come to give you 

instructions concerning my family,” he said. “I was called away from my earthly family because 

of a pressing need here,” he continued, making a sweeping motion with his right hand. “I am the 

first of my family line to hold the priesthood. I did not know then that all missionaries in this 

world of spirits go to their own kin. Most of my family here have accepted the Gospel, but could 

not receive their full blessings until a priesthood holder returned home to complete the process.  

“Though untimely by earthly measures, my arrival has been anticipated for a thousand years 

or more. I literally have more work to do than I can possibly accomplish.” With this the Bishop 

seemed to shift his stance to the other foot as he made a motion with his right hand that Sam had 

seen a thousand times, which seemed to signify a change of subject. 

“I have been granted this great gift of returning to instruct you, and comfort my wife and 

children. Otherwise, my wife will be overwhelmed, and my sons lost. I asked this blessing of our 

dear Savior in answer to the apparent untimeliness of my passing. As you can see, it was 

granted,” his former Bishop informed him.  

“I will do whatever I can, Bishop,” Sam replied. He had never seen an angel before, and was 

amazed that he beheld it with his natural eyes, and heard with his normal hearing. He wondered 

if he had had a tape recorder at hand, if he could have recorded the conversation. 

“It is well. Thank you Sam. Tell them I am serving the Lord in this most important calling. 

Tell them I love them, and have prepared a place for them. Tell them to be faithful, and to endure 

without fear. All is well, all is well.” 

Sam was jotting notes on a pad. He looked up to see Bishop Dowling watching him, waiting 

for him to finish writing. Sam smiled, and nodded. 

“Tell my wife to carry on. Tell her to prepare herself to remarry in due time. Tell her I desire 

it for her welfare and happiness. She will always be my eternal companion. Tell her to never 

doubt that.” 

“I will,” Sam assured him. 

“I have little time left. I want you to speak at my funeral. Tell my family what I have said.” 

“I will,” Sam repeated. 

“Sam, tell Evelyn I did have life insurance. Thank you, Sam. God bless you, and farewell,” 

he added in obvious haste. 

Sam scribbled this final note and looked up in time to see the light gathering around his 

former friend. In the blink of an eye, he was gone. Except for a few scribbled notes before him, a 

racing heart, and a profound burning in the bosom, there was no evidence that a heavenly 

messenger had just been in the room. 

Not many minutes elapsed before the phone on his desk rang, startling him back to reality. 



 

 

“Hello?” 

“Bishop. This is Sister Dowling,” a sad voice informed him. 

“Hello, how are you doing?” he replied, suppressing the urge to literally blurt out what had 

just occurred. 

“As well as can be expected, I suppose.” 

“Is there anything I can do for you, Sister Dowling?” 

“I just called to ask a favor.” 

“Anything I can,” Sam replied softly. 

“I would like you to speak at the funeral. Would you be willing to do that?” Sam was not 

surprised, yet it struck him with great force. 

“I would be most honored,” he replied. 

Sister Dowling seemed to relax. “Thank you, Bishop. I won’t trouble you further.” 

“Sister Dowling?” 

“Yes?” 

“Did you find any insurance papers?” As Sister Dowling’s Bishop, Sam had had many 

discussions with her regarding her needs and her future. He had previously been assured there 

was no insurance.  

“We didn’t have any life insurance,” she reminded him. She was too polite to add that she 

had already discussed this with him. 

“I have reason to believe there is an insurance policy,” Sam insisted politely. 

“If he bought insurance he never told me about it,” Sister Dowling replied evenly. 

“Perhaps he acquired it recently. Did you look in his coat pockets, or briefcase, places like 

that?” 

“No. That thought hadn’t occurred to me. I’ll look though. I have to put his things away 

anyway. I’ll check.” Her voice was small, and without hope. 

A thought occurred to him. “Also look in the glove box of the car, or any place he might 

have stuffed it on a quick, temporary basis. Perhaps he hid it to make a gift of it to you later. 

Perhaps he had a place he liked to hide things like that. Please make it a matter of prayer.” 

“I will. Thank you again,” she replied weakly, and the phone went dead. 



 

 

The day before the funeral the phone rang again. It was Sister Dowling.  

“Bishop,” she nearly shouted. “Bishop, you were right. I found it! He did buy an insurance 

policy!” 

“Where was it?” Sam asked, understanding perfectly her immense relief. 

“He had put it in the sidecar on his old motorcycle. Can you imagine that?” 

“I didn’t even know he had a motorcycle.” 

“It was our only transportation when we were first married,” she explained, a note of 

tenderness in her voice. “He’s kept that silly thing all these years. It was his baby. Last Christmas 

he hid my Christmas presents in the side car. I have no idea why he put the insurance policy 

there.” 

“Maybe he was going to surprise you with it later.” 

“You know, my birthday’s in January. I’ll bet he was going to surprise me with it. He just 

didn’t …” 

“Nobody expects to need insurance when they buy it,” Sam interjected into the brittle silence. 

“I’m sure,” she agreed unhappily. 

“Will it be enough for your needs?” Sam wondered. 

“I don’t know how to read these things. I’ve never seen one before. But, it looks as if he took 

it out the 17th of December. Just a few weeks prior to his…” She couldn’t bring herself to 

complete the sentence. 

“If you flip to the last page, you may find a column of numbers. One of those will be the 

amount.” 

Sam could hear pages rustling over the phone. “Here it is. Let’s see… Oh my gosh. It’s for 

500,000 dollars!” she cried. “We can’t afford that!” 

Sam had to chuckle in spite of himself. “Sister Dowling, it’s already paid for. It’s not a bill. 

It’s an insurance policy.” 

“Oh! Right! I’m sorry. Like I said, I’m not used to such things. I’ve been going over our 

bills, and I’m used to thinking of every piece of paper as a bill. You mean I get that much 

money? Someone actually owes me money?” 

“It appears to be the case,” Sam replied happily. 

There was a long silence. Finally, she said “It’s not enough.” 

Sam was surprised by her statement. “Don’t you think you can get by on that much money?” 



 

 

“Oh, goodness yes,” she responded emphatically. 

“Then, what did you mean, it’s not enough?” 

“This is his life insurance. His life was worth more than that to me. Much more,” she 

responded in a small voice. 

“I agree,” Sam said. “I certainly agree.” 

Sam had only attended one other funeral in his life, that of his little brother, Jimmy, who had 

tragically died at age two. Now, on the day of Bishop Dowling’s funeral, the minutes ticked 

away until the time he would not only attend the funeral of a dear friend, but would conduct and 

speak. He both dreaded, and anticipated what was ahead. His dread emanated from his former 

unhappy experience with his little brother, and his anticipation came from a hope that his words 

might bring comfort and truth to those who attended. 

The funeral was not intended to be long, and Sam soon found himself standing before the 

pulpit, a few notes before him, his heart racing. He waited until peace rested upon him before 

beginning. He surveyed the sea of faces, and those of Sister Dowling, and her children. Their 

faces were strained, sorrowful, and yet peaceful. 

“Brothers and sisters, friends and family, it is with considerable hesitation that I stand before 

you today. David Dowling was my Bishop, my spiritual brother, and my dear friend. I think few 

things could be more difficult than to preside at the memorial service of a dear friend. I’m not 

sure I can offer the comfort and peace his family needs when I, myself, am grieving his loss. 

“I was standing close to him when he passed away. It was I who laid my hands on his head, 

and filled with faith, and the power of the Priesthood, proceeded to give him a blessing to restore 

him to life and health. I had the faith to do it. We, all of us there, had the faith to do it. But, faith 

can only exist in things that are true. And, the truth of Bishop Dowling’s life was that Heavenly 

Father had a greater need for him there, than we had for him here. 

“As I look into the tear-streaked faces of his wife and children I can scarcely imagine how 

anyone could need him more than they. He loved them with a love that is eternal, and which 

eclipses the bands of death, and will bridge the expanses of eternity.  

“As I knelt there on the dance floor, my hands on his head, I was not allowed to say the 

words to bring him back. I struggled, wished, even silently begged Heavenly Father to let me do 

it. But, when the words came they were the words our loving Father wanted me to say, and those 

words released him from this life to complete his journey into the next. 

“We know so little about life after this world. What we know fills us with comfort and peace, 

and tells us of a continuation of love for those we leave behind. In that blessing to Bishop 

Dowling as he bridged that great separation between this world and that which follows, I was 

prompted to use words to the effect that he had a great work to perform beyond the grave which 

only he could perform. For this reason, I believe, he was taken from us in the prime of his life, to 

go do a greater good elsewhere. 



 

 

“Anyone who knew Bishop Dowling knows that he would have responded to such a call. He 

would have gone with pleasure to any part of the Lord’s vineyard to do His will, even to a field 

of labor from which he could not return, even to say goodbye.” 

Sam paused to ponder his next words. His heart was full of sweetness, and he wanted to 

impart that comfort to Bishop Dowling’s family. He wanted to deliver the message he had been 

given, and suddenly didn’t quite know how. A feeling of uncertainty as to when and how to 

deliver this quite stunning message assailed him. He sensed a gentle urging to wait, and deliver it 

to the Dowlings in another way.  He pushed aside the warning and plunged ahead. 

“I don’t claim to know anything unique in this world. Certainly, I don’t understand the mind 

of God, and can only rely upon my faith to take me through times such as these. Nor do I know 

why things happen to us, other than that they do. For better, or for worse, we do the best we 

know how, and rely upon God for all else. 

“I wish to share with Sister Dowling and her children a very special and unique blessing I 

received a short three days ago. It is difficult for me to relate it without becoming emotional, so I 

hope you will bear with me. 

“I had been set apart as Bishop in Bishop Dowling’s stead. It was an awful thing, and a 

wonderful thing, to feel the mantle settle upon me that had rested so correctly on our beloved 

Bishop’s able shoulders. I had gone home early that afternoon to ponder and to pray. I entered 

my study and closed the door. Having laid my head on my desk in heaviness, I proceeded to pray 

earnestly to know the will of the Lord, for the calling of my office felt heavy and unwieldy to my 

soul. 

“No sooner had I done this than I heard my name spoken. This startled me, and I arose from 

my desk to see who was in the house. Having determined I was alone, I returned to my study, 

this time locking the door. 

“Immediately upon seating myself and returning to my former meditations, I heard my name 

distinctly spoken. This time, however, I recognized the voice addressing me. It seemed to me to 

be the voice of my friend, and Bishop.  

“I looked up and found the center of my room filling with light, when in an instant I found 

myself in the presence of Bishop Dowling. He looked exactly as I remember him, dressed in his 

dark blue suit. His face was luminescent, and seemed to radiate light and love. He smiled at me 

as he spoke. 

“Brothers and sisters, I still don’t know why he came to me instead of to someone else. All I 

can tell you is that he came. He asked me to deliver a specific message to his family. I am trying 

to discharge that obligation as best I can. 

“He addressed me by name, and informed me that he had instructions for me to give to his 

family. I reached for a pad of paper and made notes while he spoke. As he spoke he paused 

periodically to give me time to write down what he was saying. 



 

 

“He first informed me that he had been called away because of a pressing need in the world 

he now occupies. He then told me that he had been given the great gift of returning to this world 

with a message for his family because of the untimely nature of his departure. He said if he did 

not return his family would be overwhelmed, and maybe lost. He stated that the justice of God 

would not allow this to happen. 

“I must tell you that this whole conversation occurred as naturally as one friend speaks to 

another. I heard his words with my natural ears, and beheld his presence with my natural eyes. I 

suspect that had I turned on a tape recorder, that I could have captured his voice for you to hear. 

However, I did not, and do not feel it would have been appropriate even had the opportunity 

presented itself. 

“I told him I would do whatever I could, to which he smiled and said ‘It is well.’” I have 

heard him say those very words many times, as you all have. He next told me to deliver this 

message. I will read it from the notes I took at the time.” Sam shuffled a few papers. 

“He said ‘Tell my wife to carry on. Tell her to prepare herself to remarry in due time. Tell 

her I desire it for her welfare and happiness. She will always be my eternal companion. Tell her 

to never doubt that.’” 

Sister Dowling gave a little cry, and hid her face in her hands, but she did not take her eyes 

from Sam. He hoped he had not made a mistake in telling this in public.  

“I assured him I would do as he asked. He then informed me that I was to speak at his funeral 

and deliver this message to his family. He then mentioned that he had an insurance policy. He 

then asked God to bless me, and bid me farewell.  

“I had barely written down those words when the light gathered around him and he vanished 

from my sight. The image of his presence is etched in my mind. I shall never forget what it was 

like to speak with him. In every way, word and mannerism, he seemed to be the same man I had 

served with those few years in the Bishopric. 

“Not many minutes later Sister Dowling called to ask me to speak at this meeting. I agreed, 

and asked her to search for an insurance policy. She was sure there was none to find, but agreed 

to try. She called me back yesterday to tell me she had found it in a most unlikely place. Bishop 

had purchased the policy a few weeks prior to his passing without her knowledge. 

“All of this has had the effect of strengthening my testimony of the reality, and truth of the 

gospel of Jesus Christ. It has filled me with a simple, yet sweet perspective about the nearness of 

our loved ones, and the labors they perform. It is my testimony that they continue to love us, and 

are concerned for our welfare. It is also my testimony that the love of God occasionally allows 

the veil to thin, that we might take direct comfort from their love. 

“I bear you this testimony in the name of Jesus Christ, Amen.” 

Several days past in serenity before the phone rang at work. It was the Stake Executive 

Secretary. Sam agreed to meet with the Stake President that evening. 



 

 

Being a newly-called Bishop, and being in great need of training and support, Sam thought 

little of this sudden interview. He traveled to the meeting making mental notes of things he 

wished to ask concerning his new duties. 

President Apsek was an Alaska Native, and a man of faith and extensive leadership 

experience. Sam considered it a privilege to serve with him. He entered the President’s office to 

find both counselors to the Stake President also in the office. He shook their hands and took a 

seat. 

“Thanks for coming, Bishop. Sorry for the short notice, but something important has come to 

our attention we desired to discuss with you.” 

“I’m glad to come. How can I be of service?” 

President Apsek smiled. “Good,” he said. “This won’t take long. We have received several 

reports regarding the funeral of Bishop Dowling. It has been reported to us that you had some 

sort of vision of Bishop Dowling, and that he delivered a message for you to give to Sister 

Dowling. Did I get that right?” 

Sam nodded. “Essentially, that’s correct. He appeared to me in my study, and asked me to 

speak at his funeral, and gave me a specific message to deliver to his family.” 

“I see. Has anyone else ever appeared to you?” The President’s voice held a taint of 

accusation. 

Sam was taken aback by the question, and suddenly realized his truthfulness was being 

questioned. “No, I have never had a similar experience to this,” he replied carefully. 

“Good, good. Your remarks have caused quite a stir. Quite a few people were disturbed by 

your remarks. Someone reported you had spoken directly to Joseph Smith. Needless to say, this 

has caused considerable unrest.” 

“No, sir,” Sam interjected. “I have received no revelations for the church, or even for my 

ward. I was only asked to deliver a message to Bishop Dowling’s family. I did as I was asked, 

nothing more.” 

“So, you actually believe that he appeared to you?” 

“No. He actually did appear. It isn’t a matter of belief, but of reality.” 

President Apsek sat in silence for a moment before saying. “Bishop, I’ll allow that it is 

possible that Bishop Dowling did appear to you. I don’t see any contradiction with church 

doctrine in so allowing. What disturbs me is that you chose the forum of a funeral, when feelings 

are already tender, to deliver a message that smacked of sensationalism. 

 “Perhaps you should have thought about this more deeply before you spoke. I have often 

counseled new bishops to bring any questions you have to me. Perhaps I failed to communicate 

that to you.” 



 

 

Sam bowed his head with a sense of deep failure. “No, President, I remember you saying 

that. It was just that I thought it would be appropriate, even healing.” 

“I’m sure you had noble intentions in your heart. Let me ask you something. Did you at any 

time feel a warning from the Spirit that you should not say what you did?” 

Sam nodded. “I did have a twinge of doubt just as I was about to tell the story of his message. 

Standing at the pulpit, and wanting so badly to comfort Sister Dowling and her family, I ignored 

it. I’m really sorry. I just didn’t realize . . .” he could think of nothing else to say. 

“Bishop Mahoy, I certainly understand that you are new to this calling, and I wholeheartedly 

accept that you meant no harm. All of us here appreciate the strained circumstances into which 

you have been thrust with very little warning or preparation. I would just like to admonish you to 

fly a very straight course from here on.” 

“Absolutely, President. Of course,” Sam assured them with great earnest. 

 “Very good. Well, I guess there is nothing further we can accomplish tonight. I’ll of course 

consult with those in authority, and we will be in touch. I don’t expect any further developments 

in this matter. Except for a few ruffled feathers, I don’t see that any lasting harm was done.” 

“Yes, President,” Sam replied meekly. 

“Please attend to your duties as Bishop without embellishment. Consult your Handbook of 

Instructions in everything you do. If it isn’t specifically in that book, just call me and we can iron 

it out beforehand.” 

“Yes, President.” 

“Very good. Thank you for coming.” President stood, signaling the end of this most 

uncomfortable experience. As Sam was shaking his hand he looked intensely into Sam’s face, 

and Sam knew it wasn’t over. 

Sam returned home with a sinking heart. 

Stake Priesthood meeting was scheduled for Saturday two weeks away. Sam was called back 

into the President’s office a few hours before the Stake Priesthood meeting. 

President Apsek seemed oppressed as he shook Sam’s hand. Sam took a seat with a feeling 

of dread in his heart. 

“Thank you for coming again, Brother Mahoy.” Sam made note that he did not address him 

as Bishop. 

“Certainly,” he replied. He felt like shouting “Let’s get this over with!” but did not. 

The President sighed as he began.  “I have to tell you these past two weeks have been a 

tremendous struggle for me. I have wrestled with this decision more than with any other I have 



 

 

made. I have fasted and prayed many days, and feel as if I have fought a battle with the devil. At 

this point I’m not sure if I have lost or won.” 

“I’m sorry this has been so difficult for you,” Sam said sincerely. President looked at him 

sharply to see if he was being sarcastic. He was not, and President perceived that. 

President continued.  “Your indiscretion has caused a great contention in the stake. Many 

voices are crying both for and against you. I have never seen anything like it. The matter has 

been thrust into my lap to decide. There are no general guidelines concerning these things. I have 

been at a complete loss as to how to handle this situation.” 

Sam struggled with this, because in his own life, battling with indecision had always meant 

he had yet to arrive at the right decision. But, Sam was restrained by the Spirit from speaking at 

all. 

President Apsek continued. “I strongly believe that you had no malicious intent in what you 

did, and were in no way trying to perpetuate a deception. In fact, I have no trouble with the idea 

that you saw Bishop Dowling, but only with how and when you chose to report it.” 

“Thank you,” Sam said softly. It was at least something. 

President nodded, then continued carefully. “What I am concerned about is that this 

unfortunate event has damaged your stature among your ward members, and has now rendered 

you ineffective in your office. I am reluctantly persuaded that no matter your diligence and 

faithfulness in discharging the office of a bishop, that you would not be able to reach the people 

who need you most. Those who have taken offense are those who need you most. I fear a great 

falling away would occur should you be left in office.” 

Sam brushed tears away with the back of his hand. “I think I understand.” 

President Apsek’s voice grew softer, almost sad. “In keeping with all this, I have determined 

that it is the Lord’s will that you be released as bishop immediately. This action is not meant to 

punish you, but to preserve the efficacy of the office you are vacating.” 

Sam had to think about this a moment. “You mean, this action is to satisfy my critics, so they 

will not take further offense, even though I meant no harm?” 

“Please don’t feel defiant. As I said, I have pondered this long and hard, and this is the right 

solution. Besides being appropriate to the error involved, I believe it will keep dozens of people 

from storming away from the church. I’m sorry that it publicly humiliates you, but it was your 

lack of discretion that caused the embarrassment,” President Apsek replied a little more 

forcefully. 

Sam shook his head. “I’m not feeling defiant, President. I’m disappointed. I didn’t do 

anything with the intent to harm. I don’t feel that this response is appropriate, and I don’t 

consider myself a threat to the Church.”  



 

 

Sam shook with emotion as he continued. “I love the Lord, and I love the Church. I have 

ordered my whole life to be of service and a blessing to my fellow saints. I can accept that my 

action has created a stir within the stake, but I don’t believe it has made it impossible for me to 

continue as bishop. I truly loved being of service, and my soul anguishes at the idea of being 

released. I’m sorry, but it just strikes me as unjust.” 

President Apsek shook his head sadly. “These measures are temporary and are necessity as 

damage control. Brother Mahoy, your words convince me even further that I have made the right 

decision. Your best option is to simply submit. In time, all will be well.” 

Sam thought carefully before replying. “President Apsek, I guess the thing that troubles me is 

the public ridicule and innuendo this will heap upon my head, and upon my family. I may be 

guilty of some form of misjudgment, but certainly of no gross sin worthy of public ridicule.” 

“Because you are a bishop, a public figure, it is impossible to release you under any 

circumstances without several thousand people knowing it. It simply is necessary to keep 

harmony within the members who were offended by your words. Not only is it the best way, but 

it is the right way.” 

“I don’t agree,” Sam muttered. 

“I can see that, and I’m sorry,” President replied as he stood. 

“But why?!” Princess shouted at him in distress. “It’s so unfair, and so unjust, and so 

unnecessary. I can’t believe President Apsek released you.” 

“Calm down, Princess. It is largely my own fault. I’m the one who didn’t heed the impulse I 

had to be more discrete. President Apsek is just doing what he thinks is right. We have to 

forgive, and get on with our lives.” 

“If he was your boss at work, or someone like that I could forgive him as an ignorant fool. 

But, he’s supposed to be a man of God; A man who relies upon inspiration, and who doesn’t 

destroy people’s lives on a foolish whim. This isn’t how the true church is supposed to operate!” 

Princess was furious, and nothing he could say would satiate her. He was truly amazed at 

how deeply this struck at her. He feared for her more than for himself. 

“Princess, I should have been more circumspect in what I said. I should have just spoken to 

Sister Dowling privately. It was my own mistake.” 

“Maybe all that is true. It changes nothing really. You were doing what Bishop Dowling 

asked you to do. Who are you to resist an angel’s instructions? I can’t believe this! It’s insane! I 

feel like marching into that man’s office and demanding he take my name off the records of the 

Church. I don’t want to be associated with this Church if that’s the way it treats those who serve 

within it with all their hearts! I’ve never known anyone who loves the Church more than you do. 

You talk about the Lord in your sleep, for crying out loud. How could they do this to you?” 



 

 

“Princess, now you’re scaring me. Don’t talk like that, and please don’t feel like that. The 

Church is true no matter what its members do. You know that. Come on, it’s late, and we’re 

tired. In a while it will all go away.” 

“Oh, I know. I’m sorry, but it strikes me so wrong. I’ll calm down in a few days, I suppose.” 

She did calm down, but not in the way Sam wished. In the coming weeks, she slowly 

simmered until it began to affect her testimony. 

The hardest thing Sam ever did in his life, before or after, was to get out of bed the next 

morning and go to church. He had to force himself to take every footstep toward church. He 

turned back a thousand times, and waged a running battle inside his soul. By the time he was 

walking out to the car holding Lisa’s hand, he was sick to his stomach from stress. Yet, he was 

determined to do what was right, no matter the cost. This cost him more than he had inside, and 

tore things apart which should be immune to such damage. 

He walked into the chapel with every eye upon him, or so it seemed to him. He took his 

former place on the fourth row, and struggled to keep from hiding beneath the pews.  

President Apsek was on the stand, and took charge of the meeting. Sam fully expected him to 

stand and deliver a scathing denunciation. He steeled himself, which took all his courage, and all 

his faith to endure. As President walked to the stand Sam felt sickness rising in his throat, and 

wished he could simply vanish, rather than endure this humiliation. 

“Brothers and Sisters, we have some Stake business to conduct. Brother Samuel Mahoy has 

been released as bishop of this ward. We have called Brother Ethan McDougall to be your new 

bishop. All those who can support the Stake and Bishop McDougall in this calling, please 

signify.” After the voting was noted as unanimous, he simply sat back down. Sam realized he 

was sweating profusely, and wiped his brow with the back of his sleeve. He glanced at President 

Apsek whom he found to be looking directly at him, a look of confusion on his face.  

Sam could not have known that the confusion stemmed from the fact that President Apsek’s 

planned explanation of the release of their former Bishop had just been rendered mute by the 

Lord. It was a miracle about which Sam would never know, yet one sweet and merciful. Had he 

not attended church that day the rebuke would have occurred as planned, and damage would 

have been done that even time could not heal.  

Sam returned home and went to bed where he remained until the following morning. He felt 

himself buffeted by doubts and anger such that he could scarcely sleep, and awoke more 

exhausted than before. 

Sam found it easier to forgive and forget what had happened than Princess, who continued to 

fume. She began missing meetings, and asked to be released from her Relief Society teaching 

position. Less than two months after his disgrace, she quit attending church completely. Nothing 

Sam could say seemed to have any effect on her, and she grew more passionate about her 

objections to the church with each conversation they had. 



 

 

For Sam, her spiritual alienation was far more devastating than his own informal rebuke. She 

was his love, his eternal companion, and her self-imposed exile terrified him. What was even 

more frightening was that her decision was not hot, it was cold, and very sincere. He had seen 

her make decisions in a cold, calculated way before, and no earthly thing could dissuade her. 

While everything spiritual in his world seemed to crumble around him, the one element of 

Sam’s life which actually grew sweeter was prayer. How healing it was to kneel before the Lord 

hour after hour and worship Him. On every subject the Lord answered his needs with instruction, 

or simply with peace. But, on the subject of his struggles within the Church, he received no 

guidance, no peace, and no idea of how to deal with it.  

Sam’s only glimmer of divine instruction came the first night after he had been released. He 

had fallen on his face in anguish that night, and the Holy Spirit had whispered. “Be faithful, be 

fearless, be patient.” He was so struck by the appropriateness of this divine communiqué that he 

printed it on sheets of paper and taped it up in several places throughout the house. It was the 

only direction he received in this regard, and ultimately, the only he needed. 

However, this succinct counsel did not seem adequate at the time, and he struggled, thought, 

wrestled, reasoned, and anguished over it. His whole life had been geared toward service in the 

very church which now seemed to spurn him. It caused his soul to mourn, and his heart to break.  

The twins turned four that July. It was a beautiful hot summer day, pushing into the upper 

seventies. The hot days made their world nearly devoid of mosquitoes so common that time of 

year. Sam and Princess had completed the screened pavilion near the lake, and they held a 

wonderful birthday party for the girls there. The lawns and gardens surrounding the pavilion 

were truly beautiful. They had a full-time gardener whose only job was to maintain and beautify 

their yard.  

A cobblestone path curved softly through lush beds of flowers toward the new pavilion and 

beyond to the lake. Sam’s float plane was tethered on the sparkling water at the end of a floating 

pier. An expanse of sandy beach had been constructed with sand shipped from California at 

considerable expense. Sam truly loved sitting near the lake and watching the big trout jump in 

the evenings. 

A dozen little friends from school and church came to the party. The twins were beautiful in 

their pink dresses, and laughed with glee as each package was opened. Princess was very careful 

to purchase small, inexpensive gifts. She seldom lavished things upon them, even though they 

could have emptied several toy stores without scratching their considerable wealth. 

Sam retired to bed that evening with a burdened heart. Watching his girls laugh and play with 

the carefreeness of youth had unexpectedly depressed him. Princess seldom mentioned the 

Church anymore, and seemed intent upon abandoning it altogether. Just yesterday she had told 

him she was going to attend church with a Catholic friend of hers. She asked Sam to take the 

twins to church with him. He had agreed, but it was intensely sorrowful for him to hear. He 

wondered how long it would be before she insisted on taking the twins with her to some other 

church. He wondered what he would say when it occurred, and if it would divide them, and 

ultimately cause them to cease to love one another.  



 

 

Over eight months had passed since his brief tenure as Bishop. It seemed as if each month 

brought a greater deterioration of his world. Each month brought Princess nearer to that awful 

cliff that is nearly impossible to re-cross in the opposite direction. No amount of prayer, no 

amount of fasting, no amount of anguish seemed to have any effect on the downward spiral of 

his life. He slowly, fatalistically, came to the conclusion that forces beyond his control had 

thwarted the purpose of his life. He did not fear condemnation, since he could not identify any 

sin other than stupidity, perhaps, that was responsible for this grand failure. But, he did consider 

the highest Celestial reward now beyond his reach. 

For Sam, this was not a setback, not a lost battle, but a total loss of the war. His great anguish 

was that he was now in a position wherein he could not complete his life’s work. This felt like a 

death sentence to him, and one pronounced for a crime of which he felt he was innocent. 

What was most inexplicable about this spiritual decline was that it did not rob him of the 

incredible joy he had discovered in his life. Before this astonishing experience, joy had been 

upon him almost constantly. Now, he had to seek it, to yearn for it, to request it in mighty 

strivings. But, it was no further away than earnest prayer, and he often sought the transport of 

delight the Spirit brought him. 

Still, he felt in a way cheated, and at times his prayers carried the burden of his loss unto the 

heavens. It was late at night when his prayers finally burst through from quiet complaining to 

downright murmuring. Had he been a small child his actions would have been to lie face down 

on the floor and throw a tantrum. For reasons he did not understand, this untoward approach to 

prayer seemed to awaken a quick response from the Lord. It was simple and direct. The rebuke 

was unmistakable, as was the deep love in the message he heard. It simply said, “It is the way of 

growth.” The hidden message was that this decline was unrelated to his performance, and was 

simply the only way he could continue to grow.  

Sam pondered this for most of the night. “Be it unto me according to Thy word,” he finally 

muttered in utter sincerity. As if his words had snuffed out the only candle in the world, he was 

plunged into darkness. Months passed wherein he strove against a mountain mass of opposition. 

Voices rang day and night in his mind urging him to rebel. His flesh suddenly flared in 

importance, and begged him indulge his senses. His mind reeled with dark ideas, and sin once 

again became enticing. To one whose mind was so recently spotlessly pure, it was like drinking 

sewage.  

Calling upon his greatest courage, Sam fought back with every ounce of willpower he 

possessed. He stayed on his knees hour after hour despite raging opposition. He cast aside every 

temptation, and turned his face away from sin. Months ground by in a dark tournament of 

desperate struggle. In spite of all his efforts, his world continued to spin out of control. Princess 

systematically dismantled her testimony. 

The one thing that did not desert Sam was prayer. No matter how vast his sense of failure 

grew, if he sought the Lord with all his heart, he could find hope, a gift of peace, and a moment 

of sweet joy. Hence, prayer became his lifeboat in a tempest tossed world of struggle. 

_____________________________ 



 

 

Melody wept as she packed her few meager belongings. Marcia cried with her as they 

carefully stacked her boxes in a closet. Together they sobbed as they drove to the magistrate’s 

office. 

The hallway was oppressive with dark woods, a light green ceiling high above, and dim 

lamps hanging on ancient chains. The door through which the secretary directed them was tall, 

narrow and bore the ominous inscription “Immigration Inquiries” in faded gold letters.  

“It looks like an executioner’s door,” Melody said quietly as she turned the ancient knob and 

pushed it open. Melody grimaced and followed her younger sister into the room. The room was 

small, hardly large enough for a dozen people to sit before a raised platform upon which resided 

an officious pulpit with a high-backed chair behind it. Hanging to both sides behind the chair 

were large flags neither women recognized.  

Marcia stiffened just inside the room. “It looks like an unlikely place to seek justice,” she 

mumbled. 

Shortly after they arrived a man arrived in a flowing black robe with a white wig haphazardly 

perched upon his gray, balding head. He walked straight toward them. His gait was sure, his 

posture erect and formal, his eyes penetrating black. He was short, and slight of build. His face 

was as smooth as a baby’s, though his age reached well into his sixth decade. 

“May I enquire which of you is Miss Melody McUlvany?” 

Melody flinched. “I am.” Her voice came out very small, she thought. 

The man smiled and offered a small, effeminate hand. “I am Wellford Wooding, Solicitor at 

Large. I have been appointed by the court to represent you in the matter of your immigration into 

England.” 

Melody stepped back. “I can’t afford a solicitor,” she said carefully. 

“I am court-appointed, and as such, there will be no charge for my services,” he assured her 

politely. 

It was Marcia who asked. “Aren’t you a famous attorney? I mean, I’ve read about you in 

some high-profile cases over the years, haven’t I?” 

“If you will forgive me the burden of my history,” he said with a formal, though shallow 

bow, “I shall do the same for you. I assure you I will do everything possible to represent your 

interests in this matter.” 

Melody sighed in relief she could express no other way, but remained unsure, or in the least, 

curious. “Who sent you?” 

“As I said, my dear, I am court-appointed.” 



 

 

“I was unaware that well-established solicitors, like yourself, ever accepted such lowly cases 

as mine, and never for free.” 

The honorable Wellford Wooding turned and placed his ancient leather satchel upon the dull 

surface of a worn table. He turned to face them. His eyes glittered with deep intelligence, and a 

certain hardness she found both frightening and comforting. Though not devoid of kindness, his 

voice nevertheless was colored by an unspoken warning. “May I suggest that we discuss my 

reasons for representing you at another time, and proceed to discuss your case?  I have asked the 

court to delay this hearing thirty minutes for this very purpose. We had best use the time wisely, 

should we not?” 

“I shall place my future into your hands, then,” Melody said meekly. 

“You are wise,” he replied as he snapped his head forward slightly in another bow. “Very 

good, then. You are charged with entering this country without a visa, falsely obtaining a visa, 

living under a false name, applying for work permits on that visa, and several other related 

charges. Is any of this true?” 

“I am ashamed to say, all of it – well, except the false name. This is my true name.” 

“I see. Are these documents correct in that you were born in Rhodesia?” 

“I was born in Devonshire England. We both were. My father . . .” 

Mr. Wooding interrupted impatiently. “Just answer the questions asked. Never volunteer 

information, especially to the court.” 

“Yes sir. I’m . . .” 

“So, you traveled with your family from England to Africa in your youth.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Good. And, did your more recent journey to this country originate in Rhodesia?” 

“Yes.” 

“I see. But, your father was an English land baron, was he not?” 

“He was of the McUlvany clan of historical note in and around Devonshire. But, I believe he 

was stripped of his land and titles when Rhodesia rebelled.” 

“That is what my research indicated as well. I believe that is all I need to know. I need to go 

and prepare a few documents. I will return by the time the Magistrate arrives. Please relax and 

rest assured that all will be well.” 

“Can you . . .” 



 

 

“Leave everything to me.” His smile reminded her of a dog baring its teeth just before it 

bites. He turned and left in a flutter of robes. 

Presently, Mr. Wooding walked back through the door just as a clerk entered the chamber 

and seated himself on a lower portion of the stage. The judge entered moments later in long, 

black robes and a huge, white wig. He sat without looking across the small room below him. 

Another man similarly attired, but with a smaller wig, entered and sat to the judge’s right on a 

lower portion of the stage before them. 

The clerk read the charges and placed everyone under oath, while the judge studied 

documents on his desk high above them. Melody thought he appeared bored, and a little 

malevolent, as if his mind were already decided on the case. 

When the Magistrate finally looked up his eyes wandered across the three of them then 

flicked back to Mr. Wooding. “It is an unexpected honor to have you in my court, Sir Wooding,” 

he said evenly. “Nowhere in my documents did it mention Miss McUlvany had acquired a 

solicitor, especially one of your caliber. I have here the name of a junior defender,” he said, his 

voice registering a slight complaint. 

“The junior defender you mention was most gracious in allowing me to step into his place. I 

therefore ask to be recognized as counsel to Miss McUlvany.” 

“Granted, and so ordered.” 

“Thank you, your Honor.” 

The judge sat up straighter, his eyes flickered momentarily to Melody. “May I ask what your 

employer’s interest is in this case?” 

“My employer in this case is the Empire, your Honor.” 

Melody’s mind spun at light speed for a moment. His employer? She turned suspicious eyes 

upon him, but the old bewigged barrister did not look at her, but kept his attention squarely upon 

the magistrate before him. 

“As you wish,” the magistrate replied somewhat ironically. “Let us get onto the matter before 

us, then. Melody McUlvany, did you hear and understand the charges against you?” 

“I . . .” 

Her solicitor had placed a hand upon her arm. She looked at him with frightened yes. His 

eyes were so steady they appeared to bore into hers. “Answer no question without first looking at 

me for direction.” 

“I’m sorry, I . . .” 

“Reply, that you do.” 



 

 

She looked up. “I do.” 

“How do you plead?” 

She looked at Mr. Wooding. He whispered, “Not guilty, your Honor.” 

Melody flinched, her eyes large, but after a moment she replied as steadily as she could. “Not 

guilty, your Honor.”  

“The prosecution may begin its case for the Empire,” the judge said, nodding toward the man 

sitting in the table to their right, who was even then rising from his chair. 

The prosecutor cleared his throat, but before he spoke Mr. Wooding was standing. “Your 

honor. If it please the court, I have information which may save the court time and expense. May 

I present some background information which bears directly upon Miss McUlvany’s past and 

future.” 

“You may proceed,” the judge ordered. The prosecutor lowered himself back into his chair 

with a scowl on his face. 

“Miss McUlvany was born in England of Donavan McUlvany, who was born and raised an 

English gentleman. He served with honor in Her Majesty’s navy, and fought with distinction in 

various campaigns around the globe. His family was titled, and bore the distinction and title of a 

Baronage until he chose to leave England some forty years prior.” 

“I am aware of all this,” the judge said with impatience. “You should also be aware that he 

was stripped of his land and titles for treason after siding with the rebels in Rhodesia. He was . . 

.” 

“Forgive me, your Honor. That was true up until two days ago. May I approach?” 

The judge frowned, but nodded. Wooding approached solemnly while the prosecutor leaned 

toward the magistrate with an almost-bored expression. He handed a copy of a formal-looking 

document to the court, a copy to the prosecutor, and returned to his seat beside Melody. He slid a 

copy of the document in front of Melody to read, and leaned back in his chair. 

“This is an order of Her Majesty, Queen Elizabeth, restoring Donavan McUlvany’s title and 

name, and removing all taint from his family name. It is an, shall we say, extraordinary 

document, and extraordinarily good fortune for your client,” the judge informed the room. 

“I thought it would bear upon your deliberations,” Mr. Wooding replied humbly. 

“You were well-informed. Miss McUlvany, would you rise?” 

Melody stood, but only after Mr. Wooding nodded at her reassuringly and stood with her. 

“Melody McUlvany, daughter of Sir. Donovan McUlvany, I adjudge you to be an honored 

citizen of the Empire, and grant you full membership, title and citizenship. I further dismiss all 



 

 

charges.” At this point he stood, “And, I ask your indulgence for the inconvenience of these 

unfortunate proceedings. On behalf of the Crown, I offer my humble apologies.”  

Melody looked with astonishment at her solicitor, who was at that moment beaming at her. 

He raised his eyebrows, as if urging her to say something. 

“Oh, um, I mean, thank you, your Honor, and I accept your apology.” 

“Very gracious of you indeed,” he replied earnestly, and bowed deeply. 

Mr. Wooding took her arm and hurried her from the courtroom. Melody walked as if in a 

trance, her mind reeling at what had just occurred. 

“Well, that is all I can do for you,” he informed her as if in a hurry to depart. 

“I am so grateful. You saved my life!” she proclaimed. 

“Hardly. But, you are welcome. It was a pleasure meeting you.” 

“Thank you so much,” Melody answered, tears spilling down her cheeks. 

Mr. Wooding seemed to pause at the sight of her tears. His face softened. “It was a pleasure,” 

he assured her, and quickly turned and walked away. 

He was a dozen paces away when Melody remembered Theodore’s proffered assistance, and 

the suggestion that he had powerful friends. “Mr. Wooding?” 

He turned back toward them, a pleasant smile upon his face. “How may I be of service, my 

dear?” 

“Please extend my deepest gratitude to Mr. Tennison. Would you please?” 

“My pleasure,” he said happily. Then his face blanched as if he had just foreseen his own 

death. “My dear, I do not know a Mr. Tennison,” he recanted, and forcing a smile back onto his 

face, he turned and hurried away. 

_____________________________ 

 

As was his habit of late Sam retired to bed after Princess was already sleeping. He knelt 

beside his bed in prayer, his heart heavy with failure. Yet, he knew he was blameless before God, 

and his prayers flowed in wondrous strivings of praise and worship.  

He was delighted to feel a greater power move within him, and to feel the heavens open as 

the Holy Spirit descended upon him. How sweet it was, how filling, how precious and peaceful it 

was to sing His praises again. He released his fears, abandoned his pain, and soared. 

At long last, this prayer was like others he had rejoiced in, and he delighted in the gift once 

again. For it truly was a gift, coming upon the timetable of the Lord, and there were few gifts 



 

 

sweeter. On this night there was more, and after many hours of mighty prayer he felt a powerful 

change. It was as if a new and greater power now flowed through him. For the first time in his 

life words failed, or rather they ceased to be necessary. Now the words came in a language that 

was greater than speech, more beautiful than a chorus of angels, and more powerful than 

anything previously known to him. It was as if he had entered a higher realm of glory where 

those who worship God do so in greater power, unfettered by language. 

His soul seemed to transport out of him, to flow into a great and glorious oneness with all 

things eternal. His praise seemed to him to rhyme in a way too complex and beautiful to 

duplicate in any spoken tongue. It seemed to have meter, rhythm, tone, melody, and a beauty 

distinctly divine. 

This divine state seemed to last a long time until it came to a sudden crescendo. Without 

warning the music stopped, the flow of worship ceased, and though still in the same celestial 

plane, Sam was suddenly given to know that he might of his own voice speak. No sooner did this 

thought come to him than he felt deep anguish that he could progress no further. This, he 

attributed to his failure as a mortal, and to the fact that the Celestial Kingdom was tragically 

beyond his reach. 

“Oh Father!” he cried in anguish. “Oh Father, I’m so sorry. How I wanted to accomplish 

more, to do so much good, to be a blessing to Princess and my children, and to be a worker of 

righteousness. I am ashamed unto death. I count myself among the lost ones, having failed Thee 

in this life.” 

A sweet urging came to him. It uplifted and delighted him. In spite of the fact that he would 

never enter into God’s rest, he still had a few things left. Perhaps there was some way, some 

small task, some small service known only to God that he could yet perform. Without any hope 

that such a thing might substitute for the actual tasks of righteousness he could never perform, he 

still felt such delight that his heart cried out. 

“Father, I know I am nothing, even less than the dust of the earth, and I have so very little left 

to give. But, in all things, and by every means I possess, I wish to do some good. Such as I have, 

such as I am, such as I have left, I give it all to Thee; freely, completely, without reservation, or 

expectation of reward, I give it to Thee. From this day, unto all eternity, all that I possess is 

Thine, whether it be my life, my possessions, my home, my sweet children, my beloved wife; all 

I have I consecrate unto Thee, now and forever.” 

No sooner had he uttered these words than a sudden power washed over him so profoundly 

exquisite that it brought from him a spiritual gasp of delight; how gloriously perfect it was, how 

sweet, how infinitely loving. He felt himself reach outward, opening his soul to it in much the 

same way that one spreads his arms to the sun to absorb all its warmth. 

“My son,” a voice spoke with great authority. Sam heard it, felt it, knew it and rejoiced in it. 

His soul sang in joy. 

For a long time the voice spoke to him, instructed and taught. He wondered as he listened, 

pondering, laboring to impress every word, every detail into his soul. Still unsure who spoke, or 



 

 

what it all meant, he listened raptly to every word, savoring every promise, every 

pronouncement, every divine word. 

There was a slight pause, then Sam heard unthinkably glorious words. “Thy sins are forgiven 

thee, and thou shalt be exalted.” 

It was not until he heard these words that he understood the glorious wonder of what had 

occurred. No sooner had these words echoed in his soul, and had been recorded in the Book of 

Life, than the divine presence withdrew, and he was left to himself. 

Sometime during this whole event Sam had climbed into bed. He had no memory of having 

done so. He had the absolute sensation that he was hovering a foot above the bed. So powerful 

was this impression that he reached down to touch the mattress, and was surprised to find it 

exactly at his back. Still overcome with joy, and not a little confusion, he glanced at the clock. It 

was three a.m. Five hours had elapsed. 

No sooner had he made this observation than the power returned quite unexpectedly. He 

found himself again caught up in the power of heaven, and heard exactly the same message, in 

exactly the same way repeated a second time. 

By the time this second iteration ended he was physically exhausted. As soon as he was again 

alone, he heard the familiar voice of the Spirit. “Arise,” it said. “Write it down.” 

He climbed from his bed and pulled a robe around him. He quickly went to his study and 

turned on the computer. He did not have his contacts in, and was barely able to activate the word 

processor, and actually did so more from memory than from sight. He opened the file containing 

his journal and realized with a sinking feeling that he was not able to remember all that had 

occurred. Certainly, he could not recall the exact words, nor the exact promises and 

pronouncements in which he had twice rejoiced. He was about to despair when again the sweet 

voice commanded, “Just write.” 

Sam placed his hands upon the keys, and without even being able to read the screen wrote: “I 

have just had the most beautiful experience of my life.” Following these words the same message 

burst upon him a third time. He listened and wrote as fast as he could. Having spent so many 

years playing the piano, and having done a considerable amount of writing, he was a uniquely 

fast typist. Even throwing all caution away and typing as hard as he could, he struggled to record 

the glorious details. They came at lightning speed, and he forced himself to type faster. He found 

himself missing things, and jumped ahead, catching the essence, the message, but not every 

word. He labored as if running for his life – or perhaps running to his life. When the vision 

closed for the final time, he collapsed on the keys, overcome with joyous exhaustion.  

He would later come to realize that he had typed twenty-two pages detailing the events of 

that night. In the final analysis, he had been caught up for over seven hours in the most 

gloriously transcendent experience of his life.  

In response to a final urging, Sam password-protected the precious document, and switched 

off the computer. It was a day of days, and one he would never forget. 



 

 

Walking from the study that morning was for Sam like entering a new life. All was new and 

beautiful to him. It was as if he had never noticed the glorious details of his world, like the 

intricate designs in the carpet, or the mosaic of random texture on the walls. Several times he 

looked down to assure that his feet were actually touching the floor. 

A magnet of love drew him to the room where his wife slept peacefully. He wanted to 

awaken her, to rejoice with her, to share all that had happened. He stood by her bed and watched 

her sleep for a while, rejoicing in the glorious tale he had to tell her.  

Yet, he knew it was not her time to know, and he slipped quietly away. He was overflowing 

with happiness, so much so that it felt as if he might explode, or that the very walls and floors 

might burst into song if he did not. He sat at the piano, clicked on the recorder he now kept in the 

piano bench, and played as he had never played before. 

His fingers leaped on the keys, straining to express inexpressible joy. His heart soared as the 

sweet tones partially expressed the beauty within. He closed his eyes and with tears of joy awash 

upon his face, he poured his whole soul into this single expression of his love. How perfectly it 

came from him, how powerfully it thundered in the silence, how sweetly it chimed in the quiet of 

that perfect morning. He realized that he was also speaking as he played – words of joy and 

worship, words of wonder and hope. Far too soon, much too suddenly, the music sought and 

found its own echoing conclusion. It was done. It was perfect. It was on the tape. 

“What has come over you?” Princess asked from her favored position on the couch. He 

turned, startled, to look at her. “Oh, you’ve been crying,” she added sweetly, and stood to come 

to him. She gently wiped his face with the corner of her blue robe. 

He gently slipped an arm around her slender waist. It was sweet that she had come down and 

quietly listened to him play. It was one of the many things he so loved about her. “Something 

beautiful happened last night,” he said. “I was so filled with love and joy, that I could scarcely 

help myself from playing. I felt as if I might burst if I couldn’t express it somehow.” 

“I’m not sure you didn’t burst,” she observed. “I have never heard you play so powerfully, 

and with so much joy. Did you know that you were also speaking while you played?” 

“I was hardly aware of it until the end.” 

“You were. And, Sam, I have to tell you, what you said was stunning. You may want to edit 

some of that if you intend to publish it. Or, perhaps not. But, it was breathtaking. Toward the 

end, when the music grew worshipful. I kept hearing I Need Thee Every Hour.”  

Sam nodded. “I’ve always loved I Need Thee Every Hour,” Sam said. “I believe I will write 

that small part of the song as a duet to that wonderful hymn, meant to be sung almost as a solo in 

the first verse, and as a descant in the third verse. When I heard it in my heart it was in four 

glorious female voices. It sounded like four angels singing.” 

“So, that’s why I kept hearing parts of I Need Thee Every Hour,” Princess replied, suddenly 

understanding. “Oh, I can see that they would be breathtaking together. You were singing the 

parts, and hearing a quartet. That’s amazing. Do you really hear the music in voices?” 



 

 

“Sometimes I hear complete orchestrations with full choirs; sometimes just a single voice, or 

a piano. But, most of the time the melody just comes to me, almost as if I were remembering a 

melody I had loved long ago, and just remembered; kind of like unexpectedly meeting a beloved 

friend you haven’t seen in far too long.” 

“Sam, the song is truly beautiful,” Princess said sincerely. 

“Thanks,” he replied almost shyly. 

“What will you call it? Does it have a name?”  

“I believe I may call it Sweet, Sweet The Joy.” 

“It’s a beautiful title. What does it mean?” 

“It was how I was feeling inside. I had been pondering the joy that has come into my soul 

recently, and have been thinking on the great hope of seeking the Lord’s face with faith like the 

ancient ones. The title and the music all say the same thing. It is the sweetest joy I have ever 

known.” He paused for just a heartbeat, during which time his eyes focused deeply upon hers. 

“Speaking of things which bring me joy, have I told you lately that I love you?” 

“As a matter of fact, just yesterday.” 

“That long ago? What’s wrong with me?” 

“You’re slipping,” she said happily. She lifted a leg over his lap and sat between him and the 

keys. He kissed her with affectionately. 

“Princess, something wonderful has occurred in my life. I’m exceedingly anxious to share it 

with you.” 

“What’s stopping you?” she asked. 

“It’s the type of thing that must wait until the time is exactly right. I’m sorry, but when I do 

explain, you’ll understand.” 

“You’re right, I don’t understand. And, I really don’t want to hear it if it’s something 

preachy, or intended to soften me toward the Church. You know how I feel.” 

Sam decided to redirect the conversation to safer ground. “Um hum,” he whispered, “You 

feel very, very soft.” 

She smiled happily, then leaned forward to kiss him. The twins fixed their own breakfast that 

morning. 

Three months later “Sweet, Sweet the Joy,” was published. Unlike its successor, this song did 

not sweep the records and radio stations. It quietly rolled through the worshipful meetings of the 

church. To Sam’s great delight, the Tabernacle Choir performed it a year later at the opening 

session of General Conference. Even better yet, no one suspected he was that S. Mahoy. 



 

 

Oh, sweet, sweet the joy 

Dear Savior, Lord from Thee. 

The blessings Thou Imparts 

Thy mercy kind and free. 

My heart is full. 

Thy face I long to see. 

Lord thin the veil, 

Oh, let me come to Thee.1 

For Sam, it felt as if a new world had been born all around him. Every labor he performed 

was an expression of his new-found joy. Every moment of every day was a prayer. Even while 

sleeping he often found his soul in communion with the Divine. He would wake up in the middle 

of the night to find he had been praying in his sleep. 

What was most startling above all else, however, was the absolute fearlessness this 

experience had brought to him. Suddenly, he was immune to any and all that might harm him. 

This was not due to the idea that something bad could not occur, but that when it did, all would 

be well. God would provide, and all would be well. 

There was one great puzzle which seemed to be unanswered though. This was why. Why had 

this happened to him? Of all the people on earth, Sam knew most keenly that he was imperfect. 

He had always assumed that such glorious blessings were reserved until one approached 

perfection. Certainly, even after this glorious blessing, he was mortal still, and painfully aware of 

every untoward thought and temptation which still vomited into his awareness with regularity. 

The main difference now was that these things repelled him, rather than tempted. What a 

glorious blessing it was to have all the previous gifts of the Spirit back upon him once again. 

This time, he did not expect them to be permanent. It made them that much sweeter, and that 

much more to be rejoiced in while they remained. Still, the question of why troubled Sam. He felt 

unqualified for this great blessing of knowing his exaltation was inalterably decreed. 

He made it a matter of prayer, and in a new and much easier way the Holy Spirit replied in 

sweetness. “Yes, you are not perfect, but you are obedient. It is not required of man that he 

become perfect in this life. What is required is obedience.”  

It suddenly made such sense, such simple, divine sense. The gloriously simple plan of 

exaltation suddenly unveiled itself before his eyes. Never before had he seen or contemplated 

                                                 

1 Words by Darlene Anderson. © 1998. Used by permission. Darlene wrote this song after reading this book and 

graciously allowed me to print them. She and Betsy Hunt have put the words to beautiful music as a duet to I Need 

Thee Every Hour, as described in the story. 



 

 

such stark, perfect beauty. The plan was incredibly simple. “We will prove them herewith,” the 

Lord had said as he announced the creation of their world, “to see if they will do all things 

whatsoever the Lord their God shall command them.”  

The great battle of life is not toward perfection, which is in fact an impossible goal for a 

mortal, but toward obedience, which is incredibly achievable. Once obedience is the maxim of 

one’s life, the Lord pours out the Holy Ghost, which purifies, sanctifies, and works such 

perfection as is attainable for mortal man. Such perfection as man may acquire in life all comes 

as a gift, not as a byproduct of self-discipline and personal housekeeping. Certainly, discipline 

plays into obedience, and repentance; but when the final goals are attained, they come as 

precious gifts from a loving God given in response to humble obedience. For the first time, Sam 

understood Moron’s admonition that we become perfected in Christ. We cannot be perfect in our 

own right; it is not possible. 

Suddenly, he wanted to shout, to stand upon the rooftops and street corners. Fire burned 

within his soul so brightly that he thought he might be consumed by it. He yearned to bear his 

testimony concerning these wonderfully exalting truths. Yet his voice was not welcomed, and 

dense silence overlaid the beauty of his unspoken words. Even with his bride, he was able to 

very little. 

From that morning, Sam felt an overflowing sense of love. It was not love originating within 

him, but love from his Savior flowing over, into and through him. His heart yearned with such 

singleness of purpose to be a blessing to all his brothers and sisters that he could conceive of 

little else worth doing. 

On the way to the office the next day Sam stopped at a stoplight. Facing him from the 

opposite lane was a battered little Toyota belching blue smoke and barely running. When the 

light turned green, it shuddered and barely managed to move again. Sam’s heart was torn 

because of this person’s plight. He immediately began to make a U-turn, to go offer help, or 

event trade cars. His eyes filled with tears of sorrow as the Spirit led him away. It was painful to 

depart without doing something more immediately beneficial than praying.  

As he passed the grocery store, he saw the big parking lot of cars, and suddenly wanted to 

turn in, to stand near the door and ask everyone who passed if they had everything they needed, 

if they were happy, had they heard what joy the gospel is? He stepped on the brake to pull in to 

do exactly that, but was constrained by the Spirit to continue on. Again, disappointment settled 

upon him, and his eyes filled with tears.  

At the office, Sam struggled to complete transactions with people, to limit his conversations 

to matters of business, to not give away everything he possessed. It was such a struggle that he 

finally asked his assistant to handle all incoming calls, and he closed the door to his office. His 

mind jumped from person to person he knew, pondering their needs, and praying for their 

happiness. This love was so consuming it nearly incapacitated him. It was love so intense that it 

seemed to consume him. 

After an afternoon of struggling in the Spirit, and yearning to do things that would have 

eventually culminated in his being arrested as being nuts, Sam gathered himself together and 



 

 

slowly drove home. His heart burned, his eyes were aching and red from so many tears, and his 

soul cried out for some way to bless these people. He knew he had the means. He was beyond 

wealthy, but the Spirit would not give him a direction to go, and his soul spun its wheels on the 

loose sands of desire. But, he was obedient, and it pierced him, but he was obedient. 

Finally, Sam locked himself in his study and wept. He wept for joy, for incomprehensible 

love, and for frustration. More than he had ever considered possible, more than he thought a 

mortal could, he wished to serve and bless; to witness and praise; to shout truths from the 

rooftops, and he could not.  

He felt a new flow of the Holy Spirit, and a gentle understanding appeared in his soul. “This 

is what it means to know Christ,” the Spirit whispered. Immediately thereafter, the incredible 

feeling of love began to dissipate, and in a few minutes, was largely gone. He was left as he was 

before. 

Sam pondered how glorious it had been to experience in part what the Savior feels for us. He 

knew better than he could find words to express why Christ was willing to die for us, his 

wayward and rebellious children. For part of a day, Sam had felt a small portion of the love 

which had motivated Christ to allow himself to be nailed to a cross. Yet, with Sam the feeling 

was a gift, and temporary –  mercifully temporary. With Christ, this love was the very essence of 

His existence. Sam knew then, that no mortal could live with that powerful love upon them as 

Christ had experienced it in his mortal life.  

Sam was startled to realize that to have that glorious love would literally compel him person 

to live as Christ had lived. He could not own a business, for it would be too painful to profit from 

any transaction. More than that, it would squander the time needed to otherwise bless people. 

There were too many to help; too many blessings to give; too many lame and blind, and hurting 

to heal. Such a one could not own things, for possessions would obligate you to maintain and 

protect them, keeping him from doing what this love demanded. One could not be as other men, 

for that perfect love would be like a white-hot fire of perfect desire, and any person possessed of 

it in full measure would eventually end up on some cross somewhere, dying for the love of those 

driving the nails. Sam savored all this in his heart, recorded it in his journal, and spoke of it to no 

one.  

  



 

 

Chapter Two 

The Crucible 

The twins were best friends about this time with Fred and Connie’s young son, Freddie. 

When the twins and Freddie played, there was often another playmate with them. All three of the 

youngsters called this invisible companion “our friend.” Whenever something needed to be 

divided, such as a lump of clay, invariably four mounds of clay were made, the last one before an 

empty seat.  

Princess thought it cute that all three of them acknowledged this imaginary friend. Whether 

they were playing at their house, or at Freddie’s, their “friend,” was always included. 

Occasionally their friend joined Princess and Sam for dinner. When they were so blessed, the 

twins carefully set another place, provided a chair, and made sure no one disturbed their guest. If 

someone tried to sit in that seemingly unoccupied chair, there arose such a fuss the invisible 

guest invariably kept his seat. 

When their friend blessed the whole family with his invisible presence the twins acted as 

interpreters. “Our friend says he would like to have some more ice cream,” they would 

announce. Or, “Our friend says he loves you, Grandma.” The messages were always sweet, and 

occasionally somewhat startling. Such was the case when their “friend,” called Grandma “Mama 

Laura.” It was a name she had not heard in nearly twenty years. Sam could not recall whether or 

not he had ever mentioned the name to his precocious daughters. He finally concluded they had 

heard him use the term at some odd moment, and it had somehow stuck in their minds. He had 

frequently told them stories of his childhood, and chalked it up to that. 

Sam endured the time with patience, remained faithful in every respect, and refused to allow 

himself to wallow in fear. Sam never was officially informed of any change in his status in the 

Stake. Either time dimmed the memory of his error, or the Spirit instructed a quiet change, or 

both perhaps. Whatever the actual cause, his first chance to teach came quietly when he was 

asked to teach the lesson in High Priest’s group. The group leadership was going to be gone 

hunting for two Sundays, and Sam was asked to conduct, and teach during the absence. Sam 

calmly nodded his acceptance of the assignment, a simple response much too benign for the 

happiness he felt inside. 

All during the week Sam read the lesson many times and contemplated what he might say. 

When Sunday finally arrived, he was over-prepared, and had sufficient material to teach for 

hours. However, when the actual moment came, the Holy Spirit settled upon him; he set aside 

most of his preparations, and taught them from his heart, and from the workings of truth within 

him. 

Because of the influx of tourists, the population of the Matanuska Valley had, as usual, 

increases dramatically that summer. It was not uncommon at times to have a dozen visitors at 

church. For this reason, Sam thought little of the two older gentlemen who visited his class that 

day. 



 

 

The taller, and apparently younger, of the two introduced themselves as visitors from “the old 

country.” He described themselves as brothers, but did not give a family name. When asked for a 

sir name, he replied with a smile, “you probably couldn’t pronounce it,” then chuckled. That 

seemed to satisfy all present.  

The two visitors attend the High Priests Group meeting. Since Sam was conducting, he asked 

them what brought them to Alaska. The younger of them replied “We travel all over the world 

for our employer, doing whatever He needs done.”  It was an odd answer, but again seemed to 

satisfy the question. 

These discussions took place with the younger man. The only comment the elder man made 

was something to the effect, “Don’t pay any attention to me. I just like to listen.” While his 

English was flawless, his accent was decidedly foreign, probably European.  

The older gentleman walked with a cane and a slight limp, had a full head of gray hair, and 

seemed more interested in who was saying what, than what was being said. Sam knew this was 

an odd concept to lay to someone’s credit. Yet, while the younger man made several worthwhile 

comments during the course of Sam’s lesson, the older man looked intently at whoever was 

speaking at the moment, but said nothing. It was impossible to tell from the expression on his 

face if he agreed with, or even cared about what was being said. Since Sam was doing most of 

the speaking, it was Sam whom he watched most intently.  

When the lesson was over, the two enigmatic gentlemen stood and left the room without 

comment. 

The following Sunday they returned. It was somewhat uncommon for tourists to remain in 

the area that long, so during group meeting, Sam made a special point of welcoming them back. 

They acknowledged his kindness graciously. 

“Are you actually here on business, or vacation?” Sam asked. 

It was the older man who replied. “Mostly business, but we are also making this a pleasure 

trip of sorts.” 

“Will you be with us long?” Sam wondered aloud. 

“Just a little longer, I think,” he replied. “Our business is nearly completed.” 

The lesson in the Priesthood manual was entitled “The Holy Spirit,” a subject dear to Sam’s 

heart. His own experiences, his own vast blessings, had begun the moment he had learned to hear 

and obey the Spirit. The lesson was sweet, uplifting, and punctuated with testimony. The Holy 

Spirit was there in abundance, and Sam felt his heart soar as he freely bore testimony of these 

glorious principles for the first time in far too long. When it was over, many of the brethren 

shook his hand and thanked him for the lesson. He was very pleased to bear testimony once 

again, and have it bless lives. 

The older of the two visitors lingered, and was obviously waiting to say something to Sam. 

They were the only two left in the room as Sam placed his books in his briefcase, and snapped it 



 

 

closed. As if this were his cue, the older visitor stood in a graceful move, looped his cane over 

his arm, and walked toward him without a hint of a limp. Sam observed all this somewhere 

outside his conscious mind. 

“Brother Mahoy,” the man said as he stepped up to Sam. Sam could not help but notice that 

the man stepped much closer than is ordinarily comfortable. Yet, Sam did not feel an urge to step 

back. 

“Yes?” Sam replied. The older man reached out his hand, which Sam accepted. The visitor 

placed his other hand atop Sam’s, his hands firm and warm, his grip sure. 

“I just want to tell you that the Lord is pleased with what you have been teaching these 

brethren. I urge you to continue at every opportunity. Yours is a great mission to be a blessing to 

your brethren. You have great gifts in this regard. Be fearless in your service.” This he stated 

with authority, as if actually delivering a message from the Lord.  

Sam thought this odd, but did not have time to say more than “Thank you.” 

The visitor continued, still holding Sam’s hand. “In my work, I travel all over the world 

representing my employer. I have been in nearly every country, city, town and village on the 

map,” said he. “My work often precludes my meeting with the Saints as much as I would like. It 

is always a joy to meet with the Saints and to find the Holy Spirit there in rich abundance. For 

this, I thank you. I can tell you with some authority that this is not the case everywhere I go. It is 

largely true, but not a rule.” 

“Thank you,” Sam said again, unsure of what all this meant. 

Still holding Sam’s hand, the man looked him squarely in the eye and stated. “I just want to 

know if you will be as good a man thirty years from now as you are this day.” 

Sam answered without hesitation. “If I have my desires, and if my prayers are answered as I 

hope, I will be a much better man.” 

The man leaned forward slightly, gazing intently into Sam’s eyes. “It will be as you say,” he 

replied with absoluteness. With this he released Sam’s hand and took a small step back. 

“Endure faithfully,” he admonished. “Perhaps we shall meet again.” 

“I would like that,” Sam said sincerely, his heart burning with the Spirit. A dozen questions 

popped into his head, but he could ask none of them. 

“Farewell,” he said, lifted a hand in a type of salute, turned, took three quick steps toward the 

door, lowered his cane and limped out into the hall. 

Sam wanted to run after this strange visitor and ask him who he was, for the burning within 

his bosom made him suspect he was no ordinary tourist. Sam could see his gray head moving 

slowly down the hall amid the press of people. Sam took one step to the table, picked up his 



 

 

briefcase, and took two more quick steps to the door. He surveyed the hall and was surprised to 

see that the old gentleman had vanished from sight. There were no exit doors anywhere near. 

Two weeks later Sam entered the Chapel with Princess on his arm. It was Mother’s Day, and 

she had come to church of her own volition. Sam was so pleased to have her with him, and so 

anxious for it to be a spiritually edifying meeting, that he paid little attention to who else was 

there. 

One of his favorite people in the ward was Sister Wadsworth. He was pleased to see that her 

name was on the program. Sister Wadsworth was the mother of six grown children, and a 

stalwart in the ward. She had served in practically every position in the ward except Bishop. Sam 

had no doubt she would have made a great one. She was one of those magnificent people whose 

quiet strength feeds the faith of others in lasting ways. 

Sister Wadsworth spoke of her mother in loving terms, and told of her childhood. The 

message was touching, emotional, and profound. Tears flowed down her cheeks as she 

remembered time after time when her mother had taught her life’s great lessons, often at great 

expense to herself. When she concluded her talk Sam felt as if he had attended a temple session, 

and felt his heart rejoicing. He glanced at Princess, and to his great delight, found a look of 

sweetness on her face. But even more meaningful to Sam was the glow of the Holy Spirit in her 

eyes.  

Sister Wadsworth came directly from the stand to where they stood. She took Princess’s hand 

in both of hers, and in a way only one filled with the Holy Spirit can, told her how wonderful it 

was to see her again. Had anyone else said the same thing it might have offended her. As it was, 

Princess was pleased, and told Sister Wadsworth how much she had loved her talk. They started 

speaking of Princess’s mother, whom she had barely known, when they were interrupted. 

“Excuse me Sister Wadsworth,” a man’s voice interjected. Sister Wadsworth was standing in 

the row directly behind Sam and Princess, and turned to see who had spoken to her. Sam was 

amazed to see the older gentleman from his quorum meeting several weeks ago. The old 

gentleman extended his hand with a warm smile. 

“Sister Wadsworth, I just wanted to tell you how sweet your testimony was to my soul today. 

You made me remember my own mother, and I can tell you, at my age, that is no small affair.” 

He chuckled to himself. “It was long, long ago.”  He smiled meaningfully. “You bore a sweet 

testimony; I shall remember your words a long time.” 

Sister Wadsworth smiled. “Well, thank you. I don’t believe I’ve met you before. You already 

know who I am. May I ask your name?” 

 “Oh,” he said as he leaned forward slightly. “I don’t have a name. I’m just one of the three 

Nephites going around visiting the Saints.” With this he smiled, released her hand, glanced 

pointedly at Sam, and turned. 

“What do you suppose he meant by that?” Sister Wadsworth asked Sam with a puzzled 

expression. 



 

 

As she spoke, Sam was watching the gentleman’s old gray head move slowly down the 

crowded row, greeting people as he went. Reluctantly, Sam turned his attention to Sister 

Wadsworth. 

“I think he’s telling the truth,” he replied emphatically. “I want to talk to him some more.” 

Having so said they both turned to where the old gentleman had been but seconds before, and he 

was gone. 

“Where did he go?” Sister Wadsworth asked, bewildered. “He was just there, and now I 

don’t see him, and it’s too crowded for him to have gotten to any door. He should be right 

there!” she insisted, pointing not ten feet from where she stood. 

“He seems to have a way of doing that,” Sam said soberly. 

As Sam recorded these things in his journal, he pondered them. He had read of the Three 

Nephites visiting people before, but certainly had never anticipated one might visit him. And, for 

what purpose? To what end had he come? He recorded all these things and pondered them. 

What surprised him even more was Princess’s reaction to the whole thing. Having stood right 

there and heard the whole exchange, she could not recall the old gentleman walking up and 

talking to them. Sam had to admit the possibility that his words were a poor joke on the part of 

an old man; but remembering the way the Spirit had burned within, he accepted the other, less 

likely, explanation. 

Still, Sam’s soul hungered to know the truth of such things, and he pondered them in his 

heart. 

Angelica continued to live with Connie and Fred all that year. As time went by she grew, 

matured, repented, overcame her drug dependency, and returned to school. She first finished 

High School with honors, then enrolled in the community college studying psychology with an 

emphasis in drug addiction. Her thirst for knowledge was nearly compulsive, and she studied 

hard to find the answers not only to her own problems, but to become a source of strength to 

others she knew still languished in the dungeons of addiction, ignorance and despair. 

Prior to Bishop Dowling’s untimely death, he had met with Angelica. She was 

disfellowshipped almost immediately, and the good Bishop began meeting with her weekly to 

buoy her up and strengthen her. 

Bishop McDoogle was likewise loving and diligent in servicing Angelica’s special needs. In 

time a light shimmered within, and was gently nurtured as she grew and blossomed. Sam learned 

she was just 23 years old. He would have guessed her to be 43. Her face had been haggard, her 

skin taut and sallow, her complexion blotched and unhealthy. Yet, as the Holy Spirit took up 

residency within her, her body rejuvenated, and she slowly became a young woman once again.  

Connie worked with her tirelessly, taught her everything from common courtesy and 

manners, to personal hygiene. Connie slowly helped her new friend restructure her speech to 

eliminate the crude and crass, and taught her to cook, clean, and even to dance. She retrained her 

in beauty by first throwing away every item of garish makeup she owned. Angelica learned the 



 

 

principles of internal beauty, cleanliness, and natural loveliness. In time, she emerged a beautiful 

young woman, full of hope, happiness, and testimony. Only her dismal self-image kept her from 

becoming a lovely, wholesome bride for some lucky man. 

Sam was pleased at how completely their small ward welcomed her. Her story was well 

known, and it seemed to matter very little. If anything, it seemed to unite the ward in a common 

cause of reclaiming this fragile daughter of Heavenly Father. The sisters gathered her into their 

midst, and loved her without critiquing her. It was an act of pure Christian fellowship, and it 

warmed Sam to see it.  

Personally, Sam had but little to do with her recovery, yet Angelica ultimately had much to 

do with his. 

It was a Monday afternoon, and Sam was at work. The twins were asleep upstairs, and 

Princess was sitting at the piano plunking out a Christmas melody with one finger while she sang 

softly in her rich voice. She never played when Sam was home, yet found a simple solitude in 

her private reveries at the piano. Had Sam understood her interest he would have welcomed the 

chance to teach her. As it stood, he hadn’t the slightest clue that she even looked at the piano 

except to identify some particle of dust needing banishment. 

The doorbell startled her, and she stood in haste, hoping whoever had come had not heard her 

juvenile plinking on the keys. She pulled open the heavy oak door with a smile on her face. 

Being a naturally friendly soul, she liked visitors. 

“Angelica!” she said with a little too much surprise in her voice. Her shy neighbor had never 

ventured over to their home on her own before, and it surprised Princess to see her there, 

cowering on her porch.  

“Princess, I hope I’m not intruding on you. I could come back later,” she offered unsteadily, 

turning away in haste. 

“Of course, you’re not intruding. Come in.” Princess assured her by taking her elbow and 

almost dragging her inside. 

Angelica entered slowly, her eyes traveling quickly from object to object. Even though he 

and Princess had tried to keep their wealth from being obvious, it was still apparent that they 

were not struggling. Her unexpected guest stopped in her tracks before the big piano and ran a 

hand gently along the edge of its glossy black cabinet. 

“Do you play?” Princess asked gently. Angelica jumped as if a gun had gone off near her. 

She was dressed in a plain cotton dress that was utterly featureless except for a faux pearl 

necklace around her neck. Her coat was an unremarkable gray, exactly the wrong color on her in 

every way. Her clothing seemed to have been selected with an eye to shouting to everyone who 

saw her, ‘I’m nobody.”  But, her face was shining, and her bronzed blond hair brushed to the 

texture of fine gold. She looked more well and wholesome than Princess had ever seen her. 

Angelica laughed at the notion. “Who me? No, I don’t have any notable talents,” she said in 

her self-effacing way. 



 

 

“You’re too hard on yourself Angelica. One of your most obvious talents is humility. 

Another is the obvious ability to overcome incredible odds.” 

“You’re far too generous with your compliments,” Angelica returned earnestly, her voice 

somewhat breathy and childlike. “But, I’m thankful you think good things of me. Even I don’t 

share your perspective, so don’t be surprised if you are alone in your opinion of me.” 

Princess frowned. “Oh, Angelica, cut that out. Let’s make a rule here and now. When people 

come to visit, I don’t allow them to gossip, or talk badly of my friends. That includes you. So, 

since you’re my friend, you can’t talk disparagingly about yourself. Do we have a deal?” 

Angelica smiled broadly, and almost said something else defamatory, but swallowed it with 

effort. “OK,” she said instead. A lot of tension passed out of her and she smiled wistfully. 

Princess steered her to a seat on the big sofa, and sat near her. “To what do I owe the honor 

of your visit?” she asked kindly. 

“Well, I’m not sure. I was just doing homework and this urging came over me to come visit 

you. I have to admit that it does frighten me to come here. But, you were the one who taught 

Connie to be obedient to the Holy Spirit, and she taught me, so here I am,” she said with 

childlike simplicity, arching her shoulders as if she were helpless to do anything else. 

Princess was a little taken aback by these words. She no longer felt as she once had about the 

Holy Spirit, nor about obedience and faith, or anything else spiritual for that matter. Instead of 

commenting on that, she focused on something else. “Why would you feel frightened to come 

here? Am I such a terrifying person?” 

“Oh, no, not at all!” Angelica said hurriedly, her words heavy-laden with apology. She 

swallowed hard, her eyes darting from her hands to Princess’s face. “I’m afraid I’ve given you 

the wrong impression. You’re not at all bad. It’s not you, it’s me.”  

Princess gave her a meaningful look, and Angelica changed the thrust of her next statement. 

“What I mean is, I admire you so much, and look up to you, that it’s kind of like making an 

uninvited visit to the prophet or something. I just can hardly believe that you even let me in, let 

alone that you are sitting here talking to me like, like I was normal or something.” 

“I thought we discussed you talking down about my friends,” Princess reminded her in a 

kindly, but insistent voice. 

“Sorry,” Angelica muttered with her head lowered. “But it’s true. You’re everything I’m not. 

You’re beautiful, you’re good, you’re happy, you’re married to a wonderful man, you have 

beautiful children…” 

“So do you,” Princess interjected forcefully. 

“I do, don’t I.” When Angelica glanced up her eyes sparkled with happiness. “Well, you 

know what I mean. There is so much to admire about you that I feel out of place coming over.” 



 

 

“Well, put yourself at ease. I’m mortal. Perhaps more mortal than you are.” 

“I can’t believe that!” 

“It’s true. I’ll bet if you think about it, you can think of something wonderful you have that I 

don’t,” Princess ventured. 

“Oh, that’s easy,” Angelica proclaimed, then immediately bit her lip, pained that she had 

spoken so quickly.  

Princess smiled broadly, happy that Angelica had this wonderful possession. “Tell me. What 

wonderful thing do you have that I don’t?” Princess asked teasingly. She wanted to hear what 

this dear girl possessed she considered of such worth. With all her negative attitude toward 

herself, a self-generated compliment would be refreshing, and therapeutic for her. “Come on, 

tell.” 

“I don’t want to offend you.” 

“Why would it offend me? Fess up. Come on,” Princess coaxed. 

“It isn’t polite to flaunt your prized possessions under people’s noses. Especially when those 

people have made it plain they don’t think your prize is valuable. Please don’t make me tell 

you,” she begged in complete seriousness. 

Princess pondered this for a moment. She did not want to make Angelica uncomfortable, but 

was quite certain that Angelica’s wellbeing depended upon her being willing to give herself a 

compliment, no matter how minute it might be. She decided to gently press the issue. “Angelica, 

now you’ve got me curious. Either you tell me, or I’m going to put salt in your Red Bush tea, 

instead of sugar.” 

Angelica laughed at this. She loved Red Bush tea, as did nearly anyone who tasted it. 

“I have a testimony,” she said simply. 

Princess felt the smile fall from her face. Angelica’s simple answer was so powerfully true 

that it struck her again and again, as if that simple sentence continued to echo back and forth 

across the room, striking her with each return. 

“I think I’ll get the tea now,” Princess said, rising. 

Angelica was stricken with remorse. “Oh, Princess, I’m so sorry. I didn’t want to tell you. I 

really didn’t. Now I’ve offended you, and I didn’t mean to. I really didn’t. I’ll leave now. I’m 

sooo sorry,” she insisted as she stood hurriedly, fumbling with her coat.  

Princess stopped mid-stride, nearly on the other side of the piano. This was all so unexpected, 

so innocent and truthful, that she suddenly yearned to put her young friend at ease.  



 

 

“Angelica, you spoke from your heart. Anyone who takes offense at another’s deepest 

feelings isn’t really their friend. Please allow me to be your friend, and never ever withhold from 

me the treasures of your heart. Come. Help me fix the tea. I would like you to tell me more about 

your treasure.” Three seconds earlier she could not have honestly said what she just did. But, 

now, somehow, it was the truth. 

Angelica almost ran to her side. Princess looped an arm through hers and started for the big 

porcelain monument she called her kitchen. 

“I know you remember what I was like not long ago,” Angelica began. “I had nothing, less 

than nothing, not even hope or self-respect. The very first thing I ever had, ever felt that was 

good, ever possessed that was special, was a testimony. It was the beginning of my resurrection. 

And, Princess, I got it mostly from you. You are my hero, my inspiration in all those dark 

days…” 

“Why from me,” she asked, genuinely perplexed. “Why not from Connie, or Fred.” 

“Connie and Fred are marvelous!  They had a great deal to do with my recovery, but they had 

their own road to travel. In my eyes, you were a saint. I wanted to be like you so badly I was 

willing to risk everything to achieve it.” 

“I didn’t know you had observed the Connie and Fred were on their own journey.” 

“Give me a little credit,” Angelica laughed. “No, you were my ideal, my rock solid example. 

No matter what else ever happens, I will always love you for that.” 

“Angelica, would you do me a favor?” Princess asked with a lump in her throat. 

“I will if I can. I’m not very good for much,” she said, then added, “Sorry.” 

Princess ignored that. “I would like you to come over here every day and remind me of what 

you just said. Would you do that for me?” 

Angelica spun to face her. “Do you mean it? Can I really do that? Oh, Princess, it would 

mean so much to me! You just can’t imagine how much it would bless my life to come over here 

every day and talk about my testimony. I would so love to do that!” 

“I was thinking more of it blessing my life. You’re the one with the testimony, remember?” 

“Oh, fiddlesticks,” Angelica said dismissively. “You have a testimony. You’ve just buried it 

beneath your pain. Believe me, I’m an expert on pain. It has a way of burying almost everything 

worthwhile. I can tell you all about it.” 

“I’m looking forward to it,” Princess admitted. 

“Me too. Oh, me too, Princess. Did you know that I really do think of you as royalty? 

Princess, what a wonderful name.” 



 

 

“Did you know my real name is Dawn, as in the rising of the sun?” 

“Really? Dawn.” She let it roll across her tongue slowly, trying to say it with the same 

elongated vowels of Dawn’s accent. “I love that name. But to me, you are still a princess, no 

matter what your name really is. Someone told me you grew up in a castle. Is that true?” 

“It was a replica of a castle.” 

“Wow…” Angelica exclaimed with child-like wonder. “A you grew up a princess in a 

castle…” 

The afternoon following Angelica’s visit passed slowly for Princess. Her new friend had 

gone home shortly after their conversation, and she had pondered that special visit for hours 

thereafter. What startled her most wasn’t what Angelica had said to her, so much as what she had 

said to Angelica. When faced with wounding so delicate a soul as she, Princess could not allow it 

to happen, and the most potent remedy had been the truth. The truth was that Princess was 

starved, nearly spiritually emaciated for want of spiritual food. Once her pride had taken second 

seat to her love of Angelica, it took third seat to her need for spiritual sustenance, and then forth, 

and fifth, until it hardly existed within her. 

Good to her word, Angelica came over nearly every day thereafter. In time, she and Princess 

became special friends, connected by a great spiritual unity, and small miracles began to occur – 

that is, if any miracle can really be called small. Not only did Princess’s pain soften such that her 

testimony found its way to the surface, and once again grew in splendor, but Angelica achieved 

the full bloom of spiritual and emotional maturity. Princess’s affection and admiration were like 

water on a desert flower. Angelica’s soul devoured these new feelings of worth, and where once 

stood barren sands of self-loathing, now grew a lush garden of rich personal worth.  

Had you asked Angelica, she would have told you she gave very little to Princess, and gained 

eternally in return. Princess, Sam knew from long conversations with her, thought exactly the 

same of Angelica. She viewed Angelica almost as her salvation. In her heart, Angelica held a 

place right next to the courageous young missionary who had found her in the castle of her 

childhood, and taught her the gospel. The parallels were intriguing to Princess, for in both cases, 

her teacher had had to scale both figurative, and actual castle walls, behind both of which she 

had foolishly run to hide.  

Sam came home tired and emotionally drained. Now that he no longer traveled to 

Washington, the business was proving to be more involved than he had anticipated. Before it was 

all over Sam asked himself a hundred times why he had expanded. It couldn’t have been for the 

money. They already had more than they could consume in their lifetime.  

Princess had dinner waiting, which they ate while engaged in small talk. It always surprised 

Princess how the intellectual level of the conversation fell to the age of the youngest at the table. 

With the twins always present, their dinner topics evolved around the concerns typical to most 

five year olds. 

After dinner Sam helped clean up the kitchen and then wandered aimlessly to his spot on the 

big couch near the piano. He picked up the paper, read a few lines, and laid it back down. He 



 

 

seldom enjoyed reading the news and felt unusually repelled by it tonight. It was one of those 

nights when he would have snapped on the TV and vegetated. 

 However, they didn’t own a television. Princess had grown up in a world without television, 

and she simply saw no need for it. They had owned one for a while, and when she saw how 

much time, and how much family interaction was foolishly sucked into the black hole of 

television, she simply took the matter into her own hands.  

Sam had come home one day to find they no longer owned one. It had taken him about six 

weeks to learn to survive happily without it. Now, instead of rotting his brain the tube, he played 

with the girls, studied the gospel, wrote music, kept his journal up to date, and teased his wife 

until she had to kiss him long and hard to shut him up. He was a hard-won convert, but solidly 

behind their, actually her, decision to eliminate the one-eyed monster from their home. 

The twins were in bed, or more accurately on their beds jumping, when Princess joined him 

on the sofa. She often sought him out, and his heart grew a little fonder of her every time she sat 

beside him. He looked at her and smiled. She smiled back, cocking her head to one side. It was 

her unconscious signal that she was either going to tease him, or ask some earth-shattering 

question. 

“Explain something to me, would you?” 

“Something is a noun. It’s used to specify anything not clearly defined, an indefinite 

quantity, or … Oof!”  

She had punched him in the side. “I’m serious now.” 

“How was I supposed to know? You give me the same look when you are about to tease me.” 

“I do?” she asked, genuinely surprised he had her looks mapped well enough to identify what 

she was planning. 

“Well, usually. Anyway, what is it you want me to explain? I probably don’t know any more 

about it than you do.” 

“On this subject, you do.” 

“So, what is it you want to know?” 

“Why is it that you have let almost a year go by without us studying the scriptures together?” 

“What?” Sam asked in total surprise.  

“Don’t you realize the Prophet has instructed us to study the Scriptures together every 

night?” 

“I…I…” he stammered. 



 

 

“As the highest priesthood authority in this home, I think you should repent and do your 

duty.” 

“But…” 

“Here are your scriptures,” Princess said as she laid his books in his lap. “And, here are mine. 

If it’s not too much trouble, I would really like to hear you read. I think I’m a little starved for 

spiritual food, and hearing your voice reminds me of the days when you taught me. OK?” 

“Well… sure. I…” 

“Start at the first verse in First Nephi,” she urged gently. “I’ll tell you when to stop.” 

During that evening, Sam had frequent difficulty reading the words because of a pesky water 

problem in his eyes. Every time he blinked, it seemed more showed up. He read to her a long 

time. During the entire time, she sat with her head resting gently on his shoulder. It seemed she 

was having water problems too. 

Before going to bed Sam sat down at the piano and wrote a happy love song. It was warm 

sunshine after a summer shower and sparkles of sunlight on the lake in the early morning. It was 

sweet and gentle, and it warmed his heart to write it. The song was only a tiny part of the great 

love he was feeling, but even that small part was sufficient to put to music. “A Little Love Song” 

was published a short time later. 

It had been almost two years since he had been summarily released as Bishop. Since 

Princess’ sudden and miraculous return from her self-imposed exile, Sam had scarcely given his 

sudden release a thought. Considering how great an outpouring of blessings had come to him 

since that day, he hardly felt as if the trials had been for naught. In some ways, he was even 

grateful. Deep reflection had revealed that he surely would not have achieved the greatest of 

these had he not been tried in the fires of awful adversity.  

At some future date, he hoped to fully understand the process whereby great blessings are 

bestowed, and the price required to receive them. For now, he only knew that those great trials 

were an important part of it. More accurately stated, he knew his response to those trials, 

however unjust they may have seemed at the time, was what had been important. In some way 

completely unplanned, unrehearsed, and unanticipated, he had chosen faithfulness, and sweet 

had been the blessings. 

Almost like a mother recently delivered of her first child, Sam was inclined to say. “I don’t 

ever want to go through that again! But, look how beautiful a child it has brought us.” 

Princess awoke nauseated early one morning, and after throwing up, returned to bed shaken.  

“I think I’m pregnant,” she said mournfully. 

“That’s wonderful!” Sam proclaimed, and gathered her into his arms and kissed her gently. 

She laid back down and snuggled against him. 



 

 

“I’m afraid,” she said quietly. 

“I know you had problems last time, but this time we’ll be better prepared, and we’ll have the 

best doctors, and we’ll…” 

“Not about that,” she interrupted him. 

“What then?” 

“About what I told you earlier, about my feeling I would not have more than two babies.” 

“I remember now. You were afraid you would die, or something?” 

“I have always known I would only have two children, and after that I wouldn’t live to have 

a third. I don’t know why, but I just believe it.” Her voice was small and pensive. 

“Princess, this is just your imagination,” Sam assured her forcefully. 

“Perhaps, but it’s been part of my imagination since I was a small girl.” 

“Well, that only shows you how silly it is. You’re still laboring under some dark childhood 

fear. Probably it comes from losing your own mother so young.” 

“It could be,” she allowed quietly. 

“Let’s change the subject,” Sam urged. He didn’t like this one at all. “Are you going to go 

see the doctor?” 

“I have an appointment tomorrow. I’ve been suspecting this for about two weeks now.” 

“Everything will be wonderful. You’ll see.” 

“I love you,” she told him quietly. It was music to his soul. 

The doctor’s appointment went well and was encouraging. Doctor Green said her health was 

good, and this birth should be a normal delivery. Both Sam and Princess were encouraged. Still, 

in spite of all the encouraging words they spoke to one another, Princess never forgot her fear. 

For that matter, neither did Sam. 

Even though Sam did not believe her fears to be based in fact, yet the fact that she believed 

them so strongly frightened him. He had heard of people actually making their own fears come 

to pass simply by fixating upon them. He discussed this with her at length, and urged her to look 

beyond to the birth of this child. 

Sam came home one day to find her writing in her journal. Princess was not comfortable 

using the computer, so she kept her journal in a bound book by her bed. He could tell by where 

the ribbon was placed that she had written quite a bit that day. 



 

 

Summer that year was unusually rainy and bleak. Late in August the sun broke through for 

three glorious weeks and temperatures soared into the upper 70’s, hot for that time of year in 

Alaska. Everywhere one looked people stampeded toward the mountains and lakes. Even for a 

civilization tucked inside a perpetual forest, the call of the mountains was heard and obeyed. For 

days, a non-stop caravan of motor homes, boats and trailers loaded with three-wheelers and 

canoes streamed toward the hills. 

Princess was about seven months along, and feeling awkward. She was healthy and in good 

spirits, but it was hard for her to drive, and she dreaded the trip to the doctor. Sam came home 

from work around noon to drive her. They swung by his parents’ home and dropped off the 

twins, now both a mature seven years old. 

They traveled down the Parks highway to its intersection with the Glenn Highway. The Parks 

highway wound slowly to Fairbanks if driven the opposite direction they were going. Built fairly 

recently, the Parks Highway passed hundreds of beautiful lakes, campgrounds, rivers rich with 

fish, and Denali Park.  

Both Sam and Princess felt relieved to turn off of the Parks with its nearly bumper-to-bumper 

traffic. They turned north on the Glenn, a wider and faster road for the few minutes’ drive to 

Palmer. 

Sam sped up in the lighter traffic and relaxed. They had just reached the speed limit of 55 

when a pickup pulled out behind them to pass. Sam was surprised the truck wanted by, but the 

road was straight and nearly empty. He held his speed as the truck quickly pulled by them. The 

truck was a fairly new Ford pickup with a matching camper shell. Tied to the top was an 

aluminum canoe. Just as it pulled in front of them Sam glanced at the thick dust on the tailgate of 

the pickup. What he saw caused his heart to lurch in terror. 

“That canoe doesn’t look like it’s tied down very well,” Princess commented. 

“I think you’re right. I’m going to slow…”  

At that very moment, the leading rope on the canoe broke and the canoe launched almost 

straight upward, flipped completely over, and for a moment seemed to hover in the air like a kite, 

still secured to the truck by the last rope. Sam applied the brakes severely just as the last rope 

broke. The end of the canoe hit the pavement and began cart wheeling through the air. Sam 

locked the wheels of the Thunderbird, and skidded out of control. They had almost come to a 

stop when the bow of the flying canoe hit the hood of their car and sliced toward Sam. 

Instinctively he swerved to the left at the last second, which caused the canoe to strike the 

windshield right in front of Princess.  

The canoe broke through the windshield in a spray of glass. Princess screamed and Sam 

looked just in time to see the canoe stop a few inches short of her. She turned toward him. Sam 

had expected to see fear, panic, anything but what he saw. She was smiling, a look of peace on 

her face.  

Sam looked back to the road and could only see the canoe on the hood. They were still 

skidding forward. He looked out the side window to see they were in the oncoming lane of 



 

 

traffic. He pumped the brakes to regain control, and brought the heavy car back into their lane. 

At that exact moment, a car whizzed by them with its horn blaring. 

“That was close!” Sam cried, just as a sudden impact stopped their car with finality. Even 

wearing a seat belt Sam was thrown forward, his face hitting something unyielding. Blackness 

overcame him, and he knew nothing more. 

Sam awoke three days later in the very hospital in which the twins had been born. He slowly 

gained consciousness to find himself looking into his mother’s face. She was stroking his arms, 

saying his name, urging him to wake up. His mouth felt like it was stuffed with cotton. He tried 

to speak, and found it impossible. 

He watched in a blur of pain as a nurse carefully opened his mouth and removed something 

from inside. It seemed to be a block of plastic like a football mouth guard. He had used one 

many times playing football. He tried to move his arms and found them pinned to the bed by 

straps. 

“What happened?” Sam mumbled hoarsely as soon as he could speak. His tongue explored 

his mouth to find nothing where it belonged. His mouth tasted bloody, and his breath was foul, 

even to him. He began to panic. 

“Keep your tongue still,” the nurse instructed, “or I’ll have to put the mouthpiece back in. 

“You have extensive injuries to your face. Your upper and lower jaws are broken, and you have 

many loose teeth. You’re going to heal completely, so don’t worry. Your injuries are not life 

threatening. Our only concern was that you awake from your coma. Now that you are awake, 

you are out of danger. You can talk if you speak slowly. But don’t push with your tongue against 

your teeth. Do you understand?” 

Sam tried to nod and found his head restrained by a stiff brace on his neck. 

“Where’th Printheth?” he demanded, trying to not move his tongue. It was very hard, yet 

easy to remember as the slightest movements by his tongue against his teeth shot sharp pains 

inside his head. 

“You were hit by a canoe. Do you remember?” his mother asked earnestly. 

“Yeth. I rememberrr the canoe flyink thhhrough the air. It almotht hit Printheth in the chetht. 

It wath very clowth,” he said laboriously, suppressing a sigh. 

“The canoe did hit Princess,” his mother said softly. 

“No! I thaw it. It stopped jutht thort of her. It didn’t hit her. I wath there!” Sam insisted. 

“When you changed lanes, the pickup truck had stopped in the road. You ran into the back of 

it…” 

“I did?” he asked quietly. This was all unknown to him. Then he remembered the sudden 

impact after he had changed lanes. 



 

 

“What’th wrong. Ith Printheth OK? I want to talk to her,” he insisted. 

There was a long silence. Sam tried to look into his mother’s face, but without contacts could 

not see her clearly. Even without them, he could see grief etched on her face. 

His mother placed a hand on his chest. “Princess was killed in the accident,” she said softly. 

“I’m sorry. I’m so, so sorry,” she barely managed to say through her sobs. 

“Oh no! Printheth….” he cried. “Oh, Printheth….pleathe don’t be dead!  Pleathe! I need 

you… Oh no! Printheth…..” he sobbed uncontrollably until the nurse did something to his IV, 

and sleep took him away. The last image he remembered before oblivion rescued him was a 

large “22” drawn in the dust on the tailgate of the pickup.  

Her funeral was delayed two weeks so Sam could attend. He came in a wheelchair, his face 

bandaged from his eyes down. Sam had insisted on seeing her. The funeral director had flatly 

refused, locked the casket, and walked away. Sam was inconsolable, and tears soaked his 

bandages until they were sliding down his face, stinging his wounds. He did not care. He simply 

did not care. 

The twins were still with Grandma, and just barely able to understand what had happened. 

Sam had not seen them in the hospital. Everyone, including his mother, thought they would be 

too frightened by his swollen eyes and halting speech. They saw him for the first time in two 

weeks there at the funeral, and ran to him crying. For the first time his own grief relented, and he 

saw the deep wounds inside his daughters. He knew at that moment as surely as he had ever 

known anything, that he had to rise above his own grief, and stand firmly for his young 

daughters, or their loss would be too great.  

He gathered his daughters lovingly onto his lap, and wrapped his arms around them. They 

snuggled carefully against his chest and whimpered softly. He remembered the grief he had felt 

when his little brother Jimmy had died, and could only imagine that their loss was exponentially 

greater. His sorrow turned from self-pity, to empathy, and the healing quietly began. 

Sam’s legs and arms were undamaged, and he was able to hold them all through the service. 

He had had nothing to do with arranging the program, and was surprised how many people came. 

Sam did not recognize the sober-faced man who offered his hand. 

“I’m very sorry,” he said, and choked back a sob. “Dawn really loved you.”  It wasn’t until 

Sam heard his distinct British accent, and that he had called her Dawn, not Princess, that Sam 

realized whose hand he was shaking. 

“Brother Pawley!” Sam exclaimed, both happy, and sad. Besides he and the twins, this man, 

Princess’s father, was undoubtedly the most shaken by her passing. 

“Yes, it’s me. I haven’t joined your church yet though,” he replied in a halfhearted attempt at 

humor. 

“I didn’t…” 



 

 

“I know. You have always called me Brother. I would have been disappointed had you called 

me anything else. We were the two men who loved her most in this whole world. At least in that 

respect, we are brothers,” he said quietly. 

“She often spoke of you in loving words,” Sam said honestly. Princess loved her Father 

deeply, and had often said she missed him. 

“Every letter she wrote me,” her father said, “she mentioned how much she loved you. If 

only you hadn’t taken her . . .” his voice trailed off in sadness tinged with deep regret at having 

said something to further Sam’s pain. Sam’s befuddled mind clearly registered the sadness and 

missed the regret. Sam simply heaped further blame and self-loathing upon himself for her death. 

The service was healing and uplifting. Beth and Angela, Sam’s twin sisters, sang a beautiful 

duet of Sam’s song “I Have Always Loved You.” It was a powerful tribute to both he and 

Princess. Few people there realized that Sam had written that haunting melody. For Sam, this 

song struck a huge tone of irony in his soul. He had certainly never intended, or even suspected, 

it might be part of her funeral farewell. 

Sam’s father delivered the main address and eulogy. Sam had never heard his father speak 

more eloquently, nor with greater conviction. There was such power in his words, such healing, 

that Sam began to feel the burden lifting. There was no lifting of his sense of loss, but the grief of 

untimely parting was eased. Much more importantly, the burden of guilt lost some of its steely 

grip upon his soul. 

“I have often pondered,” his father was saying, “the timing of life, how it is that a young 

mother, loved and needed, would be called home to Heavenly Father in the prime of her life. I 

don’t know the answer to that question. As pressing as it may seem at this moment, I don’t need 

to know the answer. In fact, it is largely irrelevant. 

“What makes it irrelevant is the faith Princess possessed, and which fired her soul during her 

brief lifetime. I have often heard Princess speak of her faith in God, and I knew, not only of her 

deep trust in that God who gives life, but also of her lasting trust in His wisdom and mercy. 

Without even attempting to explain the purposes behind her passing, I can only say what I 

believe Princess would say if she stood here herself. I believe, and she believed, that such things 

are in the hands of a loving Heavenly Father, and all is as it should be. 

“It is altogether appropriate that we grieve the loss Princess from of our lives. But, let us 

grieve for ourselves, not for Princess. Whatever tears we shed, let them be tears of sympathy for 

those she left behind, her beautiful daughters, and adoring husband, her father, and a multitude of 

others who loved her.  

“I can say with absolute finality that her passing is not untimely, nor is it the effect of dark 

fate, or the random workings of chance; it is not hateful, evil, or forever. And, though her passing 

may have been the result of some evil scheme of unseen enemies, she left this life because it was 

her time to leave. She left this life because she was called home. She left this world because in 

some way unknown to us, it meshes with that plan being played out under the divine guidance of 

a loving God. 



 

 

“I also know, and this I know with every fiber of my being, that we have not seen the last of 

this beloved wife and mother. She will still be a part of our lives, both in the memory we keep 

alive of her, and in her dealings with us from beyond this barrier we call death. She is still your 

mother, Lisa and Bonnie. She is still your loving wife, Sam. She is still your adoring daughter, 

father Pawley. And in a way too subtle to detect with our five senses, yet in a way perhaps 

greater than ever before, she will still be a part of your lives.  

“In a day yet distant, glorious and holy, Princess shall rise from the earth into which we will 

shortly place her. She will hear the trumpeted call of the Savior as He comes to reclaim His own, 

and she will arise, restored to youth and beauty, to her perfect and proper form, and will rise to 

join Him whom she loved and served in the days of her probation on earth. In that great day, we 

will join her there, and our love and joyous association will resume as if it had never paused. 

“Princess will always be a part of us, now and forever a part of us. It is perhaps more fitting 

for us, the living, to devote every effort to make ourselves worthy to ascend to her station when 

that great day of reunion comes. There is tragedy today in her passing from us, but by far the 

greater tragedy would be if we were to find that bright day dawning upon us, and ourselves 

unworthy to go to that place where our love will forever unite with hers. That would be the blow 

that fatally wounds, the wound that never heals, the loss that cannot be consoled, the unspeakable 

grief that has no end. Let us look to that bright day, and eternally, irrevocably resolve that such 

will never occur! 

 “I, for one, count it my highest task in this life to live such that I shall again be reunited with 

those loved and honored souls who have proceeded me in life, and in death, to dwell in loving 

familial relationship with them forever. 

 “May God bless us that we so live that we rise to her station, and there dwell with her 

eternally in love which can know no further separation, where the tears we shed today only 

empower the joy we shall then enjoy, is my prayer in Jesus’ holy name, Amen.” 

Grandpa Pawley, Princess’s father returned to the Hilton Hotel immediately after the service. 

He did not go to the grave dedication, but simply vanished without explanation.  

He paced back and forth in deep agitation before grabbing the phone from the hook and 

dialing a long series of numbers. When the answer came, he hissed into the phone, barely able to 

force rational words past his hatred. 

“I want you to find the two hell-spawned demons who killed my daughter by their incredible 

stupidity, and make sure it was their last act in mortality. Make sure they clearly understand my 

displeasure as they are leaving this world. Then, I want you to find everyone who had any 

knowledge of this insane “22” campaign and banish them from my employ. Tell them only 

silence will keep them alive. Inform them that if I hear one word of this floating on the wind, all 

their lives will be worth nothing! Then, I want you to contact my lawyer and find out what legal 

means are open to me to bring my granddaughters back to South Africa where they belong. Do I 

make myself clear? I’ll be there in a few days, and I want results!” He slammed the receiver 

home. 



 

 

Only a few miles away special agent Chris Holt punched the recorder off and pulled the 

headphones from his head. Before speaking he carefully placed a large black cowboy hat upon 

his black hair. He looked at his partner, Alan Reed, and smiled. 

“Now, all we gotta do is figure out what to do with this. In reality, he has committed no 

crime on US soil that we can prove. Conspiracy in a foreign country to harass someone in the 

States, even if it goes sour and turns to murder is hardly the kind of thing one could hope to 

successfully prosecute. Besides being insane, the man is obviously insanely rich. His attorneys 

would have him back on a plane before the ink was dry on an arrest warrant. I’m afraid there’s 

nothing we can do even though he’s as guilty as hell itself,” he concluded regretfully. 

Sam moved back into his parents’ home until he was able to care for himself again. His 

mouth had to be wired shut, and he was unable to speak or eat for six full weeks. His only food 

came through a straw, and consisted entirely of liquids. In the six weeks following his accident, 

he lost forty pounds. During this whole time, he was listless, and only brightened when his 

daughters came into the room. 

Though they occasionally asked about their mother, and wanted to know details about what it 

was like where she now lived, the twins accepted their loss with greater resilience than Sam ever 

could. In time, they became his comfort, his joy, and his emotional road map. 

Even after his jaw was healed, and the wires holding it shut removed, swelling prevented 

Sam from opening his mouth wide enough to push anything between his teeth. His doctors urged 

him to patience, and to gently working his jaw. It finally began to move without pain on the 

morning of November 23rd, Thanksgiving Day. He awoke late in the morning with the realization 

that his jaw was no longer completely immobile. He arose quickly, ran to the bathroom, and 

brushed his teeth thoroughly. He carefully brushed everything, savoring the sweet cleanliness. 

His breath had become a death-like stench in many weeks of not being able to care for his teeth. 

He finally stopped only because his gums began to bleed from the thorough scrubbing.  

He went downstairs to find preparations fully underway for Thanksgiving. The smells in the 

house were a tapestry of fine spices. His mouth watered, and his jaws ached for something to 

chew. He found a dinner roll, newly removed from the oven, and slowly ate it tiny pieces at a 

time. Oddly, his tongue seemed to have lost its natural ability to coordinate with his teeth, and he 

bit it regularly. But the rhythm returned easily, and he savored the sweet bread as if it were 

manna.  

By the time dinner was served Sam’s stomach was rumbling, and he truly felt grateful for the 

bounty before him. He cut tiny pieces of food, and inserted them between his teeth, still not fully 

separated. He chewed each bite, savoring the texture of solid food once again. Perhaps from 

nerve damage, his lips lacked strength, and would not close firmly enough to clean his fork. He 

didn’t mind, and periodically cleaned his fork on a napkin. By the time he had but sampled the 

food on his plate, he was full. He had eaten a small fraction of his normal fare. His stomach had 

shrunken on a completely liquid diet. 

It required two major surgeries and several minor ones to restore Sam’s face to its previous 

condition. When these were all completed, his only remaining deficiency was a lopsided smile. 



 

 

Several muscles on the left side of his face were no longer able to pull his left side into a 

complete smile. Since he hardly felt like smiling any more anyway, he decided it was a disability 

he could live with. 

Sam and the twins moved back into the big house a little before Christmas. They all dreaded 

the move. They felt comfortable and loved at Grandma’s. Yet, they all knew, especially Sam, 

they could not exist as a family unless they lived in their own home. Sam didn’t want the twins 

to feel their mother’s loss even more keenly by returning to the one place that would constantly 

remind them of her. Yet, he did want them to finish their mourning and get on with their lives in 

a healthy way. That meant not prolonging the inevitable sorrow of moving back into the house 

whose every feature reminded them of their mother. It was something they could not escape, and 

whose delay only made it more difficult. 

Christmas time without Princess was hollow feeling, but Sam kept every holiday tradition. 

They put up the tree, decorated the house inside and out, bought and wrapped special gifts, 

played Christmas music, and spent long, quiet evenings together remembering what it used to be 

like, trying to recapture the old happy feelings. 

It was New Year’s Eve when Sam found her diary. For reasons not clear to him, Princess had 

placed it in the night stand on his side of the bed. For as many years as they had been together, 

the thick book with the red leather binding stayed inside her night stand. He had hardly thought 

of it until he stumbled across it that night. 

He sat for a long time on the edge of the bed and held the book in his lap. He had always 

considered her privacy a sacred trust, and he felt a little guilty opening it now. Yet, he felt certain 

she had placed it there so he would find and read it. His heart leapt up into his throat when he 

saw her flowery script covering the many pages. She had written far more than he had suspected. 

The book was nearly full of her careful handwriting. 

He started at the beginning and read her innermost hopes, dreams and expectations. He 

learned things, things he had never known about her. He read about her love of lilacs. He read 

about her aching love for him prior to their marriage, and of her fear he would never understand, 

or love her in return. 

He read page after page of her complete astonishment when he had asked her to marry him. 

He suddenly realized that moment had been the highlight of her life, and those words had 

banished hopelessness from her soul. 

He laughed at the things she thought funny, felt sick inside at her descriptions of her loss of 

faith, and rejoiced with her in her return to hope. He learned to see Angelica through her eyes, 

and to love her for her gentle urgings that brought Princess back through her pain into faith and 

testimony again. There was a poem about being pregnant. She had written words to a song about 

the twins with a little note that it was to be sung to the tune of “I Wonder When He Comes 

Again.”  

He was surprised to find that she considered their big home to be an extension of him. She 

saw in the big building an echo of Sam’s strength, a reflection of his hopes for a larger-than-life 

marriage and family. She wrote of her love for him, and spoke candidly of his failings and 



 

 

weakness. He was astounded to find that she knew him so well, even better than he knew himself 

in some respects. 

It was nearly morning before he came to the pages written just prior to her death. He was 

surprised to find the last entry addressed to him. 

My Beloved Sam, 

That you are reading this means that your heart must be broken. For the last few 

weeks I have known with increasing surety that I have but a few days left in this life. How 

I have wanted to hold you during the time we have remaining to us, to merge with you, if 

such a thing were possible, and to become an indistinguishable part of you.  

Yet, it was not possible, and every time I tried to tell you of my growing sense of 

imminent departure, you didn’t want to believe. I don’t blame you, and I understand why 

you turned your mind aside from what I alone felt to be true. I hope you remember these 

last few weeks with joy, as I know I will. They were sweet and special, and they held our 

finest love. 

Sam, I love you. I know I hurt you many times, and for this I am more sorry than you 

can know. I know you have forgiven me, and I love you even more for it. I want you to 

know that even when I couldn’t feel it because of my own pain, I never stopped loving 

you. Never. 

I don’t think you grasp the grandeur of my love for you. I see you almost like a savior. 

You found me in a lost and worldly condition and saw through that. I have occasionally 

found myself blushing as I think of myself standing there in that tiny bikini, answering the 

door to two Mormon missionaries. I was so confident, so sure of my beauty, so willing to 

display my figure. I realize now that all I expected of you then was to lust after me. At 

that time in my life it seemed enough.  

I still don’t know how you did it, but you saw past my skin, and glimpsed something 

eternal, and far more beautiful than flesh. You brought me faith, and joy in my Savior. 

Besides all that, you saved my life in England, brought me to America, provided for my 

needs, cared about me, gave me two beautiful daughters, taught me faith and obedience, 

and even best, grew to love me as much as I love you. I shall eternally be grateful for all 

you have given me. 

Sam, I suppose nobody knows for sure when they will die. But this feeling is very 

strong, so I am writing what may well be the last entry in my journal to thank you, and to 

try to impress upon you the eternal nature of the love I have inside me. The baby inside 

me is happy and active. Every time he moves, I think of you. I know he would be proud to 

come to your family, and to be raised by his father. But, I do not believe he will ever have 

this privilege. I’m not sure how these things work, but I believe this is his mortal 

experience. When I go back home I will take him with me. Don’t grieve for us, it is the 

way it should be.” 



 

 

Sam had to stop here to wait for his eyes to again focus through his tears. He had not known 

she felt this way about the baby she carried, nor that she was certain it was a boy. After the 

accident, the doctor had told him their unborn child had been male. They had been buried with 

his tiny body still inside her. It is the way she would have wanted it. 

I have a request of you. Please speak my name often to our daughters. Don’t let my 

memory become hazy in their minds. When you speak of me be happy, laugh at the silly 

things I did, and teach them from my mistakes. Always tell them how much I love them, 

and how I always will. I know you will teach them that we will be together again, and this 

is a great comfort to me. I believe these things with every fiber of my being. 

This is especially important to me because of my next request. It is my fond desire 

that you find another companion to love. I know the idea of it seems like betrayal to you 

now. But, in time, when the hurt has healed, you will come to understand why. 

 Sam, you are a loving and gentle man, and you need to have someone to lavish these 

things upon in order for you to be well and happy. Besides, all that, it is the right thing to 

do. When you pray about it, you will understand this also. 

Sam, I know that you love me too much to fault me even in the things where I am very 

weak. You know I am not as spiritually alive as you are. I am quite certain that most, if 

not all, of my spiritual greatness came from you. I can’t even guess what the eternities 

will hold. I only know that in this world, after I am gone, you need to love again. 

You will come to feel, as I do, that all the purposes for our meeting, loving and 

marrying have been fulfilled. I accept that it is my time to leave this world because of 

some grand pre-mortal plan which has now reached an end. 

Don’t feel like you have betrayed me by falling in love again. Feel that you have 

validated, and honored our love by not being able to live without love. Once true love has 

filled the soul, one cannot long live without it. I feel confident that I will love her too. 

Anyone you choose to love has got to be a wonderful woman – and a very lucky one 

indeed. I know! 

I wish I could write a thousand pages, but there is no need. We have lived and loved 

and sealed our love with holy words in holy places. I place all my hope in these things, 

and feel at peace that what is about to occur is God’s will. And, as you taught me from 

the beginning, obedience to God’s will is the high road to happiness.  

Believe it or not, I have been given a choice in these things, and have chosen to 

submit to His will. In this I am serenely comfortable, and confident we shall all reap 

great blessings by and by. 

I want you to know that my preparations are complete. I am at peace, and ready to 

move on. I shall miss you and my sweet daughters deeply, but shall not be far away 

either. I did not tell you this because I knew it would only worry you, but I know I have 

accomplished everything in this life I was sent here to do. It is my time to depart. 



 

 

In that happy day when we meet again I shall throw my arms around you, and shall 

bathe your face in kisses and lavish upon you such loving welcome as will melt your soul 

into a happy puddle. You will see, nothing can separate us, nothing.  

 I do, and always will love you,  

Princess. 

P.S. I almost forgot. The answer to my little secret lies here. 

Banque de Zurich 8521553-35 Zurich, Switzerland. 

When the twins arose the next day, they found their father sitting on his bed, a leather-bound 

book in his lap, his face streaked with tears. Even they could tell, they were tears of sweetness 

and love, and of tender farewell.   



 

 

Chapter Three 

Fire in the Hole 

 Perhaps it was the promise she had made Theodore. Perhaps it was her own curiosity that 

brought Melody to the church that Sunday evening. Whatever these motivations were, they were 

secondary to the profound gratitude she felt that the charges against her had been dropped, and 

the fact that somehow Theodore had been involved, though he loudly denied it. The news had 

come simply and suddenly. Everyone she knew claimed complete, though joyful, ignorance of 

why it had occurred. In any case, she was truly grateful. She truly wanted to play in a church – 

any church, as a token of her gratitude to God for his miraculous intervention in her affairs.  

She had prepared several pieces, hoping to make an appropriate selection when she saw the 

nature and tone of the gathering. 

She had never been to Saint Michael’s Anglican Church before, and was quite pleased to find 

a fine old cathedral built in the late 1800’s. It wasn’t at all large, barely seating 300 faithful on 

hand-carved pews and a precipitous balcony that clung to three sides of the very tall hall. It was 

stunningly beautiful inside with exquisite craftsmanship and stained glass windows that stretched 

gracefully from floor to ceiling.  

Melody and Marcia were greeted at the door by an elderly cleric who smiled warmly upon 

seeing her. 

“Miss Melody MacUlvaney I presume?” Melody nodded slowly, a Mona Lisa smile on her 

face. “I’m Father Alan Culkins. It is so nice of you to come. Theodore asked me to greet you and 

escort you to your seat. Will you be playing this evening?” 

“Yes,” she replied simply. 

“Wonderful.” He turned to Marcia, and indicating a younger priest near the door to the 

chapel, said, “Father Winston will help you find a seat as near the front as you like. Melody, if 

you would please follow me?” he asked with deep obeisance, pointing to his right. 

The old priest led the way through an arched door to her right and turned down a poorly lit 

hallway of polished stone. They walked a long distance passing doors on her right. Several were 

opened slightly to reveal classrooms and offices. They came to a short flight of steps. He 

ascended these, turned left and opened a narrow door. Melody stepped out to find herself directly 

beside the console of a big pipe organ. He helped her to a seat on the very first row of what 

appeared to be several dozen choir seats between the organ and pulpit. He suggested she get out 

her violin now, and indicated that she could return to the hallway and tune it if she wished. 

Melody did as suggested and returned to her seat. She was sitting a few steps below the 

pulpit, which presided over the congregation below from behind an ornate railing. Everywhere 

she looked she saw an opulence that both enthralled and troubled her. Her seat was narrow and 

straight-backed, and richly though uncomfortably upholstered with a deep maroon brocade fabric 

it seemed to Melody was more for appearance than to add to the comfort of the chair. It felt more 



 

 

like a witness box than a choir seat. The railing was nearly six feet from her knees, and high 

enough that she could not see the first dozen rows of the congregation some ten feet below her. 

Had she slouched in her seat at all, she would have been invisible to people in the congregation. 

She noted that quite a few people were now entering the hall. Theodore was nowhere to be seen. 

At exactly eight p.m. Father Culkins entered, accompanied by four elderly men in priestly 

attire. His fellow clerics sat directly behind the pulpit while Father Culkins walked to the pulpit 

and pulled the microphone to his height. 

“My friends, thank you for coming this evening. Let us pray,” he said, and lowered his head.  

After a brief prayer he continued, “We will be pleased to hear two doctoral dissertations this 

evening. But first we are delighted to have Miss Melody McUlvany with us this evening to 

perform on the violin. Following her selection, we will be pleased to hear from Doctor Theodore 

Tennison. Following his offering, we will hear from Doctor Eric Spry. Miss MacUlvaney,” he 

said, turning and motioning toward her with an outstretched palm.  

Melody stood and walked near the railing. She raised her violin and played Bach’s Jesu Joy 

of Man’s Desiring by Bach. As she played, she felt as if this music had been written for that very 

moment in time, and had been waiting several hundred years just to be played then and there. 

The melodic harmonies swelled to fill the old cathedral with astonishing beauty. The music 

seemed to continue on even after she lowered her bow. She returned to her seat in the reverent 

hush that followed. She hadn’t considered that no one might clap following the performance. The 

sustained silence was greater praise for the rare beauty she had just created than any amount of 

applause could have been. 

She sat and bowed her head, waiting for Theodore to take the pulpit. She raised her head to 

the swish of silken robes and looked up to see Theodore walking past, his eyes turned toward 

her. Though he did not turn his head, he winked surreptitiously at her. It made her smile, but ever 

so soberly. Her eyes slid from his nearly expressionless face to the collar above his robes. It was 

the collar of a priest. The term Doctor of Philosophy suddenly meshed with all else he had told 

her. He was indeed employed by the church as a “caretaker of sorts.”  

She understood very little of what he said, though she listened closely, except that he spoke 

with passion and conviction. It was almost as if the message emanated from his soul, rather than 

the tidy bundle of papers before him. When he was done, she felt rejuvenated, though she had 

not comprehended his message. In a way quite rare, she found herself in love with someone she 

had but moments before barely known, someone she was quite sure had somehow wrought an 

impossible miracle in delivering her from the clutches of the law. In her young heart, hero 

worship felt like love, and love felt to her like a home, and the safety she had never known. 

_____________________________ 

 

Almost as if on a great downbeat by some demented conductor, the symphony of Sam’s life 

came to a crashing, disharmonic conclusion. Princess’s death triggered some mechanism in the 

great, mindless grinder of the Federal Government. It was a mere six weeks following her 



 

 

funeral that two men climbed the stairs to Princess Gems offices above the bank. The secretary 

showed them to Sam’s door. 

They identified themselves as agents with the IRS.  

“You haven’t responded to our letters,” they said accusatorily after terse introductions. 

“I was in the hospital for nearly a month, and convalescing for six weeks beyond that,” Sam 

explained. 

“Don’t you have secretaries, or bookkeepers to handle such things?” 

“I do, but we just closed the doors during that time. I haven’t had the heart to dig through the 

pile of mail. So much of it is addressed to her…” his voice trailed off. 

“We sympathize with your loss, Mr. Mahoy.” The steely cutting edge of threat fatally 

lacerated whatever sympathy his voice held. “However, we now need to inquire into the details 

of your wife’s estate. Do you want to do that now? Or, should we make another appointment 

with your attorney or accountant?” 

“I suppose now is just as well,” Sam said wearily. He didn’t have any reason to delay. He 

had faithfully filed every report and tax return required by every agency of every government of 

which he was aware. He hoped to put this issue to rest in short order. 

Both men set their briefcases on their laps, took out big pads, and moved chairs toward his 

desk. The older man seemed to be about fifty, while the other was in his early thirties. The elder 

of the two smiled in a way that somehow missed his eyes, and began. 

“Dawn Pawley Mahoy was your wife?” 

“Yes, she was,” Sam responded unhappily. The “was” part of that sentence still stung him 

deeply. 

“Was she a citizen of the United States?” 

“No,” Sam replied. “She was a citizen of South Africa. She has – had – I guess, a visa. We 

had applied for US citizenship, but it had not been granted before her death.” 

“Did she file US taxes as a resident alien?” 

 Sam nodded. “Of course. You should have all that in your records. We filed every year.” 

“Did she own overseas bank accounts?” he asked, ignoring Sam’s previous answer. 

“She did bank some money overseas,” Sam replied evenly. 

“Do you have records of those transactions that we could examine, and take copies of?” 



 

 

Sam thought about this for a moment. He was suddenly aware that Princess had not kept 

records of those transactions, and had in fact been somewhat cryptic about both how much she 

banked, and with whom. Until seconds ago, he had merely thought of her actions as mysterious 

in a cute and harmless sort of way. He knew she had some grand plan that she would unveil at 

some point, and none of it worried him – until now.  

“I would have to discuss that question with my accountant, and with a tax attorney,” Sam 

replied, knowing even as he spoke the words that his accountants knew even less than he about 

her overseas transactions. Suddenly, he had a very bad feeling about where this was all headed. 

They weren’t after him, they were after the dead. They knew he was squeaky clean; they wanted 

access to her estate. Sam had given it little thought until this very moment. 

The younger man leaned forward. “Are you aware that all income earned by a person 

residing in the United States must be reported and taxed inside this country? To transfer money 

to an off shores account without paying due taxes is a crime.” 

Sam could not have known that this statement was not entirely true. All of the monies in 

those accounts had, in fact, been earned through transactions outside of the States, through 

businesses residing entirely within other countries, and not in Princess’s name. His unfortunate 

answer would cost him literally millions. “I understand that. I have no idea what Princess did 

with those accounts. But, I can show you records for every dime we earned. We paid taxes on it 

all,” Sam protested. 

“We aren’t interested in your personal taxes, Mr. Mahoy, or even your business taxes. We 

have no doubt you paid every tax due. However, we have international bank records showing 

significant amounts of money being transferred overseas. We have no record of taxes being paid 

on those transactions. Your wife, your former wife, made all of those transfers. Some 

international transactions are exempt from U.S. tax, perhaps all of it was. But, records must be 

maintained to prove or disprove that liability. While you may not even have been aware of those 

transactions, and have no criminal culpability in the matter, her estate does. Her estate consists of 

this business, her former home and other assets, and any bank accounts bearing hers, or both 

your names. Do you see where this is headed?” 

“Clearly,” Sam replied sarcastically. 

The younger agent continued. “We don’t wish to make your wife’s passing any more 

difficult than it is, but she appears to have done some things which were, in fact, illegal. We will 

need to see all records regarding her business dealings. Will you cooperate with us, or do we 

need to get search warrants and subpoenas?” 

“I will do whatever I can to cooperate. If you don’t mind though, I will be working through 

someone specializing in this type of thing. I’m not equipped to answer your questions.” 

“We understand,” he said as he stood. The second man tossed his pad back into his briefcase 

and snapped it closed loudly before standing as if he were perturbed, though his face remained 

impassive. “We will contact you in a few days,” he said pointedly. “We will expect the names of 

your lawyer and accountant at that time.” He stuck out his hand and Sam shook it reluctantly. He 

felt like he was shaking hands with the devil. It made his skin crawl. 



 

 

“One more thing,” the older agent added as he turned back toward Sam. “Don’t leave the 

state, or make any large transfers of money. We have placed a block on any transactions over a 

thousand dollars.” 

“But, I have bills to pay, suppliers to satisfy, and accounts to settle. I deal with large sums of 

money. If I can’t do that I’ll quickly go out of business.” 

“That’s not our problem,” the older agent said emotionlessly as he leaned forward, a look of 

power on his face. “If you cooperate, this should all be over before your suppliers miss more 

than a payment, or two.” 

“You don’t understand,” Sam protested. 

“No. You don’t understand. Your business is essentially shut down until we track where all 

that money has gone. The sooner we resolve this, the sooner you get back to business. Have a 

nice day,” he said and spinning on a heel, stomped quickly out of the office. 

Sam immediately contacted his attorney, and was referred to a tax attorney. They arranged a 

meeting, and began sorting through the relevant papers. After nearly a week of long days pouring 

over documents, the tax attorney summed it up this way. 

“Sam, I’m afraid you don’t have a prayer. Large amounts of money have been transferred 

between foreign accounts that cannot be properly tracked. The way it was done is probably 

perfectly legal, since the money originated overseas, and was banked overseas. Our position is 

that the funds never in fact entered this country. However, the transfers were all ordered from 

this country, even if the funds never entered the US. In a case like this it becomes a fine line to 

prove money you are controlling isn’t actually taxable income. If Princess were still alive to 

reconstruct those transfers and acquire receipts from all her foreign sources, which I’m sure she 

could, we could put this to rest in a heartbeat. Without that knowledge, she took to the grave with 

her, we don’t have a clue who to contact. 

“The bright side is she did it all in her name, or the business name. None of the transfers bear 

your name, so they will not attack you personally. So, you don’t have to worry about being 

prosecuted for tax fraud. The bad side is they are going to attack the business, and any joint 

property you two owned. I can keep them from taking what is absolutely necessary for you to 

live, but I would start looking for another place to live.” 

“What about the business?” Sam asked, his heart sinking rapidly into sickness. 

“That was structured as a partnership, and as such is fully liable for her actions.” 

Sam shook his head. “You mean, they can take all of the business, not just her half?” 

 “They can clean out every account you have, and take every asset the business owned, 

including inventories. If your suppliers will work with you, maybe you can stay in business. If 

not, then you will be looking for another line of work. Oh, by the way, did I mention that I will 

need payment before I can do anything more on your case?” 



 

 

Sam gave him a hard look and wrote him a check, which he was sure got cashed that very 

afternoon. 

Less than a month later Sam and the twins moved from their big home back in with his 

parents. Sam and Princess’s home was immediately sold at auction for a quarter its value. The 

remaining inventory of gems were appraised, and sold far below cost to customers formerly 

buying from Princess Gems. In the final wash, Sam ended up with the Jeep, their personal 

clothing, the kid’s toys, photo albums, and a small part of his library. He was also able to keep a 

few things Princess had loved. Everything else was sold at auction. Their home was purchased 

by a church and turned into a chapel. It was a windfall for the little congregation, a tragedy for 

Sam.  

The IRS tried to take Fred and Connie’s home. But, the documents dividing it from their 

former property held firm, and they escaped, but almost immediately sold for a tidy sum to the 

pastor of the new church. 

For Sam, by far the hardest possession to part with was his grand piano. He arranged to be far 

away when the new owners came to carry away their prize purchased for a pittance. 

The business was thoroughly dismantled until every bank account was empty, and every 

asset sold. They identified Princess’s overseas accounts, even some Sam had no knowledge of, 

and emptied them. In the long run, the assets of the business approximately covered the cost of 

imposed taxes, penalties and interest. Sam and the girls went from being vastly wealthy, to 

homeless in a few short weeks. The whole thing left him stunned. 

Sam had no reason to believe the IRS had acted contrary to their own omnibus of rules and 

pseudo-law. It was just that their rules seemed crafted specifically to eviscerate his life, and he 

could muster no saving defense. His small army of attorneys ensured that no laws were actually 

broken as they impotently presided over the dismantling of his world, and the acquisition of their 

own fees. Sam was stunned that they had no way of substantiating the fact that the money never 

entered the US. As it was, they could prove nothing in their favor, and the inability to disprove 

wrong-doing was sufficient to trigger the methodical decimation of his world. Sam often thought 

wryly that it was a good thing he lived in a country where children could not be sold to satisfy a 

debt, or they too would have vanished.  

Sam began to get threatening letters from their former suppliers. He eventually took out 

bankruptcy in the name of the business. After they persisted, he took out bankruptcy in his own 

name. He was astounded to learn that the total debt absolved in the bankruptcy was literally 

millions of dollars owed to people and companies all over the world. 

The letter he found most disturbing though, came from his former father-in-law. 

Dear Sam, 

You know I suffered considerable losses when moneys owed me were not paid and 

contracts were not fulfilled as promised. I understand these things were beyond your 

control. I’m willing to make good on your debts myself under certain conditions. It is my 

wish that my daughter’s memory not be tainted by your inability to pay your bills.  



 

 

Since Dawn’s death, and the demise of your business, I have come to the conclusion 

that you need a boost to get going again. I’m sure all these things have been a 

tremendous drain on you. I am also informed you have moved back in with your parents, 

and can no longer provide for my granddaughters. You have no skills and no trade, other 

than those my daughter taught you, and have no bright prospects of recovering soon. 

I know you will bounce back in time, and things will return to normal soon enough. 

Until then I have a proposal for you. Why not let the girls come live with grandpa for a 

while. I will put them in the finest schools, and see to their needs and upbringing, just as I 

did their mother. They will have the best of everything. I will even consent to have them 

taken to the Mormon church each Sunday to keep them in the faith their mother chose, at 

least until they are old enough to make up their own minds on such things. 

In consideration of this I will happily satisfy all of your outstanding obligations to 

suppliers here in Africa, as well as provide you with a line of credit to enable you to 

quickly reestablish yourself in the diamond trade. 

I think this would be best for everyone involved. I have already begun to make 

arrangements to receive the girls. I have had an entire wing of the castle outfitted for 

them. The will have playrooms, a movie theatre, fitness facilities, a pool, and anything 

else their hearts desire. Their rooms have been beautifully remodeled, and I have hired 

maids, nannies and tutors for them.  

Your daughters, my granddaughters, will grow up in luxury much the same as their 

mother did, with the additional advantages of their mother’s religion to guide them if 

they choose to remain associated with it.  

Sam, you know this is for their best good. Please let me know what you think, and if 

you agree, when they will be coming. They will become citizens of the world with all the 

honor and accolades the world can bestow. They will become my heirs. 

 I miss them terribly already, and I’ve only been home a few months. Of course, you 

will always be welcome to come visit them any time, and as often as you like. I would 

even welcome it if you chose to move to Africa yourself and become my business partner 

if you like. Of course, when you are back on your feet, in a few years perhaps, the girls 

can choose to return to the US if they prefer. That door will always remain open. 

I have thought and even prayed about this a long time. I know this is what Dawn 

would have wanted for all of us. She will be smiling in heaven at you for doing this for 

her babies. She will be smiling from heaven at me for helping you get back on your feet. 

Sincerely, Grandpa Pawley 

When Sam didn’t reply to the first letter, a second came, and then a third. Each letter became 

a little more insistent, then threatening. Sam began to fear the girls would be kidnapped and 

taken to South Africa. He knew that should this happen, he would not be able to recover them. 

Mr. Pawley seemed fixated on having the twins grow up with him, and he had sufficient wealth 

to make it happen by means legal or otherwise. 



 

 

Still, Sam realized that what Princess’s father said was true. Sam did not have a trade or skill. 

He had never gone back to college as he had originally hoped. The only thing he knew was 

diamonds, and there seemed to be few opportunities to make a living in that field. Sam wondered 

at times if he were being completely selfish in keeping his daughters from an easier life in 

Africa. 

He looked for work in the diamond trade of course, and impressed every prospective 

employer with his knowledge of diamonds. However, when they connected his name with the 

now defunct Princess Gems, he invariably did not get the job. Apparently, Princess’s words 

about the diamond world being very tightly controlled were truer than he had allowed. Even 

now, whoever made such decisions had apparently made one to keep him completely away from 

diamonds. Their dark mandate seemed iron-clad. 

In Alaska at that time there was one place most anyone could get a job. The Trans-Alaska 

pipeline had been completed a mere five years earlier. It was still in the process of being brought 

up to full speed. There seemed to be an endless demand for workers, and Sam was almost 

immediately hired by Alyeska Pipeline Service Co., the operators of the pipeline. 

On his application, Sam had listed his long-standing interest in computers, and his typing 

skills. His new employer decided he was to become an instrumentation technician, and assigned 

him appropriately. Sam was not sure what an instrument tech even did. He didn’t really care; it 

was a job. They paid very well, nearly fifty thousand a year. It was but a fraction of his former 

income, but it was far more than was needed for a comfortable, middle class life. 

The main drawback was that he would have to travel to the far north of Alaska for a week at 

a time. He would then come home for a week off. Except for the obvious limitation it put on 

attending church, and holding church jobs, it didn’t seem so bad. The twins would be safe and 

happy at Grandma’s while he was away. 

It was late January when he climbed onto the plane for his first trip to the “North Slope” of 

Alaska. He was soon to find out why it bore that enigmatic name. The plane flew to Deadhorse, a 

jarring four-hour flight in a twin engine Convair 580 turboprop, a slow, but rugged plane well 

suited to the brutal weather and ice runways. As a city, Deadhorse was a major failure. As a 

purely industrial town whose only public accommodation was an airport, it was an amazing 

success. 

Deadhorse was built near the ocean on the vast flatlands between the Brooks Range and the 

Bearing Sea. The “North Slope” was so named because there was nothing to see in any direction 

but flat tundra which sloped gradually from the mountains to the sea.  

The only notable thing about that icy waste was its incredible collection of wildlife in the 

spring and fall. In years to come Sam would see herds of caribou so dense it would take hours to 

slowly drive through them, simply because there were so many animals, there was no place for 

them to run.  

Spring would bring an army of geese, ducks, swans, and other winged creatures so numerous 

that every bare spot of ground, every inch of open water was packed. Since ice still covered 90 

percent of the ground in early spring, if every bird landed at once, the available space would 



 

 

have been three deep birds. After the ice melted to reveal the vast expanse of tundra, the birds 

dissipated quickly to be replaced by an explosion of tiny wild flowers of every color imaginable 

which burst out as if in a grandiose sigh of colorful relief. 

For now, in January, Deadhorse seemed aptly named. There were no homes, no stores, no gas 

stations, no public buildings, no accommodations of any type but for one dingy motel made of a 

string of conjoined ATCO trailers. There wasn’t even a public road leading to this unimaginably 

desolate land. A single road led from the airport to a vast parking area for huge equipment 

waiting its turn out on the rich oil fields of Prudhoe Bay. To protect the fragile tundra, almost all 

work that required driving across the ground was postponed until hard winter. It was just as well; 

winter lasted 10 months of the year. 

The air temperature outside was sixty below zero, with dead-calm winds. Sam stepped from 

the plane and took a deep breath. It instantly froze his nose hairs. He felt a pricking sensation and 

rubbed his nose. The frozen hairs punctured him, and his nose began to trickle red. A stewardess 

handed him a tissue and smiled knowingly.  

By the time he walked the fifty feet or so from the plane to the small terminal his pants were 

as stiff as plywood, and walking was difficult and chafing. He wondered how anything could 

survive in such a harsh environment. 

The journey to his assigned station took a little over an hour. The landscape was as flat as a 

frozen pond, and as vast as an ocean. Only a hint of a mountain range far to the south gave any 

indication that the frozen wasteland did not go on forever. 

Sam thrived at his new job. It was sufficiently demanding to be emotionally distracting, and 

sufficiently laid-back to be comfortable. As the weeks slid slowly into years, the stinging 

memory of his great loss grew to a dull ache, and then to silence. In the clang and clatter of 

Babylon, he forgot. Part of what he forgot was the joy that had once swelled his breast.  

Working for Alyeska Pipeline Service Company, the consortium steward of the arterial 

supply of black gold flowing from Alaska’s far-north heartbeat, was like working for a rich 

heiress whose only desire was to pump oil, and to pay her favorite employees insane amounts of 

money for helping her doing so. She was a seductive, though demanding mistress. She gave 

richly in return, but her price, extracted ever so slowly, was his soul. Even those who could care 

less about the cost in spiritual terms, referred to their employer as “the golden handcuffs.”  

By the time he was made acting supervisor at his station three years later, Sam had finally 

glimpsed the enormous cost of his growing spiritual apathy, and had begun to fight back. Though 

he had carefully avoided any act that could be considered truly sinful, his was a carefully 

orchestrated symphony of a million omissions.  

Winter on the North Slope begins about August, and reaches full fury in October. This winter 

was unique in that it brought an almost continual blanket of ice fog. Ice fog is hard to imagine, 

even when you’re standing in it. It’s like a snow fall that doesn’t actually fall, made of 

microscopic particles of ice that glisten and glint like permanently suspended glitter. The most 

memorable week of his whole pipeline career came during that winter. 



 

 

 The ice fog had been thick for days before it began to blow. In less than a 15 minutes the 

winds reached 90 miles an hour, and the wind chill reached the maximum low their instruments 

could display of minus 98 degrees Fahrenheit. With the weather this ferocious, it was forbidden 

to go outside except in extreme emergencies. In less than a minute of outdoor exposure, cold 

penetrated every layer of clothing and turned them stiff as thick leather. No matter how many 

pairs of gloves one wore, fingers turned stiff and immobile in two minutes. Even with full arctic 

clothing, feet turned numb in just a few minutes. Frostbite on the nose and cheeks could set in in 

as little as ten minutes, with hypothermia in fifteen, and on and on until a human body simply 

ceased to live in about thirty minutes. 

 Yet the mandate was to pump oil at any cost, so when the inlet screens to the mighty jets 

began to cake with ice, Sam gave the order to clear them. Not being of a mind to send others 

where he himself refused to go, Sam elected to go out first. He and a fellow technician put on 

every piece of arctic gear they could find, and stepped out into the howling wind a few feet from 

the access ladder to the screens. They climbed two stories above the ground to a narrow catwalk 

that led across the roof to the turbine inlet housing. A door about four feet tall was locked shut 

with a big padlock. A red and white sign on the door read “Danger, do not enter. Extreme 

Hazard.” 

Sam’s partner unlocked the door. It took both of them to pry it open against the enormous 

vacuum of the jet. A light switch turned on twin lights inside the enclosure. Sam knelt down to 

peer inside. The vacuum threatened to suck his hardhat right off his head. A few feet inside the 

door a row of horizontal bars held a screen mesh in place. The mesh was about ten feet across, 

and the height of a man. The screen was nearly plugged closed with ice.  

Sam gave his partner a grim look, and with a short-handled tool clutched in his gloved hand, 

he crawled through the opening. He got to his feet and was immediately sucked against the 

screen. For a terrifying instant, he feared the screen may give way and he would be sucked into 

the screaming mouth of the big jet a dozen feet away. When it held, he pried himself from the 

screen enough to use his tool. With all his adrenaline-enhanced fury he chipped at the ice. 

Everything he chipped off disappeared down the throat of the jet. As feeling left his face, fingers, 

hands, arms and legs, he fought to clear about a three-foot square area. Opening that portion of 

the screen caused the blast of air to release him. He fell to his knees, and crawled out the little 

door. His partner grabbed the tool, and crawled inside. In a few minutes he climbed back out, 

chilled to the bone. Sam took his place for less than a full minute, and returned when he feared 

for his life from the cold.  

Trading off every few minutes, they somehow managed to clear most of the screen. The 

vacuum slammed the little door shut with the sound of a gunshot. They were too cold to even 

remember the padlock, but scrambled down the ladder and into the building. They both slumped 

onto the floor just inside the door. Two more technicians took their place and returned in less 

than ten minutes, almost perishing from cold. Sam and his partner had to go out three times 

during the night. But, the oil continued to flow. Their only thanks was their usual, very sizable, 

paycheck. 

Legends of strange visions in the arctic sky are voluminous, and considered fantasy by 

modern skeptics – mere stories by strange people whose brains had been frozen one too many 



 

 

times in the arctic chill. Though not commonplace, strange visual phenomenon did occur in the 

bitter cold.  

It was early afternoon, and they were just leaving the station to drive to the airport for crew 

change. The winds had died down, and the ice fog had disappeared as if by magic. It was bitter 

cold, and dead calm. The sun had already set, but it was still twilight, just barely dark enough to 

force them to turn on the headlights of the truck.  

“What is that?” the driver of the truck asked, pointing out the windshield. Sam looked up to 

see an airplane sitting on the tundra directly ahead of them. It appeared to be about two miles 

away. They could plainly see people walking down the steps, around the nose of the plane, and 

into the terminal building. 

“That’s Deadhorse airport,” someone in the back seat said in wonder. “And that’s our 

incoming crew getting off the plane. You can read the numbers on the tail of the plane!” he cried. 

Sam watched in amazement as the plane seemed to move toward, then away from them. It would 

grow so tiny that it disappeared from sight, then surge forward as if it were less than a mile 

away. The airport was in reality over 50 miles away. Somehow the cold, dense air had formed a 

lens in the sky allowing them to watch their crew mates that far away. Sam mentally punched 

himself for not having his camera with him. The odd phenomenon persisted during most of their 

trip to Deadhorse. 

This startling visual phenomenon was apropos to Sam’s struggle to regain his spirituality. 

One of his many prayerful requests for relief, and reprieve from his spiritual stagnation was met 

by the whispered injunction. ‘When you learn to thrive spiritually in this setting, I will release 

you. You must walk through the fire, not around it.’  

To Sam, this was a startling revelation, and focused his mind upon the need to be valiant at 

work, as well as during his week at home.  Sam began to study his scriptures during the evening 

instead of watching TV, or entertaining himself with coworkers. Rather than maintaining an 

almost embarrassed silence concerning his beliefs, Sam began to allow people to see that he was 

unique, faith filled, and faithful.  

His spirituality sometimes surged into focus, and sometimes vanished from sight. There were 

dramatic ups and downs, but the general trend was sharply upward again, and Sam’s soul felt as 

if it had just been released from prison. His prayers became sweet again, the scriptures spoke 

peace to his soul, and the writings of the prophets thrilled him as before. 

One Sunday afternoon while at his parent’s home for dinner, Sam sat down at the piano for 

the first time in many years. It was the very piano on which he had learned to play as a child, and 

music poured from his soul in a velvet ribbon of happiness. It was on that day that Sam decided 

they had lived too long in a rented apartment. His family needed the solidarity of being alone, of 

being permanent, of being at peace. 

Accordingly, that same week Sam took the girls house hunting. The twins were fourteen 

now, and bubbling with the joy of living. Sam knew he was prejudiced as every father who loves 

his daughters must be, but to his eyes they were more sparkling and beautiful than any of the 

gems he had handled. They both had their mother’s beauty and long-legged grace. Their hair was 



 

 

somewhere between Princess’s blond, and his dark brown. They wore it long and softly curled. 

They preferred clothing that was feminine, and often dazzling on them. They had begun the 

many complex changes from adolescence to womanhood, and were a continual joy to him. 

The girls shopped houses with an energy that left him in their wake. Their passion reminded 

him of their mother, and he followed them from house to house until both he and their real estate 

agent were exhausted. By the end of the week they had found the perfect one. It was a sunny, 

three-bedroom ‘A’ frame home with large cathedral windows, bright colors and a two-car 

garage. They proclaimed that he got the large bedroom, they the next largest, and the third would 

be his study. They wouldn’t even think of having separate rooms. They “belonged” together. 

Anyone looking at their identical beauty could not have made a convincing argument otherwise.  

Sam and his little family moved into their new home several weeks later. They had very little 

furniture, certainly not enough for a large home. They went shopping for beds and bedding, a 

sofa and kitchen utensils. They came home with a piano, and little else. He considered their 

shopping unwise, yet the twins had insisted to the point of physically dragging him into the piano 

store. Sam found an upright console by Baldwin in American walnut with a rich tone. Its feel 

was quite good, and its action quick enough to respond to his most aggressive playing. He sat 

and played several hours until the store was ready to close. When he finally stood, he was wiping 

tears from his cheeks. The owner of the store sighed, and offered him a considerable discount.  

Sam initially refused, since they needed so many other things, and Sam hated buying things 

on credit, and their cash could only go so far. But, the Twins were aggressively in favor of 

purchasing no matter the obvious economics. 

“I am going to sell you that piano even if I have to lower the price to fifty cents,” the owner 

said. “You play with such incredible love, I would not feel good about myself if you didn’t take 

it home.” What was even more amazing was that he was serious. It was not a sales gimmick. 

They bought it on credit, a hundred dollars down, and brought it home in grandpa’s new 

pickup. They still didn’t have furniture, but they were happy. Sam often found himself playing 

until the small hours of the morning. It was a time of sweet healing. For the first time since his 

Princess had departed this world, he was at peace. The twins sensed this in a way their mother 

would have, and any price they might have paid to have the piano in their own little house, was 

worth it to them. They often laid silently in their dark room, and listened to their father’s soul as 

it gently laid a warm blanket of love over their tender hearts. 

Six years had passed since he lost her; six long, soul-stripping, desolate, debilitating years. 

He felt as if it had been sixty, yet once again, he felt whole. Princess’s absence from his life left a 

definite empty spot, but it was a spot filled with precious memories now, not searing pain. When 

he remembered her now, he felt warm, happy, and at peace. For the first time in many years he 

knew he would survive, and his survival would be rich and rewarding, not as a refugee shivering 

in the cold blizzards of reality. With equal intensity, he realized that his torment these last six 

years had been from another untimely farewell. His soul had languished dreadfully from the 

absence of the Holy Spirit. Now that healing had begun, he felt as if an unjust sentence of death 

had been commuted.  



 

 

Sam’s spiritual journey began in earnest the day he clearly heard the Holy Spirit prompt him 

to fast one day at work. He struggled with the obvious, the loss of energy while being paid for 

working, the necessity of explaining why he was not eating, and the backlash of his possibly 

appearing to be too goody-goody. As soon as he laid his fears aside, and simply obeyed, the 

Spirit washed through him, and he was catapulted out of his spiritual malaise. And, oddly 

enough, none of his fears were actually realized.  

  



 

 

Chapter Four 

Get Thee Into The Mountain 

_____________________________ 

Six weeks later, in the same historic church where she had played for Theodore, Melody 

MacUlvaney became Mrs. Theodore Lyman Tennison Jr.  

Theodore Lyman Tennison III was born almost exactly nine months later.  

Shortly thereafter they were transferred to a little village just outside London, where her new 

husband was appointed their shepherd. Life for Melody seemed to begin the day she married 

Theodore. He was kind, devoted, passionately solicitous of her well-being, and completely 

devoted to his work. He spent long hours performing his duties and often returned home 

exhausted, but animated. 

Their new parish was smaller than Saint Michael’s, and considerably older. It was 

constructed of native stone gathered from farmer’s fields long since buried beneath generations 

of housing. Directly above and behind the pulpit the little church had an awe-inspiring stained 

glass window of John the Baptist baptizing Christ. The glass had been so long in that position 

that the bottoms of each pane of glass were noticeably thicker.  

His parishioners were generally lower middle class, either older persons on small pensions, 

or young couples struggling with too little pay, and too many children. Yet, they were more than 

friendly toward their new priest and his bride, and treated Melody like the Queen Mother herself. 

They deferred to her in everything, whether it be a suggestion on how the Christmas pageant 

might be, or where to place a vase of flowers. Her authority seemed to be second only to her 

husbands, and in some cases, even superior. She was frequently sought after to dispense soothing 

words, much needed advice, or doses of well-deserved chastisement. Melody was amazed that 

they instinctively considered her second in command, and not infrequently used her as a conduit 

for messages to her husband which they feared, or at least were reluctant, to deliver themselves.  

Just as amazing to her was that Theodore considered her the same, and used her that way. In 

situations too ticklish for him to intervene directly, he simply told Melody, who instinctively 

knew a way to tactfully deliver the message. Sometimes she worked miracles not possible any 

other way.  

Their new home was a cottage attached to the side of the church. It was small, but recently 

remodeled, and quite comfortable. She loved to fantasize about how many hundreds of pastor’s 

wives had dwelt in that very stone home, washed dishes at that same little copper sink, and 

rubbed their husbands’ tight shoulders as they sat before that very stove.  

They heated their little cottage with a small coal stove. It was one of the old features that had 

survived many renovations. The church and cottage had been constructed in 1847, and still had 

stone floors. Most everything else had been updated to modern standards. Melody stoked the 

stove with coal two to four times a day, depending on the weather, and carried out the clinkers 



 

 

once each day. It was a job she both hated and loved. She hated it for the oily smell, powdery 

dust and constant demands on her time, and loved it for its rustic charm and satisfying heat. It 

was around this little stove they gathered when he or she needed their shoulders rubbed, or when 

waiting for the last few moments of day to surrender to night. 

George Alexander Tennison was born nearly three years after his older brother’s entry into 

the family. It was both a happy and sad day for Melody. While she gave birth in a large hospital 

just inside London, her husband was attending to the bereaved family of a man killed in a mining 

accident. He arrived several hours after she had delivered him a son. 

As time progressed something seemed to change in Theodore. He grew more passionate in 

his religion, and more vocal in politics. While still devoted to his family, he spent less time with 

them, and dedicated large blocks of time to study. Sometimes he didn’t come home until early 

morning. When he finally slid into bed he was often angry. He insisted he was not angry with 

Melody of course, but with what he saw as the invasion of cult religion into England, and what 

he saw as the insanity of the current political decline of his homeland. In his thinking the two 

were inseparably connected, though he never fully explained how. 

His main ire seemed focused on two cults in particular, Jehovah’s Witnesses and Mormons. 

Of the former she knew nothing. Of the latter, she only knew that she had seen nothing but good 

of those she knew to be members of that sect. When she tried to explain her feelings to him he 

admitted that their members were probably not bad, or evil, but had been deceived – which 

deception would ultimately cost them their souls. His divinely ordained mission slowly changed 

from saving his flock from sin, to saving them from the heresy of false religion, and false 

politics, in its multitudinous forms. 

Theodore’s sermons began to include warnings, then denunciations, then thunderous 

damnations of the “cults.” He sought out and joined well established sources of “anti” 

publications. He distributed pamphlets to anyone willing to take them, and held classes and 

seminars in the evenings on how to successfully debate with any representative of those sects. He 

published articles and editorials in the local papers, and openly challenged any representative of 

any non-Catholic religion to debate him in public. To his immense disappointment, none came 

forth to do him battle. 

His focus on what he saw as a grave threat to true religion fell on increasingly troubled ears. 

Being the heart and conscience of the congregation, Melody heard many express concerns and 

misgivings about their spiritual shepherd’s fiery denunciations from the pulpit. Even if they 

partly, or even largely, agreed with him they still longed for the former peaceful days of 

preaching Christ, stories from the Bible, and tales of the miracles of love. When Melody tried to 

communicate these concerns to her husband his ire turned upon her, and he raged until she dared 

not mention it again. 

With all this, Theodore’s heart slowly turned away from the sweetness she once cherished. 

He seemed more critical of everyone, including herself and the boys. He had little or no time for 

the small problems he once devoted himself to healing. He stopped visiting his flock in their 

homes, and slowly lost touch with their needs. He became a speaker of some demand and merit, 

and often traveled away from his little flock for days at a time. 



 

 

Because she loved him, and loved the memory of the sweet days of their lives, Melody clung 

to him, supported him, and even defended him to those who felt alienated from the church.  

The bursting of the dam came when a young family in his congregation actually began taking 

lessons from the Mormons. His fury was stoked to such conflagration that he literally slept on 

their doorstep to keep the hated “messengers of damnation” from teaching the family. Rather 

than endearing him to the family, it had the opposite effect, and they insisted he leave. He left 

shouting the horrors of hell, which only served to alienate them further.  

Perhaps to spite him, perhaps as a manifestation of new faith, or a little of both, they were 

eventually baptized Mormons. The next Sunday, Theodore preached such damnations against all 

such heinous sinners that spittle flew from his lips quite unseen by himself. From that day 

attendance at church steadily declined. Theodore saw it as a further manifestation of the awful 

influence of the cults. It never occurred to him that he had driven them away with his rabid 

anger. In the following two years four other families were “lost” to the hated cult. 

When Theodore finally came to Melody in tears of frustration she tried to tell him how he 

was alienating his flock, but he would not hear it. All that was before his eyes was the threat of 

an enemy much larger than himself, and he steeled himself to tilt the windmill monsters of 

darkness. 

For Melody, her husband’s obsession evolved into something personally loathsome. 

Following her failed attempt to open his eyes to his own failures, he stood before the 

congregation and insisted that anyone with family belonging to any cult or demonic sect sever all 

ties with them, or be sanctioned by the church. He even threatened excommunication in cases 

where the unrepentant were prominent members of the congregation. Melody felt his attack was 

specifically aimed at her and her sister, in which feeling she was justified. She had been sitting 

on the stand waiting to direct the choir when Theodore’s injunction was delivered. For her the 

humiliation of his public denunciation put a strangle hold of resentment on her heart. 

It had been many years since Theodore had visited his Uncle in his palatial home in the 

country. His Uncle health was failing, as was his patience with his heir apparent. Uncle Tennison 

wanted an heir, one upon whom he could count to continue his political goals, and to safeguard 

his vast fortune. While Uncle Tennison soundly approved of Theodore’s pursuit of cleric robes, 

he did not approve of the devotion which Theodore had shifted from his Uncle to his flock. 

Melody had only been to the mansion once before, during their whirlwind engagement. She 

found her fiancé’s uncle to be charming, though lofty, condescending, and unapproachable. She 

left with the distinct impression the old gentleman did not like her, or at the least considered her 

beneath himself, even perhaps beneath his nephew’s status.  

That she sensed this was not in error, and would have remained forever true, had she not 

brought her violin, and at a quiet urging from her future husband, played for him. From that 

moment on his assessment of her seemed to change. He was clearly charmed by her talent and 

beauty, but just as clearly convinced of her inferior breeding. 

So, it was with reluctance that Melody saw the big mansion across the picturesque grounds 

and lake. The boys, now eight and five years old, were beside themselves with excitement and 



 

 

gaiety. They had never seen such a palatial home, nor had they ever guessed someone so wealthy 

could be a near relative of their seemingly-impoverished parents. 

The big mansion smelled faintly of cigar smoke and wood polish. The same aged butler 

greeted them warmly and escorted them to their Uncle’s living room. Melody felt tiny indeed in 

that massive room, trying to restrain her sons, fumbling to keep from dropping her violin, vainly 

trying to read her husband’s mood, and getting little more than trepidation and nervous 

happiness. 

“So! The prodigal son returns!” a voice boomed from being them.  

They all spun to see a white-haired man moving slowly toward them, supporting himself 

with a golden cane.  

“Uncle!” Theodore cried, and rushed to him. His uncle received him with happy slaps on his 

back. 

“And, you’ve brought me heirs! Why haven’t you brought these beautiful young boys 

sooner!” he boomed, hobbling toward the boys who stood their ground beside their mother, their 

faces smiling, but unsure. 

“OK, let’s see. You’re the tallest, so you are named after my favorite nephew, and must be 

Theodore Lyman the third.” 

“Yes, sir. I like to be called Teddy,” her son said bravely. 

“Whoa ho! You are a brave lad. I shall call you Teddy then, as long as it pleases you.” 

“Thank you, Uncle Tennison,” Teddy said formally. 

“Spank me, but I’m your great uncle, lad. But, call me anything you like.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“And, this must be my namesake. George Alexander Tennison!” Uncle boomed as he leaned 

toward five-year-old Alex.” 

Alex looked up with frightened eyes, but he did not step back. “I’m not your namesake,” he 

said, his lip quivering. “I’m my daddy’s namesake,” he stated with surety. 

To his credit, Uncle Tennison straightened, and laughed softly. “Of course you are. What I 

meant was, you and I have the same name. Did you know that?” 

“No sir,” Alex replied softly while looking at the ground. 

“Well, we do. And it is a grand thing. Would you boys like a dish of ice cream?” 

“Yes!” The chorused. At that moment a young, unusually attractive maid dressed in white 

appeared as if her entrance had been scripted. 



 

 

She held out both hands. “If you wan’ to tyke my ‘ands, I’ll tyke you boys to the biggest 

collection of ice cream in England. Wha’ do ya you say boys?” The boys literally flew to her. 

“Please,” Melody urged as they turned away. “No more than one bowl.” 

“Yes, misses. A large one then?” 

“I suppose,” Melody acquiesced. 

She watched the boys depart, then realized Uncle Tennison was watching her intently. 

“You didn’t know your youngest bore my name, did you?” he asked once the boys were 

beyond earshot. 

Melody flinched. “Are you clairvoyant, Uncle?” 

“No, I’m a keen observer of people. You flinched when I mentioned it.” 

“I see. Did I seem to disapprove?” she asked blandly, but with obvious challenge in her 

words. 

“As a matter of fact, you seemed pleased. In fact, you smiled,” he replied. 

“Then you are not as good an observer as you profess,” Melody suggested calmly. 

Her son’s namesake laughed heartily. “I love it that you stand up to me. Did you know that?” 

“Actually, yes,” Melody replied with a smile. She walked to him and looped an arm through 

his.  “How have you been. You look a little worse for wear, I’m afraid.” 

“Stupid doctors,” he grunted. “I have offered them billions for a key to living forever, and 

they give me plastic surgery and aspirin. So, my face looks like the million pounds I’ve spent on 

it, and my viscera all feel the hundred years old they actually are. I’m considering hiring witch 

doctors.” 

“Theodore tells me John the Beloved received a promise from Our Lord that he would not 

die. So, perhaps there is a way.” 

“Ha! Out of the mouth of babes, that is beautiful babes, comes the truth. All I have to do is 

figure out a way to become a holy apostle!” 

“It may be so simple,” Melody laughed. 

“Simple for you or saint Theodore here, perhaps. But for a reprobate like me, I had best find 

those witch doctors.” 

“Rubbish,” she asserted. “you’re as much of a saint as Theodore is.” 



 

 

At that moment, Uncle stopped walking and turned to her with an aghast look on his face. 

Surprised, she glanced at Theodore who also wore a stricken look on his face. 

“Well,” she said, her voice apparently amazed, “It appears I have insulted both of you with a 

single compliment.” 

Uncle Tennison’s face spread into a smile. “Jolly well done.” 

“I didn’t really . . .” she began. 

“Tripe!” Uncle interjected. “You’re bloody delightful. Theodore doesn’t deserve you. Have 

you considered divorcing that sanctimonious sot and marrying a real man.” 

“Only one with lots of money,” Melody said with mock seriousness. 

Uncle turned toward his nephew. “You were right,” he said. “I did just ask her to marry me. 

Too bad for you, I guess.” 

Theodore did not seem pleased at this, and took his Uncle’s arm opposite Melody, as if in a 

tug of war with the old man as the prize. “Uncle, you know, anything I have is yours. All you 

need do is ask.” 

At this it was Melody’s turn to look stricken.  

The old man laughed so hard he began to cough. It took most of a minute for him to calm 

down. By this time, a nurse had produced a wheelchair and oxygen bottle.  

They were sitting by the fire in his grand study when he finally pulled the clear plastic mask 

from his face. 

“That was the most fun I’ve had since Theodore came to beg me to elevate you from a street 

musician to a Baroness.” 

Theodore stiffened, his face a mask of fear and anger. 

“You did that?” Melody asked. She had never known for sure. 

“Of course! Who else do you think could get the Queen Mother herself to write a document 

restoring your family title and name. Certainly, you didn’t suspect my nephew. He has pathetic 

little power but what falls from my table to his floor. His appeal would have been to God, who in 

all likelihood would have come to me to do just what I did.” 

Melody bridled at this insult, yet considered her words. “I suppose that makes you more like 

John the Beloved than you suspected. Perhaps living forever is not so far-fetched for you after 

all.” 

“Now you disappoint me,” the old man said with chastisement in his voice. “I insult your 

husband, and you elevate me to holiness? Where is the honesty I so recently admired in you?” 



 

 

“But, Uncle, you didn’t insult my husband. You insulted yourself by suggesting he had 

power with God, who had power over you. It is an odd order of power, is it not? Perhaps the 

crumbs fall from Theodore’s floor to your table.” 

“I see,” he replied jovially. “While Theodore remains silent, probably praying for all he’s 

worth, and I joust with his wife, I think it best to warn you that I fear nobody, neither man nor 

God. And, no real man would ignore his dying uncle then bring his gutter-born wife to insult him 

and remain silent. Have you no loyalties here, my nephew?” 

“What? I mean, uncle, this is no contest of wills. Melody has deported herself well and 

honorably, and I meant to allow her time to get to know you, is all. I saw no need to defend 

either one of you. Forgive me if . . .” 

“Oh, shut up, Theodore. I just called your darling wife gutter-born, and you did not spring to 

her defense. When you’ve a spine, then you can join the conversation.” 

Melody’s eyes went from closed with fury to wide open with amazement. “You are a vile old 

man, aren’t you.” she said quite slowly. 

The aged Tennison smiled broadly. “Now we understand one another, my dear. I suggest 

neither you nor my nephew forget it. I fear no one. I have offended God often enough that fear of 

deity is meaningless in any case. I have only my interests to entertain me, and to bring me solace. 

So, bear in mind, if either of you stop into my path, I will destroy you, and will sleep easily for 

having done so.” 

Melody placed a graceful hand upon his gnarled claw. “You bark very loud for a toothless 

old hound. Say you’re sorry to my husband so he’ll quit brooding, then we’ll go get some ice 

cream with the boys.” 

Uncle’s eyes narrowed to near-slits, then a smile spread across his face. “I like you woman. 

You have pluck, and spine. Very well, Theodore, I am sorry. But, I was baiting you, not 

suggesting you are spineless, even though you were just then. So, do you forgive me?” 

Theodore opened his mouth, then closed it. “Not yet, he said moodily, but I do love you just 

the same.” 

“Tripe! You just want my money!” 

It was Melody who spoke next. “I’m afraid you are mistaken, Uncle. My husband has spoken 

from his heart. If he eventually acquires your fortunes he would undoubtedly squander it on little 

churches all across England. His love for you is disconnected from your money.” 

“Then he’s a fool!” Uncle spat, then sat for a moment in thought. “Oh, well. Perhaps then my 

money would serve to curry some favor with God, whom I’ve often enough denied. Very well, 

Theodore, your charming wife has saved you. You are once again my heir. So, be nice to her. If 

you lose her, or my grand-nephews, you are out on your sanctimonious ear.” 



 

 

Theodore leaned forward, glanced at Melody with palpable gratitude, then back at his 

cantankerous Uncle. “Yes Uncle,” was all he could think to say. It was an answer that originated 

in his early childhood, and it boiled his soul in super-heated resentment. 

“Good. Then let’s go get some ice cream before my strapping young heirs eat it all.” 

In the months that followed, Melody and the boys visited Uncle Tennison with increasing 

regularity, oftentimes of necessity, going without Theodore. In time, it became apparent to both 

Melody and Theodore than Uncle’s true affections were upon their sons. The old miser lusted for 

heirs, and had chosen their sons as his own.  

Melody was both frightened of what vast wealth might do to her sons, and pleased for their 

good fortune. It soothed her fears that her sons remained very close to her, and to the teachings 

of their father, and could be molded to do vast good with their impending wealth. 

For her husband, this development was troubling. Theodore was both frightened at what 

might happen to himself should Melody become too close to his Uncle, and thereby supply him 

with an succession of heirs that cut himself from the flow of wealth, and resentful of her growing 

rapport with his Uncle. More than wanting his Uncle’s empire, Theodore simply refused to 

countenance the idea that anyone except him might inherit it. 

Somewhere in the back of his mind was the idea that the time might come, should she ever 

leave, that he would have to make sure the boys affections and home remained his own.  

From that moment on, whether intentional or subconscious, Theodore carefully began 

driving tiny splinters of discord between his sons and his wife. A feeling of hyper-criticality 

entered his soul, and most everything Melody did became food for criticism, most often spoken 

only to her sons. But, also upon occasion delivered volley after volley from the pulpit in fiery 

denunciations of apostasy in its varied forms.  

Theodore’s congregation grew more and more disenchanted with their shepherd, and began 

to ferry complaints to his superiors. As their disaffection grew with Theodore, they more openly, 

and verbally adored Melody, who continued to embrace them with all her soul. As these 

allegations flowed back from his superiors into Theodore’s face, he became more and more 

convinced that everyone, and everything adored his wife and detested him, which only served to 

make him add distrust to the sins he already heaped upon her head. 

Tension mounted between Melody and her husband until she found herself alienated as well, 

yet her love for him would not let her abandon him. She pleaded with him, wept before him, and 

begged his God to soften his heart. She had no intention of joining a silly sect, yet his campaign 

had become a blinding obsession, and she could find no place left within him where he still 

harbored love for her. Even her sons, now twelve and nine, feared him, and hid in the back of 

their cottage when he was home. He scarcely seemed to observe their absence except when the 

mood hit him to secure their affections, at which time he lavished affection, attention and gifts 

upon them that her sons neither understood, nor received as tokens of real affection. 

The most startling event in this long line of sadness occurred when her sister Marcia and her 

husband brought their children to visit her in their quaint cottage beside the church. Marcia, 



 

 

unaware of the complicated twists and turns of Theodore’s passion, and innocent of any ill will, 

simply marched into their home with “Mormon” practically labeled across her chest. Theodore 

tolerated her cheerful words and loving gestures toward Melody and her sons most of the way 

through dinner, but after dinner ordered them from his home in a voice of righteous indignation. 

Shocked beyond words, Marcia had fled their home in tears. Melody had grabbed her sons and 

fled with her. She spent the next six weeks at Marcia’s home. 

The contrast was so vast between Melody’s little stone cottage where anger and vitriol spilled 

like water on the stone floors, and this small home where love, respect and gentleness graced 

their lives, that Melody was compelled to wonder why. Every evening they knelt in family 

prayers. She listened careful as Marcia’s four-year-old daughter prayed in a way more 

meaningful than she herself could pray. For the first time in many years she felt warmth in her 

bosom, and a memory surfaced of a train ride in Africa, where once before she had known peace, 

hope, and the joy of faith.  

Melody could never have violated her husband’s trust so far as actually studying Marcia’s 

religion, but her sons felt no such inhibition, and pumped their cousins for information, which 

was freely dispensed. The very thing that made her decide to return to her husband was her 

oldest son’s request to be baptized a Mormon. Melody knew she had stayed too long, and to her 

sister’s dismay, almost ran from the house. 

Melody’s hopes that this brief separation would mellow her husband’s attitude had not been 

in vain. He welcomed them with great relief, and held her so gently and forlornly, that she 

repented of having left him, and accepted him willingly back into her heart. She found herself 

pregnant three weeks later, a fact she carefully kept to herself.  

Everything seemed as if it might mend until young Teddy mentioned that he had read part of 

the Book of Mormon at his cousin’s house. His father calmly asked what he thought of it. When 

the young man honestly answered that he didn’t understand it, but liked the feeling he had when 

he read it, Theodore detonated. The explosion that resulted was atomic in scope, and send waves 

of destruction in all directions.  

For the first time he struck Melody, giving her a bloody nose. He screamed at her in the 

presence of her sons as they cowered on the opposite side of the room. When he moved toward 

her as if he might strike her again, young Teddy attacked his father with flailing arms. A single 

well-struck blow sent the boy tumbling onto the stone floor which he broke the boy’s arm. Even 

the wailing of his son’s pain could not placate him, and he stormed from the house cursing 

vilely. Melody took advantage of his absence to rush her son to the hospital. They had to walk 

part way, and take a cab the remainder. Theodore had never trusted her with the keys to their car. 

From the hospital she called Marcia, who made the two-hour drive to fetch her. 

Melody was baptized into the Mormon church that spring, three months from the day 

Theodore had bloodied her nose. She applied for divorce that same month, and for the first time 

in years felt as if darkness were lifting from her soul. What a thrill it was to see a world of sweet 

faith and hope. How peaceful it felt to clearly understand truth, rather than the empty “feeling” 

engendered by oft-rehearsed catechisms. How wonderful it seemed to live without fear, or the 

threat of damnation. 



 

 

For all these reasons, she was not expecting what next occurred. One afternoon after school a 

police car arrived at Marcia’s home. Two armed men served Melody with a legal document 

decreeing her sons into the custody of their father. When calm explanation failed, she turned to 

pleading, then tears, then anger, and finally violence. She attacked the men with ferocity as they 

forcibly drug her screaming sons out the door. They threatened her with criminal arrest, and with 

Marcia restraining her, Melody watched her terrified sons being dragged away from her. Faster 

than she could utter a prayer, her sons were gone from her life. Except for one time during a 

heated court battle, she never saw, or spoke to them again.  

_____________________________ 

“Hello again,” a voice said behind him in the grocery line. Sam looked up from the check he 

had been writing to see a gray-haired gentleman smiling at him. He instantly recognized him and 

almost dropped his pen. “Please, don’t stop on my account,” the old man said with a smile, 

wiggling a finger at Sam’s checkbook. Sam tore his eyes away to look at his check. He looked 

back up, and actually felt surprised that his visitor was still there. The last two times they had 

spoken, he had suddenly vanished the second Sam had looked away. 

“Uh, excuse me. I’ll just finish… You won’t leave, or something…?” Sam asked haltingly.  

“I have a few things to get myself,” Helaman said with a laugh, holding up a bag with a shiny 

green apple, and another with a few red grapes. 

“Oh, sure.” Sam quickly wrote the check and stepped away from the check stand. He was 

watching the man so intently that he didn’t immediately hear the box boy asking if he wanted 

help carrying his groceries out. 

“Oh! Sorry. I can get it,” he told the young man, who looked at him as if he were insane. Sam 

had a lot of groceries for one individual to carry. Sam, however, was not going to take his eyes 

off of the stranger for any reason. It had been eight hard years since he had first seen his aged 

friend, and, he didn’t want any potentially wonderful exchange hampered by the presence of the 

grocery store clerk. “Thanks, I’ll manage,” Sam assured the youngster without looking at him. 

Sam pushed the cart slowly as the older man walked beside him, who seemed genuinely 

fascinated with the apple in his small plastic bag. Sam nearly ran people down because he was 

watching Helaman instead of watching where he was going. The old man put a hand on the cart 

to keep him from killing someone. 

“You’re not limping,” Sam observed. It was the only thing that came to mind. 

“No, I’m not,” he replied, then chuckled. He took the apple from the bag and took a big, 

crunching bite.  

“You should probably wash it first,” Sam suggested, still at a loss for words. 

The visitor gave him an ironic smile. “Yes, usually that’s a good idea,” he admitted. 

“But, not really necessary in your case?” Sam asked. 



 

 

“Not really. Not really,” the man replied as he chewed the apple in what was apparently a 

flight of pleasure. 

“Do you really even get hungry?” Sam asked suddenly. 

The old man looked at him with a sparkle in his eyes, and then back at his apple. “The older I 

get, the less appetite I have,” he replied. 

“That’s not quite what I was asking,” Sam said with some poignancy. 

“I know what you’re asking,” the old gentleman said, and took another bite of the apple 

without answering the question at hand. 

“I am really glad to see you again,” Sam said, trying to start over. “Can you tell me why 

you’re here? I’m very confused about who you are, and what you are doing here. Since those 

couple times you came to church I have often wondered about you. Anything you can tell me 

would be appreciated.” 

Helaman put the apple core in his mouth and bit it in two as he locked his eyes on Sam. For 

an instant Sam felt uncomfortable, but it was only an instant. “When we met for the first time a 

few years ago, I asked you a question. You said you were going to be an even better man than 

you were then. Have you managed to live up that lofty ideal?” 

“No,” Sam said with his head lowered. “I’ve had a lot of trials, and it has taken me a few 

years to recover. But, I’m back on track again, and it feels really good.” 

“I see. Do you still hold the promises sacred?” 

Sam knew exactly which promises he was referring to. Seldom a day went by that he didn’t 

think of the great promises he had received that night many years ago. 

“Oh, yes!” he replied emphatically. 

“And, when you had the opportunity to trade them for a return to worldly grandeur, how did 

you respond?” 

“You know about that?” Sam asked. Sam had told no one about it. It had come one evening 

in a very startling way. It still sent chills up his spine to remember it. It had been a frightening 

opportunity to trade his eternal welfare for a return to wealth or anything else he desired. Sam 

shuddered. “I did not accept. It terrified me. But, surely you already know that.” 

The man smiled. “You have much to learn.” 

“I’m anxious to learn,” Sam asserted. 

“And I am here to teach you. I must go now, but I’ll see you again.” 

“When? Must you leave so soon? I have a thousand questions!” 



 

 

Sam’s heavenly visitor chuckled in his rich way, and placed a hand on Sam’s shoulder. It felt 

kindly and almost fatherly there. “When depends on you. I will return when you are ready. Until 

then, you must press forward with all diligence. Do all you know to be faithful. Be flawlessly 

obedient, and be patient.” 

“I will. I will. I’ll try,” Sam replied, answering each instruction in order. 

“Very good,” he said patting Sam’s shoulder gently, and turned to walk away. Sam wanted to 

follow after him, but somehow knew he should not. He glanced at his groceries still in the cart 

beside his Jeep. When he looked back up he could not spot the old gentleman. It didn’t surprise 

him at all. 

Throughout his life, Sam had had one overriding question. It never seemed to get answered 

to his satisfaction, and never went away. Now, more than ever before, that question cried out. 

“What next?” it demanded, over and over. When Sam was a little child, the question haunted 

him. His vision of his life scarcely reached beyond cub scouts and interminably long school 

years. On his mission, he pondered what was expected of him, and yearned for a concise 

direction in his life. After his marriage, it seemed as if everything known to him had been done. 

He had lived a good life, married a wonderful woman in the temple, and was serving in every 

way he knew. But something inside his soul knew this was not all to his life, and “What next?” 

called to him constantly.  

After Sam had had his calling and election made sure, the question only grew louder. He 

could not imagine any blessing greater, yet felt a powerful tugging at his soul as if a celestial tide 

were sweeping him out to sea, or even better, sweeping him home from sea. Yet, where it was 

taking him was unknown, and the question grew louder.  

One of the startling changes that had swept through him after that great day was the almost 

total loss of interest in the material world. His mind had become centered upon things Celestial, 

and even the act of going to work strained him. Had he been given the choice, he would have 

walked away from it all, lived in poverty, and served with joy every hour of every day. Yet, it 

seemed as if the greater his focus on eternal things, the greater the opposition arose to attempt to 

make it impossible to actually be spiritual, until the dichotomy was fire and ice. 

After he had lost the business and had been forced to go to work on the slope, his face had 

been jammed into the slimy underbelly of Babylon once again. At first it was extremely 

distasteful, then tolerable, then almost enjoyable. Now, with this joyful return to righteous desire, 

his soul once again disdained the material world, and he felt a yearning of irresistible force to 

enter into some life situation where he could do a great work of lasting worth to Heavenly 

Father.  

Seeing, and actually speaking to, the unexpected visitor again only heightened Sam’s desire 

to progress with rapid strides toward that wonderful day. Once again, he felt no desire to pursue 

anything worldly, and it racked his soul with conflict to think of getting onto that plane and 

heading north once again. 

His prayers shifted, refocused and aligned as if without his conscious thought. Suddenly, he 

knew what was next, and it filled his soul with desire more terrific than anything ever had. His 



 

 

heart yearned for a single thing, a blessing so profound, so bold, so unthinkably wonderful, that 

he could scarcely bring himself to speak the words. Yet, the desire was a flaming fire, and it 

threatened to consume him lest he pursue it with diligence. More than anything he had ever 

known, he wanted the marvelous gift of entering into the presence of the Lord. 

For the first time in his entire life, he knew what was next, but it seemed impossible. Yet, he 

knew his desire was righteous, and he knew the scriptures contained numerous promises that one 

might with certainty seek the Lord’s face in this life.  

Such a marvelous, eternity altering experience was promised in the scriptures, and was not 

reserved for a select few, but was promised to all, according to their faith, and the Lord’s 

timetable. 

He thought on the precious temple ceremony, and the promises of the final moments thereof 

brought him great joy. Yes, he knew what was next, but knew less about how to get there than 

any other goal that had heretofore formed in his heart. 

Sam read the passages in Ether of the Brother of Jared’s visitation of the Lord. He read each 

phrase and dissected it. He pondered every word, each nuance of meaning, and prayed diligently 

concerning them. He purchased every book written by Elder McConkie and scoured them for 

references to this great blessing. He struck gold in an entire chapter on that subject, and read it 

again and again. Slowly, as if the gradual dawning of a new day, a simple understanding began 

to form. It was so startling that he was not sure if it thrilled, or terrified him. Perhaps a little of 

both. 

Every instance he could find of a mortal having this glorious visitation resulted in the Lord 

asking if that one so blessed had a request of him. John the Beloved had asked to remain upon 

the earth, as had the three Nephite apostles. The other apostles, both in Jerusalem, and 

Zarahemla, had asked for a swift passage into His rest. Nephi, Enos, Mosiah, Alma and many 

others had asked for blessings upon their posterity. Perhaps there were many more occurrences 

of this blessing not recorded in scripture. Sam could not even guess, but faith told him it was a 

pattern followed since the beginning of time. 

“What will I ask for?” he found himself pondering one day. It thrilled him that the question 

in his heart had formed around the word “will”, not “would.” As if there were two of him, he 

heard the other reply. “I will ask that which I have always wanted, and always hoped for. I will 

ask for that same gift given to John the Beloved. I will ask to stay on this earth and work 

righteousness to prepare His children for His return.”  

This thought distilled upon his soul with great force. It was to him as if it had always been 

there, always waiting for him to simply observe it. It was as if no other object in living had ever, 

or could ever exist.  

Another thought occurred to him and he hurried into his bedroom. Somewhere in a box of 

precious things was his Patriarchal Blessings. He hunted until he found the yellowed envelope, 

removed the pages and opened them with care. He had read the inspired words many times, but 

for the first time in over twenty years, he understood them. The phrase he had just remembered 

fell beneath his eyes, and he read with a thrill of understanding never available to him before. 



 

 

A great blessing awaits those who dedicate their all to the service of the Lord. Such a 

blessing was given to John, the Beloved disciple, and the three Nephite disciples, who 

were promised by the Lord that they would remain upon this earth, free from the aches 

and pains of mortality, to help prepare His children for His glorious return. And you will 

have the privilege of associating with those so blessed by the Lord. 

Sam read the passage over and over until they were seared into his soul. He had never 

understood those words, never fully considered their impact, nor pondered their immense 

meaning. With great clarity, he now understood. He would attain this great promise by asking the 

Lord himself. Now, more than ever, he knew the answer to “What next?” Now, more than ever, 

he had no idea how to do it. 

That same day, two letters arrived from South Africa. The larger letter looked official, with a 

return address from the chief prosecuting attorney of the criminal justice system. The smaller one 

held the familiar address of his former father-in-law. Sam opened the larger one, and was 

delighted to find it was from Brother and Sister Van Der Kerk, a wonderful couple whom Sam 

had taught and baptized many years ago in South Africa. A lawyer at the time of their meeting, 

Brother Van Der Kerk was apparently now a chief prosecutor. 

My Dear Elder Sam Mahoy, 

You can well imagine my amazement when this case involving your wife crossed my 

desk. I studied it with growing dismay as I learned the details of Mr. Pawley’s, your 

former father-in-law’s, inimical actions in this regard. 

It occurs to me that you may know but few details in this matter. I think it best to not 

belabor you with details unless you request it of me in a letter. Suffice it to say, that your 

former father-in-law took it upon himself to intimidate and frighten you and your dear 

wife into returning to Africa. He attempted to use the figure of 22 and memories of your 

past to cause your wife to leave you and flee to Africa. He even tried kidnapping your 

daughters. His plan was apparently that you would call him in your grief, and he would 

sweep into your lives and rescue them. Of course, his plan was that they would have 

ended up in South Africa, and Dawn would have had to return to Africa to retrieve them. 

One can only surmise that there would have been no place for you, Sam, in their new 

lives. It was a heinous plot, and one which ultimately brought about his daughter’s death. 

After she died he apparently blamed you even more for his sorrows, and determined 

to kidnap your daughters, which he nearly accomplished on several occasions.  

Though the wheels of justice do grind along slowly in this country, rest assured they 

have caught Mr. Pawley in their grist and he has been justly dealt with. 

You can rest assured that he has been convicted and imprisoned for a very long time, 

probably for the rest of his life. All his assets have been determined to be ill-gotten and 

have been confiscated by the court. I have petitioned the court in his daughter’s name 

and succeeded in having all his wealth revert to her heirs, who would be yourself and 

your daughters. I have asked and been granted guardianship of this considerable estate, 

and await your instructions on its disposal. 



 

 

I will not discuss the exact sums involved as they are yet to be fully determined. You 

may be assured they are vast. His holdings in diamonds alone is phenomenal. You and 

your daughters need never want for anything again. 

As you may know, the present laws of the country prohibit export of any moneys or 

assets from this country. Accordingly, the only way your daughters could benefit from 

this action is if you brought them to Africa to live – a thing I think unlikely, and unwise, 

in light of current events. Perhaps after a few years it will become safe for you to return 

to this wonderful land. Sister Van Der Kerk and I, as well as many others, would rejoice 

should you decide to return. 

In the meantime, I request that you forward whatever instructions for the 

maintenance or disposal of your estate that you feel appropriate. 

One final note I hope will bring joy to your soul in this day of trial. I was recently set 

apart as Bishop of the Germiston Second Ward. Emma, my dear wife is with child, due to 

deliver in May. We have determined to name him Samuel, in your honor. We had never 

expected to have children for medical reasons, and find ourselves unexpectedly rejoicing 

because of the Lord’s blessings to us. 

We are forever yours in Christ, Brother Van Der Kerk 

Sam took the second letter and ripped it to shreds without opening it. After much prayer, he 

penned the following letter to the Van Der Kerks. 

My Dear Brother and Sister Van Der Kerk, 

It is with joy that I received your latest letter, and the news of your pregnancy. I feel 

deeply honored, and truly flattered, but hardly worthy that you should name him after 

me. I pray to Father that we may one day live nearer.  

 I also am relieved to hear of Dawn’s (I called her Princess for many reasons) 

father’s conviction. I thank you for your faith and good efforts in her and my behalf. It is 

a fitting closure to this awful chapter of my life, and I thank you with all my heart. 

I will write later with more details regarding my life and hopes for the future. 

Regarding Princess’s inheritance, I have prayed earnestly, and after consulting with 

my daughters, we wish you to make the following arrangements: 

Please take all liquid assets and invest them in wise investments able to produce safe 

but steady growth. The principal amount shall be increased by 25percent of earnings 

each year, and remain in trust forever, or until I, or my legal heirs, instruct otherwise. 

 I wish 50percent of income to be given to the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day 

Saints to whatever funds you feel appropriate. The other 25percent I wish to be used to 

convert Princess’s castle home into a women’s retreat. I wish part of it to be set aside as 

a shelter for young women in whatever needy circumstances you determine are worthy. 



 

 

The shelter should focus on teaching the principles of the gospel, life skill and education. 

The goal is to provide temporary assistance that works a permanent solution in their 

lives. 

 I further instruct you to make a portion of this facility available to the church as a 

girl’s camp, and women’s retreat at their request. 

Whatever funds remain beyond the needs of the castle-retreat please use as a 

missionary fund for young men and women who wish to serve full-time missions. 

I leave sole management of these affairs to you, and grant you complete discretion 

within the parameters I have specified, to do as you see fit, to hire whatever staff you 

think appropriate, and to pay yourself whatever reasonable fees or salary you deem 

appropriate. 

I further instruct that you send me no reports or records of the dealings and financial 

affairs of the estate, nor to seek my opinion in any matter regarding it, but to keep an 

accurate record of all your transactions in my behalf in perpetuity. 

With warmest love and thankful heart I am, 

Your friend forever, and Brother in Christ, Samuel Mahoy 

That October the stock market crashed nearly 2000 points. The economy crumbled under 

foolish fiscal policy, both nationally and internationally. The oil companies announced huge 

losses because of falling oil prices. The output from the vast oil fields at Prudhoe Bay began to 

decline, and for the first time in fifteen years, the pipeline was throttled back from its maximum 

output of 2 million barrels a day. Alyeska announced severe personnel cutbacks and layoffs at 

management levels. People moved out of Alaska in droves. By January of that year, 40 percent 

of all single-family homes in the Matanuska Valley were unoccupied and in the process of 

foreclosure. 80 percent of all multi-family homes were likewise abandoned. Banks began to fail 

and close their doors. Unemployment in the valley officially rose to 23 percent, in actuality it 

was nearer 50 percent. The appraised value of homes dropped by half in a month’s time. This 

month would live in the memory of millions of Americans as “Black October.” 

Sam escaped the layoffs simply because he was neither management, nor a regular worker. 

He was suspended in some netherland in-between. Having acted as the supervisor of Pump 

Station Two for three years now, yet never having actually been called to that position, left him 

in a unique position. Alyeska didn’t mind because they paid him less than a regular supervisor. 

Sam didn’t mind because he didn’t have to put up with a supervisor, endless meetings, or 

company politicking. He knew it was a situation that couldn’t last, but he was content to ride the 

soap bubble. At any rate, Sam felt his time at Alyeska was growing short. He had no idea what 

he was going to do afterward, but also didn’t care. The Lord would provide, and it would be 

wonderful. 

_____________________________ 



 

 

Marcia’s husband Tim, a gifted linguist, applied for and accepted a job translating English 

into Russian for the LDS Church in Salt Lake City. They sold their small home and all their 

furniture, packed up their most cherished possessions, and left their beloved England. For 

Melody, her decision was not arrived at in a moment, but took every ounce of faith she could 

muster. After much fasting and prayer, she knew she must go to America, although she could 

find no peace at the prospect of leaving her two young sons. With nothing to live for in England, 

and afraid that her unborn baby would be taken from her as soon as it was delivered, she allowed 

herself to be caught up in the move, and eventually made her way to America. 

It was a season of deep despair for Melody. Her heart could not be consoled for the loss of 

her sons. During the entire trip to America she sat despondently, unable to think of anything else. 

The only reason she forced herself to eat was to sustain the life of her unborn child. Only the fact 

that one of her children had escaped with her gave her reason to live. Had she not feared for this 

child, she would have remained in England, and waged a hopeless battle for the future of her 

sons. She would not have won, this both she and Theodore knew. He had too much power, too 

much influence, and too much money for her to successfully challenge him. 

Once in America, Melody easily obtained a visa and work permit. As a respected musician of 

some note, she was welcomed without reservation to her new country. When she applied for 

citizenship a year later she dropped her married name. 

She delivered of healthy baby boy in America, and affectionately named him Samuel 

Donavon McUlvany after a cherished memory of a missionary in Africa, her beloved father, and 

her ancestral name. 

_____________________________ 

 

Alaska’s greatest attraction was its limitless outdoors. Thousands came to the “Great Land” 

to bask in what was known nationwide as “The Last Frontier.” Alaska was sufficiently large that 

dividing it into two states would have made Texas the third largest state. Over 90 percent of the 

land in Alaska was reserved as National Parks, or some other designation not open for public 

development. There were more lakes in Alaska than all of the other states combined; more miles 

of river, more glaciers, more forest land, more herds of caribou, moose … the list could go on 

and on.  

Sam was unique in the fact that he did not hunt, did not especially enjoy fishing, and did little 

in the vast outdoors except flying over it in his floatplane. Even that was no longer possible, 

since his plane had evaporated in the feeding frenzy of his economic demise.  

For this reason, Sam was somewhat surprised when the Spirit quite specifically whispered 

“Get thee into the mountains.” It was during his workweek this occurred, and he quickly made 

arrangements to swap shifts so he could have two weeks off. He called a friend and made 

arrangements to rent a floatplane for a few days. By the time he arrived home, all he had to do 

was kiss the twins, grab a few personal items, and drive to the lake. 



 

 

It was the first week of July, and the sky was clear and sunny. He charted a course north and 

lifted off from Lake Lucille with a giddy sense of happiness and a deafening roar of unleashed 

power. He banked to his right and climbed steadily to the drone of the sturdy little plane. 

Sam loved to fly, and was actually very good at it. He had earned his pilot’s license almost 

fifteen years ago, and had logged many hours flying in every circumstance Alaska’s varied 

terrain and weather could provide.  

Far to his left he could see the great mountain Denali reaching some 20,000 feet above sea 

level, rising nearly 17,000 of those feet in a mere twelve miles. He would keep Denali to his left 

the entire flight. He flew over Wasilla, then Willow, and beyond over land never inhabited by 

mankind. He was not real sure to which lake he would fly, but knew he would recognize it when 

he saw it. Not much more than forty minutes into the trip he spotted his lake. It was long and 

narrow, nestled between a low hill, and a tall sloping mountain. After radioing in his modified 

flight plan, he circled, found the wind direction and glided to a smooth landing on the glassy 

waters.  

Sam tethered the plane to some dead wood, hitched his pack over one arm, and hopped 

carefully from the float onto a large log conveniently fallen into the lake. The woods began 

immediately at the water’s edge. The tangle of brush impassable. But the log on which he stood 

cut a narrow path through the willows as if it were divinely inspired to fall there. A little log-

hopping found a route beyond the marshy shore. In twenty steps, he found himself among tall 

spruce, facing a verdant, sunlit meadow crossed by a cheerful little stream. The setting was 

stunning, and immediately inspired a sense of reverence within him.  

Sam could just barely see the plane through the thick woods. He made several trips back to 

the plane to unload supplies and set up camp near the stream. For a few minutes, he had a feeling 

as if he had been here before, then realized it reminded him of that clearing high in the Swiss 

forests where he and Princess had met after their abduction in England. He built a small fire, and 

pondered the events that had brought him this far. The long summer day was just yawning 

sleepily with long shadows and azure skies as Sam returned to the plane and retrieved his fly rod. 

The lake was as calm as a sheet of glass, the sky reflecting its golden fire in the waters, as Sam 

quickly landed a large lake trout. This he cleaned and soon had cooking over the fire. The smell 

was tantalizing, and his mouth watered as he waited for it to cook. 

He pulled two plates from his pack, divided the fish in half, and placed part on each plate. He 

had barely finished when a twig snapped not far away. He was not at all surprised when the 

Helaman walked into the clearing. 

His visitor stepped spryly toward Sam, a pleasant, though solemn look on his face. He came 

forward and squatted by the fire, held out his hands to the warmth and rubbed them together. 

“I am so glad you came,” Sam told him. “I have a thousand questions, but you seem pensive 

tonight,” Sam observed with surprise. He had somehow thought a resurrected being would be 

somehow immune to any emotion but joy. 



 

 

Helaman glanced up from the flames and smiled apologetically. “It was in forests like this 

that we camped, knowing in a few days the Lamanites would be upon us to destroy us. Since that 

time, whenever I come to the forest, I have a sense of finality.” 

Sam listened to this with wonder. Here he was sitting but a few feet away from a man who 

was nearly two thousand years old. Sam restrained himself from peppering his distinguished 

visitor with questions. He doubted it would bring forth any more information, than silence. 

“It must have been very hard,” Sam observed instead. His visitor nodded toward the flames, 

his eyes wide as if remembering long gone faces. 

“It was for my people, at least. We righteous few knew they were past repentance by then, 

and we had actually been called out from among them. They had become hard, cruel, and 

without conscience. We could not bear to witness their barbarisms and horror any longer. But, 

even with the power of God at our fingertips, we were often forbidden to interfere. It was 

extremely painful to us. The worst things always happened at night, after the day’s fighting was 

done, and prisoners were the only entertainment they had, or that they wanted.” 

He paused and made a sound that was as much a groan, as a sigh.  

“We were only among them to preserve a few whose work was not yet finished. We knew all 

the others would perish in the next few days, and it was hard sitting among people who were 

friends, even grandchildren, and not have them recognize us. But, it was also stunning to know 

that we would stand by those few, and that we had the power to protect them, no matter the 

forces that came against us.” This he said with a note of wonder and pride. Sam could tell it was 

not pride in himself, but in the Master whom he served. 

“The few you were there to preserve were Mormon and Moroni?” Sam asked. 

“That is correct; and some others. The Book of Mormon doesn’t record everything that 

occurred, nor everyone who had assignments to fulfill beyond the destruction of our people.” 

“I hadn’t really thought about that. I just assumed Moroni was the only survivor.” 

Helaman prodded the fire with his toe before continuing. “Moroni was the last to survive 

with his faith and salvation intact. Moroni was the sole survivor of that great, last battle. He was 

the last righteous man, but he was not the only survivor.” 

Sam looked up, which caused his visitor to pause. “I’ve often wondered what Moroni was 

like. He must have been a great man.” 

“I never knew Moroni personally. My mortal journey ended shortly after Christ’s appearance 

to us near Zarahemla. But, I worked near him for many years. The Book of Mormon fails to 

describe him adequately. Have you ever wondered why the Nephites made him the captain of 

their armies when he was just a teenager?” 

“I sure have.” 



 

 

“It is because he was a giant of a man.” 

“A spiritual giant?” Sam wondered. 

“That too, but he was over seven feet tall. He was stronger than ten normal men. He was so 

large that he could not ride a horse, but had to ride in a chariot drawn by at least three horses. His 

arms were massive. Besides being born a giant, he worked hard on his body to keep it in top 

condition. Even though he was huge, he could outdistance a horse, and often did. I once saw him 

without his armor, and thought I was looking at the body of a god. No man ever lived who had a 

finer form. 

“The sword he carried in battle could hardly be lifted by most men. His voice was low, like 

the rumbling of thunder. His eyes were stark blue, and bore the spark of both deep intelligence 

and kindness. But there was also a fierceness about him that was unmistakable. He had no 

patience for disobedience, liars, or politicians.” 

Sam shook his head. “I’ll bet just seeing him at the head of an army caused the Lamanites to 

run the opposite direction. 

“That is largely true, at least in the beginning. His cunning as a general was highly feared. So 

much so that the Lamanites soon decided that Moroni had to die if he were to win the war. 

Hence, no man has ever lived whose life was in greater danger. Every day there were threats on 

his life. Vast sums of money were laid on his head, and many a brave man died in the attempt to 

claim it.” 

“I have always wondered how he could be a man of war, and also a man of God. The two 

seem incongruent,” Sam asked. 

“They are, unless you were raised up to that end, unless your mission in life was to stand at 

the head of nations and in the name of God, defend them. Moroni was unique, he was everything 

the scriptures say about him, and much more.” 

“You said Moroni was not the last Nephite alive. I thought he was.” 

Helaman shook his head. “Many Nephites survived by defecting to the Lamanites. Some 

escaped into the Canadian mountains both before, and after the final battles.” 

Sam had never considered such a thing. “What happened to those people, the ones who went 

into Canada?” 

Helaman looked up from the flames as if having made a decision. “One of those I protected 

in that final battle was my great, great grandson. It’s far too complicated a tale for me to relate 

tonight, but I had one branch of my family that did not apostatize. I asked the Lord for 

permission to preserve that line from destruction. In His mercy, He granted my plea.” 

Sam was stunned. “That’s wonderful! Were your grandchildren Nephites?” 



 

 

“My people were by then a mixture of both races, but mostly Lamanite. For many years prior 

to the final battles, many of the righteous were led away so that they escaped destruction. The 

Book of Mormon mentions those who went to the South Sea Islands. It doesn’t mention a whole 

family who actually returned to Europe. There were many Nephites who left the land of 

Zarahemla before that war. Thousands moved far into the north, some going as far as Northern 

Canada and eventually into Greenland to escape the wars they knew were coming. My great 

grandson was a righteous man, but stayed to fight for his people in the last great battles. He was 

a great man, a powerful warrior, and a true patriot. He sent his family away into the North, and 

then he and his two eldest sons remained to defend their people.” 

“I was there to see that they survived. They had no idea who I was, or why I was there. They 

survived of course, and years later I accompanied him to Canada where he rejoined his wife and 

children, lived out his days in relative peace.” 

“My father’s family is from Canada,” Sam observed off-handedly. 

Helaman looked up slowly with a one-sided smile on his face. “I know.”  

“I wonder if there could be any connection…” Sam stopped, the words frozen in his throat, a 

warm flush of the Spirit upon him. “Do you mean to tell me that you ….?” 

“I can’t answer that question,” Helaman interrupted softly. “But, in general terms I can tell 

you this: Most all of the work of the Lord is done within the family structure. When family 

matters are in order, or in the hands of capable others, we are at times sent on other assignments 

pertinent to the Lord’s work. But generally, we labor with people who are, or will become, a 

member of our families. When the prophet said that families are the fundamental organization of 

the Church, he was speaking of this world, the previous, and the next. As the human family 

draws nearer and nearer to the perfect day, they draw into more perfectly organized families. In 

the eternities when all is finally exactly as it should be, the Lords work will be conducted only 

within the family structure.” 

“So, everyone you work with as a translated being, is a relative of yours?” Sam asked 

incredulously, not from doubt, but from the sheer enormity of the concept and the obvious 

implications.  

“Or will become,” Helaman added with a slight nod. 

“How could you, a Nephite, be an ancestor of mine?” Sam asked, not to question what his 

heart told him was the truth, but to understand how it could be. 

“My great-great-grandson wasn’t a full Nephite,” he said quietly. “He was more than half 

Lamanite.” 

“I seem to recall that my father’s great-grandfather was part American Indian.” 

Helaman smiled. “All that doesn’t matter really. What does matter, and before long, you will 

come to understand this truth, that you and I have had a long and colorful history together. I can’t 



 

 

remember the pre-mortal world, but I do remember my mortal life, and you were heavily 

involved with my life.” 

“Me?!” Samuel gasped. 

“Yes.” 

“How could that be? You’re much older than I am, by thousands of years.” Sam insisted, his 

mind whirling. 

“Your perspective is very limited,” Helaman said with a chuckle. “How do you know you’re 

not older than I am? Remember, we were in the pre-mortal world a very long time. We knew 

each other there. Is it so unlikely that when I went to the earth ahead of you, that you, being a 

righteous priesthood holder would have assisted me in my mortal life as a ministering spirit? We 

know righteous, unborn spirits minister to their living ancestors upon the earth.” 

“We do? We actually know that?” 

“I know this to be a fact. I just assumed you did too,” Helaman attested. 

“I guess I sort of knew it, but had never thought of the ramifications of it. How can you be so 

certain I was there? You said you can’t remember the pre-mortal world, and neither can I.” 

Once again Helaman paused, as if waiting for direction, or perhaps permission to say more. 

“I know it for two reasons. First of all, I am here, with you. That tells me we are connected. That 

connection did not begin in priesthood meeting a couple years ago. It began in that great pre-

earth life. 

Helaman paused before continuing. “Secondly, I know it because I saw you once.” 

“You saw me? When? How? Why? What….”  

Helaman interrupted Sam with a chuckle and upraised hands. When Samuel calmed down, he 

explained. 

“I was a young man, and was trying to escape from the Lamanites. There was a young 

woman with me I was desperately trying to save. We were hunted down and captured. The 

Lamanites beat me until I died.” He paused here as if he might be finished, his eyes had a glassy 

stare as if focused upon events millennia past. 

“Please don’t stop there!” Samuel urged him. There had to be much more to it, because he 

knew this man did not die – he was a translated being. 

“I remember standing above my body, looking down at it and feeling so glad to be out of it. 

It looked horribly battered, and I literally rejoiced to be free. The process of dying had been very, 

very painful, and I was much relieved to finally be free of the pain. Besides that, I had lived since 

my childhood as a slave among the Lamanites. My life hadn’t been easy, and I rejoiced that it 

was over.  



 

 

“After the Lamanites perceived I was dead, they turned their violence from my body to the 

young woman with me. I remember a feeling of complete calm for her, because I knew the peace 

that leaving your body is. I was anxious for her to get past her pain, and come join me. I was 

actually happy for her. 

“At that moment, I became aware of a man standing beside me. He called me by name, and I 

turned my attention away from the Lamanites. I instantly recognized the person who had joined 

me as a dear and beloved friend whom I had known and trusted all of my life” 

“Who was it?” Samuel asked breathlessly. 

“It was you.” 

Samuel had no need to ask for confirmation, for he suddenly knew, as if his own memory of 

the event had momentarily returned, and then once again been shrouded by the veil, leaving him 

only misty memories, and the conviction that it was so. 

“I told you that your life was not finished, and that you had to go back into your body,” 

Samuel stated with quiet confidence. 

“That is correct. I didn’t want to return, and argued against it. You convinced me that great 

things awaited me, but I must go back and finish my life,” Helaman explained. 

“You went back, and became my forefather,” Samuel concluded very softly. 

“Oh, much more than that!” Helaman corrected. “A distant relative is a lesser part of what I 

became. I became what you see before you now. I am here to continue the eternal cycle of 

righteousness that exists between us. 

 “I am able to be here now because you were there then. You were able to be there for me, 

because at some prior time, I was there to assist you. While you fulfill your labors for the Lord in 

this life, I will be here for your family, to aid and assist them in your absence. I can do this 

because you – they – are my family. I have a just and righteous interest in their salvation. At 

some time, you did the same for my family, and on and on and on. This is the pattern, one that 

has been repeating itself for millennia.  

“At some point, we will enter the Celestial Kingdom because of the gospel of Christ, and 

because you and I are eternally, inseparably joined in a familial chain that has existed for a very, 

very long time. It is beautiful, is it not?” he concluded with a slow, sweeping movement of his 

arm, which seemed to include all of eternity. 

“It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever contemplated,” Samuel avowed. “It sure does cast 

bright light upon temple work, and genealogical research, and families, and eternity!” 

The visitor smiled at him. As if it were now time to change the subject, he nodded toward the 

plate of fish with a questioning look.  



 

 

“Oh yes, please excuse me. I cooked you some,” Sam said as he handed him a plate. The old 

gentleman nodded his thanks with a smile and pulled off a few small bits of white meat with his 

fingers. He ate very little, but seemed to enjoy it immensely. 

Sam ate hungrily, and finished his portion quickly. He opened a can of beans and propped it 

by the coals. In a few minutes it was bubbling, and Sam had difficulty lifting it from the fire. He 

was fishing at it with two sticks when his friend reached into the fire and picked up the can. Sam 

watched in amazement as he dumped some onto Sam’s plate, and a little onto his own. He set the 

can back into the fire. 

“I guess normal things can’t harm you,” Sam commented as he picked up his plastic fork. 

“Hum? You know, I hardly think much about it anymore. I didn’t mean to show off. I 

normally don’t interfere. But, it is such a pleasure to be able to be myself without so many 

limitations.”  Helaman smiled, and leaned toward the fire with a small sigh of contentment. He 

looked back at Sam somewhat pointedly. “Do you want to know what the difference is?” 

 “I’m your relative?” Sam guessed. 

Helaman chuckled. “Much more importantly, you have faith – great faith actually, and your 

eternal progression is neither hindered, nor helped by what you just say. I did not affect your 

agency by allowing you to see me pick up a hot can of beans. It is really as simple as that. So, 

your faith is what makes all this possible,” he concluded with a grandiose tone to his voice. 

Silence followed as the sky waned from orange to red to maroons and purples. 

Samuel studied him for a long time before daring to break the gentle silence between them. 

“What is it you actually do? You said you travel all over the world. What is your assignment, if 

you can tell me?” 

“I work with my family, people like yourself.” 

 “Is your… our family large enough to keep you busy?” Samuel asked. 

“There are thousands in our family all over the globe. It keeps me, and many others, very 

busy.” 

“Doing what, exactly?” 

“I will explain as much as I can to you, but there’s much you’re not ready to learn. After 

someone has received the promised blessings as you have, they have the opportunity to go 

through a testing period. It is always harsh, and tests their resolve to remain true and faithful in 

all things in the face of great conflict. It always includes a powerful opportunity, even the 

apparent justification to apostatize.” 

“Is that how you knew I had gone through severe trials?” 

“Yes. I knew you had gone through them, or I wouldn’t have received instructions to meet 

with you again.” 



 

 

“But, you didn’t know if I had been faithful?” 

“I did know you had triumphed, or I would not have been sent back. I asked you if you had 

been faithful only so you had the honor of answering in the affirmative. It is done that way to 

signal the end of the trial.” 

“I see,” Sam replied. 

The stranger chuckled. “What you see is very limited. However, that is about to change.” 

“Can we begin now?” Sam asked, excitement in his voice. 

“Let us begin,” he said, and sat back on the grass with crossed legs. A thousand years 

younger, Sam was not nearly limber enough to emulate his posture. 

“Let us first discuss where this is all headed, and what will be required of you if you choose 

to accept the opportunities before you. 

“You have, through your obedience, walked a path to this moment in time. You did not 

realize it, actually no one does. The Holy Ghost clearly illuminates the path for each soul who 

has ears to hear, and eyes to see. It is walked by many – but completed by but very few in this 

life. It was the Lord’s plan from the beginning that man should walk this path blind, by faith and 

obedience, following the promptings of the Holy Spirit – the Iron Rod if you will – until they 

arrived at the gateway to blessings more powerful than the mind of man can conceive. Through 

your faithfulness, Sam, you have arrived at that gate. 

“Beyond this point, the path is not defined, with little more than hints in scripture concerning 

what lies ahead. When such a one as yourself arrives at that point, then he or she must be taught 

personally, face to face, in order to continue. Such things have a type in the temples. This 

instruction is my assignment. This pattern has existed since Adam first received heavenly 

messengers hundreds of years after being expelled from the garden.” 

“That’s wonderful!” Sam exclaimed. His heart was pounding in his chest, and he felt as if he 

might jump up and start singing for joy. 

“It is. Yes, it truly is. However, there is also a sacred obligation which you must agree to if 

you are to continue.” 

“Anything! I will do anything you ask.” 

“It isn’t I who asks it.” 

Sam grew sober. “I understand.” 

“You must forever remain silent about everything that happens to you, what you hear, what 

you see, learn, and do, from the moment of your Election onward. In time, you may write about 

these things, but until directed to do so, even that is not permissible. This is a sacred requirement, 

and you must take an oath thereto.” 



 

 

Sam nodded solemnly. “I agree, and I do covenant even as you say.” 

“Very good,” Helaman said, and smiled. “Very good.” 

“Will this eventually bring me to the time when I can actually enter the presence of the 

Lord?” Sam asked softly.  

“It will. But, that is a long way off. There are many things you must learn, many personal 

attributes you lack, and many perfections you must acquire before you could ever be comfortable 

in His glorious presence.” He spoke the word “glorious” with prolonged emphasis. Sam had no 

need to ask him if he knew of this glory first-hand. 

“I’m curious. Is it required for all men, and women, to have a personal visitation with Christ 

in this life?” 

Helaman smiled and shook his head. “That’s a good question, because it is a yes and a no 

answer. Yes, all mankind must become worthy and return to the presence of Christ, and of 

course, the Father. This sacred event must happen if a person desires to dwell in the Celestial 

Kingdom, and be in God’s family. There is no option, and no other way.  

“But,” Helaman continued with a voice of warning,” it is not required that all accomplish it 

in this life. Few do, actually. It is a glorious possibility, a grand and triumphant accomplishment, 

but it is not required.” 

Sam was puzzled. “Then, why do the scriptures, and even the Temple seem to point to it as 

the greatest achievement of life?” 

“It is the greatest achievement of life! It just isn’t necessary to do it in mortality.” 

“Then, why even try, I’m wondering,” Sam said a little dejectedly. “I’ve discovered the road 

is paved with tears.” 

“It is, but not more so in mortality, than after. The task is actually of equal difficulty in either 

sphere. The answer to your question is simply that there are blessings that flow to the blessed 

individual who achieves it in this life that be attained in no other way. Most of those blessings 

flow to one’s posterity, such as the ones you are no experiencing, meeting with myself, and 

many other blessings that will flow through your posterity.” 

“That makes sense,” Sam allowed. He paused before asking his next question. “Are you what 

the scriptures call an angel?” 

His visitor chuckled and poked at the fire with a stick. “The term is used loosely in this 

generation, I’m afraid. In my day, the term specifically meant one without a body, who had 

either lived on this earth, or was destined to, who labored in unseen ways to guide the children of 

men toward righteousness. Persons such as myself were never called ‘angels’ then. We were 

workers, laborers, ministers, men and women not unlike yourself, who had earned the great 

blessing of prolonging our lives in mortality to continue our ministry. Because we are not able to 



 

 

appear in glory, as a resurrected being might, we rarely think of ourselves as angels. However, 

by modern day definition, I am indeed an angel,” he said matter-of-factly. 

“Do you get to be around resurrected beings?” Sam asked impulsively. 

“In time, you will understand all these things. For now, it’s not important.” 

“Oh,” Sam replied, a little embarrassed for having asked. 

Helaman smiled back reassuringly. 

Sam had so many questions, yet wanted to be inoffensive in asking them. He didn’t want this 

wonderful moment to evaporate because he probed foolishly. “I suppose it’s possible there are a 

lot of beings like yourself working among the people.” 

“More than anyone suspects,” he replied. 

“Do you appear to and guide the living prophets of this dispensation?” Sam asked. 

“That’s a good question. We only appear to conduct the same preparatory work with them 

that I am now doing with you. We have nothing to do with the administration of the kingdom in 

this dispensation. Our work is all with individuals. We do, however, respond to the living 

prophet’s direction in all things relative to the latter-day work.” 

“So, you take orders from the prophet?” Sam asked with wonder in his voice. His estimation 

of what the prophet could do was taking mighty leaps upward. 

“It would be more accurate to say I sometimes assist him as the Lord directs. This is Christ’s 

kingdom, after all,” he added. 

“I should have known that already,” Sam responded soberly and grew silent. 

Helaman placed his hand on Sam’s shoulder. “Please, ask your questions without so much 

self-effacement. I’m here to answer them. If you ask something I can’t answer, I’ll just tell you. 

You needn’t worry that I’ll stand up and leave if you err. You have passed the tests, and this is 

your time to learn.”  

Sam visibly relaxed. “Does that mean that everyone who comes to this point will become a 

general authority?” 

Again, Helaman laughed. “I get asked that quite often. No. In fact, very few do. There is a 

great work going on that is parallel to the earthly church. They have their mission, we have ours. 

Theirs cannot possibly extend to every living soul. We labor where they cannot. Our assignments 

are in complete harmony, but separate. In fact, if we stopped what we do, their work would 

become frustrated, unfinished and incomplete. If their work stopped, ours would become 

impossible. 



 

 

“It is actually quite naïve to think that mortals are the only ones performing a great work in 

this dispensation. Simple logic will tell one there are nearly infinite numbers of righteous non-

mortals, and but a few thousand righteous mortals on this world. There are significantly more of 

us engaged in what we do, than there are of you.  

“Of course, mortals only become aware of the rest of Father’s works gradually. Even you 

cannot guess at the vastness of His labors. I, myself, am not able to comprehend it all.” He said 

this a bit ironically as he poked at the glowing embers with his stick. Sam suddenly realized it 

was twilight, and the fire nearly extinguished. He tossed more wood on the fire and it came back 

to life. 

“Where will I labor? What will my assignment be?” Sam asked after he sat back down. 

“That will depend on you. What you are able to accomplish will depend entirely on how 

diligent you are, and how much you actually want to do. When you reach your full potential, 

then you will receive an assignment commensurate with your abilities. Even among people like 

yourself, there is a wide range of abilities, and desires. Until then, what you will do is not known 

to me.” 

“Do some people come this far, then decide to just sit back and relax?” Sam wondered. It 

was something that had occurred to him several times, but which did not appeal to his soul. 

“It hasn’t happened yet,” he replied evenly. 

“I’m glad to hear that,” Sam allowed. 

His visitor stood in an effortless motion and looked around the woods, now only visible in 

the flickering light of the fire. Sam knew it was late, since darkness only descends in Alaska in 

the wee hours of morning. 

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” His visitor commented, not really expecting a reply. “I’ve never 

been here before. You picked a beautiful spot.” 

“When will I see you again?” Sam asked, sensing the interview was over. 

“When you are ready.” He smiled at Sam, turned toward the lake and took several steps, 

stopped and pointed at the plane floating peacefully nearby. “Never got used to those things,” he 

said, and began walking again. After a few steps, he turned back toward Sam. “Man was meant 

to fly, contrary to contemporary wisdom, but not in one of those insane things. Even as a 

translated being, they scare me to death!” Nearly out of sight, Sam heard him chuckle. He 

vanished from sight somewhere between the edge of the woods and the lake. Sam gazed into the 

woods for a long time. He finally picked up his journal and made notes about the weather, his 

flight, the fish he caught, and nothing more. 

Sam stayed in the woods three days, fasting and praying. It was a wonderful time, and his 

spirit grew in precious ways. He had never before sensed the temple-like sacredness of an 

unsullied portion of nature. It was silent, innocent, spiritual, and in many ways, a temple. He 

understood why God had often used a mountaintop as an appropriate place to appear to his 



 

 

servants. Each day his Nephite visitor returned for lengthy discussions. It was a marvelous and 

joyful few days. 

Sam returned to his home with a diamond-hard resolve to press forward in his quest for the 

greater blessings. He had never felt such inner power before, and it thrilled him. Those who 

knew and loved him commented on the change. Besides the light in his face, they often described 

this new aspect to his being as serenity, or peace. It was a good description of how he felt, yet a 

wholly inadequate descriptor of its cause. 

To express his inner joy, Sam wrote a beautiful, nearly operatic duet for Tenor and Soprano. 

“Here Am I, Send Me” was published a short time later, and almost immediately found wide 

acceptance among the Saints. He began to get strange calls as people connected his name with 

that of the author. He quietly got an unlisted number. 

Upon balancing his check book that week he was startled to see a sizable balance remaining. 

In prior years, he had had so much money that knowing the balance available actually made little 

difference in how much he could spend. Not that long ago, there had been no balance to know 

about. But, since going to work on the North Slope, he had sufficient for his needs, and rarely 

thought about it. For the first time, perhaps in his life, he actually analyzed his finances, and 

realized with a start that he was making nearly as much money from music royalties as from his 

job. Warmth swept through him, and he picked up the phone to give two-weeks’ notice to his 

employers. 

He was actually sad to leave Alyeska in many ways. They had been very good to him, and 

had been there in his hour of desperate need. They had trained him, promoted him, given him 

opportunities, taught him leadership, patience, and obedience in the trenches of Babylon. They 

had opened his eyes to a world filled with good people, few of whom even acknowledged the 

existence of God, let alone actually sought after Him. He had worked for them a little short of ten 

years, and left with a sizable retirement and savings. In worldly terms, it had been a good thing, 

and he felt grateful. In spiritual realities, it had been both devastating, and exalting. The cost of 

greatness had thus far been enormous. 

Alyeska did not accept his resignation gracefully, but called him in to numerous interviews. 

They offered him promotions, raises, new opportunities, even a normal schedule, all of which he 

turned down. When it became apparent he was truly leaving, they threw him a party, and 

reluctantly bid him farewell. At his going-away party he played “I Have Always Loved You,” 

while the twins sang the beautiful words. When the music came to an end, they all understood 

why he was leaving, and wished him well with a little amazement in their voices. Many had 

heard this song, and none had suspected it was he who had written it. They never even suspected 

he wrote music, let alone music of such extraordinary beauty. 

Now that he was unemployed, and officially a starving artist, Sam had a need to promote his 

work. He contacted his long-time friend and associate, Mike, and made arrangements to travel to 

meet him in Utah. It was early August, and the LDS Booksellers Convention was in a few days.  

The LDS Booksellers Association was the largest organization of its type, and promoted the 

creation and distribution of all types of LDS art, music, literature, and merchandise. The 



 

 

convention was closed to the public. Armed guards stood at every entrance, and only those with 

passes could enter.  

Those invited fell into three general classes, each with a different colored name badge. Green 

badges were for publishers, wholesalers, manufacturers, and sellers of LDS wares. Red badges 

were buyers from all over the world. To qualify as a buyer, they had to own or represent some 

retail outlet. Blue badges were for artists, authors, musicians and other LDS artisans. 

Sam was not prepared for the hugeness of the affair. It involved three floors of the Salt 

Palace Convention Center. Sam found a nice booth set up promoting his, and other artist’s music. 

When he was not autographing his work, he walked slowly from booth to booth. Almost every 

notable author or musician was there. He shook hands with General Authorities, as well as many 

other notable, and well known figures. He found that, with few exceptions, they at least knew 

about his music, and were pleased to meet him. Happily, he met no one who was critical. In fact, 

the spirit of love and brotherly kindness was so strong during the convention that such feelings 

simply did not exist there, let alone get expressed. 

Sam remained at the convention for three days signing sheet music and CD’s as souvenirs. At 

the table next to him a line ten times in length waited patiently to meet his friend Mike. Almost 

all the people who asked him for autographs came from Mike, who introduced him as “the one” 

who had written “I Have Always Loved You.” Thanks in large part to Mike’s kind referrals, 

hundreds walked away having decided to stock and promote Sam’s work in their stores. 

Though not as well-known as some of the LDS artists there, Sam nevertheless found himself 

much better known, and his music more loved, than he could have hoped. In ways more 

wonderful than he could have anticipated, his visit to the convention was a great blessing, and a 

needed boost to his career. 

Perhaps the most amazing aspect of the convention was that everything was free. No money 

changed hands, and each booth gave away samples of recent edition books, soon to be published 

music, art prints and numerous brochures. Even with the public rigidly excluded, the hall was 

packed with thousands of people from every corner of the globe, each of them carrying large 

bags, or boxes of merchandise. Several brought little red wagons, or luggage carts to haul their 

free acquisitions.  

Lisa and Bonnie had come to Utah with their father. This was the twin’s first trip out of 

Alaska in ten years. They were now eighteen, tall, blond, and in the full bloom of womanhood. 

Besides their obvious beauty in duplicate, what added to their attraction was that they were 

innocent, vivacious, and sweetly naïve. 

They accompanied Sam to the convention each day, and created a small stir as they walked 

around the convention hall arm in arm. People stopped to watch them go by, which was all very 

novel to the girls. They were amused and flattered by the attention they got, and were asked 

more than once if they would pose for photographs, or model wares. One studio at the 

convention offered a sizable model’s fee. They politely refused. However, when the director of 

the convention asked if they would pose for the cover of next year’s convention brochure, they 

agreed if the brochure also plainly introduced them as song writer Samuel Mahoy’s daughters. 



 

 

The convention agreed, and they became poster girls quite unexpectedly. Their desire to help 

their father took higher priority than their native modesty. Samuel was touched to tears. 

When the convention ended they still had three days left in Utah, and wandered among the 

historic sites surrounding Temple Square. Sam was so proud and pleased to have the twins along, 

that he found himself watching them as much as the sites. They often took an arm on either side 

of him, and he felt escorted by royalty. 

There was one other string they pulled in his heart: they were the spitting image of their 

mother. Every time he looked at them he thought how nearly they looked like Princess that first 

hot sunny day in South Africa. His heart felt both happy, and a little sad each time he thought of 

it. As far as he knew, they had never worn a bright pink bikini in their lives. He was quite sure if 

they did, they would be mirror images of the time he had first seen his future wife, his only love, 

their mother. 

They were slowly walking down the beautiful main avenue in Temple Square, the Temple to 

their right, and the glorious white Christus in the glassed rotunda visible to their left, when a man 

skidded to a stop directly in front of the twins. His face was such a mask of surprise that he 

looked silly standing there with his mouth open. 

“Dawn?” he finally stammered. Until he had said that name, Sam had thought nothing of his 

response. Many people were stunned by their identical charm. 

“Excuse me?” Sam asked the man, who was still gaping at his daughters. 

“No, you couldn’t be,” the man finally said, and in apology took a step back. He turned 

toward Sam. “I was mistaken. I once knew someone in Africa who looked very much like…” 

Sam stared at him with sudden recognition. “You were in South Africa? You knew Dawn 

Pawley?” 

“I did!” he replied. “I helped teach her the gospel. Are you…” 

“Sam Mahoy!” he cried and stuck out his hand. 

“Elder Mahoy? I’m your former companion, Elder Kim Hall!” 

Sam threw his arms around Kim and gave him a bear hug. They were pounding each other on 

the back so hard that the twins winced. It had to hurt. But, the two men didn’t seem to notice. 

“What are you doing in Salt Lake City? I thought you lived in California?” Sam asked once 

they were separated. 

“I do. I’m here for the South African Mission reunion. Didn’t you know about it? It’s 

tonight.” 

“No kidding. We’ve got to go. Do you want to go, girls?” 



 

 

“Sure, Daddy!  Let’s do!” they replied happily. 

“Why do they look like Dawn?” Kim asked suspiciously. 

“I married Dawn after we returned to America together,” Sam explained, feeling a little 

sheepish. 

“No!” he cried. “I didn’t know that. You two weren’t in love when you left Africa,” he 

proclaimed. 

“No, but several years later, we fell in love and married.” 

“Twin Dawns!” Kim proclaimed, looking them up and down. “Where is Dawn?” he asked 

suddenly. 

“She passed away almost ten years ago,” Sam said evenly. 

A look of surprise, then sadness, crossed his old companion’s face. Kim could have said a 

hundred things, but gracefully said exactly the right thing to honor Dawn’s memory, keep the 

conversation from turning sad, and to compliment his daughters. 

“You two young woman certainly radiate your mother’s inner, and outer beauty,” he said 

with a smile. 

“Thank you,” they replied, both deeply touched. 

There were about a hundred people at the reunion. Sam was sad to learn that President 

Carlson had died of a heart attack two years previously in the recently completed South African 

temple. He was quite certain he would have wanted to go that way.  

Most of the people there recognized Sam, and it was a pleasant evening. It was surprisingly 

well known that he was the Samuel Mahoy. He found the attention uncomfortable. He pretty 

much forgot about the girls in his haste to meet everyone possible. As the evening began to wind 

down he looked around and found his daughters talking to a woman at the other end of the hall. 

Bonnie introduced them. “Daddy, this is Marcia. She’s from England. We have been talking 

about modeling there. She used to be a model.”  

“She’s really nice. She’s been entertaining us while you ignored us,” Lisa added in a teasing 

voice.  

“Pleased to meet you,” he said as he shook her hand even while thinking she looked very 

familiar, though no memory surfaced to identify her.  

Marcia was a woman about his age, perhaps younger. Her hair was soft brown, and quite 

long. Her face was beautiful, though somewhat rounded by time. Her smiles seemed strained, as 

if smiling was something she was not used to doing. Yet, she was very pleasant. 

“What brings you to America?” Sam asked her conversationally. 



 

 

“I’ve actually been here several years. My husband is a linguist for the LDS translation 

department. We live in Logan. I’m here visiting my sister, who is about to be married.” Her 

accent was definitely English, though leaning somewhat toward a lilt he thought perhaps 

Australian. 

“Oh, how wonderful. I hope you’ve enjoyed the reunion,” he said happily. She smiled 

brightly at this, and nodded. He was not sure if she was acknowledging his wish, or commenting 

upon the fact that it had already been enjoyable. 

“Tell me something,” she said. “Would you know a family in North Salt Lake called the 

Rogers?” 

“Hmmm. You know, I might. My parents were friends with a family by that name.” 

“George and Amy Rogers?” she supplied. 

“That’s right. I do know them! They have three daughters and a son. Probably all grown 

now. Sister Rogers was a professional ballet dancer, if I remember right.” Sam said. 

“The very same,” Marcia proclaimed. “We’re staying with them.” 

“How do you know them?” Sam wondered. 

“My sister is engaged to their youngest son.” 

“Wow, what a small world.” 

“Smaller than you think,” she admitted. “They brought up your name several times in 

conversation. They take some boasting rights in remembering you as a family friend, former 

lumbering teenager turned famous songwriter.” 

Sam had to laugh at this, and wonder if there wasn’t some divine purpose in all this. Marcia 

seemed quite amused by it all, and laughed happily with him. 

“Hey, I have a grand idea,” she interjected suddenly. “Why don’t you and your daughters 

come over tomorrow evening? The Rogers are having an open house to announce the 

engagement. They will be delighted to see you again, and I think you will enjoy yourself.” 

“I don’t know. I hardly know them – they were my parents’ friends.” 

“Please come. I promise, you will be disappointed if you don’t – perhaps eternally” 

“Why would you say that?” Sam asked, truly perplexed. 

“Take my word for it, Elder Mahoy,” she said with such emphasis that Sam silently decided 

to go. 

“Were you in South Africa while I was on my mission there?” he asked. This was all getting 

a little odd. 



 

 

“Perhaps only for a day or two. Take my word, it will be worth your while. Search your 

heart, Elder Mahoy. You need to come.”  

Her words echoed in his mind all the way home. 

He arrived in a rented Ford, but it was curiosity that drove him there. They found the Rogers 

home tucked deep into an old subdivision of two-story homes and huge elm trees. Sam pulled up 

to the curb. The twins had insisted on coming, even when he had given them plenty of leave to 

stay home. They were his self-assigned companions on this trip, and probably wouldn’t have left 

him for any reason. 

Sister Rogers was exactly as Sam remembered her. She talked fast, laughed loud, wore too 

much make-up, and commanded attention in any room she was in. She was the life of the party, 

and her home buzzed with gaiety. Sam and his daughters were immediately absorbed into the 

happiness all around them. Introductions were made, the twins found several young men their 

own age and disappeared, and Sam found himself sitting somewhat awkwardly in a room full of 

strangers. 

Marcia was sitting on the exact opposite side of the room, holding a baby boy whom she 

bounced happily on her leg. The child was about one and one-half, and only partly pleased with 

his current lot in life. Her voice drifted to Sam above the hubbub, and he suddenly recognized 

the lilting accent of one from Rhodesia. Twenty-five years ago, he had known that accent well, 

and could have picked it out of a room full of Englishmen. This far removed in time, it had taken 

several days for it to occur to him. 

“Marcia, you’re from Rhodesia!” he said suddenly. All conversation stopped in the room, 

and he wondered if he had said something forbidden. 

“Yes, Sam. I’m from Rhodesia.” 

“Did I know you there? I was in Rhodesia during my mission.” 

“No, not in Rhodesia, more outside Rhodesia,” she replied cryptically. 

“Not in South Africa, you say. Not in Rhodesia, but outside it. This feels like a puzzle. I 

don’t remember… ON THE TRAIN,” he suddenly cried. “You’re that Marcia. On the train!” 

“Yes,” she replied happily. She remained seated for about ten seconds then seemed to make a 

sudden decision, and set the baby on the floor. She jumped to her feet and ran toward him. He 

barely stood in time to catch her. He was amazed at her delayed, yet emotional response. She 

kissed him several times on the cheek as she held him tightly. 

“I can’t believe it,” he said over and over. “You’re really here, in America, right here! This is 

astonishing! This is wonderful!” 

Marcia pulled away and smiled at him. “You will never know how greatly you have 

influenced my life. If you had a week, and a box of tissues, I would tell you. Because of you I 



 

 

joined the Church, although years later, and I’m married in the temple to a wonderful man. I’m 

so very, very thankful to you,” she said emotionally. 

“You didn’t say a thing at the reunion. I don’t understand? Why didn’t you say something?” 

Sam demanded congenially. 

“The Spirit stopped me. You had to come tonight on your own. And, I wanted you to meet 

someone,” she replied. 

“Who?” he asked happily. 

“I think she means me,” a soft voice replied from the far side of the room. Sam turned his 

head to see a beautiful woman standing in the doorway. She had long, soft brown hair, and 

beautiful dark eyes, a small upturned nose, and a face of exceptional beauty. He knew her 

immediately. 

“Melody!” he cried, and she ran to him. By the time she fell into his arms, she was crying. 

“Oh, Melody, Melody,” he said. “How are you? Are you OK? I’ve wondered a thousand 

times where you were, and what had happened after I left you there at the Pretoria train station.” 

She stepped away from him suddenly, and wiped her eyes with a cloth handkerchief. She 

seemed unable to speak. Sam was struck by her deep emotion at seeing him. 

She looked around at the sea of curious faces. “Come,” she said, and taking him by the hand, 

led him out onto the front porch. 

They stood for a few minutes gazing at one another as the elm trees swayed in the gentle 

breeze. It was a beautiful evening. Young children were playing soccer with a tennis ball in the 

road in front of the house. Their laughter was like music in the distance. 

Melody turned toward him finally and took both his hands in hers. “Sam, I’m so pleased to 

see you again. I heard Marcia tell you how grateful she is to you. Any gratitude she feels, is felt a 

hundredfold in me,” she said, pressing her palm to her heart. 

Sam gave her hands a squeeze. “It’s wonderful for me, too. Do you know that the two hardest 

things I did on my mission were, number one, walking away from you at the train station, and 

number two, not seeing you at the airport to say good-bye when I left South Africa? I have felt 

an emptiness for years from those two things.” 

“I’m sorry,” she replied softly without taking her eyes from him. “I think in a childish way I 

was in love with you back then. I cried myself to sleep many nights thinking about you going 

back to America.” 

“Oooh,” Sam said with deep sympathy. “In as much of a way as missionaries can, I loved 

you back then too,” he replied. This he said in all honesty, feeling those old feelings again more 

strongly than expected. 



 

 

Melody seemed to stiffen when he said that, but quickly recovered and smiled. “I’m getting 

married,” she said matter-of-factly. “Well, actually I’m getting engaged. Tonight is my 

engagement party, in fact.” 

“Marcia told me. Congratulations,” Sam said enthusiastically. 

She glanced at her feet. “Thank you,” she murmured softly, and released both his hands. 

A young man stepped out onto the porch. “Melody,” he said happily, “we’re ready for you to 

play.” 

“Oh, Brian. Come meet the man who introduced me to the gospel. Elder Sam Mahoy.” 

Brian shook his hand enthusiastically. “You’re that Elder Mahoy, from the train?” 

“I am.” Brian was tall, almost waspish in face and feature. His voice was breathy, and his 

tone somewhat disbelieving. 

“I had decided you were a myth, actually,” he said thoughtfully. “Tell me the truth. Were 

there really bombs going off, and bullets whizzing around, and you were the only one who was 

not afraid, but gave Melody a priesthood blessings which promised that nothing would harm 

her?” 

“That’s entirely true,” Sam confirmed, then added, “Perhaps except the part about my not 

being afraid. The peace of the Spirit was there, but I was otherwise terrified,” he admitted with a 

smile. 

Brian greeted this with some degree of triumph in his face. “I always suspected the story was 

punched up a bit.” He slid an arm protectively around Melody’s waist. She responded by smiling 

up at him, and looping her arm around him as well. 

“Shall we go play?” she asked at the very moment an awkward silence threatened to engulf 

them. They all left the porch with relief. 

In a room that had at one time been a large formal dining room, the Rogers had a very nice 

walnut-colored Steinway grand piano. Graceful Queen Ann chairs lined two walls of the room, 

while a large crystal chandelier hung directly over the large grand. On the far side of the piano a 

sliding glass door led out onto a terrace, its glass covered by white lacy curtains. The elegant 

buffet cabinet that occupied the far wall was filled with photos, trophies, and the dozen or so 

brightly-colored ballet slippers that had won them. The room was a shrine to the love of music 

and ballet. Melody took her violin from its case and tuned it quickly. She stepped to the side of 

the piano and cradled the violin in her arms like a child. The guests stood or sat around the walls, 

so that people surrounded her. 

“Since this is a special occasion, rather than playing something showy, I’ve decided to play a 

love song. Since love is what fills my heart tonight, I hope you’ll enjoy my selection. It’s one of 

my most favorite in the whole world.” 



 

 

She raised the violin, and after a long pause, began playing a melody familiar to all present. 

Bonnie could not restrain herself, and whispered to the woman next to her, “That’s my mother’s 

song.” Her words unexpectedly came during a pause in the music, and echoed loudly in the 

room. She instantly realized her enthusiasm had caused her to speak too loudly, and clapped a 

hand to her mouth. But, the interruption was sufficient to cause the music to suddenly cease. 

Rather than being offended, Melody looked at Bonnie with open curiosity. 

“Your mother?” she asked, genuinely interested. 

Bonnie blushed, but proudly replied, “Yes. Daddy wrote that song for my mother.” 

“How astonishing. I would love to meet him. Who is he? she asked brightly.  

Instead of answering, Bonnie pointed directly at Sam. “Him,” she said into the silence. 

Melody followed the finger until her eyes fell upon Sam.  

“Sam,” she said quietly. The smile on her face slowly fell. She lowered the violin until it 

dangled from her fingers. For a moment, it seemed as if she might drop it. Finally, she sat on the 

piano bench, apparently stunned. No one in the room moved. None, including Sam, understood 

her reaction to the revelation. 

Sam took a step toward her after a moment, not really knowing what to say or do, but sensing 

he somehow had a part to play in this unfolding drama. She looked up at Sam with large, 

frightened eyes which stopped him in his tracks. 

“This song,” she said in a whisper too small for almost anyone except himself to hear. “I 

have always pretended it was written for me. There is so much love in the words, so much 

passion in the music. In some way, I suppose I always fantasized it was written by someone who 

loved me the way the song says.” She stiffened. “I’m sorry,” she said louder, and laid her violin 

behind her on the piano bench. 

She stood and walked slowly toward the door. Sam walking around her and picked up the 

violin. He held it for a moment, savoring its richness before handing it to her with the bow. 

Melody had turned to watch him, and taking a step closer, took it as if in a dream. He sat at the 

piano bench and after raising the cover, played a soft introduction to the very song she had 

intended to play. 

He paused, and heard Bonnie and Lisa clear their throats. As if angels had suddenly appeared 

in the room, they began to sing. It was only the second time he had played this song since 

Princess’s death. Suddenly it felt perfect and beautiful again. In some way impossible to 

comprehend, the magic of perfect love settled upon him again, just as powerfully as it had that 

day seventeen years ago, and he played the breathtakingly beautiful harmonies with utter joy. He 

was not surprised when a violin softly joined, finding a delicate harmony, dancing, rejoicing, 

floating freely on the magic of love. He had never heard his daughters sing more beautifully, 

more sweetly, or with richer emotion.  



 

 

In some way poetically beautiful, he knew they weren’t singing for those assembled, nor 

were they weren’t singing for him; they were singing for Melody, and it stunned everyone who 

realized it. 

Even after the music had ceased, it seemed to whisper quietly in the room. Sam sat for a few 

moments longer, and quietly lowered the cover over the keyboard. There was dead silence in the 

room. No one dared move, as if some movement might mar the magic the music had woven. He 

sensed, more than saw Melody look at him, and looked up into her eyes. Where he expected to 

see happiness, joy, love – there was only pain. She laid her violin on the piano and ran from the 

room. 

Melody never did return from the back of the house, and Sam left shortly thereafter to escape 

the awkwardness his presence apparently fueled. He and his daughters returned to his sister’s 

house, and packed their bags. The next morning the girls did not get up by themselves to leave 

for the airport. He urged them along, begging them to hurry. They missed their flight by twenty 

minutes. 

Sam was angry, and began to give them a lecture. It would cost them 50 dollars per ticket to 

rebook, money they did not have. But, there was a twinkle in their eyes, and they did not seem 

penitent. At their urging, he rescheduled their flight for three days away, rather than later that 

day. They hummed to themselves as he drove back home. Though the urge surfaced several 

times, he could not bring himself to reproach them. For some reason, he did not even try to 

identify, he was glad to still be in Utah as well. 

It was nearly nine o’clock that same evening when the doorbell rang. Emily, Sam’s oldest 

sister, whose home it was, answered the door. “Sam, it’s for you,” she called. 

Sam came to the door to find Melody standing outside. She was wringing her hands as if 

terrified. Instead of inviting her inside, he stepped out and walked with her down the sidewalk in 

the cool of the evening. 

“I came to say good-bye,” she blurted out in a rush. 

“I thought you were staying and getting married,” Sam said, genuinely puzzled. 

“I’ve called off the engagement, and made arrangements to go back East,” she explained, 

twisting at a small handbag. 

“But, I thought you were going to stay in Utah.” 

“I only wanted to do that because it was near Brian’s home, and we were planning…well, 

you know all about that. I’ve been offered a position teaching violin at a notable school of music 

in New York. I’m going to accept the position,” she said with forced calmness. 

“What changed your mind?” Sam asked. 

“Hearing you play that beautiful song,” she answered with a sense of relief, as if he had 

finally asked an important question, one which she had repeatedly asked herself. 



 

 

“Why? What difference could that possibly make?” 

“I realized I was settling for happiness and security, rather than for love. I do love Brian, but 

not in the way your song describes. When I marry, I want to feel exactly that way. I want my 

heart to pound, and my palms to sweat, and my mind to hum with happiness. That’s the way I 

felt as I stood there playing that song. I don’t feel that way with Brian. I love Brian, but I realized 

at that moment I’m not in love with him.” 

“I’m sorry,” Sam replied. 

“Whatever for?” She asked in genuine surprise. “As I heard your daughters sing, I could feel 

the love you have for their mother. They know you love her, and that knowledge came out in 

their voices. You saved me from a big mistake, Sam. Don’t feel sorry. Your wife is an incredibly 

lucky woman to be loved so deeply. I envy her,” she admitted quite honestly.  

Samuel tried several times to say something, to explain, but each time was stopped by the 

Spirit. They walked on in silence for almost half a block.  

“Tell me, does love like that feel as wonderful as I have imagined it could?” Melody asked. 

Sam glanced at her, then laced his arms behind his back. “It feels better than anything I can 

describe to you,” he said softly. “It is life-giving, and soul-healing. It is the sweetest of all earthly 

pleasures.” 

“Do you feel that your love is stronger now than when you wrote that song?” 

“Melody, I need to tell you something…” 

Melody stopped walking. “I’m so rude,” she interrupted him. “I have no right to pry. Please 

forgive me.” She did an about-face, and began walking more quickly back the way they had 

come. He had to take a couple quick steps to catch up with her. When he did, he caught her by 

the elbow and stopped her directly under a street light. In doing so she turned to face him. 

She turned quickly enough that her hair fanned out and fell in a rich cascade over her 

shoulder, onto her chest. He reached out and gently wove his fingers through it near her cheek. It 

was something he had wanted to do for almost twenty years, although until this moment he had 

not realized it. She caught her breath and closed her eyes as he slowly let the silken tresses slide 

through his fingers. 

He laughed, a sound which surprised them both. “I’ve wanted to do that for a long time, I 

think,” he said. 

“But…” she stammered. 

“For longer than twenty years I have wondered what your hair felt like.” He brushed the 

backs of his fingers across her cheeks. “Wondered if your skin was as soft as it looks.” His eyes 

focused on her lips. “Wondered if your lips are as warm and sweet as they appear.” 



 

 

“But, Sam!” 

“Twenty years is a long time to wonder something,” he said as he took a small step closer to 

her.  

Melody took a step backward. “Sam, this isn’t…” 

“Twenty years is a long time,” he repeated as he slipped both arms around her waist. 

“Your wife!” she nearly shouted at him, placing both elbows on his chest. 

“My wife passed away nearly ten years ago,” he said quietly. 

“Oh…” was all she got out before his lips gently touched hers. 

For many long seconds, she stood rigidly in his arms, her eyes wide with wonder, her lips 

firm and unyielding. Slowly, quietly, something melted inside her heart, and her arms found their 

way around his neck. She kissed him back, softly at first, then anxiously, then passionately. 

When he finally pulled away she remained standing with her face tilted upward, her eyes closed, 

a look of utter happiness on her face. He smiled and kissed her lightly again.  

She opened her eyes, blinked twice, and blushed. 

“Blimey,” she said emphatically, her accent coming out strongly. “Ah just realized I’ve 

nevah been kissed befo’ - at least no’ like that. Moah please,” she said and closed her eyes. It 

was a request he happily filled. 

There is a gentle magic that turns the lock in one’s heart behind which hides love. 

Sometimes, if the lock is slammed closed too hard, it is painful to reopen. It had been so long 

since Sam had felt the magic, that its unexpected reemergence startled him. He simultaneously 

felt exhilarated, frightened, yet somehow unfaithful. He pulled away and opened his eyes in time 

to see hers open slowly, as if from sleep. She shyly lowered her chin and cleared her throat. 

“It’s been a long time,” he told her. 

“Ten years is a long time,” she answered softly. She thought about what he had just said. 

“You’ve not kissed a woman in all those years?” she asked a little incredulously. 

“No, but that’s not what I’m talking about. It’s been a long time since I…” he stopped, and 

she gave him a puzzled look. 

“Since you?”  

“Since I… since I felt so many startling things all at once,” he finally told her. It was a 

modification of the truth, at least. 

“Does it feel good?” she asked coyly. 

“I’m not sure.” 



 

 

“Oh.” She was clearly disappointed. 

“Sometimes things feel so good, they hurt,” he responded, hoping to undo any hurt his last 

statement had caused.  

“In that case, one needs to keep doing them until they only feel good! At least that’s what I 

think,” she said turning her face up to his, her eyes alight with wonder. For a moment, he was 

back on the train, bullets slamming into the wall above, his hands just removed from her head. 

Her face held the same look of wonder now, as it had then. He realized with a start it was at that 

very moment he had first loved her. Being a missionary, he had forced all such feelings into a 

place not even noticeable to himself. Now, they were rushing back upon him so forcefully that he 

felt overwhelmed. 

Sensing Sam’s awkwardness, Melody took a step back. “It’s late. I need to go home and 

pack. I’m leaving in a few days for the East.” She said this with such regret that Sam’s heart 

ached for her. New York was far enough away that it just as well could have been a different 

planet. He felt panic rise that she would leave and he would never see her again, then fear rush in 

that he was foolish to feel this way toward her after so many years, then guilt that he was being 

unfaithful to Princess, whom he undeniably still loved.  

Every fiber of his being wanted to stop her from going. Sam stood immobilized as Meldoy 

took another step back. She waited for him to say something, then took another step away. 

“It was wonderful to see you again,” she said sadly, then added, “after all these years.” 

“Oh, yes, yes it really was,” he replied with forced brightness, then felt like a dolt for having 

nothing more meaningful to say – to stop her from leaving – again. 

Melody pulled a set of keys from her handbag and turned slowly toward her car a short 

distance away. Sam caught up to her in time to close the door for her. 

She waited before starting the engine. She clearly wanted to say something. His own mind 

and heart were groping for the right words. When neither succeeded, she started the car, smiled 

bleakly in his direction, and drove into the night. 

He stood on the side of the road for a long time until the taillights of her car rounded a corner 

and were gone. He suddenly felt so completely alone that he had to suppress the urge to run 

down the road after her. Instead, he scrubbed tears from his cheeks in an angry gesture, and 

walked slowly toward the house. 

He was genuinely surprised to find Bonnie’s and Lisa’s faces pressed to the small panes of 

glass in the door. They were smiling broadly. 

“Way to go Dad!” they cried, patting him on the back, and giving him hugs. 

“What are you talking about?” he mumbled almost incoherently. 

“You kissed her!” they cried in unison. 



 

 

“How…?” 

“You were standing under a streetlight Dad. Didn’t you even notice? It must have been quite 

a kiss!” they teased. 

“It’s been a long time,” he said soberly, as if his mind had latched onto that one phrase, and it 

explained everything. 

When they observed his sober mood, the girls ceased their teasing. They stepped apart to let 

him into the house. He walked slowly toward his room. They followed him like puppies on a 

string. He would have shut the door, but they were immediately behind him. He sat down on the 

bed. 

“What’s wrong, Daddy? We’re sorry we teased you,” Lisa said humbly. “We know it’s been 

a long time, and we didn’t mean to…” 

“Honey, it’s all right. You didn’t do anything wrong. It’s just that I feel so…” 

“Guilty,” Bonnie filled in for him. Sam looked up at her as if seeing her for the first time. 

“That’s part of it, I guess,” he admitted. In fact, that was exactly it, and it caused him to 

marvel at her perceptiveness. “How did you figure that out? Is it that obvious? Should I feel 

guilty?” he asked as if they were someone other than the devoted daughters of the very woman 

he felt guilty of betraying. 

“Daddy, that’s how I would want my husband to feel if he kissed another woman, even a 

hundred years after my death. You loved Mama, and I just knew you’d feel that way.” 

“I know. I shouldn’t have done it,” he admitted, and let his mind go into lockup simply to 

avoid having to face his own guilt. 

“Daddy?  Daddy?  Sam!” Lisa said loudly. He snapped out of his murk and looked up at his 

daughter who looked very much like her mother. Tears filled his eyes. 

“Daddy, listen to me. I’m going to say something you need to hear, and I know it’s going to 

hurt, but listen to me. Are you listening?” 

“Yes,” he replied meekly. 

“You are no longer married to my mother,” she said sternly. 

“But, I am!” he objected. 

“No, you’re not,” Bonnie said gently, picking up where Lisa left off. “You have an eternal 

relationship with her, but you are no longer married to her on this earth. You can’t betray her by 

falling in love with Melody. You just can’t!” 

“Then why do I feel so much like it’s a betrayal?” he moaned. 



 

 

“Because you still love her,” Lisa answered in total truthfulness. “And you should, and that’s 

OK. But, you can’t betray something that doesn’t exist.” 

“She still exists in my heart, in my memory, in my eternity. She is still a very important part 

of my life,” Sam argued. 

“Daddy, we love you for your devotion to Mama. But, you’ve got to snap out of your self-

pity. I know for a fact that Mother wanted you to fall in love again.” 

“How could you know that?” he challenged. 

“She said so in her journal,” they said in stereo. 

“When? How? You weren’t supposed to read that!” he remonstrated. 

Bonnie tried to explain. “Daddy, we have read everything she ever wrote. We’ve tried on 

every piece of clothing you kept of hers. We read your love letters to her, and we read hers to 

you. We even found her old scriptures, and read them cover to cover just to see which scriptures 

she underlined and notes she made in the margins. We even went through her recipe books to 

find notes she had made. If there is something Mama touched in this life, we have absorbed it as 

much as humanly possible.” 

“I had no idea.” 

“We are a lot sneakier than you apparently thought. But, that’s not the point,” Lisa said, 

anxious to abandon that topic. “The point is that Mommy is gone, and you don’t have to stop 

loving her to love Melody. Surely you see that. Even she saw that before she died. She knew you 

wouldn’t be able to understand, so she told it to you herself.” 

“It’s so hard,” Sam admitted, then added forcefully, “and, who says I’m in love with 

Melody?” 

“Your eyes, Daddy.” 

“You two are impossible. You even use my eyes against me,” he said with a laugh in his 

voice. 

Bonnie put her hands on her hips. “I’ll bet you a back massage that if you go stand in front of 

the mirror and say Melody’s name three times, you’ll see the sparkle yourself.” 

“You two go to bed. You’ve already got me confused enough without setting me up to go 

talk to the mirror.” 

“Good night Papa,” Lisa said, and kissed him on the cheek. 

“We love you,” Bonnie said for them both, and kissed him on the other. 

After they were long gone, he tried it. They were right, he did see a sparkle, but they were 

reflections of tears he could not blink away. 



 

 

About noon the following day Sam loaded the girls and a picnic into their rented car and 

drove north out of town. He wanted to take them to his childhood home in the country. They 

were just approaching the last exit into Bountiful when he felt a sudden need to turn. All his life 

he had honed his soul to obedience, and recognizing the soft urging of the Holy Spirit, he 

signaled and turned at the last moment. 

Ignoring the girl’s questions, Sam drove into town on back roads, wound into a subdivision 

with big trees, and pulled up to a curb. It wasn’t until they recognized the house that they began 

smiling broadly. Sam got out slowly and walked up to the porch, which seemed much longer 

than it had in the dark. 

Sister Rogers took one look at him and turned away without saying hello. He hadn’t even 

considered that he might be viewed as the one who had interfered with the wedding plans. A few 

doors slammed inside. Shortly Melody came to the door. She had several pieces of clothing over 

one arm. Her hair was tied back with a blue ribbon. She had on almost no makeup at all. Even so, 

her beauty took his breath away.  

Because of the way the light was striking the screen door, he could see her clearly, but she 

could not see who stood beyond until she pushed it open. 

“Melody, I…” 

“Sam!” she cried out in surprise, and stepped back, letting the door slam between them. She 

instantly realized what she had done and jumped forward to push the door open, hitting him in 

the shoulder. He stumbled out of the way and began to laugh. 

“Melody. I’m sorry I didn’t call. I didn’t mean to startle you. Would you like to go on a 

picnic with us?” 

“Us?” 

“Me, Lisa and Bonnie. We’re going to see where I grew up.” 

“Oh, um, well you see, I have so much to do. I’m not dressed. I haven’t any makeup on. 

I’m…” 

“You’re beautiful, and you’re charming, and you’re desperately needed on this picnic,” he 

replied happily. 

“I have to move out of the Rogers’ home tonight. It’s become very uncomfortable here, and 

anyway, Marcia’s husband is coming for us in a few hours. They live in Logan. I’m quite 

uncomfortable staying here after Marcia leaves. You can well imagine, I suppose. I would love 

to come, but I’ve got to pack, really. I’m sorry, I really am.” 

“Where are you going from here?” Sam asked, feeling quite badly that she could not come. 



 

 

“I’ll spend the night in a motel, then fly out tomorrow evening. I didn’t want to make my 

sister drive all the way back from Logan. It’s such a long drive. They think I’m silly, but I 

insisted. I’ll be fine. I’ve certainly stayed in worse places than motels, you know.” 

“Actually, I don’t know, but I sure would like to…know more…. about you…” His voice 

tapered to nothingness. 

There was a long pause during which Sam’s eyes drank her in. In a way typical of all 

females, she sensed what he was doing, and blushed. She shifted her weight onto another foot, 

and smiled at him curiously. 

“I have an idea,” he said. 

“OK, what is it?” she responded gamely. 

“Why don’t you let the twins help you pack up? They are true artists at it. Then you come 

with us on our outing. Afterwards, you come spend the night with us at my sister’s home. It’ll be 

much nicer than a motel. I’ll drive you to the airport tomorrow afternoon, and it will save you 

cab fare and a motel bill.” 

“It sounds fun, except I just couldn’t impose on your sister like that. I just couldn’t. I don’t 

even know her.” 

Sam’s mind spun at warp speed. Letting Melody just walk out of his life so soon did not 

seem like an acceptable option. “I’ll make you a deal. We’ll go to my sister’s for a cup of Red 

Bush tea after the picnic. I won’t say a thing to her about any motels. If she doesn’t invite you to 

stay herself, I’ll drive you to a motel myself. And,” he added, using the same voice radio and TV 

announcers use when they are about to give you that ‘but wait there’s more…’ pitch, “I’ll still 

drive you to the airport tomorrow evening. How can you beat that?” 

Melody’s concerned expression slowly evolved into a happy smiled. “I can’t,” she said at 

last.  

Sam ran to get the twins. They quickly packed Melody’s bags, scurrying around like the 

magical mice in Disney’s Cinderella, and before many minutes had passed, Sam was carrying 

her bags out to the car. 

At last, Melody came out holding a child in her arms. Bonnie was carrying a diaper bag, and 

Lisa a car seat. 

“Won’t Marcia want to take her son with her to Logan?” Sam asked as he helped arrange the 

baby seat in the back. 

Melody gave him an odd look. “This is my little sweetie,” she told him. 

“Oh, my gosh!” Sam exclaimed. “I was under the impression he belonged to Marcia. I’m 

sorry.” 



 

 

“For what? You apologize for the oddest things, Sam.” She got the little one buckled into the 

seat. The twins climbed into the back, and Melody slid into the front seat beside Sam. 

“What’s your son’s name?” Sam asked after the car was moving. It felt so odd that she had 

such a young son. He did some quick math and concluded Melody was five years younger than 

himself. That would make her still in her thirties. Maybe it wasn’t as odd as he thought. Still, he 

found it unsettling in the light that she was just getting married. 

“I named him after a very influential person in my youth,” she replied, and shot him a 

meaningful look. “His name is Samuel.” 

Sam almost drove off the road. When the car was under control once again he looked at 

Melody. Her eyes were shining with happiness. He didn’t have to ask if he was that Samuel after 

whom her son had been named. 

It took several hours of driving to arrive at the country lanes Sam had known so well as a 

young man. He actually got lost several times. The low-lying farmland was now subdivisions full 

of homes. Only a few of the older streets had not changed, and he drove partly by instinct toward 

his childhood home. 

When they arrived at his old home he was immediately struck by how much smaller it 

seemed. His memory of it was that it had been huge. In reality, it was not much more than an 

average-sized home with an extra room tacked on the back. It sat farther back from the road than 

any other house on the block. He could remember his Dad building it back that far to avoid being 

too near the street. Sam stopped the car in front of the ditch that bordered the home on two sides.  

“Hey, I know this place!” Lisa exclaimed after a few seconds. 

“Me too,” Bonnie laughed. They opened the doors and climbed out. There was no traffic at 

that moment so Sam turned off the car still in the narrow street.  

“I don’t think I have any pictures of my old house,” Sam said more to himself than to the 

twins. 

“No,” Lisa said thoughtfully, “not in a picture. Someone described it to me.” 

“Yes, I remember,” Bonnie said. She was silent for a minute. Then looking at one another 

meaningfully, they said in exact unison, “Our Friend!” 

“You mean your imaginary friend you used to play with?” 

“Yes, only he wasn’t imaginary to us.” 

Melody turned to Sam. “Children often have imaginary friends. They seem very real to 

them,” she said gently. 



 

 

“I’m sorry,” Bonnie objected,” but, you don’t understand. He was real to us. We could see 

him. We always thought you parents were just teasing us when you pretended you couldn’t see 

him too.” 

“Really? How odd. Can you describe him?” 

“Sure. He was about our age. He had bright red hair, freckles, and wore coveralls with only 

one strap over his shoulder. He almost never wore shoes.” 

Melody was intrigued. “Truly? Did he tell you things? I mean, did he only respond to what 

you did, or did he initiate conversations, and tell you things?” 

“He was very real, and acted exactly like a real little boy as I recall,” Bonnie said 

thoughtfully. 

“Yes,” Lisa agreed, “except, he acted much more mature. We always felt he was like our 

older and wiser brother. He often told us we shouldn’t do something, or we should have minded 

Mom, things like that.” 

Bonnie nodded. “I remember being scared a lot as a child. Whenever I was frightened he was 

very calm, and always seemed to know what I should do. When I took his advice, things always 

turned out happy. I grew to trust him a great deal.” 

“I did too,” Lisa added. 

“And one day he described where he had lived,” Bonnie added. 

Sam held up a hand as if instructing them to stop. “He said he had lived before? Like, on this 

earth?” Sam asked in amazement. 

Both girls nodded, and Bonnie continued. “He told us he had. He said he had lived in a big 

house that had a brown porch and four big windows across the front, and a two-car garage. He 

talked about it more than once, it in detail. He told us he really missed his home, and his family, 

though I don’t remember him describing his family.” 

“Me either,” Lisa said with some irony. “I remember him talking about the ditch that was on 

two sides of the house. The description was exactly like this house here, Daddy,” she told him 

excitedly. 

“Did he ever tell you how he died?” Sam asked in a subdued voice. 

“Several times, actually. He said one day when he was still very little he wanted to go to milk 

the cowth,” Bonnie said. “He called them cowth, like he had a slight lisp. It was the only time I 

heard him lisp a word.” 

Sam had to sit down on the trunk of the car. His legs seemed to no longer have enough 

strength to hold him up. 



 

 

Bonnie continued, “He said he was upset because he didn’t get to go milk the cowth, so he 

picked up his kitty and tried to walk down to the barn.” 

“He was really mad at that kitty,” Lisa interjected. 

“He really was. He said the kitty got afraid of the water in the ditch when he crossed the 

bridge, and scratched him real hard. When the kitty jumped away from him it landed right in the 

ditch. He said he was very afraid for the kitty, and tried to save it, but he slipped on the bank and 

fell into the water himself. He said the kitty climbed on his head, and jumped out of the ditch. He 

was very happy about that. 

“He told us his big brother drove over the bridge right at that time, and he was so sure his big 

brother would save him. But, he didn’t even see him. He said nobody saw him as he floated right 

by them. He said he couldn’t call to them because his mouth was full of water. He didn’t know 

how to swim, and he died in the water. He said he felt very naughty because he was not supposed 

to go by the ditch. He was afraid he would be in big trouble.” 

“Yeah, I remember that story,” Lisa said thoughtfully. “He told us about it, then he laughed, 

and said it was OK now. He said the kitty was sorry too, and they were still very good friends. 

He said he was happy now and living with us till we grew up.” 

There was a long moment of silence before anyone noticed that Sam had turned white. 

“What is it Sam?” Melody asked, suddenly concerned. She placed a warm hand on his 

forehead. “Do you need a doctor?” 

“No. No, thanks. Lisa, did he tell you his name?” 

“Sure. His name was Jimmy, the same as his father’s name.” 

Sam grunted as if someone had slugged him in the stomach, and buried his face in his hands. 

It took Sam quite a few minutes to compose himself. “I’m OK now,” he assured them all.  

They calmed down and quit insisting he go to the hospital.  

“I’m fine,” he said calmly. 

“Why does this story bother you so, Daddy?” Lisa asked, very concerned. 

Sam was quiet for a moment before he spoke. “Did I ever tell you about my little brother 

who died when I was twelve?” 

“You mentioned him, but no real details,” Lisa said. 

“No one’s told you that story? Not Grandpa or Grandma? Nobody?” 

“No,” they both said honestly. In fact, he had never spoken to them in any detail about 

Jimmy. It was a very tender subject with his parents still, and some unspoken decision had 



 

 

deemed it too upsetting to tell the twins. It wasn’t really Princess’s story to tell, and Sam just 

assumed all those years they already knew it. 

Sam sat in silence until someone prodded him.  

“Sorry, I was just remembering. Do you recall which bridge your little friend fell from? 

There are three of them.” 

Lisa thought for a second before answering. “I think he said it was the one behind the house. 

By a chicken coop.” 

Sam turned to look down the lane toward the house. “Come with me,” he said, and began 

walking down the lane. They followed without comment. They walked past the house, down a 

short lane with a picket fence on the left, and past a fallen-down chicken coop on the right. 

Beyond the coop Sam turned right, and stopped before a low wooden bridge. The cement ditch 

was dry now, but it was still there, and the bridge still showed evidence of use. 

“This is the bridge?” Melody asked. Sam just nodded. 

“Oh, my gosh!” Bonnie exclaimed. Are you telling me Jimmy, our little friend, was your 

brother? Your very little brother? In real life?”  

Again, he nodded. 

“And, this is the bridge? This is Jimmy’s bridge? Right here? This one?” Bonnie blurted out, 

shaking a finger at the bridge and stomping her small foot on it with a hollow, thumping sound. 

“This very one,” Sam replied soberly. 

Then something unexpected happened. Both the girls began to cry. They were not tears of 

grief, but tears caused by startling truth. They had listened to a child’s tale of his own tragic 

death, and as little children themselves, had thought it not much more than a fairytale. Now that 

the story had suddenly become real, the tears they might have shed years earlier came freely. 

Melody comforted them, not totally sure what was going on. In a few minutes, they 

composed themselves with a few sniffles. A clean diaper served to dry tears. 

“Excuse me?” a woman’s voice called from behind them. “Can I help you?” she asked in a 

loud, rather insistent tone. They turned to see a woman standing on the back steps of the house. 

Sam realized with a start that they were, in fact, trespassing. Having grown up here, his 

natural inclination was to still feel at home. 

“I’m sorry,” he called back. “I should have knocked. I’m Sam Mahoy. I grew up in this 

house. We were…” 

The woman literally jumped through the door and trotted down the steps. In seconds, she was 

there at the bridge. 



 

 

“I’m Gwendolyn Savage. I’m pleased to meet you,” she said shaking Sam’s hand vigorously. 

Sam introduced everyone by their first name.  

“You have such a lovely family. Lovely twin daughters, lovely wife, and beautiful baby. I’m 

so pleased you stopped by.” Sam glanced at Melody, and from the look of happiness on her face, 

decided not to disabuse the woman of the notion that Melody was his wife. 

Mrs. Savage led them toward the back door, all the while talking excitedly. “You know, as 

long as I’ve lived in this house I’ve heard stories about you folks. There are lots of rumors. I’m 

just dying to know the truth. Did your little brother really fall from the bridge and drown in the 

ditch?” 

“We were just talking about that,” Sam told her. 

“How sad. Oh, how sad. I was hoping that one was just a rumor. Is it true that…”  

They spent over an hour satisfying her curiosity while she served them big chocolate chip 

cookies and cold milk. Sam thoroughly enjoyed himself. Melody listened with rapt attention, as 

did his daughters. Finally, Sam got to show them his former bedroom. They had re-carpeted and 

redecorated most everything. He told them several funny stories from their youth that had 

occurred in the various rooms, including the time he had accidentally fired a hunting rifle 

through the floor of his bedroom and out the big front window below, shattering it to dust. It was 

a miracle no one had been injured. He also had the fun of showing Mrs. Savage the laundry 

chute. His father had built it into the linen closet in the bathroom. If you slid the handle 

sideways, it opened into a shallow cabinet. If you pulled forward, it tipped toward you to reveal a 

laundry chute.  

“I have always wondered why that little closet was so shallow,” she said with wonder. 

“Where do the clothes go,” she wondered, peering into the darkness of the chute. 

“Right into the cabinet over the washing machine,” he informed her. 

“Oh!” she exclaimed. “I had my husband put a couple shelves in there. I could not 

understand why there was a cabinet with no shelves, and a hole in the top of it. I never thought it 

might be a chute. That’s so clever. All these years of carrying laundry! Well, I’ll be…” 

When she showed them the master bedroom it still had the dense white wool carpet that had 

been there when he was little.  

“Is there still a stain on the carpet by the bed?” Sam asked. 

“There is!” she exclaimed, and pulled a throw rug aside to reveal a slight bluish stain beside 

the bed. “I have tried everything I can think of to get that up. What is it from?” 

“That’s where my youngest brother was born,” Sam told her. He half expected her to be 

repelled. 



 

 

“Then I’ll stop trying to scrub it up,” she said solemnly. “It’s a sacred stain.” Sam wasn’t 

sure what she meant, but her words pleased him. 

It was mid-afternoon when they were all once again buckled into the car. Sam drove away 

slowly. It had been an emotional, wonder-filled afternoon. Having Melody there had made it all 

that more special. 

Sam hand a sudden idea. “Hey, I remember there being a park not far from here. Shall we go 

picnic there?” It was quickly agreed, and Sam found the park without trouble.  

“Look,” Sam said as soon as they drove up. “They’ve added a transportation museum. After 

we eat, we can go look at the old airplanes, and walk through the train. Sound fun?” They all 

agreed. 

Sam felt somewhat subdued as they ate, the memories of his youth having been so poignantly 

awakened. He thought he had long ago resolved the pain of Jimmy’s death, but found quite 

unexpectedly that there was still tenderness there. Still, his memories of his youth and childhood 

were warm and pleasant. By the time they had eaten, his spirits had lifted. 

As he ate he watched Melody. The more he was around her, the more impressed he was. She 

was sweet and loving with her son, almost to the point of being gushy. She laughed at his smiles 

and frowns, and talked to him as if she expected him to reply. As he watched he was struck by 

her graceful bearing. She was self-assured and calm, not at all shy or reluctant. She was assertive 

in a way that suggested confidence, not aggression. She seemed to radiate love. It all felt very 

familiar to him in a deja vu kind of way. 

Even though caring for her child she began serving the others, and made sure everyone had 

what they needed throughout the meal. Her gracious kindness seemed from another age when 

people were chivalrous and gentile.  

Lisa poked her dad in the side with her elbow and leaned over to whisper, “It’s not polite to 

stare,” she told him. Sam blinked a couple times at her before comprehending what she was 

saying. He blushed slightly, and endeavored to look away. It was not easy to do.  

The transportation museum was quite large, considering how far out in the country it was. 

They looked at World War II fighter planes, old bi-planes, and many dozens of antique coaches, 

cars and trucks in various stages of restoration. There was even an impressive collection old fire 

engines. They finally walked up to the big old steam engine. It sat almost as if asleep, yet 

imposing, powerful. It was attached to a coal car, a dining car, and two passenger cars followed 

by a caboose.  

“This looks similar to the train we rode in Rhodesia,” Sam said, mostly thinking out loud. 

“It sure does,” Melody agreed. “Probably, that engine in Rhodesia was made in America. I 

know lots of them were. They certainly weren’t made in Africa,” Melody ventured. 

“Could be.” He climbed aboard and admired the engine while the girls all went back into the 

dining and passenger cars. After a while Sam climbed down and entered the dining coach. At one 



 

 

time it had been plush, richly appointed with velvet fabric and ornately carved wood. He could 

hear the Twins talking excitedly one car away. He caught a glimpse of them through the doors 

between cars. Lisa had little Samuel perched on a hip.  

When he entered the second car, the girls had already progressed to the third. He was 

suddenly struck by a sense of “having been here before,” and looked around him. This was a 

sleeper car, very similar to the one he remembered from his mission. His cabin had been the third 

from the front of the train. He walked to that door and slowly slid it open. He both was, and was 

not surprised to see Melody sitting on the floor directly in front of the door, knees drawn up to 

her chest, her head tucked between her knees. It was as if he had walked back in time twenty 

years. All that was missing were explosions rocking the train, shattering glass, and bullets 

screaming overhead. 

Sam stepped across her into the small room, turned and knelt. Except that twenty years ago 

Marcia had been huddled tightly against her, it was exactly as it had been so long ago. She 

looked up into his eyes, a look of grim remembrance on her face. 

“I couldn’t help myself,” she explained. “I walked into this room, and I just had to sit down 

here. I remember the stark terror I felt then.” 

“It was a terrifying experience,” Sam remembered aloud. 

“My memory of it is that you were very calm. You said you knew Heavenly Father would 

protect you. Your strength and faith impressed me so much, Sam. The memory of that faith was 

all I had for a dozen years. It was my faith in your faith that finally led me to the Church, and my 

own testimony.” 

“I’m so glad,” Sam said quietly. 

“Do you know I’ve only been a member for a little under two years?” 

“No, I had no idea.” 

“Marcia joined the church shortly after she moved to England. I got caught up in my life, and 

didn’t have a real opportunity to freely investigate the Church until a few years ago.” 

“I would really like to hear about your life,” Sam told her honestly. As a matter of fact, he 

was hungering to know everything about her. 

Melody relaxed, but did not move from her position in the narrow room. “I joined the church 

shortly after Samuel was conceived. It was a big part of what broke up my marriage.” 

“I’m really sorry to hear that.” 

“Samuel was born after the divorce. His father has never seen him.” 

“I’m so amazed – so flattered – that you named him Samuel. I still don’t really understand 

why.” 



 

 

Melody smiled. “Because it was my memory of your faith that gave me the courage to join 

the church even though I knew it would end my marriage. It was the only name I could name 

him,” she said pointedly. “I wanted my son to have your faith, and your courage. It gave me 

great hope.” 

“I’m truly honored. But, why did it have to end your marriage?” 

“My husband was an Anglican minister and a rabid anti-Mormon,” she said quietly. 

“That explains a lot,” Sam said sympathetically. 

“I think he could have forgiven me for committing adultery easier than joining the Mormon 

Church. He called it “spiritual adultery,” and denounced me the following Sunday before the 

whole congregation. The only good news is that I had already left him, and wasn’t there to 

endure it.” 

“That’s astoundingly heartless,” Sam declared, feeling angry toward him, and protective of 

Melody. 

“I’m not angry at him, Sam. He felt betrayed at the deepest level of his soul.” 

“I know what betrayal feels like,” Sam admitted. 

She looked at him through narrowed eyes for a moment, then smiled.  

“Do you still love him?” Sam asked suddenly, then wished he hadn’t. He half expected 

Melody to be offended, but she wasn’t in the least. 

She answered without hesitation. “No. I loved him when I married him. But, more than for 

love, I married him because I wanted the security and confidence that seemed to surround him. 

He was very charismatic, and people naturally followed him. I think I was just one of his 

disciples whom he chose to live with. I don’t think he was ever really in love with me. He was in 

love with himself, and his calling. He was the most confident man I’ve ever known…” her voice 

trailed off, and Sam wasn’t entirely sure she really didn’t still love him. But, love is a strange 

phenomenon. It sometimes endures, even flourishes in the most barren soil. It’s hard to stop 

loving someone, even when they no longer love you. These were things Sam knew very well 

himself. 

Melody changed the subject. “Do you remember giving me that priesthood blessing that 

day?” 

“I sure do. I don’t remember any of what I said though,” Sam admitted. 

“I was wondering, would you give me a blessing again?” she asked, her voice soft, almost 

frightened. 

Sam’s mind spun for all of a millisecond before his questions and fears evaporated, and 

peace settled upon him. He smiled gently. “I would be glad to.” 



 

 

“I mean right now? Right here?” Her eyes were bright with hope. 

“I will,” he said as the Holy Spirit gently washed over him. They moved closer until she was 

nearly leaning against him. He placed his hands upon her head, and offered a silent prayer, then 

waited until the words of lasting truth flowed through him. 

“Melody, in the name of Jesus Christ and by the power of the holy Melchizedek 

Priesthood, I give you a blessing this day of peace and comfort. You are a noble daughter 

of Heavenly Father, and a precious spirit in his sight. In order for you to fulfill the 

measure of your creation, adequately test, hone and purify your soul, you have been 

called upon to endure many trials, all of which you have endured faithfully and well. 

Though life is inherently fraught with trials, and ever will be, your present difficulties will 

shortly turn to a great blessing for you. I pronounce the days of your prophesied trials at 

an end. 

“You were the last to inherit the curse of your fathers, and the first to triumph over it. 

You were placed on this earth to purify, and bring back into the Kingdom of God a noble 

bloodline, one upon which the Lord long ago placed a blessing in response to the 

righteous petition of a noble progenitor. Now, through your faithfulness, that blessing 

has been fulfilled, and will be fulfilled until the Lord returns again in glory to place all 

enemies under His feet. 

“Your quest has taken you to many nations, and is now come full circle. You are 

home, and God has granted you the desire of your heart, and it shall bring you lasting 

joy. In the name of Jesus Christ, Amen.” 

By the time he finished Melody was sobbing. He lifted her chin with his fingertips, and saw 

them to be tears of happiness.  

She began digging in her handbag. “Sam, I want to show you something. Do you remember 

writing the blessing on the train in your scriptures and tearing out the page to give to me?” 

“Yes, I remember it very well, like it was yesterday. I still have the book I tore it from, and 

occasionally look at the torn edge and wonder what happened to you. 

She lifted an age-darkened envelope from her bag and pulled a piece of plastic from the 

envelope.  

“I have carried this with me ever since that day.” She handed it to him. It was a laminated 

sheet of paper that had been crudely torn from a book. In faded ink, he could plainly identify his 

own script. He read it aloud. 

“Melody, in the name of Jesus Christ and by the power of the holy Priesthood, I give 

you a blessing also of peace and comfort. You are a noble daughter of Heavenly Father, 

and a precious spirit in his sight. In order for you to fulfill the measure of your creation, 

you will be called upon to endure many trials, the present difficulties being a mere 

shadow of what will follow. You are the first, and the last. You are the last to inherit the 

curse of your fathers, and the first to triumph over it. Your quest will take you to many 



 

 

nations, and bring you full circle. When you finally find what you seek, you will have 

returned to this moment, and it will bring you joy. In the name of Jesus Christ, Amen.” 

“You see, it’s the same blessing, almost word for word!” she exclaimed excitedly. 

“It is,” he had to admit. “Except the one today sounded like a fulfillment of the first.” 

“Sam, we have to write this one down too, before you forget it. Do you have a paper?” About 

this time the twins returned, and they found a tablet in the diaper bag. Sam wrote down the 

blessing with her help. They worked on it until both felt it was recorded correctly. 

Sam read the blessing again to himself as Melody watched him intently, her eyes sparkling in 

the dim light. As he read he kept glancing toward her. Each time he looked her eyes were upon 

him. It made him feel as if she were the sun, and he a small planet orbiting it.  

“I just have one question, if you don’t mind telling me,” he said. “What was the desire of 

your heart that you were searching for, and have now found, which has brought you joy?” 

“I think I know,” Lisa said meaningfully. 

“Me too,” Bonnie added almost reverently. 

“I know now.” Melody said emotionally. “I didn’t just a few minutes ago,” 

“I seem to be the only one here who doesn’t know,” Sam complained amiably. 

Melody winked at the girls. “Should I tell him, girls?” 

“No, let him figure it out for himself,” Lisa advised her. 

“Come on, I’m dying of curiosity now,” Sam protested. 

Melody cleared her throat, and placed a hand on his cheek. “I was searching for what you 

wrote about in your song.” 

“You mean, love?” Sam asked. 

“Oh, Daddy, men are so dense sometimes,” Bonnie said in mock consternation. 

“Not just love, Daddy,” Lisa corrected. “Mommy’s song isn’t just about love, it’s about your 

love – the kind of love that begins before time, and last forever; the love every woman dreams 

of; the love you have been saving up ever since Mommy died. Do you understand now?” 

“No,” he said emphatically, and knelt up taller. He hated to be obtuse, but loving Princess, 

and love in general were the same thing to him. He was about to say something to explain his 

confusion when the girls stood in apparent frustration. 

“Melody, we’re outta here. See if you can enlighten him.” They piled from the room. 



 

 

Melody blushed slightly. “Let me put it in a way you can’t possibly misunderstand,” she said 

in a quiet voice. She knelt up directly before him, wrapped both arms around his neck, and drew 

herself to him until only their faces were not touching. She slowly tilted her head and pressed her 

lips to his. About three minutes later, he understood completely, and it caused his heart to rejoice 

once again. She hadn’t been searching the world over to find love, she had been searching the 

world over to find his love. Suddenly, sweetly, he understood, and for the first time in nearly a 

dozen years, he counted himself the luckiest mortal on earth. 

Sam realized with a start that the twins had returned and were watching them intently, 

whispering, and giggling. He reluctantly parted and Melody laid her head on his shoulder. A 

thought occurred to him unexpectedly. His question seemed like a departure from the special 

feeling of the moment, but it came with such force that he was quite certain it had to be asked. 

“Did Jimmy ever say why he had visited you when you were little?” he asked. 

Lisa answered immediately. “He said we three had always been best friends. When he came 

to earth, we helped him until he came back home. He said we met him after he left his body in 

the water. And when it was our turn to come to earth, we were afraid our lives would be short 

because his had been. We were afraid to come alone. So, we asked to be born at the same time, 

and for Jimmy to stay with us on earth.” 

“That sounds like something you two would do. So, you were his invisible friends when he 

was little?” Sam tried to remember anything like that about Jimmy, but could not. 

“That’s what he said. We don’t remember any of it.” 

“Of course not,” Sam said. 

“He said he would take care of us, and he promised he would stay until we weren’t afraid any 

more.” Bonnie added. 

“That’s amazing,” Melody said. “When was the last time you saw him?” 

The twins looked at one another before Bonnie answered. Something seemed to pass between 

them before she spoke. “We saw him at the airport in Anchorage just a week ago.” 

“What!?” Sam exclaimed. “He’s still here, and you never said anything about it?”  

“We hadn’t seen him for many years, actually,” Bonnie explained. “We were surprised to see 

him. He told us not to mention it to you yet, but that shortly we could. He told us it would be the 

last time he would visit us.” 

“Why?” Melody wanted to know. 

Again, they exchanged a glance before answering. Finally, it was Bonnie who gently ended 

the silence. “Because he said in a little while we wouldn’t need him anymore.” 



 

 

Lisa finished by adding, “He said we were going to get a new mother very soon, and 

everything would be wonderful again.” 

Melody began to cry. Sam held her until little Samuel grew concerned and cried too. Finally, 

they all stood on stiff legs, and climbed from the train. They were surprised to find the museum 

closed. They walked through a turnstile exit, and returned to the car. 

It was Melody who wanted to know more. She wanted to know everything. “What did he 

look like?” She asked. 

“He was tall, with neat red hair. His eyes were very blue, and he smiled a lot. He was about 

our age.” 

“He looked like a missionary,” Bonnie added. 

“Yeah, except he was wearing a light blue suit.” 

“And a dark red tie.” 

Melody peppered them with questions. “You saw him together, at the same moment? Did he 

look like a normal person? Did he just appear, or did he walk up to you from the crowd? Did you 

talk to him, or could he read your thoughts? Could you tell he wasn’t a mortal person? Did he 

look like a spirit? Could you see through him, or was he transparent?” 

The girls listened to this barrage of questions with a smile on their faces. When she paused to 

draw a breath Lisa simply said, “We already told you the best part, Mama.”  

  



 

 

Chapter Five 

Unchained Melody 

Two months later Sam was once again kneeling at an altar in the Salt Lake Temple. His 

parents had flown down to be with him on this wonderful day. All his brothers and sisters were 

there with their spouses. Lisa and Bonnie were there, waiting in the foyer for them to come out. 

Cheryl and Fred were there, and little Samuel was all dressed in white waiting patiently on his 

new grandma’s knee to be sealed forever to his new eternal family. 

Sam was so taken by the celestial beauty of his bride that he could barely take his eyes off 

her to look around the room. Every face he saw wore a beaming smile. He looked into the 

infinite reflection of the mirrors beyond Melody’s head, and somewhere in that eternity he felt 

another person smile. For just a moment he felt the gentle presence of the woman he had loved 

so long, and so deeply. He felt her love, felt it flow through him, warming him in a rich, familiar 

way. He felt her love so tangibly at that moment that he would never doubt, could never doubt 

the eternal perfectness of it.  

For a small, blissful moment it lingered there, then withdrew quietly until it was only a 

memory. How like Princess it was, that she would come and bless his life, not only with her love, 

but with her pleasure at what he was now doing. When her presence was completely withdrawn 

only the memory of her love lingered there. He would never forget her, but she had set him free 

to love again, and he turned all his passion to the glowing angel kneeling before him. How it 

thrilled him to know once again he had someone upon whom to lavish his love. 

When he had married Princess, money had been no object, and no expense had been spared 

to make that day perfect. Life with Melody was much different. He was a struggling songwriter, 

she not much more than a poverty-stricken refugee. Their wedding, and all associated with it, 

was done with great attention to cost, or the absence thereof. 

Sam actually knew very little about his new bride. All he knew of her former life was a mere 

few days of terror on a train in Africa. All he knew of her life since then consisted of the fact that 

she loved him passionately, had a beautiful little boy whom he loved, was marrying him for all 

eternity, and Heavenly Father approved. It seemed more than enough. 

Melody knew even less about Sam. He was a mysterious stranger of great faith who had 

materialized when she needed hope most, and vanished almost immediately thereafter. The 

difference for her was that all through the intervening years, the faith and confidence of her 

mysterious benefactor had buoyed her up without ceasing. So many times, she had faced threats 

more serious than those on the train, had come face to face with death, poverty, political intrigue, 

hatred, lies, devastating loss, and false love.  

The one thing that had given her the courage to believe she could survive, was the image in 

her mind of a young man kneeling amid bursting bombs and screaming bullets calmly laying his 

hands upon her head. She had felt the power of that blessing, known without equivocation that 

she would be preserved, then and always, and when she had walked away from certain death that 

day, she carried with her the courage to walk away from it again and again. 



 

 

For Melody, Sam was more than a memory; he was a dream, a far away, impossible, life-

long dream. When they had walked away that day on the train platform in Pretoria, she had torn 

off a significant portion of her young heart, and given it to him. In a way too personal to 

describe, and too feminine for any man to comprehend, she knew in her heart of hearts that he 

had loved her too, and had accepted her gift even without understanding it, and had taken it with 

him into the vast unknown that separated them. 

When she had first heard Sam’s song “I Have Always Loved You,” it warmed her soul as no 

other music ever had, or could. She now knew why. The first time she heard it she raced to her 

violin and played it over and over until she knew its every harmony, every word, and every 

loving feeling. It had healed her in a way, and she had included it in many concerts over the 

intervening years. She had never seen a printed page of music containing her beloved anthem. 

She didn’t need to, and had hardly even known the author’s name, let alone suspected they could 

be the same person. 

Thus, it came to be that for Melody, Sam’s walking through the door on the day of her 

engagement party was an impossible lightning strike of epic proportions. He had become almost 

a myth in her mind, and seeing him standing there, alive, physically real, was nearly more than 

she could absorb. Yet, here he was with two lovely daughters of his own, married, successful, 

and pleased, (but apparently not overjoyed) to see her again. It was a chapter of her life quietly 

closing, and she steeled her soul to accept what must be. 

The lightning rod for her was when she had begun to play the precious music that had so 

often calmed her, and called to her oft-abused heart, and had given her the hope to love Brian, 

against all odds, even against common sense. She needed to hear the song again, and had chosen 

it to rekindle her resolve to marry Brian. At that moment when Bonnie had said, “That’s my 

mother’s song,” the lightning struck, and was conducted directly to her soul. Without even 

knowing how or why, she sensed in the deepest part of her soul that her world had just been 

blasted to dust, and it rendered her resolve to utter helplessness. 

Without doubt she could not have played that song for any reason, and had sat down on the 

piano bench in utter desolation. Yet, Sam came toward her, concern on his face, just like he had 

so many years before. She had to stand, to force her body to move against the mountain mass of 

emotion weighing upon it. He held the precious violin in his hands, smiled, then handed it to her 

as if returning her soul.  

Then the girls, his girls, had started to sing the beloved words, and the very fingers that had 

once composed it had blessed her ears with the precious harmonies. There was such love 

interlaced in its velvet tones that strength came, and courage, and music – her music. She pulled 

the bow across the hallowed strings, and the rich tone reverberated through her body, and her 

music melded with his, and the words rang perfectly in her ears. She played, not as he played, 

not daring to move close enough to lose herself to him, not even in the ethereal magic of music; 

but high, aloof, floating above in precious harmonies, dancing, laughing, weeping in tones of 

sweet sadness. 



 

 

Sam played with love, passion, and sweetness. She played with love, passion, and bitterness. 

When the music ended, her soul was so aflame with the cold fire of sorrow that she could only 

run from the room in tears. 

She had sought out Sam at his sister’s home to apologize to him, and to say good-bye, or so 

she told herself. In reality, she had gone to feed her aching heart, to hear his voice one last time, 

and to finally close a chapter of her life that had been too long open to the ravages of the cold 

winds of unanswerable love. Somewhere inside, unseen and unrecognized, she was also 

desperately hoping to unplug the storm drain in her soul that she might not utterly drown in the 

torrential downpour of a shattered dream. 

Had his sister’s home been another half-block away, she would have never made it. A dozen 

times she had turned back, and a dozen and one times, she had turned again, and pressed 

forward. Walking with him in the cool evening, feeling his warmth beside her had not healed, 

had not saved her from drowning, and had in fact increased her pain. In a way only those who 

have faced imminent death can understand, the only reason she had not run from him was that to 

do so was to close the coffin lid on an already dead dream. She remained, without hope, without 

reason, in fact beyond all reason, simply because there was no other option. 

She had asked foolish, intimate questions of Sam about love, and had run from him at last in 

embarrassment. But, he had caught her, and held her, and bewildered her by betraying his wife, 

the very love for whom he had written the song. But, alas, even as he held her in his arms, she 

heard words too terrible, too tragically beautiful to be true. She whom he had loved, was a long 

ten years gone. He kissed her then, beyond wonder, beyond hope, beyond dreams, he had kissed 

her. And she had been too stunned to do anything but stand there. She couldn’t even form her 

lips into a kiss, or close her eyes; but he kissed her, and love flowed into her until a huge steel 

door slammed shut in her soul, and the cold winds of despair ceased to ravage the landscape of 

her heart. 

Then she had kissed him, carefully, with breathless disbelief, then with wonder, and finally 

with passion fired by a desperation whose thunder voice had but a magic moment ago been 

rendered mute.  

Now, just two short month-long eternities later, Melody was kneeling across the sacred altar 

of the house of God watching the one she had once thought most distant to her, gazing at her 

with the very love he had proclaimed to her a thousand times in a song. How her heart fluttered 

lightly in her chest, how fiercely her joy burned, how sweetly the Spirit of God enveloped her. A 

lifelong journey had come to an end. She was home, and her home was his arms. 

They pulled away from the wedding reception slowly. Melody was kneeling backwards in 

her seat, waving out the rear window, shouting happy messages to those cheering them on, and 

especially waving good-bye to little Samuel, who seemed completely at ease in his new 

grandmother’s arms. Sam waited until she was seated and buckled in before he accelerated away. 

Fastening a seatbelt around billowing flows of white lace was not a simple task. 

As the miles rolled swiftly beneath the car, Melody’s happy chatter grew quiet, and a feeling 

of intensity settled over her. She looked at her new husband in the dim light of passing cars, and 



 

 

Sam caught a look of fear, or at least uncertainty. He knew exactly what she was feeling, for he 

felt it himself.  

They had planned to drive to Salt Lake to stay at the new Marriott hotel. Her Sister had given 

them a gift of two days and nights in the hotel’s bridal suite. Yet, the closer they came to the 

moment both he and his wife were anticipating, he grew increasingly certain it was too soon. He 

turned East just before the Temple, pulled into the ZCMI parking terrace, and quickly found a 

parking place. It wasn’t late, but it was Wednesday, and most shoppers had departed for home. 

“Why are we stopping?” she asked, her voice both curious, and grateful. 

“I have something I want to give you,” he said happily. 

“A gift?” she asked excitedly. Something he had yet to discover about his bride was that she 

loved surprises, given and received. He answered in exactly the right way to titillate her. 

“Sort of.” 

“Where is it?” 

“In my heart,” he answered cryptically. 

“Then, why are we stopping at the mall?” 

“It’s the closest place I can think of where I can give it to you.” 

“You really aren’t giving me very good hints,” she said with a pout, then instantly 

brightened. “Is it big?” 

“Not yet.” 

“Is it little?” 

“It assumes the size of whatever it’s in,” he replied. 

“Oh, that doesn’t help. Can I wear it?” 

“If it was the only thing you had on, you’d be arrested,” he replied with a laugh. He reached 

into his briefcase and retrieved something which she could not identify. It was small enough to 

fit into his suit pocket. 

“Can I eat it?” she continued to guess as they walked to the elevators. He punched the 

“down” button. Melody was angelic in her white wedding dress. She never suggested she might 

be uncomfortable in the mall in her billowing wedding dress. For her, in this dress was the place 

she had longed to be most her life, and any reason to wear it longer pleased her. He was still 

handsomely wearing his rented tux.  

“It does go inside you, but you can’t eat it.” 



 

 

“I’m really not figuring this out. Is it something you bought for me?” 

“No.” 

“Is it something you made for me?” 

“No.” 

“Does it even exist at all?” she asked, punching him on the shoulder happily. 

“No. Not yet, at least.” 

“Sam. I think you’re just teasing me. What is it?” 

“You’ll see,” he said, and led her out onto the ground floor of the mall. To their right a 

fountain bubbled cheerfully. To their left shops were quietly entertaining their last few customers 

before closing. People walked slowly above them on several stories of balconies surrounding the 

entire area where they stood. Quiet music played in the background. Sam took her hand and led 

her diagonally across the open court toward a stair on the opposite end. Just before the stair he 

turned left and stopped at a large grand piano beneath a padded cover. 

“What are you up to?” she asked suspiciously as he pulled the cover to the floor. Unknown to 

her, he had played here several times to promote his music during the LDS Booksellers 

Conventions, and knew the mall management well. He spotted a security guard looking over the 

railing at them. Sam waved. The guard waved back, then spoke into his radio. Just moments later 

the music in the mall grew quiet. Sam raised the big lid and seated himself at the keys.  

He directed Melody to stand to his right, in the hollow of the big grand where he could look 

at her just over the keys. He took a small tape recorder from his pocket, clicked it on, and laid it 

on the piano. 

He sat in silence for what seemed a long time, and was in reality most of a full minute. 

Finally, the stirrings came. Whatever connection he had with the source of his music was fully 

opened to him, and his heart quickened pace. He placed his hands on the keys and quietly played 

a melody that had been turning gently in his mind for days. It was sweet, happy, and filled with 

flourishes and decorative runs uncharacteristic of any prior work. His canvas was the air, his 

brushes his fingers, and his oils, the harmonies he carefully, lovingly brought to life. His soul felt 

alive for the first time in a decade, and his canvas received his love in broad splashes of color, 

and delicate lace-like etchings of happiness. 

Then the music grow somber, and he spoke the sweet words of his love. Even when his heart 

was singing, his stubborn voice could not. So, he spoke the words of love to she whose eyes 

watched through a veil of happy tears. 

Neither Sam nor Melody heard the applause that drifted down from every level of the 

balcony above them. She walked behind him, leaned him back into her arms, and kissed him 

passionately. The people cheered, and clapped happily for the full duration of her kiss. Just 

before she released him a camera flashed. He sat up blinking away spots in his eyes. The owner 



 

 

of a camera shop had captured their moment of joy on film. When “Unchained Melody” was 

published some months later, that very photo was on the cover of the CD. 

It had been nearly ten years for Sam, and more than too many for Melody. But before he 

could completely close the door to their room, Melody rushed into his arms and would not 

release him.  

Where Princess had been shy and demure, Melody was vivacious and uninhibited. Sam 

found himself swept into a world of love beyond his comprehension. Having only known one 

love, he had naively thought all love to be like that he had previously cherished. He found to his 

startled delight that Melody’s love was completely different.  

Melody was a breath of fresh air that energized him with life. Like the perfect Christmas, she 

wrapped her love in so many brightly colored packages, that after a time he could not even guess 

what they contained, but waited in breathless anticipation for her to hand him the next one. 

In time he quit comparing, quit anticipating, quit guessing, and just loved her for all the many 

wonderful things she was to him. She was not at all like his former love, and it startled him at 

first.  

Princess was everything her name suggested. She was proper, regal, dignified, sober and 

genteel. She loved finery, had infinite patience, worldly wisdom, and valued sophistication and 

grace. She had loved her home, decorating it with care and precision. She had waged an 

unending war against dust, dirt and any form of uncleanness. In all things, Princess was a 

princess, and her lasting legacy was her noble soul. 

Melody was the opposite in almost every respect. She loved to play, teased him to excess at 

times, played practical jokes and saw little use for things not utilitarian. Though having been 

raised in wealth and privilege, she eschewed wealth, finery and society, preferring practical 

possessions, a steady job, and down-to-earth friends.  

Princess was high heels and diamonds. Melody was sandals and four-dollar earrings. 

Princess had been slow to ask for what she needed, and seldom said what made her feel 

loved. Melody was vocal about her desires, unabashed in telling him what made her feel loved, 

happy, or sexy. 

Princess had been a genius at making money. Melody had trouble balancing a checkbook. 

His former wife had amassed a vast fortune before her death. Melody was literally penniless.  

Life with Princess had been challenging, somewhat confusing, and relatively complex. Sam 

had to sense her needs before he could fulfill them. She was the type of woman from whom a 

quiet hint was his instructions, and Sam was constantly trying, with mixed success, to interpret 

what they all meant. 

Life with Melody was turning out to be a joyfully, dizzying spin on a merry-go-round of 

happiness. The great compensation was that he never had to guess what she wanted.  



 

 

By far the greatest difference Sam enjoyed about Melody was her affinity for the Gospel. She 

yearned for truth, sought it with hunger, and treasured it in an ever-expanding view of the 

eternities. More than being his love, and his friend, Melody was his soul mate, a perfect match, 

molded from the same divine forge. 

To Sam, loving Melody was like loving an extension of himself. He felt at one, at peace, and 

united with her in every way.  

For Melody, loving Sam was what she had done all her adolescent and adult life. A great 

portion of her love was a passion to fulfill the sweet fantasy she had carried so long. Her great 

joy was in realizing that the reality of loving Sam was much better than the fantasy she had 

quietly cherished all those years.  

  



 

 

Chapter Six 

How Thin The Veil 

Though two years and a few months had elapsed since she had fled England, true healing 

began for Melody as she knelt across the altar of the Temple. It was at that moment that she 

summoned her heart from England to come join her in America. Far more than finding love, 

Melody had found a reason to live, a reason to love, and a reason to hope. 

Sam and Melody happily moved to Alaska. She had traveled from one side of the globe to 

the other in moving to America; another few thousand miles seemed insignificant. Samuel had 

described their long dark winters, and endless daylight of summer, hoping she would not be too 

shocked by it all. She was completely willing to give it a try, assuring him she loved wind, rain, 

long, dark nights, and mile-high snow.  

A short time later, the twins moved to Idaho to attend Ricks College at Rexburg. They were, 

nearly nineteen, and anxious to attend college, but had been reluctant to leave Sam home alone. 

They saw their concerns sweetly answered in Melody’s entry into their daddy’s life. They were 

right in their assumption that he would wither without family at home. Not many weeks after 

Melody moved in, they moved out. It was a happy and sad transition for them all. 

Melody and Sam had been married in April, and moved to Alaska the same month. Spring 

had yet to banish the snow and slush in Alaska. With no leaves on the trees and ankle-deep mud 

everywhere, Sam was afraid Melody would hate it. To his surprise, she found the whole 

experience an unparalleled adventure, and immersed herself in creating her home in a new land, 

and in a new man’s heart. 

It was the second night after they had arrived in Alaska that Melody took out her violin. Sam 

heard the soft strains of violin music floating through the house as he sat in his study pondering 

past-due bills. He stopped his work, captivated by the sweetness and genius of her music. He 

found Melody standing before the piano, her eyes closed, music pouring forth from her like a 

fountain of pure water. He quietly sat down on the sofa and listened in a transport of delight. She 

played from somewhere deep within her soul, and it charmed him.  

She played for a long time before lowering the bow. 

“I have something to share with you,” Melody said as she turned toward him. He was 

somewhat startled that she had been aware of him sitting there. In time, he would learn that she 

missed very little of what went on around her.  

“I didn’t mean to disturb you. I couldn’t help but come to hear you play. I don’t know that I 

have ever heard you play like that before. Do you often just make up music as you go?” 

“Occasionally, when the mood hits me,” she replied. “I guess you inspired me.” 

“I hope it’s an inspiration that visits you often,” he replied happily. 

“Me too. I want to play something for you. It’s a song I wrote the day we were married.” 



 

 

“I don’t remember you playing the violin that day.” 

“You weren’t around me most of that day, remember? I about drove your mother into a 

panic,” she laughed. “I kept picking up the violin when I was supposed to be getting ready. Your 

mother was hemming Bonnie’s dress, and I was goofing around. It was kind of funny in a 

childish way. But, I had this song repeating in my heart, and I couldn’t stand it until I had 

discovered all its parts. Would you like to hear it?” 

“Absolutely. Does it have a name?” 

“Hmmm, I think I’ll call it ‘Melody, Lost and Found.’” 

“I like that. Play on, your audience adores you.” 

“I know! My audience is a sentimentalist, and I adore you back.” So saying, she raised her 

bow above the strings and paused. When she finally drew it across the strings a happy melody 

danced forth. It was cheerful, bright and wistful. He could almost envision her laughing as a 

child, dancing in fields of flowers. The music changed, grew gradually minor, and obscured the 

happy melody. At times the melody broke through, only to be swallowed up again. Then the 

music became heavy, dramatic, sweeping in its depth. Sam could feel the conflict, could sense 

the danger and compelling struggle. It was breathtaking. Then the music evolved again, and the 

melody triumphed, only to be conquered again by the conflict. At last the melody emerged, then 

merged with the heavier theme. But, instead of a marriage and combination of the two, it brought 

its brightness into the theme, stripping it of its minor qualities, lifting, coloring it in happy tones. 

With it all, the dramatic, sweeping nature of the theme remained unchanged, and the combined 

music moved him.  

The music grew soft without warning. He waited with anticipation as a single note sang long 

and serenely in the sudden silence. Then, quite unexpectedly, it danced away again, sweetly, 

cheerfully, more brightly than before, taking with it the flavor and grandeur of the dramatic 

theme. The music laughed in his heart, said “I love you,” in a way too personal to describe, and 

pirouetted to a happy end. 

Sam was too touched to applaud. She correctly interpreted his silence as greater acclaim than 

any sound he might have made. More than any other person who would hear it in years to come, 

Sam understood the burden of its message, and it thrilled him. 

“What do you think?” she finally asked. 

“It’s breathtaking!” he replied, looking up into her eyes for the first time.  

She giggled, a sound he had never heard her make before. It sounded exactly like the child he 

had imagined dancing in the field of flowers. She carefully laid her violin on the piano, and sat 

on his lap, an arm around his neck. 

“I think you should publish it,” he told her. 

“Do you think so? It would need other orchestra parts. Wouldn’t it need words?” 



 

 

“It already has words.” 

“It does? I don’t have any idea what they are.” 

“The words are the feelings the music calls forth. That’s what the meaning of all music is, the 

feelings. I don’t think putting them into English could make them easier to understand. It is a 

magical piece of music.” 

“I think that’s a wonderful idea,” she told him. 

‘Melody, Lost and Found’ by Melody Mahoy, arranged for violin and Piano by Samuel 

Mahoy, was published later that year to wide acclaim. 

After a short time in Alaska, Sam and Melody settled into a happy orbit around one another. 

Everyone who loved Sam was relieved, especially his parents. They had wanted to move back to 

Zion for years, and had delayed doing so until Sam found his way back to happiness. They 

moved the following spring to a small farm near Brigham City. 

By this time, Sam’s music was bringing them a moderate income. It would never make them 

rich, but neither he nor Melody had any great desire for such things. He had tried wealth, and 

found it no happier than poverty, and a lot more time consuming. Now, he wanted to spend his 

life in pursuit of righteousness, not wealth. 

It was during the days of sorting and unpacking while setting up their home that Sam had 

found Princess’s old journal. He almost set it aside, but felt compelled to open it. Floods of 

warmth swept through him as he read her steady, flowery script. It had been twelve years since 

her death now, and only sweetness accompanied her memory. 

“You loved her very much, didn’t you,” Melody said softly from behind him. He glanced at 

her, suddenly feeling a bit guilty.  

“It was a long time ago,” he replied. 

“I’ve often thought about Princess,” she told him. He was surprised to hear her say so, for he 

had said very little about his first love. “I confess that I found her journal not long after we 

moved in. I read parts of it.” 

“Oh? I didn’t know that. I don’t mind.” 

“I knew you wouldn’t, or I wouldn’t have read it. I was curious about what type of woman 

she was, because I knew you loved her deeply. In a way, I wanted to meet her.” There was a 

moment of silence. “We are very different,” she finally said. 

“In the way Orchids and Roses are different.” 

“Which am I,” she wondered aloud. 

“Roses.” 



 

 

“With thorns?” 

“It’s part of why I love you,” he said. Sam placed a hand on her leg, then pretended he had 

been pricked by a thorn. She playfully slugged him on the shoulder. 

“Which do you prefer, orchids or roses,” she asked him impulsively. She immediately wished 

she had not asked. It was a loaded question, and one with no good answer. She didn’t really want 

to know which of his loves he loved best. She really didn’t. She opened her mouth to change the 

subject, but was not fast enough. 

“I’ve learned something from you,” Sam said. 

Melody closed her mouth somewhat comically. “Oh, what?” 

“I’ve learned what true celestial love is, the kind of love that predates this world, and 

stretches into the eternities.” 

Melody’s eyes grew wide, then tender. She sat beside him and lay her head upon his 

shoulder. “Please forgive me for asking.” 

Sam looped his arm around her and kissed the top of her head. “I do love Princess, and I 

probably always will. And, even though I loved her very much, I have come to feel that she came 

into my life to lift me up, to prepare me for a greater love, one that would become the greatest 

part of my Celestial joy. I am able to love you as I do, Melody, because I first loved her.” 

“Sam! That’s so sweet!”  

But Sam did not seem to hear her. “I didn’t tell you this, but when we were in the sealing 

room of the temple to be married, I felt Princess come and give her approval of my marrying 

you.” 

“No, you didn’t tell me that. Did it make you sad?” 

Again, he did not respond directly. “I was filled with a sense of her love, and of her approval, 

and then she departed. Since that time, I have not felt her being involved in my life. I have come 

to believe that when she left that day, she left me forever.” 

This time, Melody asked no questions, but placed her hand very gently on his back, her face 

a mixture of conflicting emotions. 

Sam turned to her and smiled. “I’m not sure anymore of the purpose of my marrying 

Princess. I mean, it was the right thing to do, but why I would marry her in the temple, and then 

not have her in the eternities? And, I’m quite sure that I’m only capable of loving one person 

with all my soul,” he added emphatically. 

Melody merely nodded. 



 

 

Sam’s face was a study of questions overlaid by peace. “I have a sense that Princess came 

into my life to bless me until you and I could be together. I have come to the feeling that this 

arrangement was made by we three in the pre-mortal world, and that she had other plans from the 

very start.” 

“But, why would Princess agree to such a thing?” Melody asked, nonplussed. What he was 

saying sounded very atypical of her understanding of females. 

“You have to understand that these things are all just impressions,” Sam explained.  “I can’t 

say any of this with surety. But, I think it was in part because for some reason she was not going 

to be born into the faith. She was terrified at the thought, and because I loved her then, I think I 

promised to find her and teach her the gospel, and bring her into the covenant. But, I don’t think 

any of us intended for Princess and I to remain together. I think she died because our contract 

had been fulfilled, because my work with her was completed, as hers was with me.  I now feel 

that she has set me free to get on with my eternal journey.” 

“Sam, this is unthinkably beautiful! And a little scary,” Melody added. 

Sam nodded, then looked deeply into her eyes. “I am convinced that I have always loved 

Princess, but that I have always been in love with you, and no one else.”  

“Oh, Sam, I promise I will never feel insecure again!” 

Sam laughed. “Let me read you something from her journal,” Sam said as he thumbed 

through the last few pages. “This is part of her last letter to me. She knew she was not going to 

live much longer, and wrote this to me.” 

 It is my fond desire that you find another companion to love. I know the idea of it 

seems like betrayal to you now. But, in time, when the hurt has healed, you will come to 

understand why. 

Sam, you are a loving and gentle man, and you need to have someone to lavish these 

things upon in order for you to be well and happy. Besides, all that, it is the right thing to 

do. When you pray about it, you will understand this also. 

Sam, I know that you love me too much to fault me even in the things where I am very 

weak. You know I am not as spiritually alive as you are. I am quite certain that most, if 

not all, of my spiritual greatness came from you. I can’t even guess what the eternities 

will hold. I only know that in this world, after I am gone, you need to love again. 

You will come to feel, as I do, that all the purposes for our meeting, loving and 

marrying have been fulfilled. I accept that it is my time to leave this world because of 

some grand pre-mortal plan which has now reached an end. 

Don’t feel like you have betrayed me by falling in love again. Feel that you have 

validated, and honored our love by not being able to live without love. Once true love has 

filled the soul, one cannot long live without it. I feel confident that I will love her too. 



 

 

Anyone you choose to love has got to be a wonderful woman – and a very lucky one 

indeed. I know! 

“She was a woman of great character,” Melody said quietly, yet with a conviction that 

surprised Sam. “I’m certain I’ll love her too. I’ve seen pictures of her. She was beautiful. The 

twins look just like her, of course.”  

“They do,” Sam responded absently. He was reading the P.S. Princess had added. He hadn’t 

thought about it until this very moment. “Hey, I had forgotten about this. She added this 

postscript to her letter.  

“Banque de Zurich 8521553-35 Zurich, Switzerland.” 

“What does it mean?” Melody asked, leaning over his shoulder. 

“I don’t know. It may mean nothing. The IRS cleaned out every account she had. However, 

this one wasn’t associated with the business. I’m pretty sure whatever was in it is still there.” 

“How could you find out? Can you call them on the phone?” 

“The only way is to go there in person.” 

“Fly to Switzerland? Just to find out the account has nothing in it?” she sounded incredulous.  

Sam sat pondering this until he stood and left the room. He was gone for quite a while before 

returning with a file folder. He rummaged through it until he found what he wanted. It was the 

original document he had signed when Princess had first started Princess Gems. As a matter of 

fact, it was the only one in his name alone. All the others were in her name, or some business. 

“This is the very first overseas account she opened,” Sam told Melody, his curiosity 

genuinely piqued. “She put my name on this account before we were married,” he explained. 

“When I asked her why, she just asked me to trust her. She said she would explain when the time 

was right.” 

“What was the explanation?” Melody asked, warming to the mystery. 

“She never did explain. She died before she got around to telling me.” 

“I’ll bet whatever is in that account will explain why she did it. She apparently didn’t intend 

for you to have the answer until after her death.” 

“Princess was nearly a genius at making money. If she wanted me to know sooner, I would 

have been told. You’re right, I’m sure.” 

“I think you should go to Switzerland,” Melody said firmly. 

“It would cost thousands of dollars. We’re nearly broke.” 



 

 

“I know. But it’s important. I’ll bet we can scrape up the money if we put our minds to it. I 

have a feeling you need to do this to close that chapter in your life.” She was silent for a moment 

in deep thought. “And, I think you owe it to Princess.” She finally added. 

“Why do you think that?” he asked. 

“It was basically her final request. It was the most important thing she had to tell you, and 

she saved it for the last. I think she would be disappointed if you never followed through on it. It 

was important to her. I think you should go.” 

It took months to save most of the money for the trip. Finally, Sam borrowed the remainder 

of the money from his parents who were very happy to assist.  

The plane flight was much faster than he remembered. Previously it had taken days and days 

to arrive in Switzerland. Now, nearly twenty years later, he was standing in Zurich’s main airport 

after a relatively few hours. 

Except for being a little busier, Switzerland seemed the same. The roads were lined with 

huge walnut trees, the last remains of the great black forest once dense across Europe. He took a 

cab to a cheap hotel, and slept fitfully until the banks opened the following day. 

Banque de Zurich turned out to be relatively small, a three-story brick building sandwiched 

between a restaurant and a clock store. Sam pulled open the heavy wooden door and felt as if he 

had stepped back in time. There were no teller windows as he had expected, but a row of four 

desks with men sitting behind three of them. He approached the first. 

“Hello, I need to check on an account,” he said. The man said something in a language Sam 

assumed was German, and left. He returned with a younger man a few minutes later, and stood 

by attentively, waiting for the younger man to translate. 

“Good morning,” the young banker said in a heavy accent. “I am helping you this banking 

problem. How may you assist me?” he asked, his voice trailing off in odd inflections. Sam 

suspected he had never spoken English to anyone other than his high school teacher. 

“I want to check on this account,” he said, handing him the account number on a slip of 

paper. 

“Thank you, to please sit down. I am much needing to find what is this. I think very much it 

is being quite old. I am so questioning that we have not this numbers in our bank so much like 

this. Please to wait. Thank you.” He turned on his heel and the two of them walked away. 

Sam took a seat on a very old wooden chair. He suspected it had been part of the original 

furnishings of the bank which, according to the plaque on the outside of the building, had opened 

1726. After nearly an hour Sam was beginning to think they had forgotten all about him. In that 

length of time only a few people had come in and out of the bank. All of them had arrived in 

limousines. At least he was in good company. 



 

 

When the bankers returned, there were three of them, the original two, and another much 

older man. The older man spoke in German, and the younger man interpreted. 

“I am Franz Plano, president of Banque de Zurich.” Sam nodded and shook his hand. “This 

account number is much old. It has been taken many time to find it in old books. Our computer 

was even not knowing it.” 

“Did you find it?” Sam asked, and had to wait for the translation to go and come back. 

“Yes, happily. It is found.” 

“Very good,” Sam said, and again waited for the translation and response. 

“Yes, very good,” the old man replied. Sam decided to keep his comments to a minimum or 

he’d still be waiting for translations when the bank closed. 

“Please to show identification?” Sam pulled out his passport and handed it to them. The bank 

president sat at the desk and laid the passport atop some other document. Sam leaned forward 

and saw a yellow copy of the paper he and Princess had signed that day so long ago. Apparently, 

they were satisfied. 

“It is good to meet you finally Mister Princess,” he said awkwardly.  

“My name is Samuel Mahoy. My wife’s name was Princess,” Sam replied, then waited again 

for the translations. 

“So sorry, Mister Mahoy. Do you now wish to see the box?” 

“Yes. Is it a safety deposit box?” Again, the translation lag. 

“Yes. Did you not know this?” 

“It has been a long time. I had forgotten,” Sam said. He may have known at one time, but 

couldn’t remember. 

“So much true. A long time. But, come, we will go down. I will let Wilhelm show you. Go 

now, and good bye.” They shook hands again, and Sam left with the young interpreter. They 

were shortly joined by an armed guard. 

Sam followed through a large double door and down a hall. A gate of thick steel slid into the 

wall and they passed through. After it closed, a heavy steel door nearly three feet thick opened 

toward them. They went down a long flight of stairs until Sam was sure they were a considerable 

distance underground. At the bottom of the stair was a large round vault door of the type Sam 

had seen inside banks in the US. It was partly opened, with an armed guard on either side. 

Another gate of thick bars separated them from the big vault.  

Instead of entering through the gate, they turned left and the guard unlocked an iron door that 

looked like it had once been in a submarine. They turned a spoked wheel that groaned in protest. 



 

 

The hinges cried out as they pushed it open. Sam had to step over a high sill. Someone snapped 

on a light, and Sam found himself standing in a room filled with small lockers, each with a 

double set of locks. Back-to-back in the center of the room were two standing desks. Each desk 

had a shoulder high wall around it for privacy. 

“This is old bank vault,” his escort explained. “It is mostly empty now, but for very much 

older accounts such as yours.” 

“So, the new vault has been added since my box was rented?” 

“Oh, yes. Long ago. One day, all old boxes will be empty, and it will not be opened any 

more. We very often come here not, as you see,” he said pointing at the floor. For the first time, 

Sam realized they were walking in dust dense enough to obscure the checkered pattern in the 

floor. 

“Let me think of this,” the young banker said, studying the numbers on the lockers. “I 

think… yes. This is the right one,” he said, pointing to a small door to their right about chest 

high. The guard inserted a key and turned it. The banker inserted another, and turned it. The door 

opened with a little squawk. “The guard will wait in the hall to when you are finished. This box 

will now be not used. If you wish to keep these valuables in our bank, you will very much be 

purchasing a new one. Thank you,” he said, and disappeared with the guard. 

Inside the door, Sam found a black tray about eight inches wide and eighteen inches long. He 

pulled the tray out and took it to the desk in the center of the room. He lifted the heavy steel lid 

to find a white envelope covered with postage stamps, and a small box not much larger than his 

fist. There were no stamps on the little box, so he assumed Princess had placed it here herself. It 

gave him a moment of tenderness to imagine her in this very room, smiling to herself as she 

prepared this gift for him. He opened the envelope and found a letter in Princess’s script. The 

date on the letter told him she had written this letter on their honeymoon. Sam had no idea how 

she had managed to get it into this safety deposit box, since he could not remember her having 

left his side during their entire stay in Switzerland. She had hidden these things from him well, 

for he hadn’t even had a clue. 

My Beloved Sam, 

I promised you an explanation when I first asked you to help me start the diamond 

business. I never intended you to hear that explanation during my lifetime. The fact that 

you are reading this now means I am no out of your life. 

My explanation is simple. This is an apology. I never forgave myself for losing your 

diamond in England. I know you never felt that way, but I have felt bad about it a long 

time. My main motivation in starting Princess Gems was to make enough money to make 

it up to you one day. That’s the reason my first act was to open an account only in your 

name. It was my way of dedicating myself to one day returning your stone. 

I also wanted to leave you my love. Knowing you, it is probably now many years after 

my passing. I hope you haven’t grieved a long time.  



 

 

I wouldn’t be too surprised if by now you are in financial difficulties. I only say that 

because you don’t think in wealthy ways. It was never taught to you, and you just don’t 

comprehend it. Wealth is something I understand well, and have tried to teach you. But, 

your riches are of the heart and Spirit, which are far more valuable than the type of 

wealth I understand. I tried to teach you my type of wealth, with limited success. You 

taught me your type of wealth with complete success.  

Perhaps my apology will be just in time to accomplish some greater good. Please 

take it and make something eternal happen. You were never one to build monuments to 

yourself on earth, so build one of an eternal nature. That way, it will be a part of us 

forever.  

There is something else that I know, that I must share with you. As I wrote this, and 

pondered the fact that you have most probably by now remarried, I expected to feel a 

little jealous. But, to my surprise, I feel a type of relief. I do not believe that I have ever 

been able to love you as deeply as you loved me. I have always felt as I were mostly 

holding you hand, desperately trying to keep up with you, until your real love could make 

her appearance in your life. Do not feel sad at my words, rejoice! Rejoice that all is well. 

Rejoice that you will are where you needed to go from the very first. Rejoice that – with 

all my love I bid you adieu, and bestow my blessing upon your soul – wherever it leads 

you. 

As the most beautiful song ever written says,  

“I will always love you.” 

Princess 

After the shock gave way to the whisperings of the Spirit confirming the truth of her words 

Sam’s heart felt full and happy. To his surprise his eyes did not fill with tears. His heart filled 

with love, and he remembered why he had loved her so well. 

He took the small package and opened it with difficulty. He had to pick at the dried and 

brittle tape with his fingernails. When he finally pried it open, he found a wad of tissue paper. As 

the tissue fell away, Sam gasped. Inside this he found a diamond about the size of his thumb. He 

could tell it was not the diamond from his mission, but it was similar in size, slightly larger 

perhaps, and considerably whiter. He held it up to the light and counted very few flaws. For a 

stone this size, it was exceptional in its clarity. Its color was very white, tending slightly toward 

blue. The cut was oval, and very finely executed. The light refracted perfectly from its many 

prisms.  

Having worked for a number of years in the diamond industry, Sam had a good idea of its 

worth. However, he had been out of touch with these things for about ten years, and couldn’t be 

sure.  

Using hand signals, Sam asked the guard to take him back upstairs.  



 

 

“I need to speak to someone who knows diamonds and would be in the market for a large 

stone,” he told the young banker with the broken English. He was promptly escorted back to the 

bank president’s office. The request was repeated in German. 

“Certainly,” the older man told him. “I will write down address now.” 

“No. I need him to come here. I can’t transport this stone. It’s far too valuable.” 

The banker’s big bushy eyebrows went up when he heard the translation. He picked up a 

phone and in a surprisingly short time, a man carrying a briefcase entered the bank. This man 

was introduced as a merchant whose specialty was rare gems. 

Sam was seated opposite the diamond merchant at the bank president’s desk as the man 

studied the stone through a loop. He produced an electronic scale and weighed it. Sam asked 

what it weighed. Twenty-five carats, he was told. Sam had not been far off. He had guessed 

twenty. 

During all this time, he had spoken to Sam only through the interpreter. Now he turned 

directly to Sam and spoke flawless, though heavily accented, English. 

“I am Andrew Schwartz. I represent investors interested in quality gems,” he said as he 

extended his hand for the first time. Sam had the impression that had the stone been smaller, or 

less valuable, the man would have left without even speaking to him. Sam felt a little annoyed at 

what, in Sam’s mind, was patent snobbery. 

“Samuel Mahoy. Pleased to meet you,” he replied without smiling, and shook his hand. Sam 

had associated with enough hoity-toity diamond merchants to know how to deport himself. 

“You may not be aware that I sold this stone to your wife. It was almost twenty years ago, I 

think.” 

“I didn’t know that,” Sam admitted, leaning forward in astonishment, his eyes wide. 

Mr. Schwartz made a dismissive gesture with his hand. “Almost all stones of this quality go 

through my hands at some point. I remember your wife well. She is a beautiful woman. I believe 

she said she was on her honeymoon at the time. I remember envying her new husband. I hope 

she is well.” 

All this was startling to Sam. They had stopped in Switzerland on their honeymoon for three 

days. He had no idea when she had been out of his sight for more than a few minutes. It was a 

mystery he would not be able to unravel in this life. 

“Princess died about twelve years ago,” Sam said quietly. 

“Such a pity.” Mr. Schwartz said something in German and the other two men expressed 

regret in words incomprehensible to him, but in tones quite plain to understand. At least one of 

the old bankers remembered Princess. Sam was beginning to think his former wife was a greater 

mystery than he had ever suspected. 



 

 

“It makes sense then that you are here after the gem. She mentioned it was part of her estate. 

She expected at that time to hold the stone for a long time, as I recall.” 

“She died quite unexpectedly,” Sam said. At least, he had not expected it, Sam thought 

grimly, despite how many times Princess had tried to tell him. 

“Quite tragic, I’m sure. What do you wish to do with this gem? Do you wish to sell it?” His 

voice was steady. Sam knew he was a shrewd business man, probably quite wealthy, and 

certainly anxious to turn a profit from this transaction. He also knew he was not “inside” the 

diamond industry, or he would not be buying and selling stones this way.  

“I wish to sell, if the price is right,” Sam replied just as steadily.  

“I have a buyer who will give you half-a-million American dollars in cash. I can have the 

papers drawn up in just a few minutes.” 

“That won’t be necessary. I won’t be selling it to you.” 

The man leaned forward, his eyes narrowing. “May I ask why?” 

“Because you think me a fool,” Sam replied evenly.  

 The man’s eyebrows shot up. He steepled his hands under his chin and looked Sam squarely 

in the eyes. “My apologies. I did not mean to insult you. Perhaps you can suggest a price?” 

Sam had only a vague idea of what its retail value was, but assumed Mr. Schwartz was 

hoping to double or triple his money. He was quite certain Princess had put him in a vice and 

squeezed all but the tiniest profit from him the first time. Mr. Schwartz was now apparently 

hoping to make happy amends for that event by stealing the stone back. 

“I will take four million,” Sam said. It even sounded high to him. 

“So, we trade insults,” the diamond merchant said cheerfully, then grew somber. Sam knew 

he had blown way over the mark. “You understand that I must wholesale the stone. You ask me 

for its high retail value. The best I can do is one.” 

“Since we’re insulting one another,” Sam responded. “Do you think your time so valuable 

that you must make a million dollars for an hour’s work? I will pay you for your time, and take 

the stone elsewhere,” Sam said as he rose to his feet. 

“Come, sit back down. We can do business yet. I will give you one and-a-half, no more.” 

Sam was still standing. He held out his hand for the stone. The diamond merchant looked at 

him as if in shock. 

“One and three-quarter million. You must understand that I may not be able to sell the stone 

for much more than that.” 

“You aren’t going to be selling it at all, so don’t worry about it. Please hand me the stone.” 



 

 

“Mister Mahoy, you have me cornered. I don’t think you understand the local diamond 

market, or you would accept my offer. Why do you refuse what is a reasonable offer? Don’t you 

trust me?” 

“It may be reasonable. And, no I don’t trust you. I intend to verify that it is a fair offer, then I 

intend to sell it to someone I trust. I’m in no hurry to sell to you or anyone else. It’s sat in this 

vault for over twenty years, as you are aware. I will have the stone appraised by two reputable 

houses, and then sell it to a third. So…” 

“All right!” he nearly shouted. “I went through something similar to this when I sold it to 

your lovely wife, God rest her. For one so beautiful, she was more ruthless than a bandit. She 

must have gotten it from you.”  

Sam sat back down. He could almost see the wheels turning in his head. “I will give you two 

million. One million today, and One million after I sell the stone.” 

“I accept the price. But it must all be cash. As you suggested, I don’t trust you.” 

“You are a bandit,” he replied hotly. “I don’t have that much cash!” 

“Then give me the stone. I already told you, I’m in no hurry to sell.” 

Mr. Schwartz turned toward the two bankers. A flurry of words in German, and wild hand 

gestures passed between them before he turned back to Sam. His eyes seemed wary, but twinkled 

with exhilaration.  

“I will have two million deposited into your account. I have arranged for credit with this 

bank. Will that be acceptable?” he asked with just a hint of sarcasm. 

“It will,” Sam replied. “You may now draw up the papers.” 

After they had both signed, and the funds transferred, Sam said, “I just have one question?” 

“Yes, what is it?” the diamond merchant asked a little irritably. 

“Why didn’t you just offer me a fair price to begin with. I would have settled for one million 

if it had been your first offer.” 

It was probably the worst thing Sam could have told him. The diamond merchant slumped 

back in his chair, his face turning red. After Sam’s comment had been translated, the older 

banker laughed. Even at that, the diamond merchant would make more for his one hour’s 

bargaining than most Americans make in ten years of hard work. 

Sam left the bank about noon, two million dollars richer. He had to admit, it was not a bad 

morning’s work. He still had two days before his plane left for the US, and decided to spend the 

rest of the morning on a foot tour of Zurich. He was already in an older part of the city, and 

walked slowly down cobblestone streets, past fountains and buildings hundreds of years old. It 

seemed as if much in Switzerland had been built in the 1600’s or earlier. Most of the buildings 



 

 

were constructed of heavy wooden beams with plaster in between. Most were several stories tall. 

Many of the more elaborate buildings were constructed of stone. It felt to Sam as if he were 

walking through a picture postcard. In reality, the picturesque quality of that area of town was 

carefully maintained by law. 

It was more of a city square than a park he stumbled onto, but it was beautiful. He wished 

Melody were here with him. She had wanted to come, but they simply couldn’t afford it. Well, 

he smiled to himself, that would never again be the case. He couldn’t help thinking happy 

thoughts about blessings they could enjoy with this amazing windfall. He felt like the most 

blessed person alive. 

Sam walked around the large fountain in the center of the square. Two large, bronze horses 

squirted water from their nostrils as a hundred jets of water shot up at them from the sides of the 

fountain. A larger-than-life soldier stood on the backs of both horses, a foot on each dashing 

steed. One hand gripped the reins, the other held a sword high over his head. It was an awe-

inspiring work of art. Unable to read the time-darkened bronze plaque, Sam had no idea what it 

represented.  

“It’s beautiful, in a violent kind of way, isn’t it,” a man’s voice said beside him. Sam turned 

to voice his agreement, but his words were sucked from his lungs in astonishment.  

“Hello, Helaman” Sam finally managed to stammer. “I certainly didn’t expect to meet you 

here,” he said quite honestly. 

“No, I suppose you didn’t. It has been a while since that day high in Alaska’s beautiful 

mountains. You were surprised to see me there too, though perhaps less so than now.” The old 

man laughed in the same way Sam remembered well. His heart warmed, and it really did feel 

good to see him again. Sam had not given up hope of continuing his spiritual journey, but with 

all the challenges of life, a new marriage, and a new home, he had settled into a pattern of 

dogged obedience that didn’t seem to be propelling him upward at any great speed. 

Sam took some courage from Helaman’s happy demeanor, and stuck out his hand. To his 

delight the old man took it without hesitation. In a way, Sam was almost surprised to find the 

hand corporal, the grip firm. It was the first time they had actually been in physical contact. “Do 

you mind if I ask you a question?” Sam ventured. 

“That’s actually why I’m here,” Helaman replied, and took a seat on a bench facing the 

fountain. 

“Why do you look like an old man? I thought translation would make a person young again.” 

“I look exactly the age I was when I made my request of the Lord. I haven’t aged since that 

time.” 

“You carry a cane,” Sam observed. 

“Mostly out of habit. I used a cane most of my life – actually, beginning after I was killed by 

the Lamanites, and you sent me back!”  Helaman laughed again, his eyes pointedly upon Sam. 



 

 

“But, it comes in handy at times. Like the time I delivered your sweet wife from a group of street 

toughs in Wales many years ago.” 

“You knew Melody in England!?” Sam said, astonished. 

“Wales. She was in Wales.” 

“Wales then. You knew her there?” 

“My dear friend, I knew her well, and actually saved her life more than once. Ask her when 

you return without mentioning my meeting you here.” 

“But . . . how . . . I mean . . . I guess I should just say thank-you.” 

Helaman looked at Sam and smiled. “You are most welcome. It was a pleasure.” 

Sam’s mind spun furiously in this new information, failing to get a true purchase upon it. 

“So, this was during the same time you first met me in priesthood meeting?” 

“The same time. And, in answer to your next question, no, I didn’t know she was to become 

your future wife. All I knew was that I had been sent to protect her and see that she made her 

way to America.” 

Sam nodded, “which would have also given you to know that she was destined to become a 

member of your family.” 

Helaman smiled broadly. “You’re beginning to see the larger picture, my friend.” 

“Wow. Again, thank-you for protecting her. She is a true joy to me.” 

“It is my joy to serve you. And, it was a joy to see that you were Melody’s link to my 

posterity. Did you know that I attended your sealing in the temple?” 

“No kidding!” 

“Remember when the officiator said, in the presence of God . . .” 

Sam did remember. “Angels, and these witnesses. You were one of the angels!” Sam cried. 

“As was your former wife, your brother Jimmy, Melody’s mother and several others. It was a 

marvelous family event on both sides of the veil.” 

“I’m so grateful you told me. Thank-you! It warms my soul.” 

“You’re easy to impress,” Helaman said with a chuckle. “You haven’t seen anything yet – 

but you will. I’m sorry, but my time is limited. Is there anything else you wanted to ask me?” 

 “Oh, yes, I was wondering if you can change your appearance to look younger if you wanted 

to.” 



 

 

“Is that the best question you have for me?” Helaman asked, a note of gentle rebuff in his 

voice. 

“No. Actually, it was more for my curiosity. My real question is - what should I do next? I’m 

anxious to continue with my progression.” 

“That’s a better question,” he said approvingly. “It’s also a more difficult answer.” 

“Am I ready for it?” Sam asked, more of himself than of his visitor. 

“I’m here,” he answered simply. Sam nodded his understanding. He was ready to hear the 

answer. Whether he was ready to respond correctly was another question. 

“I have largely been engaged in the same field of labor for the last several centuries,” 

Helaman explained. Sam nodded. Several hundred years seemed a long time to Sam, yet by his 

calculation this faithful servant had been laboring somewhere for nearly two-thousand years. It 

was kind of mind-boggling. 

“What you have yet to learn is that we labor under many of the same constraints the Saints of 

this dispensation do.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“For example, we can’t use miracles to convince anyone of the truth of what we are saying.” 

“That makes perfect sense. Free agency would always have to be paramount.” 

The old man nodded thoughtfully. “Most of the progress we make occurs by natural means. 

If we build a church, just like you, it is paid for with real money, or built with the sweat of real 

brows.” 

“I think I see what you mean,” Sam said. “I suppose I had just assumed you did most of what 

you did by the power of the priesthood.” 

“Even Christ could work no miracles until after the people had faith. The laws haven’t 

changed.” 

“But, you have come to me a number of times. Each of your visits was a little miraculous. 

Aren’t those miracles?” 

“Yes, but would you say that my visits increased your faith, or caused you to be more faithful 

than you would have otherwise been?” 

Sam had to think about this. “I don’t think so, really. I didn’t have any greater faith after one 

of your visits than I had before. I think I may have had a greater determination to press forward. 

My understanding was certainly greater, but it didn’t improve my testimony.” 

“That’s right. I couldn’t have come otherwise. All blessings, all miracles, all angelic 

ministrations, all heavenly visitations, all visions or anything like unto it come after the person 



 

 

has faith, or when it will not cause a person to be greater, or more faithful than they otherwise 

would have been,” he said emphatically.  

“Then what are they for? I always kind of thought they were to do just exactly that.” 

“They are to inform and instruct. They almost always bring greater responsibilities, and 

consequently greater opposition into a person’s life. It is a great test to have a heavenly 

visitation. They are never given to build a person’s faith. They almost always end up challenging 

it significantly.” 

“I hadn’t ever considered that.” 

“Few people do, and ask for things they are not prepared to receive. For this reason, almost 

all we do comes to pass by natural means, rather than through miracles.” 

“I’m beginning to think your job is harder than what most people think it is. Most people see 

translated beings like angels who can use miracles to accomplish their work with little effort.” 

“We do work miracles – lots of them. But, most of our miracles are never seen by mortals. It 

is a miracle that I stand here at this moment, having mere minutes ago been on a different 

continent. It is a miracle that everyone here in this park can see me, but none will remember it, or 

anything they may have heard of our conversation. It is a miracle that when I leave here in a few 

minutes a hundred people will see me disappear from before their eyes, and none will observe or 

question it. Many such miracles occur unobserved by mortals.  

“The miracles that are seen all come after the people have faith sufficient to behold them. For 

the most part, our work is to bring our posterity to the level of righteousness that their faith is 

sufficiently strong to work the miracles themselves.” 

Sam nodded. “Just as it is within the earthly church. I thought you said your work was to 

minister to people like myself who had qualified for certain blessings,” Sam said, trying to 

remember the words exactly. 

“That’s the fun part of my assignment. What actually occupies most of my time is something 

quite different, and exponentially broader. We are working to prepare the world for the Savior’s 

return.” 

“Who are you preparing? Are they your posterity also?” 

“Good questions!  In our family, there is a long tradition of righteousness, and many laborers. 

Because our family is in order, we also spend much of our time laboring among the people in 

general, preparing the world at large for Christ’s return. But, when the needs of the family arise, 

such things take great priority.” 

Sam pondered this before saying: “That’s all very interesting, but why are you telling me all 

this?” 



 

 

“I’m telling you this so you can begin your participation in the mission you will eventually 

labor in.” 

“I’m anxious to begin,” Sam responded enthusiastically. “What do you need me to do?” 

“I have been laboring for nearly a century to prepare a branch of the tribe of Levi to leave 

their homes and travel to Zion. They are very poor people, and it is difficult for them because 

they have such limited means.” 

“How can I help? What do you need?” 

“Two million dollars,” he replied, his eyes steadily upon Sam. 

Without hesitation Sam pulled a slip of paper from his wallet, wrote the name of the bank 

and account number, and handed it to the man. With a Swiss numbered account, that was all that 

was needed. To know the number was to own the money in the account. 

“That will take care of it,” Sam said, a look of satisfaction on his face. “I just acquired it 

today, and just in the nick of time it appears.” 

“Are you sure you want to give all that away? Don’t you need to talk to Melody first?” 

“I’ll explain it to her when I arrive home. She’ll understand. She’ll agree with my decision.” 

“You can’t mention me, or where the money went. I’m sorry, but that’s the way it has to be.” 

“She’ll understand, I know she will.” 

“Then, I am extremely grateful to you. This will be a great blessing to those people.” His 

voice was heavy with emotion, which amazed Sam in a way. Some part of him had imagined 

angels to be somehow aloof, or immune, from the trials of those among whom they ministered. 

Sam sensed in Helaman’s words a heavy emotional investment in their welfare. 

“I’m very grateful I even had it. I hope it’s enough.” 

“It’s exactly enough. God bless you,” Helaman said earnestly as he stood. 

“He already has,” Sam replied. He watched his visitor walk away from him toward the 

fountain. Sam watched him walk into a crowd of people on the far side of the square, but didn’t 

see him walk out. Sam was not at all surprised. He stood there, a strange feeling resting upon 

him. He was both very happy, and very – the feeling didn’t have a name, but was somewhat like 

being suddenly orphaned, and not entirely unhappy about it. 

The morning of his departure from Switzerland Sam stopped by the bank to check the 

account. The balance was exactly zero. He closed the account. The only thing left from the bank 

was a single piece of paper with Princess’s flowery script upon it. 

All during his flight home he kept replaying the events of this trip in his mind. It had been so 

happily unexpected to be wealthy again. For a few brief hours, he had fantasized what he might 



 

 

do with so much money. Then, just as suddenly it was gone. Yet, it was happily gone, and he had 

parted with it without even having to consider his actions. It was simply what was right, and 

therefore, what he wanted to do. Still, it was a lot of money to just hand away, and a tiny part of 

him felt emptied by its sudden departure.  

Just as profoundly, he wondered what he would tell Melody. Of course, it would be the truth, 

but what part of the truth? He couldn’t tell her about Helaman, or where the money had gone, so 

how could he possibly explain it to her so she would understand?  

Sam knew it would be much easier to not mention the money at all, but that would be too 

small a portion of the truth. He was still pondering this as he walked up the jetway in Anchorage, 

and saw Melody’s happy face in the crowd. She was holding Sammy, and pointing happily with 

his little hand toward “Daddy.” It warmed his heart, and increased his dilemma. The loss of so 

much might well be a greater test for her than it had been for him. It was pretty easy to hand over 

millions of dollars when an angel asks you for it. It’s harder to understand when all you know is 

that it no longer exists. 

They were lying in bed. Sam loved the way Melody fit into the curvature of his side. It was 

as if she had been molded by a master craftsman to reside there. He held her affectionately, 

wondering how to answer her last question. 

“So, what are we going to do with all that money?” she had just asked him, a note of 

childlike wonder in her voice. He had just finished telling her of selling the diamond. When she 

got excited she rubbed her feet back and forth against each other, just as she was doing now. 

“Do you care what we do with it?” Sam asked experimentally, still unsure how to tell her 

without mentioning his heavenly visitor. 

“Certainly,” she replied emphatically. “It could really help us, and help your music, and my 

music, and Sammy’s college fund, and repay your parents what we owe, and think of the 

blessings of the tithing, and possibly a scholarship for gifted students, or poor children, or 

whatever. The possibilities are fantastic!” 

“What if I decided to do something with the money that had nothing to do with our family’s 

needs?” he asked, not knowing what else to say. 

Melody’s feet stopped moving. He felt her head turn up against his shoulder, toward his face, 

then back down again. “I guess it’s really not our money, is it?” she said somewhat resolutely. 

“Well, of course it’s our money! Anything I have is yours as much as mine.” 

“I know you feel that way, and I love you for it. But, you misunderstood me,” she said 

soberly. “I mean it’s really the Lord’s. I can’t imagine us having that much money. We don’t 

honestly need it, you know. So, I would be inclined to think this was more of a test, to see if 

we’ll do something righteous with the money. What do you think?” 

“I’m absolutely sure you’re right,” he replied a little too emphatically. Her feminine radar 

caught that, and she perked up. 



 

 

She sat up in bed, pulling the blankets with her until he was almost without covers. She 

turned to kneel beside him, her knees touching his side. Her expression was inscrutable, and he 

was quite sure he was in big trouble.  

“Sam?” 

“Oh no, I’ve had it now,” he thought to himself. “What is it, my love?” his lips actually said. 

“I just want to know one thing?” she said seriously. 

“All right. Just one,” he said, trying to interject some humor into what felt like a grim 

situation. Many a marriage had been torn apart by the loss of a whole lot less money than he had 

given away. His heart felt burdened as he waited for her to reply. 

“I’m serious,” she replied forcefully. 

“OK. What do you want to know?” 

“Do you still have the money?” 

“No,” he answered without hesitation. She studied him intently for a long minute. 

“Well, then that brings up one more question,” she replied finally as her eyes narrowed. He 

thought he knew what it would be, and it was the very question he didn’t know how to answer. 

He prayed for help, and waited uncomfortably. 

“Is the Lord pleased with where the money went?” she asked after some consideration. Her 

question so startled him that he sat up also.  

They were nearly nose-to-nose when he said, “More so, I believe, than with anything I have 

ever done before.” 

“Then, I’m pleased too,” she said happily, and leaned forward to kiss him affectionately. 

“I have one more question,” Sam said. 

“What?” Melody responded playfully. 

“Were you ever in Wales?” 

“Oh, yes. It was where I landed after escaping from Rhodesia.” 

“I thought you went to England,” Sam said. 

“I probably just referred to it as England. It was actually in Wales. I think the city was called 

Swansea.” 

Sam pondered this for a moment, curiosity gnawing at his mind. “It must have been 

terrifying, smuggling away into a strange country.” 



 

 

“It was, but not for so long. I met this wonderful old man who helped me.” 

Sam sat up. “What was he like.” 

“He was maybe in his sixties, and walked with a cane. But, the funny thing was, he’d 

occasionally walk without a limp.” Melody chuckled at the memory. “You want to know what 

else was strange?  He never told me his name. Can you imagine that?” 

“He was probably an angel or something,” Sam said ironically. 

“He was an angel to me. I think he saved my life, probably more than once.” 

Sam shook his head. “I hope we get the chance to thank him some day.” 

“Me too, Sam. What’s that strange look on your face?” 

“I was just thinking how beautiful you are.” He leaned forward and kissed her tenderly. 

“More please,” she said, imitating Sammy’s voice as he pulled away. 

In May the following year, Sam and Melody moved to Utah. They found a small split level-

home in South Jordan, and moved their battered possessions in. The winter had not been 

especially good for music sales, and their finances were exhausted by the time they settled in. 

They had spent every dime of their savings on the down payment of the home, and had borrowed 

money against future royalties from music sales to finance the move. Still, it was an exciting 

time. Sam’s mom and dad had relocated to Utah the previous fall, so now the family was once 

again close together.  

It seemed wonderful to have his siblings, Emily and Cheryl, Benjamin, the twins Angela and 

Beth and his youngest sister, Rachel (now with four kids of her own) so close. One of them 

stopped by or called almost every day. It was especially sweet to see how graciously they 

accepted Melody and Sammy into their hearts. Sammy, now six years old, grew especially fond 

of his extended family, and soon birthday parties and sleepovers were overflowing with little 

cousins. 

Out of necessity, Sam began looking for a job. Now in his mid-forties, few companies 

considered him imminently employable. He refused to be discouraged, and eventually found a 

wonderful position. Even though it was a night job, it was more perfect than any other he had 

ever imagined. 

Sam showed up for the first shift of work at seven p.m. He was introduced to five other 

workers and assigned a locker. They talked quietly as they dressed in their white uniforms. He 

followed them through a short subterranean passageway and into the building he would be 

cleaning.  

“Brother Mahoy,” his supervisor, Brother Tatum, said as the others filed off to their assigned 

jobs. “Welcome to the Salt Lake Temple. I hope your job here is as rewarding as mine has been.” 

It was eight p.m. and the temple was closed for the night. 



 

 

“I can’t believe I’m here,” Sam said. “I somehow thought the temple was so holy it didn’t get 

dirty.”  

Brother Tatum chuckled. “I’ve heard that before,” he said. “It is holy, and we treat it that 

way. Even when we are using a noisy vacuum in the most holy parts of it, we are reverent. We 

don’t laugh or tell jokes, play pranks, run, or anything that would be disrespectful.” 

“I understand,” Sam said. 

“I’m sure you understand on one level, and I don’t expect more than that for right now.” 

“I thought I understood, but now I’m not sure I do,” Sam amended his answer. 

Again, Brother Tatum chuckled quietly. They were still standing just inside the temple, near 

the sealing rooms. Sam recognized the room where he and Melody had been sealed not so many 

years before. “Let me just say that the temple is in use 24 hours a day.” 

“Oh, you mean the Brethren hold meetings here at night?” That would explain the need to be 

extra circumspect at all hours. 

“Occasionally, but that’s not what I mean. What I mean is, it’s in use 24 hours a day. It’s 

used for sacred things on both sides of the veil. Just be aware that we are in the busiest building 

on this planet. It bridges two worlds, our natural world, and the world of spirits.” 

“I sort of understand,” Sam said. 

“If you work here very long, you’ll understand completely. Come on. Let me show you what 

needs to be done. Each new employee starts by cleaning the temple annex rooms. I’ll show you 

the ropes.” 

Sam loved his new job, and looked forward to each new day. It was true that he was a janitor, 

but he was a janitor in God’s Temple, and it pleased him. With his background in electrical and 

instrumentation, he also did many small electrical jobs, and eventually was called upon to 

supervise electrical renovations done by crews brought in for that purpose.  

Sam had dreaded working nights. He hadn’t had to do that since the pipeline days. More than 

just working nights, it was the separation from his family he dreaded. He hated being in bed 

while they were awake, and vice versa. Melody saw the dilemma too, and quietly adjusted her 

schedule to overlap his. She and Sammy stayed up late. Sammy went to bed at midnight, and 

Melody waited up until he came home at 2:30. She usually had a snack ready for him. They got 

ready for bed as they shared the events of their days. He loved telling her of the spiritual 

experiences he was having, and she loved hearing them. 

Just short of his first year at the temple, Sam was assigned to clean the endowment rooms. It 

was a wonderful change for him, and he had looked forward to it ever since he had learned that 

one “worked up” to cleaning the actual working rooms of the Temple. 



 

 

There was a special feeling of reverence as he pushed open the big arched doors into the 

Garden Room. He wheeled his cart of cleaners and waxes into the room. Even the cart, and the 

bottles on it were white. He pushed his vacuum in and found a plug behind a potted plant. He 

looked around for a long minute, not wishing to mar the silence with the whir of the vacuum. 

Finally, he clicked it on. He carefully worked down each row. There was no visible dirt, yet he 

felt a special need to make the room spotless. It was his contribution to the holiness he felt 

glowing within that room. 

At the front of the room he packed his things on the cart, and lifting the vacuum, climbed the 

three steps up to the big doors leading into the Telestial room. He pushed them open quietly, and 

began his work there. Even a more hushed feeling fell over him as he worked, and it seemed as if 

the whine of his vacuum was being swallowed up in an eternal vastness.  

Sam finished this room close to his break time, and decided to skip the break. His heart felt at 

peace working in these rooms, and leaving them seemed like labor, not rest.  

He rolled his cart to the steps leading to the Terrestrial room and stopped before the big 

arched door. He had never cleaned this room before, and felt a certain hesitation. This was the 

room where the veil of the temple was housed, and it seemed to him that eternity might be on the 

other side of the door. He lifted his vacuum in one hand and stepped up to the door, pushing it 

open. He took one step inside before he looked up, and quite unexpectedly found himself in a 

room full of people dressed in white. 

Nearest to him was a young man with long, blond hair. The young man turned toward him 

and smiled. He was dressed in a white suit of an archaic cut, and while the others in the room 

were seated, he was standing, and appeared to be officiating, or at least observing in an official 

capacity. A look of serenity and satisfaction was evident on his face. Sam let his eyes sweep 

across the room. No one else had noticed him, their eyes were fixed on a group of three men 

standing at the head of the room near the veil. Sam could not hear what they were saying, even 

though he could see they were speaking. He considered this due to the unusual acoustics of the 

temple. 

“Oh, excuse me,” Sam whispered. “I didn’t know the room was in use. I’ll come back later.” 

The man smiled, nodded and took a step toward the door, his hand out-stretched. Sam backed up 

as quietly as possible, making sure his equipment didn’t clank against the doorway. The young 

man quietly closed the door. 

Once outside, he stood for a moment considering what he might do. He would have to go tell 

the supervisor that the room was in use, and get another assignment. The Terrestrial room just 

wouldn’t get cleaned tonight. He left, taking his equipment with him, and quiet unexpectedly 

found his supervisor coming toward him through the Garden room. 

“How’s it going Brother Mahoy?” he asked in his usual reverent voice. 

“I would be almost done, but the Terrestrial room is in use. No one told me, and I just barged 

in on them pushing my vacuum,” Sam admitted, still feeling a little embarrassed. 

“Really?” Brother Tatum asked. “Let’s go check.” 



 

 

“But, I already disturbed them once,” Sam said. Still he followed his supervisor to the big 

doors.  

Brother Tatum quietly pushed open the door not much more than a foot, just wide enough for 

Sam to see inside.  

The room was empty. 

“But?” Sam stammered. “They were… I was… I just . . .” He stopped to collect his wits. 

Brother Tatum had quietly closed the door. “Well, I guess I might just as well finish it now,” 

Sam finally mumbled, and lifted his vacuum. He was afraid the boss might suspect he had made 

it up to get out of cleaning the room. 

Brother Tatum held up a hand, standing directly between him and the door. “Let’s just leave 

it for now.” 

Brother Tatum took charge of his cart, and Sam carried the vacuum until they were standing 

in the service hallway outside the Telestial room. “I don’t understand,” Sam told him once they 

were outside. “Why didn’t you want me to finish the room?” 

“Like you said, you already disturbed them once.” 

“So, you do believe me, that there really were people in there,” Sam said somewhat 

triumphantly. 

“Of course I do. It’s not at all uncommon.” 

“I’m not even sure what I saw in there,” Sam admitted meekly after a moment of silence. 

“Yes, you are,” his supervisor said, “You just haven’t seen it before. The first time takes a 

little while to believe your eyes. Most of the rest of us have seen it before, and we just quietly 

leave. Sometimes we don’t even mention it to the other workers unless it’s to keep them away 

too. It’s a sacred experience to be allowed to see.” 

“You really believe me,” Sam repeated again. 

 “Of course I do. That’s the reason I was coming down the hall, to tell you to leave that room 

undone tonight. I had a feeling it was in use.” 

Sam was quiet for a moment which he spent studying the restful pattern of the carpet under 

his feet. Finally, he looked up, and his boss was waiting patiently for him to speak. “Why did 

you open the door when you knew there were people using the room?” 

“So, you would know for certain that they were not mortals using the temple,” he said, and 

patted Sam on the shoulder. 

“I’m grateful you did. They looked just like normal people. I assumed they were just people.” 

“They were just people,” Brother Tatum corrected. 



 

 

“They sure were,” Sam agreed. “I’ll never think of spirits quite the same way after this.” 

“Now you understand,” his supervisor said poignantly. 

“Do I have to go home tonight?” Sam asked in a childlike voice. 

“Yes. Now let’s get you finished up so you can go home.” 

“Please?” he begged playfully. 

“Sorry, you have to go home, just like all the rest of us.” 

“Ok,” Sam said reluctantly. “But, I’m coming back early tomorrow.” 

“Now you understand,” his supervisor repeated quietly. 

Sam and Melody loved their new home, their new ward, and friends. They labored in many 

callings, and rejoiced in each of them.  

“Do you know what I like about working in the temple?” Sam asked Melody as they sat 

together in the early morning reading the Book of Mormon together.  Sammy would be getting 

up in a few minutes to get ready to school. Sam would not go to bed until after he was off to 

school, and would be awake and getting ready for work about the time he returned from school. 

“Let’s see,” Melody said, setting down her copy of the scriptures. “There must be a thousand 

things, like seeing angels, and feeling the Spirit while you work, and working with worthy men.” 

“That’s all true. But, I was thinking of something else.” 

“Please tell me,” she urged. 

“I’m not sure I can put it in just one sentence.” 

“I’m no real hurry,” she assured him. 

“It has to do with purity of heart,” Sam said, choosing his words carefully. 

“The pure in heart shall see God,” Melody rehearsed. 

“You know, I hadn’t made that connection. But, yes. But, you see it has been coming to me 

that this type of purity is not the same sense as mere absence of sin.” 

“Really?” 

“I don’t think so. The sense I’m getting is, that the purity which opens the doors of the veil is 

a purity far richer than sinlessness. It is a purity of principle and precept. It is to be purified of 

false belief and false concepts, to be filled with truth and light.” 

“I’m not sure I see what you mean.” 



 

 

“Well, it is a purity that cannot exist in the face of lies.” 

“Lies?” she asked. 

“Lies--like having the idea in your mind that you are unlovable, or that you are not good 

enough to be loved by God – even though you have repented.  The lies could be incorrect 

thoughts that place grand spiritual experiences beyond one’s own personal reach.  Believing even 

the smallest lie renders us impure, and thus unprepared to meet God.” 

Melody shook her head in astonishment. “You’re talking about a deep holiness, an infusion 

of truth so complete that it purifies on the most intimate levels, and replaces all darkness with 

light, and all fear with faith.” 

“My dear, that is better stated that I could have ever put it! Yes, that’s exactly it. It is the 

purity of coming to know and accept the closeness of heavenly beings, and the beholding of 

angels. It is the purity of the simple acceptance of your personal, endowed right to behold God 

and the workmanship of His hands, even in this life if it is the Lord’s will. It is the purity to 

possess faith to move mountains, faith to work miracles in His holy name, and faith to enjoy the 

perfect felicity of His love forever – worlds without end.” 

Melody leaned toward him. “It is to know that eternity is the safe harbor of your eternal 

companion’s love; to understand your place in the patriarchal priesthood, in the family of Christ, 

and in the eternal order of perfect, familial love. It is to rejoice day and night in His unending 

providence, and to send your voice to the heavens in strains of praise that ascend to the very 

throne of god.” 

Sam could not keep tears of joy from his eyes. “It is to find your eternal lover in this life, and 

to know your place with her is forever secure. It is to know your marriage is sealed in heaven, 

that it will endure forever. It is to know that more than my soul can even comprehend, I love 

you.” 

A tear slipped down Melody’s cheek. “I love you so much,” she whispered.  

Sam was halfway through his second year when he was given the task of cleaning the 

Celestial Room, and within the roped area around the Holy of Holies. As far as he knew, it was 

only cleaned several times a year. He did know that if the interior of the Holy of Holies ever got 

cleaned, someone besides his crew did it. 

He approached the holiest of all rooms on earth through a service hall covered with deep red 

carpet. One thing that impressed him was that even the service hallways, back rooms, and 

smallest closets were carefully finished and decorated every bit as beautifully as the main halls 

and great rooms everyone saw.  

He carefully vacuumed the hall and steps, opened the small arched door with a key, and let 

himself into the Celestial Room. The deep spiritual quality inside always made him feel as if he 

had stepped into someone else’s vision, almost as if he were vacuuming the sacred grove while 

Joseph was talking with the Father. He vacuumed the landing and the long stairs leading down to 

the floor of the room. As he worked, the nearer he got to the Holy of Holies, the more profoundly 



 

 

he felt the awkwardness of his being there. He always felt odd running a vacuum in sacred 

rooms, but here, tonight it was more pronounced. He chalked it up to his own sense of awe. 

Quite distinctly he had the feeling he should leave, and shrugged it off as his own 

nervousness. He continued to work around the steps until he was within a few yards of the roped 

off area. He was looking forward to stepping within that area for the first time in his life. 

Unexpectedly, Brother Tatum hurried into the room from the same door Sam had entered. He 

walked right up to Sam and switched off the vacuum. 

Brother Tatum’s face was actually pale. “We’ve got to leave. Now!” he whispered urgently. 

Sam knew enough to trust him, and hurriedly gathered up his things. Brother Tatum helped him 

out through the door, and quietly closed it. 

“What’s going on?” Sam asked, expecting an explanation something along the line that the 

prophet was coming into the temple. The only answer he got was a motion to follow him. Sam 

followed him to his office where Brother Tatum flopped into his chair. For the first time, Sam 

realized his boss was sweating profusely, and really was pale.  

“Brother Tatum, what’s wrong?” Sam asked urgently. Still it took a few minutes for him to 

calm down sufficiently to speak. 

“Brother Mahoy,” Brother Tatum began. “I was so startled, I almost choked.” 

“What is it?” Sam asked again, truly perplexed. 

“I was sitting here eating an Oreo cookie,” he said, “when a man I have never seen before 

opened the door to my office and stepped in. I was really surprised to see him standing there. He 

was dressed in a white suit like the temple officiators wear. I was about to ask him what he was 

doing there, because he’s definitely not on our crew, when he said, ‘Please go ask Brother 

Mahoy to leave the Celestial Room. The Lord is coming tonight.’  

“I was so startled that I dropped my cookie on the desk. I glanced down and right back up, 

and he was gone. I hadn’t looked down more ’n a second. Needless to say, I jumped up and came 

running to get you. My heart’s still fluttering in my ribs,” he said, patting his chest and breathing 

deeply. 

Sam nodded. “I had a feeling like I should leave, but chalked it up to my own sense of awe at 

being in the Celestial Room so near the Holy of Holies.” 

“Any time you feel like you should leave – just leave. Don’t make the Lord send an angel to 

tell me to come get you,” he said loudly in mock sternness. “It’s too hard on my heart!” 

“Yes, sir,” Sam responded emphatically. After a moment’s thought he asked, “I wonder why 

he didn’t send that angel directly to me?” 

Brother Tatum thought about this for a moment before replying. “I think because they 

observe the line of authority in all things, even in custodial work.” 



 

 

“Good. I was worried perhaps I wasn’t worthy,” Sam said. 

“Actually, it was I who wasn’t worthy.” 

“But you’re the one who saw the angel.” 

“Right. It took an angel opening the door to my office to get my concentration off of an Oreo 

cookie. That’s not what I’d really call in tune, would you?” 

“I felt the feeling, but I didn’t respond to it. I think I need to work on obedience,” Sam said, 

mostly to himself. They both sat in silence for a minute. 

“Well, all I can say is, I do love my job,” Brother Tatum said with a broad smile. They both 

knew exactly what he meant. 

The effect all these things had upon Sam was to change his perception of spiritual things. 

Where previously the unseen world of spirituality had been an insubstantial, almost mist-like 

concept, it was now one of solidity. He had shaken hands with a heavenly minister, and spoken 

with him as normally as one might speak to a friend. He had seen a room full of spirit beings as 

substantial in his eyes as any sacrament meeting congregation. He ceased to think in terms of 

“us” and “them,” and began to think of them as one with us in the great work of the latter days. 

No longer were they “angels in heaven,” they were “angels among us.” 

Almost imperceptibly Sam’s faith changed from belief to irrefutable knowledge. He simply 

knew concerning them, and his knowledge was more powerful than any faith, and a key in the 

massive door separating man from eternity. Without even understanding why, or how, he turned 

the key, and found the door feather-light upon divinely oiled hinges. 

He looked forward to each evening he came to work, but mostly appreciated the 

opportunities to go into areas of the temple not even the temple workers visited. Such was the 

opportunity that befell him the evening marking his fiftieth birthday. 

Brother Tatum knew it was Sam’s birthday, and had a special assignment for him. “There is 

still a lot of the temple you have not seen,” he told Sam. “You’ve been on the third floor and 

worked in the rooms set aside for the Quorum of the Twelve, and the First Presidency. You’ve 

cleaned the Assembly Hall, and nearly every ordinance room. There is one area you have never 

been. It needs a good cleaning.”  

Following Brother Tatum’s direction, he took the east hall past the service door into the 

Celestial Room. He took a stair to his right up seven steps and stopped before a heavy door. This 

opened into a long hallway that went entirely around the outer wall of the Temple. In each corner 

of the building was a small multi-sided, nearly round-shaped room. His task was to open and 

clean all four rooms and the connecting halls. 

He vacuumed the long halls, enjoying the solitude and rich spirit there, enjoying the power of 

nearly perfect prayer as he labored in the house of the Lord. He came to the first room and found 

the right key on the special key ring he had received for this task. When he opened the door he 

was surprised to find himself no longer alone. 



 

 

“Hello,” Sam said quietly. 

“Brother Mahoy. It’s such a great pleasure to see you again.” The old Nephite stood from 

where he had been sitting in one of the white velvet chairs lining the outer wall of the room, and 

stepped up to him. He opened his arms and embraced him. Sam felt his heart flood with joy. 

Once again, he was pleased to find his heavenly friend very solid in his embrace. 

“I’m so pleased to meet you here,” Sam told him with great warmth. “I have missed you.” 

“And I you,” his friend said, and motioned toward a seat beside him. Sam turned it so they 

were facing one another.  

Sam spoke first.  “I have anxiously awaited your next visit. It has been three years, I think. I 

have felt my life slipping away, and was beginning to fear I haven’t yet achieved all that is 

expected of me. I hope you’ve come to teach me more. I’m so anxious to learn my duties.” 

“Brother Mahoy, I’ve come to share with you the most wonderful part of my mission on this 

earth. Every once in a while it becomes our privilege to stand with someone as they experience 

the greatest blessing available to mortal man.” This he said with a sense of wonder and joy. 

Sam understood.  “Am I ready? Finally, am I ready? I can hardly believe I’m worthy. I’m so 

weak at times, and I flounder on the simplest things.” 

The Nephite smiled.  “No mortal is perfect in this life,” he reminded him. “It isn’t possible, 

or expected. What is expected is flawless obedience. It is true you are not perfect, but you are 

obedient. In this respect you have been true and faithful in all things, and now I am here to give 

you your final instructions.” 

“What is it you will teach me?” Sam asked, barely able to believe how blessed he was. He 

was actually sitting before a messenger from God in the holy temple, on the very cusp of 

learning some great and eternal truth. His whole sole resonated with joy unspeakable. 

“I am here to instruct you in how to part the veil,” Helaman said, his eyes alight with joy. 

“I am ready,” Sam heard himself say almost as if he were listening to someone else. It 

surprised him how ready he felt, given that just moments before he felt himself unworthy. Yet on 

this subject, more than any other, he was most desirous of knowledge, and had sought this 

blessing with all his soul. This very thing had been the focus of his fasting and prayer for 

decades. 

For the next hour they knelt in that small room, and Sam was taught the method whereby 

every being from Adam onward had parted the veil. Sam felt as if he were caught up into another 

world, and it seemed as if the little room grew larger until the walls were so far distant as to be 

imperceptible. 

Finally, still kneeling, Helaman turned until they faced the same direction. Helaman bowed 

his head and spoke in a voice of quiet authority. The fabric of the air seemed to coalesce and part 

vertically. As it parted, a beam of light streamed outward, illuminating Helaman’s form. Sam 



 

 

heard a rich chiming as if a massive, divine bell had rung a long way off. It pealed three times. 

Helaman stood, as did Sam. 

Sam heard a voice of rich and deep timber so filled with love he instantly knew from whom it 

came. He felt both awed to immobility, and as anxious as a child on Christmas morning. He 

stepped forward just as his Nephite friend moved aside to reveal an opening in the air from 

which emanated a light of such exquisite whiteness as to defy all description. Under any other 

circumstances he would have been blinded by the incredible intensity of the light. Yet, its 

startling brightness was pleasant and healing to behold. The opening continued to expand until it 

was the size of a man.  

Within the light Sam could discern a man walking slowly toward him. The masculine form, 

the power, the grace, the emanation of vast, eternal love was all familiar to Sam from a long-

forgotten memory. His soul began to sing in harmony with a vast symphony of love he had 

previously known and loved. His heart took flight, his head seemed to become weightless, and 

his arms lifted as if on their own. High over his head his arms rose, then outward in an expanded 

reach to his sides in a natural action as if opening himself to the greatest possible exposure to the 

light. As he did this he felt the light amplify, warming first his skin, then his muscles, then his 

bones, then passing through him as if he were transparent. As it passed through him it took 

something with it, as if washing away things impure and unneeded. He wondered if he had just 

passed from mortal life, and didn’t care.  

Sam suddenly understood that now, this instant of his life, was the fulfillment of everything 

he had worked for a billion years or longer. More as a memory than a thought, he understood 

how long he had labored, how many years, centuries, millennia he had sought to bring himself to 

this very moment. The sheer eternal significance of this moment both weighed upon him with 

almost planetary mass, and buoyed him to perfect weightlessness. 

The nearer the personage in the light came toward him, the greater was Sam’s 

comprehension of the vast and perfect love that surrounded him. He comprehended things not 

previously even contemplated. And, these all came to him not as new knowledge, but as 

memories, long forgotten, yet previously cherished. 

Sam willingly allowed the light to penetrate him. He rejoiced in it, and every impurity it 

burned from his soul lightened his mortality until he no longer even knew if he was alive. Yet, he 

felt more alive than at any point in his life. 

Perhaps it was mere seconds, perhaps several eternities that passed before the personage 

stepped through the opening before him and into the small room. Had he been able to see from 

Helaman’s vantage, he would have seen that Sam had become equally as brilliant as the being 

walking toward him. At long last, Sam had become like Him, as the scriptures promised. It 

would be vast millennia before Sam would even began to approach the glory and perfection of 

his glorious visitor. But, for this instant in time, because of the vast elevating power of the Spirit 

of God, and the infinite cleansing power of the atonement, Sam had become sufficiently like He 

who is perfect, that the veil no longer served a purpose, and the glorious promises were fulfilled 

in his behalf. 



 

 

Sam gazed up into His eyes, for He was taller than Sam. His face was as familiar to him as 

his own. He knew His name, His sovereignty, His glory perfectly. And yet, Sam was not even 

able to open his mouth to utter His precious name. 

“Samuel, my son,” the Savior said and held open His arms. His voice was like the movement 

of a mighty wave, or the rushing of a river. It was vast, eternal, yet melodic and peaceful, and it 

penetrated Sam’s soul to its very core.  

Sam could stay himself no longer, and simply rushed into His arms with such joy that he felt 

aflame, as if he were literally being consumed by joy. He felt the familiar contour of his Lord’s 

chest, and the once-loved shape and strength of His arms as He wrapped them lovingly around 

Sam. 

“My Lord!” Sam exclaimed with great feeling. “My Master!” During all this time the Lord 

held him tightly as Sam’s tears fell on the Master’s chest. Sam felt such love flowing from his 

beloved Savior that he was completely overwhelmed until it felt as if the very marrow of his 

bones had melted. 

Strength was quickly slipping from him, and he slid to his knees, overcome with powerful 

emotion. He saw the feet of the Savior of the world, ran his fingers across the prints of the nails, 

and bathed them in tears and kisses. 

Finally, the Savior raised him by his shoulders and held him at a short distance. Sam gazed 

into those eyes so blue they seemed to be flames of fire, as if all eternity were contained within 

them. Sam noted how familiar His face was, yet how different from all paintings he had ever 

seen. The Lord’s face was more masculine, more graceful and perfect than any painting could be 

made by the hand of man. His hair was far too golden to be rendered in any hue of paint. His 

robe was the purest white, open slightly, and tied at the waist with a sash as brilliant as lightning. 

“Samuel, I want to thank you for so many kind deeds you have done in my name. I love you, 

and I have come to bless you and your posterity for all eternity. I have come to fulfill the 

promises I have made to you, and to fulfill the covenants we made before the world was.” 

“Thank you, my Lord,” Sam said, astonished that the first words from his Savior’s lips were 

words of thanks, thanks to him. Sam was barely able to speak around the lump in his throat. 

“You have proven yourself true and faithful in all things,” He said gently. “You have served 

me faithfully despite every trial. How wonderful it is that you have found the faith and obedience 

to join the faithful of many generations in this glorious accomplishment. Henceforth, Samuel, my 

son, you are redeemed from the fall, for you are brought back into my presence. This day you 

have entered into my rest, and that rest shall be glorious. Never again shall the adversary have 

power over you; his temptations shall never again divert or confuse you. In all things you have 

triumphed through me, and my joy is full because of you.” 

Sam was only able to stand because of the strength he felt flowing into his body from the 

Savior’s hands upon his shoulders. He wanted to shout praises, to sing some new and glorious 

song, to write vast, eternal music, to stand upon the housetops and proclaim the glory of the 

Lord. More than all that, he wanted to stay where he was at this very moment for all eternity. 



 

 

The Savior smiled, and Sam knew he understood these deep longings of his soul, and 

delighted in them. He felt a new wave of love wash over him. 

“What do you desire of me, my son?” the Lord asked him. Sam’s heart knew this was an 

invitation to seek knowledge. 

“I know I am a weak man, and I pray thou will forgive me if I ask amiss,” Sam began. 

“Ask whatsoever you will,” He replied with a loving smile. 

“I wish to see the workmanship of Thy hands. I want to know Thy glory first hand, and to 

know Thy perfection, so I will have power to proclaim Thy majesty to all who will hear me. I 

long to know Thee and all Thou hast done for me, that I might worship Thee in righteousness 

and in truth.” 

“Look,” the Master said, turning Sam slightly to his right, and pointing in the same direction. 

Where once had been a wall, Sam now saw a vast emptiness. He sensed its scope, its unending 

vastness, and even with the full glory of the Lord upon him, found it difficult to comprehend. As 

he watched, he saw a place filled with uncountable spirits, each searching for greatness far 

beyond themselves. He watched as they were loved and taught. How his heart thrilled to see 

them learn, to rejoice in truth, to marvel at such beauty made known in love. He saw himself and 

loved ones among those that were spirits. 

Sam then beheld the formation of a great Council, and watched as the numberless spirit 

children of heavenly parents gathered to a single place. Sam looked and beheld that they 

stretched on seemingly forever, beyond the limitations of even perfect sight. They came to hear 

the formation of Father’s plan to fulfill their greatest desire.  

Having lived for billions of years in the presence of perfected, exalted parents whom they 

loved, everyone present desired more than any other thing to become like Them. Sam watched as 

one exalted being more powerful and glorious than all the rest stood forth. Sam felt his heart soar 

with joy at the familiar sight of the Father of his soul. Had he been able to, he would have rushed 

into his Father’s arms in joy. He felt a wave of reverence, love, and joy wash through all 

assembled. It was as if he were there, and he felt his soul joining his brothers and sisters in 

singing a glorious song of praise and joy. 

The plan was set forth. There was a way, a plan eternal in origin, whereby they might prove 

themselves, acquire a body of glorious flesh, and become like the very Father of heaven and 

earth. How great was the shout of joy which burst spontaneously from them. Sam profoundly felt 

their joy. The thought thundered through his mind, “We can become like Father! We can become 

like Father!…” over and over it echoed in his soul, and he rejoiced as never before, aware that all 

creation was rejoicing with him. 

As the plan was described, fear swept across the vast throng. There would be failure. Some 

would not return. A single sin, a small omission, an act of weakness would disqualify them from 

their eternal reward. How bleakly Sam felt the eternal weight of that loss, for all there knew no 

one could live up to such high ideals. 



 

 

But, wait, what was this? A savior would come? One who would take upon himself those 

very sins? We can be forgiven, and still become like Father? It’s true! It’s true! We can succeed! 

We can become like Father! Oh how glorious the joy, how supreme the wonder, how sweet the 

truth. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” he felt his soul resounding. “Hosanna! Hosanna! Hosanna!” they all 

shouted with one voice, and the very fabric of eternity cried back, “Hosanna! Hosanna! Hosanna! 

to God, and the Lamb!”  

They would go, and earth would be their temporary home. They would be faithful, fearless, 

repentant, and they would be saved by the love of one so perfect that He himself would suffer for 

their sins. It was a perfect plan, and once again all rejoiced with a single voice.  

The panorama shifted into starry darkness. Distant suns and planets slipped by at incredible 

speeds until the image stopped at an area of space littered by unformed matter. Before him, Sam 

saw a vast repository of broken and twisted elements. The largest of these was the size of a 

planet. It was twisted and lifeless, sitting motionless in the emptiness of this planetary graveyard. 

Sam watched the great Jehovah and many others move to organize, to reclaim the unformed 

and the reformed. The creator and His laborers brought with them a spiritual pattern, an earth, 

created of spirit stuff, perfect and pristine. They positioned it in a place amidst the matter and 

commanded all to be like the spiritual pattern. Creative powers, which to Sam’s eyes appeared to 

be light so dense it had mass and form, worked upon the elements and they obeyed the call. 

Layer upon layer of matter assumed its place within the pattern, and the earth began to form. 

Astonishment grew in Sam’s mind. All that occurred, all the power that was expended, all the 

genius that was referenced, came from the Son of God, who at this moment stood beside Sam in 

the temple. Yet, in the vision before him, the Son of God stood foremost in the creative periods. 

Christ was the Creator; yet every creative act was attended by millions of laborers, organized and 

sent forth to execute the will of the Master. Sam realized with an electric start that he had been 

one of those. 

When the earth was finally assembled from the unformed matter, Sam realized with sudden 

understanding that the matter from which the earth had been formed was precious and loved, that 

it had been used many times before, on many similar worlds, and that this would be the last, and 

the greatest of them all. When the work was completed, it was pronounced very good. 

In each successive stage, further spiritual patterns were brought, and increasingly finer matter 

was organized around it. Trees, flowers, grasses and grains, then animals and insects and every 

form of life were organized this way.  

Sam had no way to estimate the time involved as man would reckon it, but it was vast. When 

the earth was finally complete, and all life was upon the earth, man and woman, in their time, 

took their place in God’s newborn world. 

The vision changed rapidly, and time swiftly progressed. Sam watched the Savior of 

mankind take His place among men. Sam saw Him born in the lowly manger, and felt his own 

soul sing as the angels announced the Christ child’s birth. Sam watched His childhood with 

reverent wonder, and saw Him as a young man growing in grace and truth. He marveled at His 



 

 

humility, and singular wisdom. Sam laughed at Jesus’ gentle humor, was much amazed at His 

understanding and vast knowledge.  

Sam wept as he beheld His sorrows and pains. He watched Him teach with love and power, 

not as others taught, but in truths only a few could comprehend. Sam felt frustration as he 

watched the Son of God struggle against evil, darkened minds, yet still teach them with such 

plainness as they could endure. Sam wept as His closest friends and family denied and 

abandoned Him. Sam’s soul cried in triumphed as Jesus found the worthy few, and taught them, 

and bestowed upon them the great blessings now familiar to himself. 

Sam suddenly found himself standing in a garden of stunted trees and large stones. For a 

moment, Sam walked alone, feeling the loose gravel beneath bare feet that was still hot from the 

now-absent sun. Stars twinkled overhead with unusual clarity. Larger stones which had been 

placed there long-ago to define and beautify the garden lined a narrow gravel path upon which he 

stood. Sam turned to his right and saw that the path wandered lazily among the larger trees, 

skirting a few boulders until it came to an end at a great, gnarled old olive tree. Sam knew in an 

instant that this was the mother tree; this was the ancient, the first, the wellspring of life, planted 

by the hand of some itinerant farmer many centuries ago.  

Its trunk rose thickly from the ground at an angle, eventually bending back down to the 

ground as if it had been struck by a great force in its tender and green past. Sam could see 

evidence that a fire had long ago blackened the trunk, nearly killing it. Yet, the tree had lived, 

and had grown upward from the blackened trunk to form a singularly knotted and stumpy tree. 

Many branches had been sawn from the old tree to be transplanted elsewhere, leaving legions of 

knots and knobs, until it looked more like a warrior’s club, than a tree. Yet, between the symbols 

of its sacrifices to give life, tender young branches grew in lush profusion, jutting into the 

darkened sky. Evidence of a heavy yield of fruit, now plucked, lingered on the branches and on 

the ground. 

Sam immediately saw in the old tree the living metaphor for the atonement. The stump and 

blackened saddle formed by the twisted body were worn smooth, as if generations of children 

had come to play upon the old tree, to ride it in their games, and to stand upon its knobs to reach 

the precious fruit above them.  

As Sam pondered this, the sound of crunching gravel told him of nighttime visitors. Sam 

stepped back, moving behind a nearby tree. Four men came down the path in the darkness. They 

bore no lanterns or torches, but came quietly, obviously intimately familiar with the garden. 

They said nothing, and seemed to be in a deep anguish of sorrow. 

They were all dressed alike, in loose garments the color of camel’s hair, which extended 

nearly to their knees. The older men wore a type of pant beneath this, while the smallest, and 

apparently youngest, appeared to be bare from the knees. Just recently having seen His face, Sam 

immediately realized the nearest to him was Jesus, who was half-a-head taller than the others. 

Whisperings of truth told him that the youngest was John, the large, muscular man with the 

massive beard was Peter, and the clean-shaven disciple was James. 



 

 

Christ was the only one there whose garment had a hood which He had pulled upward, as if 

to ward off the night chill. But, it was not cool. At that moment, Jesus looked up, and Sam 

realized that His face was stricken with grief, and streaked with tears. Sam realized He had 

hidden His face to spare His disciples the vision of His suffering. 

Tears sprang to Sam’s own eyes, and he wanted to rush forward, to embrace his Savior, to 

warn Him of the approaching betrayal, of Judas’s duplicity, and of His own death. But, Sam’s 

feet would not move, and he watched in stunned silence. 

After asking His friends to watch and ensure His privacy, Jesus made His way to the tree. He 

laid hand upon its gnarled trunk like an old friend, looked up into its branches and smiled. He 

turned so that Sam could only see His back, then fell to His knees as if they had suddenly lost all 

strength. He leaned against the trunk, held His head in His hands, and with a trembling body, 

prayed in an anguished voice.  

The words pierced Sam with intimate grief. Many times he wanted to look away as the awful 

payment was made, but did not. He watched the Savior of mankind descend into infinite depths, 

and it racked Sam with exquisite sorrow to behold the bloodied sweat, and the supreme anguish 

of the Son of God. So horrific was the vision to his eyes and spiritual understanding that he 

finally could bear no more, and the vision shifted once again. 

Sam’s heart pounded, his hands wrung in terror, and his forehead beaded with sweat as he 

watched them lead the greatest of all mortals from mock trial to mock trial. Sam’s voice cried out 

as the lash fell upon His sinless back, again and again. It felt to Sam almost as if all eternity were 

being flogged, and he himself cried in horror as each blow landed; but the Savior of mankind 

uttered not a sound.  

Unable to watch, Sam closed his eyes as the hammer fell, and flinched at the ring of steel-on-

steel which signaled the tearing of trembling flesh of His hands – hands that had loved, blessed, 

healed and raised from the dead. Then almost as an afterthought, in a perverse and demented 

desire to inflict additional pain, and because the nails in the palms might not hold the Savior’s 

weight, they peevishly selected two more rusted spikes, and drove them through his wrists.  

Sam watched the Roman executioners move to Jesus’ feet. Sam was startled, moved to tears 

to watch the Savior, paralyzed with pain, lift His feet onto the cross to assist them. The soldiers 

looked at one another and shrugged. They bent His knee, so that he could gain no relief upon his 

arms by lifting himself upon his feet without great effort, then driving the spike through the side 

of his ankle, nailed first one foot to the side of the beam, and then the other. 

Sam marveled that this last act of love was lost on his executioners. The most gracious of all 

mortals not only willingly died for the sins of those driving the nails, but also graciously assisted 

them in their despicable task. In all things, He was the great prototype, the way, the truth, and the 

life. Sam understood as never before what it had cost the Savior to become his Redeemer. Even 

having seen it with his own eyes, Sam found it beyond his capacity to fully comprehend. This act 

of redemption was pure, unstained, unrestrained, and wholly inspired by perfect love – such love 

as no mortal can comprehend, even when gazing upon it with immortal eyes. 



 

 

The vision suddenly shifted. Sam’s strength failed him, and he fell forward into the Savior’s 

arms and wept bitter tears. It was more than he could comprehend, or endure. But, it was not 

through.  Strength flowed into him again, and he stood on his own. The scene had changed, and 

he saw the garden tomb. Sam watched the angels roll back the stone, and saw the risen body of 

the Lord Jesus Christ step onto the earth, the first fruits of the resurrection. 

Sam watched the weeping and grieving Mary come, and beheld that tender moment when the 

risen Christ spoke her name with gentle affection. He watched Peter and John rush to the tomb, 

to and heard the angel say “Why seek ye the living among the dead. He is not here, but has 

risen.” How those words filled his soul with everlasting safety. 

Sam watched it all, heard every word, saw every act, felt every truth the Savior taught, and 

then watched Him ascend into heaven. Sam stood there with Jesus’ disciples, gazing up into the 

clouds, wondering, waiting for the Christ to come again. 

In rapid succession, the vision changed again, and Sam beheld the history of the earth, the 

rise and fall of the Nephite civilization, the restoration of the Gospel, and at last the glorious 

Second Coming and millennial rest of the earth and man. 

Then, in ever-increasing speed, the scene changed to other worlds. As rapidly as grains of 

sand fall from the hands of a child, Sam comprehended every world, and knew their place in the 

grand scheme of eternity. Then, quite peacefully the vision closed, the walls of the temple room 

were once again around him, and it was over. In a way more marvelous than Sam could ever 

have conceived, the Lord had answered his request. He could not ask for more, for there was 

nothing remaining he had not seen. 

Sam felt enlivened as never before. His soul resonated with the glory of God, and his mind 

felt expanded to embrace all truth, and all knowledge. His soul mourned, rejoiced, and marveled 

at it all. 

Even as the minutes ticked away from the closing of the vision, Sam felt the mortal veil 

closing upon him, and the details, the fantastic comprehension began to melt into a homogenous 

whole. In mere seconds, he was left with a sweeping memory, but with few of the staggering 

details he had just moments before comprehended in their entirety. 

Sam turned his mind, and his whole heart back to his beloved Master. His request had been 

fulfilled. Sam understood as completely as it was possible for a mortal to understand what the 

Savior had done, and why. His praise would now be full, joyous and perfect. 

“I will come to you again,” Jesus’ glorious voice proclaimed. “I will come and make my 

abode with you, and my Father and I will bless your home with our presence. Great shall be your 

joy, and eternal your reward. Samuel, I have a great task for you to perform yet, and I 

commission you to its accomplishment before you return to my glory.” 

“I will, my Lord,” Sam said earnestly. “I will do anything. Anything.” 

“I know,” came His reply. “Because of your faithfulness, I desire to bless you. Is there a 

special gift that I can grant?” 



 

 

Sam felt his heart soar, then immediately sink. This was his moment to ask the very thing of 

which he had long dreamed! Yet, he felt not unworthy, but perhaps presumptuous, and dared not 

voice his deepest desire. Once again, the Savior smiled, and like a trusting child, Sam gazed 

longingly into His eyes. 

“You desire that which John, my beloved disciple, asked of me. It is one of the loftiest gifts 

one may receive on earth. Remember, Samuel,” he said, as He placed a hand on Sam’s shoulder, 

“that I called you to this blessed ministry in your Patriarchal blessing, indeed, in the pre-mortal 

world. From this day, you will live free from the aches and pains of mortal life, immune to 

temptation, disease, suffering, sorrow, pain and death. I grant you power to accomplish the last 

great task I require of you. When it is done, and I have come again in my glory, I will receive 

you unto myself, that your joy, and your glory may be even as mine, that we may together inherit 

all My Father hath.” 

Sam felt the glory all around him beginning to fade, and with deep regret, sensed the Savior 

withdrawing. He wanted to rush into the light with Him, to remain with Him, yet knew he could 

not. 

“I will come to you again,” Jesus assured him lovingly as the light gathered around Him. The 

opening through the veil grew smaller until it closed entirely, and Sam was left alone. He sank to 

his knees a few inches from where the Savior of all mankind had just stood. He reached out and 

ran his fingers across the deep pile of the carpet which still held the precious imprint of two bare 

feet. Sam marveled that mere seconds before, He had been here. It seemed like a long time had 

elapsed in deep, reverent, contemplation before Sam was snapped back into reality by a hand on 

his shoulder. 

“It is time to go,” Helaman told him gently. Sam looked up into the old man’s eyes. They 

were moist with emotion, and aglow with righteousness. Sam stood effortlessly, with surprising 

ease, and they embraced. 

“Your shift has ended,” he told Sam. This statement seemed rich with double meaning. 

“Come, I will walk you to the stair.” 

Sam gathered up his things, and after a long look into the small room, snapped off the light 

and locked the door.  

“As I said,” Helaman told Sam, “That which you have just received is the most glorious of 

all earthly blessings. I am so grateful I could be here with you.” 

Sam walked slowly away, stunned to reverent silence. He had no idea what the actual 

ramifications were going to be of what had just occurred. He felt entirely different, yet he also 

felt exactly the same. He only knew that he was now, to some degree at least, immortal; immune 

to all that the world could throw at him, and yet still mortal enough to be hungry. It was going to 

take a lot of learning, teaching, and getting used to. 

“Will you still come and teach me?” Sam asked as he carried his things down the steps. His 

bundle of tools seemed weightless. “I really need help. I don’t have a clue what I’m supposed to 

be doing now.” 



 

 

Helaman nodded emphatically. “My most important work with you is just about to begin in 

earnest. There is a great deal I must teach you. You must learn quickly, for the time is growing 

short. There is just enough time for us to complete your preparations for the great labor awaiting 

you.” 

“Can I tell Melody what has happened tonight?” Sam asked as they reached the bottom of the 

stairs. 

“Of course, but in due time. Right now just be patient, say nothing, and all things will be as 

they must be. The Spirit of the Lord will teach your sweet wife all she needs to know. In time, 

she will understand what has happened to you, and rejoice in it.” 

Sam sighed. “I’m relieved. I ache not being able to share in this marvelous joy with my wife! 

Yet, even if I could just blurt it all out, I can’t even imagine how one goes about telling his wife 

that he’s no longer a mortal,” Sam replied with an ironic smile. 

Helaman grinned. “I shall be interested to hear how it goes.” 

Sam smiled back, but did not immediately reply. They continued walking slowly down the 

hall. Sam sensed that Helaman was shortly going to leave him, and quite unexpectedly, he felt 

very reluctant to be without heavenly company. After a moment he asked, “Can you tell me what 

my task will be?”  

Sam wasn’t prepared for what he next heard, and had to hold onto the wall to steady himself. 

Helaman turned toward Sam, his voice rich with meaning. “I can now. You will bring a 

remnant of the great tribe of Levi out of the north countries. You will walk with them from the 

lands of their captivity to the temple at Cardston, Canada. As you do so, you will teach them the 

gospel, baptize them, ordain them to the Priesthood, and prepare them for the temple. In time, 

this group will become part of a great latter-day exodus, which future generations will say was 

greater than the exodus of the children of Israel from Egypt.” 

“It feels like more than a man can do,” Sam whispered, overwhelmed. 

“It is.” Helaman said, then leaned very close until Sam could see nothing but his face. “But, 

you are more than a man.” 

Sam pondered this. He knew it was true, but also doubted he would ever think of himself as 

anything more than a small servant in a very large world. “Will you go with me?” he asked, still 

feeling intimidated by the magnitude of the task. 

Helaman smiled reassuringly. “You will discover in powerful ways that no earthly thing can 

harm you. From time to time, I will assist you. But, even when I am not there, you will never be 

alone. The Holy Spirit will be your constant companion and witness of all truth, even as it was 

before this day. Everything you need will flow to you. Angels will assist, and Christ himself will 

come to you if you call. There is nothing to fear, and vast reasons to rejoice!”  

Sam was stunned, yet felt the fear evaporating at his mentor’s words.   



 

 

Helaman continued. “After you are prepared, I will have completed my work; then it will be 

up to you. Fear not, Samuel, my friend, you will be ready. And, remember, you will never be 

alone.” Sam felt the power of this truth throughout his body. A surge of warmth passed through 

him, and he suddenly felt empowered and fearless. 

Sam straightened to his full height. “When do we begin my training?” 

“Immediately,” his heavenly friend replied. 

And so Sam's glorious new mission began. It was all that he could have ever conceived of, 

and infinitely more. It was everything his soul had ever thirsted for, longed for, wept for, and 

lived for. 

 


