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I’ve found you. 
We’re together once more. 
The woman of my dreams, 

My eternal soulmate.
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INTRODUCTION 
 

I’ve read and heard many first-hand accounts of events 
relating to spiritual experiences. Some of my interests include 
encounters with angels and spirits, visions, dreams, and Near-
Death Experiences (NDE). These interests have led me to search 
for answers relating to my own spiritual journey. I thought that if 
I could find something like my own experiences, I would find 
some clue about how to accept who I was and worry less about 
it. However, the more I learned, the more I realized how little I 
knew about who I was both physically and spiritually. 

In other words, I’m still learning how to be a spiritual person 
within a limited physical body on a telestial world behind veils 
with consequential agency. That may sound wordy, but it’s 
nothing more than what we’ve all been dealing with our entire 
lives. We are much more than the flesh that encapsulates us in 
this physical realm. With no memory of who we were before this 
life, and with no tangible evidence that we’ll exist after it, we’re 
mere subjects of our limited physical senses. Like a genie in a 
bottle, until we can break free of the veil, the bottle is all we 
know. 

Even a slight adjustment of awareness about Heaven 
changes everything for an individual. Knowing that God truly 
lives, that He’s a real person, makes this life seem much less 
restrictive for me. It’s like the genie’s bottle is our mind, waiting 
to be rubbed the right way so we can be free to explore the 
greater world beyond. Imagine being able to leave our physical 
bodies to go see Heavenly Father or the Savior every day. That 
would certainly change how we lived our lives, maybe even 
change the world. 

Unfortunately, we weren’t meant to be openly exposed to 
all the important divine truths about this world. We must search 
for them on our own. Our existence on Earth is meant to test us, 
to see if we would find and draw closer to God when all of 
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science points away from Him. Those searching for answers 
encounter many pitfalls, leaving them more lost and confused 
than when they started. Until you can see through the veil, there 
is no a veil to see through.  

Although, the beauty of this life is that we’re never in reality 
far from God. Though we face countless confusing choices, 
choices that sometimes intimidate us into inaction, we are never 
far from help on the other side. All we need to do is to ask for it. 
The Holy Spirit is our gateway to truth and knowledge. He is a 
remarkable gift for a remarkable world, ready to teach, protect, 
comfort and guide. 

I was reluctant to share my spiritual journey with the world 
because I was afraid of being labeled a (fill in the blank.) Few 
people, even those who consider themselves religious, find it 
hard to accept that a “normal” person like me has seen God, let 
alone communed with Him. But I have. I’ve seen Him with my 
own two eyes and spoke to Him as two men speak together. It 
was a marvelous experience, and one that set into motion a 
sequence of events that spiritually transformed me and changed 
my life.  

I have always believed in God the Father but seeing Him 
changed me in a way that only this story might help explain. My 
life hasn’t always been easy, but I’ve been blessed beyond 
measure. The greatest blessing of all was finding my pre-eternal 
soulmate, Kim, and marrying her in God’s holy temple. We were 
together before this life, and we were brought together again to 
serve God in some capacity that hasn’t yet been revealed to us, 
but we know it’s for a reason. If anything, it’s to buoy each other 
up and make it to the end as one.  

I was prompted to share my spiritual journey with you 
despite my fears. I’ve learned to follow such promptings because 
they’ve consistently proven important in my life, and as you 
read, you will come to understand what I mean. For those 
unfamiliar with the definition, I consider promptings to be 
mental messages that enter my mind with the help of the Spirit. 
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At times, my promptings have been so loud and clear that it’s 
like someone spoke to me from a pulpit. However, most of the 
time, promptings come to me as subtle or softly spoken hints or 
suggestions. To hear them clearly takes practice and experience. 
I’ve learned that promptings happen far more often than we 
realize. We tend to take credit for every good idea, intuition or 
gut-feeling that comes our way, when we’ve received help from 
the Spirit. 

I don’t always hear clearly, but I strive to. Like most people, 
my mind is sometimes clouded with fear, doubt, anger, or other 
forms of darkness. Promptings can and do get lost in background 
noise because the enemy is very effective at obscuring the Spirit 
and making us believe we’re merely talking to ourselves. Like 
anything important, it takes practice to become sensitive to the 
Spirit, and to recognize His voice for what it is. 

The spiritual experiences I share in this story didn’t happen 
by accident. I don’t believe anything happens by accident. Life 
isn’t a random experiment where luck and chance rule, where 
some are blessed, and others aren’t. Each life journey is 
different and unique. Mine is only one small piece on Father’s 
giant chessboard. No one is rich because he’s earned it, and no 
one is poor because he didn’t. We’re here to develop and grow 
in concert with Father’s plan for us. We are all His children, 
equal in value, but specific in talents. Our missions aren’t all the 
same. That’s the beauty of this life; we are individual actors on a 
very large stage. 

There are many soldiers, even some that have seen some of 
the things I’ve seen beyond the veil, but there’s nothing simple 
or boring about my personal journey. Everything in my life has 
happened for a specific reason, and one day I’ll understand that 
reason. For the time being, I share it with you because I’ve been 
prompted, and I trust that Father knows what He’s doing. 

My mission is far from over. I know that the last 57 years of 
my life story is meant to reveal important information to 
someone. If anything, it’s my personal testimony that God the 
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Father, His Son, Jesus Christ, and the Holy Spirit are real people. 
It is my prayer that as you read Prompted, the Spirit will reveal 
necessary and beneficial truths according to the personal needs 
of your own spiritual journey. 
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1 
 
My mother, a young, tall, beautiful, blonde woman of 

German descent, left me and my siblings with our paternal 
grandparents and never returned. I was four, the oldest of four, 
with a brother and twin sisters. I didn’t fully comprehend the 
negligent treatment I had received while under my mother’s 
care, but I know she loved me as best that she could. For all 
intents and purposes, she had taken on the role of a single 
mother with four young children, and I’ve long since come to 
terms with the outcome. Everything happens for a reason. 

My dad was gone, serving an enlisted tour of duty with the 
United States Air Force in South Korea. They had met while 
serving together in California. My mom was forced out when she 
became pregnant with me, which was the military way of 
handling things in the 60’s.  There is more to the greater story, 
to be sure. Those details were revealed to me piecemeal 
through relatives over the years, with plenty of blame to go 
around. My mother’s actions set into motion a string of events 
that would lead me to where I am today. In other words, she did 
what she was meant to do: bring me into this world. For that, 
I’m grateful.  

My spiritual awakening began while playing alone in my 
grandmother’s back yard a few months after my mother left. For 
reasons I still don’t understand, I felt a strong inclination to push 
the swing carriage, a large four-seat contraption that hung from 
the main swing set pole. I performed a low-crawl under the 
carriage swing while it swung dangerously above me. I had seen 
similar daring soldier feats in the WWII movies my grandfather 
was watching on his black and white television. The men would 
dive and crawl under a moving tank or truck and save the day, 
which looked like a lot of fun to me. I wanted to be like those 
soldiers, so I set the swing carriage in motion and made my 
move. 
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On some level, I must have known it was dangerous 
because I had practiced crawling under the carriage as it hung 
stationary. I wanted to make sure that I’d fit, and I did, with 
inches to spare. I stood up, gave the carriage a big shove, 
dropped to the ground, and began my low-crawl toward it. 
Unfortunately, I failed to calculate the descending arc of the 
carriage’s aluminum base. A protruding piece of flattened 
aluminum, shaped much like that of a small axe blade, sliced 
deeply into the top of my head and knocked me unconscious. 

I remember only parts of what happened following the 
accident. I regained momentary consciousness twice. The first 
time was when my dad held me over the kitchen sink. I 
remember seeing my blood mix with my grandmother’s soapy 
dish water, and how it looked awfully red. The second time 
happened when I was in a car heading to the hospital. I woke 
just long enough to hear my dad yell to my uncle, “Slow down. 
You’re going to get us all killed.” 

I regained full consciousness about ten minutes later in the 
hospital emergency treatment room. When I opened my eyes, I 
saw only green. I did not know what was happening with my 
eyes and it scared me. I cried out in fear, but my dad quickly 
calmed me down. The doctor had placed a sewing shroud over 
my head, and I awoke while he was stitching me up. 

When the shroud was removed, I had a big bandage on my 
head and my long blond hair was gone. Well, not gone, but 
certainly short. Only stubble remained of my boyhood golden 
locks, which was fine with me because it made me look more 
like a soldier. I was just glad I wasn’t in trouble. Later that same 
day, my dad and grandfather dismantled the swing set and 
threw it away. 

If I died during that accident, I have no memory of it. I 
certainly didn’t remember hearing a Heavenly chorus or seeing 
Jesus, but I was most definitely unconscious. Still, that injury was 
the only plausible physical explanation for why I was opened to 
such unique spiritual experiences throughout my life. 
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I’m certainly not recommending this course of action for 
anyone interested in gaining better access through the veil. It’s 
quite possible the head injury had nothing to do with my gifts or 
abilities, which is what they are labeled in my patriarchal 
blessing. I could have inherited them from my mother, or even 
more likely, been open to them because of the work I did for 
Father in the pre-existence. Point being, I still cannot pin down 
the cause or reason of my abilities to any one single explanation. 
In fact, it wasn’t until 1994 that I even considered the swing set 
accident as a potential cause for my difference in the first place.  

I have always been interested in NDEs and personal 
accounts of paranormal abilities. While searching for reading 
material, I stumbled upon a true story of a soldier who had been 
hit on the head by a stray bullet. Fortunately, he was wearing a 
helmet and was only knocked unconscious. When he came to, 
he was able to see disembodied spirits, ghosts if you prefer, and 
had a spirit guide, a man of unknown origin, to serve as his astral 
mentor.  

Troubled by his dreams and visions, the soldier later visited 
a psychologist who referred him to a special military program, 
one that further developed his abilities but also exploited them. 
The saddest thing about that story was the soldier ceased to 
believe in God. For some reason, he hadn’t been shown or 
allowed to see God, or anyone else relevant to his religious 
upbringing, and stopped believing. In that regard, our two 
courses had varied significantly. 

Unlike me, the soldier had been knocked unconscious as an 
adult man. He therefore had a recognizable difference in 
abilities to compare. I, on the other hand, was only four years 
old, and was left with no comparative difference in abilities. As 
far as I know, I’ve had spiritual abilities all my life. Be that as it 
may, not only the other kids my age, but also many adults, freely 
pointed out my quirkiness. It’s as if I didn’t belong down here; an 
apple surrounded by oranges.  
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Not long after my accident, my brother and I were sent to 
live with Alice, my grandmother’s sister, in Livermore California. 
My twin sisters, ever the cute little blond twin darlings that they 
were, stayed with my grandmother who had just moved to 
Concord California. Though our family seemed to fracture yet 
again, I know my time with aunt Alice was necessary and 
important.  

Childless, aunt Alice lived on a modest two-acre parcel of 
dry valley land with her husband Jack. Having endured hardships 
during the Great Depression, aunt Alice was a motivated, frugal 
and self-sufficient woman. She had managed to create a nice 
little homestead by planting numerous fruit and nut trees, a 
variety of grapes, and a year-round garden. She also had several 
dozen chickens, eight peacocks, guinea fowl, two horses, a dog, 
and a wide assortment of outside cats, all but two of which were 
feral. As a young boy, it couldn’t have landed in a more 
interesting and adventurous place. 

Alice was strict but fair. My brother and I were occasionally 
employed pulling weeds in her garden – for a dime a piece if the 
entire root was attached – but for the most part we got the run 
of the property after school. One of my fondest memories of 
that time was sitting with Alice’s mother, my great grandmother 
Alexander. An 82-year-old woman, she was ancient in my eyes, 
but very sweet and patient. I loved sitting in her room and 
listening to her tell me stories about her life as a young girl, one 
that excluded electricity, telephones and automobiles. It seemed 
such an alien thing, to live without the conveniences I’d already 
grown accustomed to as a 6-year-old boy.  

My great grandmother was also an avid reader, and she 
convinced me to listen to the first chapter of Daniel Defoe’s 
Robinson Crusoe. After getting off the school bus, I would 
literally run to her bedroom and listen as she read another 
chapter of that book. It was a fascinating story of survival and 
ingenuity, and she read it all to me.  
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Alice didn’t possess her mother’s patience, but she certainly 
encouraged my self-sufficiency. Once, I had bought a model car 
with my garden earnings. I was struggling with the assembly 
instructions, and I asked Alice for help. She encouraged me to 
figure it out on my own, and to do the best that I could, which I 
did. The result wasn’t pretty, but it gave me new confidence in 
my independence.   

Alice was also a staunch Southern Baptist. Every Sunday 
we’d go to church with her in a small parish not more than two 
miles from her property. I remember flinching with surprise the 
first time I heard someone yell out, “Halleluiah … praise the 
Lord!” But the jubilant shouts and singing appealed to me, as did 
the fiery sermons.   

That church had a variety of comic booklet sermons 
espousing the importance of acknowledging Jesus Christ in my 
life. A few of the stories were military themed, which caught my 
attention. Aunt Alice allowed me to take as many as I wanted, 
which was awesome. There was one story of a soldier who was 
criticized for believing in Jesus Christ. Tragically, he died in a 
battle, with a peaceful smile on his face. The dead soldier’s 
actions converted the abusive sergeant to accept Jesus Christ. 
While the stories varied, there was an overall theme to the 
booklets; that man could be saved by grace alone. 

I didn’t know what it meant to be “saved,” but I felt some 
truth in the message. When you’re six years old, you don’t spend 
a lot of time thinking about Jesus and what happens when you 
die, but I knew there was an important connection between this 
life and the next. I always felt connected to Heaven, even before 
I was baptized two years later. Something in my mind was open 
to the awareness, more a certainty really, that God lived and 
knew me personally. I was like two people in one: a young 
physical boy housing a mature spiritual man. The best I can 
describe the dichotomy of an undeveloped physical to a 
developed spiritual is like being pulled in two directions at once. 



PROMPTED 
Kenneth Cary 

 

10 
 

One part of me wanted to be wild and free, while the other, was 
organized and mission-oriented.  

In one example, I tripped a little blonde girl as she skipped 
to the front of the class to solve a math problem for the teacher. 
It was in a small two-room schoolhouse, very quiet and orderly. I 
was not one to attract unwanted attention. I was not a 
troublemaker. When I tripped the little girl, I was as shocked as 
everyone else. The teacher was furious. She spanked me over 
my desk in front of the entire class. All I could do was bury my 
head in my arms in embarrassment. 

I didn’t cry until I got home and had to face Alice. Her 
spankings were much more painful because they involved a 
switch or cord that left my backside stinging for hours. The 
teacher’s hand had been nothing by comparison, and I feared 
Alice would add to it. Fortunately for me, Alice was satisfied with 
the punishment I had received, and she let me off with a 
warning.  

I honestly don’t know what came over me. I clearly tripped 
that little girl. I watched as my leg shot out like it had a mind of 
its own, and the little girl fell flat on her face. I felt horrible and 
had no one to blame but myself. Everyone saw me do it. There 
was no denying it. Many years later, I would come to understand 
that my spirit self was missing my eternal companion. 
Devastated by the painful separation, my spirit reacted because 
the little girl reminded him of my future blonde-haired wife, 
Kim. 

It’s difficult to explain the weight of such deep spiritual 
feelings, of loving someone so completely and being made to 
live without them, but that’s exactly what triggered the action. 
My spirit took over and shot my leg out there like it was being 
controlled by someone else. That would happen again many 
years later, but at the time, I had no idea why I tripped her. Just 
so you know, I was able to apologize to her on the other side of 
the veil. She forgave me and said it was, “no big deal.” She also 
told me to, “get over myself,” which made me laugh. She was 
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right, it wasn’t a big deal for her because she’d already forgiven 
me, and now I could forgive myself. 
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2 
 
My dad met and married Janice when I was seven years old. 

After three years of living with various paternal relatives, seeing 
my dad and twin sisters off and on, we were once again reunited 
as a family with a new mom. Ten years my dad’s junior, Janice 
added a whole new dimension to my life. For one, she was a 
devout member of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day 
Saints. We were all baptized into the church when we came of 
age, that being eight years old.    

Alice, annoyed that her two former charges were destined 
to a life of eternal damnation, openly challenged my faith on 
several occasions. I was still new to the church at that age, 
having only participated in Sunday school a few short months. 
She would challenge me to name the ten plagues of Egypt 
mentioned in the book of Exodus. To her amazement, I named 
them all. I’m not sure if it was the Spirit, or perhaps it was my 
spiritual-self that intervened to answer Alice’s question. It is not 
always easy to tell the difference, but I am always grateful for 
the help. 

She remained sincerely worried about my salvation until she 
passed a few years later from health problems. I thought her 
concerns were well-intended, but they confused me just the 
same. I believed in God the Father, His son Jesus Christ, and the 
Holy Spirit, just like she did. In my eyes, there was no significant 
difference between our two religions, other than not being able 
to shout halleluiah during the sacrament service. 

I settled into the church like any other member kid my age; I 
was baptized and confirmed a member when I turned eight. My 
dad baptized me, he himself having only been baptized a few 
months prior. I often reflect on that piece of the puzzle, how I 
ended up in the church at that particular time in my life, and 
under those circumstances. I’m confident I would have made my 
way toward the church eventually because the doctrine of the 
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restoration spoke to me, but when you’re a kid, you don’t fret 
over such things. At least I didn’t. I did what my parents wanted 
me to do. 

I remembered my ordinance experience well. I had heard 
stories about how other people felt when they were baptized. I 
was worried when I didn’t have the same feelings, you know, all 
warm and tingly. However, I did feel something. It was new and 
different to me; not a whole-body experience, or even a 
“burning in the bosom,” but rather a realization that I was taking 
an important first step in my life’s plan. In other words, I knew it 
was the right thing to do and I didn’t need a witness of it to 
affirm my choice. 

We settled into a modest three-bedroom, one bath home in 
a quiet Bay Area suburban neighborhood and lived like most 
other families in our area at that time: we played outside with 
the neighbor kids until the streetlights came on, drank 
powdered milk, and complained when it was time for bed. There 
was one big difference with our family; everything revolved 
around the church.  

Church service on Sunday was an all-day affair, with three 
separate meetings spread across the entire day. I also 
participated in primary on Thursdays, and when I turned twelve, 
mutual on Wednesdays. Coupled with basketball, scouting and 
other activities, the church became my second home. I 
remember being happy with it, feeling welcome and grateful for 
the stability offered by my moderately dysfunctional family. I 
was taking life one day at a time and trying hard to avoid getting 
into trouble.  

I remember kneeling in prayer when my brother fell off a 
fence and hurt himself. It felt important to pray for him, and I 
felt reassured from the Spirit that he would be fine. Other than 
that, I didn’t spend a lot of time praying as a kid. Janice, my new 
mom, had me pray before going to bed each night, but the 
words were generic with a, “Now I lay me down to sleep …,” 
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prayer meant more to develop the habit than say anything 
spiritually meaningful.  

I wasn’t even close to figuring out who I was, especially 
when it came to my relationship with God. I remember looking 
up into the night sky and finding the belt of Orion comforting in 
a way I didn’t entirely understand. I had no idea that those three 
stars were a part of a greater constellation, but it didn’t matter 
to me because I had claimed them for myself. They were my 
stars, and I watched for them whenever I could. 

A couple of years later, I had a dream that changed my 
perspective of who I was despite being only eleven years old. I’m 
sure I had other dreams, but I don’t remember any of them like I 
do the one I’m prepared to share with you next. In fact, I 
wouldn’t have another dream of its caliber for another fifteen 
years, but that’s getting ahead of myself. The point is, this dream 
was powerful, more a vision than a dream really, and one that 
has never left me.  

 
I was an adult man, a law enforcement officer, chasing 

after a fleeing criminal. It was nighttime, and I was running 
down a long alleyway between two tall buildings. The 
sound of my feet striking the pavement and occasionally 
splashing through a puddle as I ran, echoed off the brick 
walls around me. I was breathing heavily from the exertion, 
but I felt strong and confident despite how long the pursuit 
had endured. 

I was gaining on the criminal, who was now less than a 
hundred feet ahead of me. I needed to close the distance 
before he left the alley and I pushed even harder, not 
wanting to lose sight of him for one second. I ignored my 
coat as it flapped in the wind while I ran, but not the pistol 
in my hand. It was large and black and comforting in my 
hand; a tool of the trade.  

I was completely in the moment, running, knowing 
precisely how I was there, what I was doing, and why I was 
doing it. I was literally there in the moment, sensing it 
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thoroughly and completely, feeling the energy in my legs 
and the breath in my lungs, even the thoughts in my head. I 
knew that the man I was chasing was a dangerous, wanted 
criminal, and I was going to stop him.  

When the criminal reached the end of the alley, he 
glanced quickly over his shoulder. Seeing that I was 
gaining on him, he sprinted across the street toward the 
city park. I didn’t once yell for him to stop, but I was 
confident I would catch him. The park he was heading into 
was twenty feet below city street level, the high walls 
around it meant there was only one other way to escape 
and that exit was covered by another officer. 

I emerged from the alley to see the criminal’s head 
disappear below street level, and I ran to the top of the 
ramp to continue pursuing him. Thinking he was still 
running, I carelessly turned to run down the ramp, only to 
stop a second later when I saw the criminal standing at the 
bottom, pointing a pistol at me. Before I could react, he 
fired three quick shots at me from the bottom of the ramp. 
The rounds struck me in the chest, and I fell to the ground. 

 
The trauma of that vision carried over to the physical world, 

and in a panic, I rolled out of the bottom bunk and onto the floor 
where I desperately lifted my t-shirt to touch the wounds I just 
knew were there. I’d been shot in the chest three times, and I 
knew I was about to die. I even checked my hands believing that 
I’d see blood on them. Satisfied that I was safe and unharmed, I 
shook off the vision as a nightmare and climbed back into bed.  

That vision had a powerful impact on me, and I struggled to 
understand its meaning and purpose. It would be many years 
before I could properly label it, but at the time I was new to such 
things. It wasn’t like I was reliving something I’d seen on TV or in 
a movie. I was into cartoons, not crime dramas. Even if I had, it 
still didn’t explain the absolute sensory transference of being 
shot in the chest.  
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At the time, all I could think about was that the vision had 
been a warning about my future. If I became a detective I would 
be shot in the chest and die. It was the only thing that made 
sense to me at that age. I filed the vision away in my mind and 
continued living my life as a kid. I wasn’t even close to being in 
high school, let alone considering a professional career, so what 
was there to worry about? Besides, being a cop wasn’t 
something that interested me. I still had my twelve-inch GI Joe 
action figure as a role model. If anything, the military interested 
me way more than being a cop. 

For five years, things continued as normal. I didn’t have any 
crazy dreams, though I did have one sleepwalking event that 
surprised me. When I finished seventh grade, my dad accepted a 
job in Japan with the Department of the Navy. Our family moved 
to a big house less than a block from a popular public beach 
located twenty minutes south of Yokosuka. It was a fun time to 
be a kid, at least for me. I loved playing in the surf and exploring 
the coast with my siblings and friends. 

One night, I wrapped myself in a sheet and began walking 
through the house in my sleep. When I reached the front patio 
and opened the sliding glass door, I woke up to the cool ocean 
breeze caressing my face. There I was, standing in my underwear 
under the moonlight, a single bedsheet draped over my 
shoulders, wondering how I ended up on the patio. That next 
morning, as I shared my experience with my dad, he said I had 
done it before, I just didn’t remember. I thought it strange and 
wondered how my mind could do such a thing. I didn’t know 
how to put it into words at the time, but something was 
happening to me while I slept. It would take me years to figure it 
all out. 

My two-and-a-half-year experience in Japan also brought 
me face-to-face with Spencer W. Kimball, the president of the 
church at that time. He had come to speak to all the members of 
the church in Japan, which included the many military branches 
around the country, ours being the Yokohama Branch. It was a 
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big deal, all very fun and exciting. That night in a military hotel in 
Tokyo, before the first session at Budokan Hall was to open, my 
dad gathered the family together and read from the book of 
Revelations. I don’t know what prompted him to read from it, 
but he talked about the Second Coming and what would happen 
to the world before the Savior returned. I’d heard lessons on 
that topic at church but hearing it from my dad made it seem 
much more meaningful and real. I decided then and there that I 
would be prepared for the Second Coming. I didn’t know what I 
had to do to be prepared other than be a good person, so that 
was my plan. 

My desire to be prepared didn’t last for long. A few months 
later, I stole a portion of my dad’s rent money and wasted it at a 
pachinko parlor in Yokosuka. I denied the theft until my dad 
placed a bible in front of me and asked me to swear on it. I 
wouldn’t, and I was subsequently busted. I thought it better to 
suffer my dad’s wrath than God’s, so I refused to perjure myself 
on the Bible.  

My dad was clearly disappointed in the theft, but he was 
also pleased that I appreciated the significance of the Bible. He 
already knew I had taken the money after he found pachinko 
parlor tokens in my school backpack. Despite that, he let me off 
with light restriction and a firm lecture. My dad was a better 
example to me than he realizes, especially when it came to 
justice and mercy. I hated disappointing my dad, but I hated 
disappointing Father even more. That was the last time I ever 
stole anything from anyone.  

Although I didn’t recognize it for what it was, I’d been 
receiving promptings all through my teen years. Those 
whispered suggestions helped me feel more alert and aware of 
my surroundings than most. In one example, I was going on a 
Scout camp out with the troop. While riding in the back of our 
Scout leader’s large panelvan-turned-camper, I had my arm 
draped over the back of a seat. While we were talking and 
carrying on, I heard clearly, “Move your arm.” I moved it. Not a 
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minute later a chain supporting the suspended bed broke and it 
crashed to the table below. Had I not moved my arm, I have no 
doubt the metal bedframe would have broken it.  

Other promptings like that continued to occur. I just 
adapted to them as a matter of routine experience. I never really 
talked about them with other people because I believed 
everyone had them, especially if they were members of the 
church. The gift of the Holy Ghost has been given to every 
member of the church at confirmation after baptism. Most 
church members had one or more stories to share about their 
personal experience with the Holy Spirit. I was just another kid 
with another personal story, so I just kept them to myself.  

My understanding of divine responsibility changed 
dramatically when I received my patriarchal blessing at sixteen 
years of age. Members of the church are given an opportunity to 
receive a special blessing from a Stake Patriarch. The patriarch is 
usually an older gentleman, one who’s served in several 
bishopric and stake presidency callings. Like that of Jacob in the 
book of Genesis when he blessed his twelve sons – the future 
tribal heirs of Israel – a patriarch also blesses God’s children in 
the present dispensation.  

A common element in the blessing is to be linked to a 
specific tribal lineage. For most members in North American that 
lineage is either Ephraim or Manasseh, Joseph’s two sons. I 
wasn’t named to either lineage of wither, but rather to the tribe 
of Benjamin, who was Jacob’s youngest son. It surprised my dad 
more than it did me. I didn’t know what it meant. He believed 
tribal lineage was defined through patriarchal blood lines, and 
he wondered how I could be of Benjamin. I suggested that 
maybe it was through my biological mother’s German line. But 
he was more inclined to believe I had been spiritually adopted 
into that lineage. It didn’t make a lot of sense to me at the time, 
but there was more to the blessing that influenced me. 

I was blessed with, “… the power of discernment,” and told 
that, “This world is to be filled with chaos and literally the streets 
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of the cities of America will flow with blood and (I) will be a 
witness to these things, and it will be because of (my) faith and 
testimony in the church and because of the abilities that will be 
(mine) that (I) will be of great service to the world.” I was also 
told that I’d be called to serve in, “… lands far away from home,” 
be married and sealed in, “… the Temple of the Lord,” and 
encouraged to, “… be sensitive to the spirit of Elijah and that 
discerning power that (I) have can be used in many ways.”  

My patriarchal blessing constituted a very significant 
spiritual event for me as a young man. Before I received the 
blessing, I felt lost and forgotten by God; a child abandoned by 
his biological mother and left to be raised by another woman. I 
felt I was no only one of five kids because Janice had added Julia 
to our family. Julia wasn’t her real name, but out of respect to 
the people closest to me, I’ve changed their names. The point is, 
I felt lost and unwelcome, just another mouth to feed when 
money was tight and space limited.  

I’m sure my mom and dad didn’t feel that way about me, 
but that’s how I felt about myself. I felt unappreciated and 
misunderstood, but more importantly, I felt unloved. The 
patriarchal blessing changed that for me. It made me feel 
special, important even, and revealed that someone, namely 
Heavenly Father, knew who I was. He had work for me to do, 
and it gave me hope for my future. Feeling His love and 
appreciation for me changed my perspective in a personal way. 
Even my parents treated me differently after the blessing, at 
least for a short while anyway.  

As I grew older, my awareness and understanding of Heaven 
began to change. Passages of my patriarchal blessing seemed to 
change with time. It wasn’t a clear sequence of events, or about 
things that hadn’t yet come to pass, but an overarching purpose 
of the blessing itself that influenced me the most. I didn’t know 
why I was given such a profound blessing, but I appreciated its 
personal significance. I meant something to God. I had a 
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purpose. I wasn’t an accident or inconvenience in His eyes. That 
blessing wasn’t the only confirmation I’d received along the way. 
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3 
 
As a member of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day 

Saints, it’s a cultural imperative that all young men serve a 
mission. I was in the window of opportunity to commit, but I 
didn’t feel right about serving despite the pressure I felt at home 
and at church. The words from my patriarchal blessing that said I 
would, “… serve in lands far from home,” reverberated through 
my mind as a perpetual challenge. 

I had a firm belief in the Godhead, that the scriptures were 
true, and Joseph Smith restored the Church of Jesus Christ on 
Earth with divine assistance. What I didn’t have was the 
confidence and drive to convince others of that belief. When 
making choices, even simple ones, it was more than just a simple 
deduction of benefits and consequences, but rather how the 
choices made me feel, and serving a mission didn’t feel right to 
me. 

I’m sure some members might have believed I was under 
the influence of the deceiver. By not powering through the 
choice to serve, I was playing into the enemy’s hands. However, 
no amount of judgment could overrule the trust I had in my own 
feelings. Praying about it changed nothing. A mission was going 
to have to wait. All I had to do now was tell my parents, and I 
wasn’t looking forward to that conversation. 

As the clock ticked down to my high school graduation, a 
graduation I anticipated with great enthusiasm because I hated 
high school, I still hadn’t told my parents that I didn’t want to 
serve a mission. For one, I was buried in a senior-year routine 
that included: getting up at five-o’clock in the morning to deliver 
a newspaper route; driving myself and my siblings to seminary at 
the church building across town, and then dropping them off at 
school before returning the car home and walking to school; 
dealing with all the ridiculous high school drama; and finally, 
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returning home to either try and remove myself from it or deal 
with on-going family drama before dinner and bed. 

I’d been driving since I was 16, and though it helped my 
mom significantly, she was careful to control who, what, when, 
where and why I drove in the family car. Still, it was freedom, 
and I would have done anything to maintain it. Later, when I 
tried to buy my own car, my mom intervened and convinced a 
mechanic friend to tell me the car was a lemon. I returned the 
car and continued to submit to her control, but at 17, I had 
fallen in with a non-member friend who had a late model VW. 
We used his car to cut school as often as possible. To reduce 
suspicion at school, I would write excuse notes and sign them 
with my dad’s name. I also intercepted my report cards in the 
mail and changed my grades to avoid being grounded. I knew 
what I was doing was wrong, but I didn’t care. I hated high 
school for many reasons than I care to admit, and I couldn’t wait 
for it to be over.  

I also wasn’t thinking about the consequences of not going 
on a mission, of how it might affect my relationship with my 
parents and God. For the most part, I turned my back on my dad 
and my Father in Heaven because I felt trapped and forgotten. 
That certainly wasn’t the truth of it, but it’s how I felt at the 
time. I was happiest when I was out camping and backpacking. 
When my dad offered to take me on a hunting trip that fall with 
a few of his church friends, I jumped at the opportunity.   

It almost didn’t happen. While chambering rounds in the 
hunting rifle my dad loaned to me, the powerful .308 went off 
and blasted off the corner of my parents’ bed. After my mom 
settled down, I went outside to see what other damaged I might 
have caused and saw that the heavy round had ricocheted away 
after striking the driveway directly under our family van. I don’t 
know where the bullet went after that, but I figured it had sailed 
over the neighbor’s house across the street and out into an open 
field beyond. I’d been very lucky. My carelessness could have 
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caused a disaster on many levels. Though I didn’t yet appreciate 
it, I had help in that moment. 

A few months later, after having bagged and tagged my first 
deer, I was designated the official “game flusher” for the rest of 
the hunting party. Tasked to make as much noise as possible, I 
was given a route and dropped off with instructions to make my 
way toward the other hunters. That probably wasn’t the safest 
thing for me to be doing because two of the men in our party 
were terrible shots, but I agreed because I had nothing else to 
do. I also enjoyed the solitude of the mission, of being alone 
with my thoughts in nature. 

On one backpacking trip high up in the Sierra Nevada 
mountains, I walked off alone to read. I found a sunny spot on a 
cliff that overlooked a beautiful high-alpine valley and settled in 
to read for a few hours. As the sun began to set, I got up and 
returned to camp. A snapping twig froze me in place, and I 
quickly took a knee to see who was there. It wasn’t a man, but 
rather a very fine mature white-tail deer, one of the finest male 
specimens I’d ever seen in all my outdoor trips. We stared at 
each other for a long minute before I got up and returned to 
camp. Even If I’d have been hunting, I doubt I could have shot 
that fine fellow. He was beautiful. 

I’ve seen some beautiful deer in Wyoming, even taken one 
for myself, but harvesting is different than observing. I didn’t 
have a problem with hunting – our family ate venison for 
months – but I learned that taking life, even if the animals are 
domesticated, demands a certain degree of reverence and 
thanksgiving, an appreciation for their important role in our 
existence.  

As I walked along the path, whistling to make noise as I’d 
been asked, I was suddenly prompted to stop. Ahead of me, the 
path crossed a field of hard packed snow in a draw where long 
shadows prevented it from melting quickly in the sun. As I 
studied the trail, I felt rather than knew, that I needed to 
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negotiate the path further up the slope, to leave the trial and 
give myself more room from the ledge to my right.  

I began to climb up, and when I was satisfied with the 
distance, I resumed my direction parallel to the trail. However, 
when I was half way across the frozen snowfield, I slipped and 
began sliding feetfirst toward the edge. I just managed to arrest 
my slide a foot from the edge, and with my heart beating fast, I 
cautiously peered down at a collection of rocks and boulders 
forty-feet below me.  

Had I not given myself adequate room to slide and stop 
myself, I would have slipped right off the trail and landed on the 
rocks below. With no one else with me, and no way to radio for 
help, I would have ended up laying on those rocks, broken and 
alone, for several hours. The Spirit had warned me to change my 
course, and He saved my life, or at least a great deal of pain and 
suffering.  

While I continued to lay on the cold frozen snow-covered 
slope above the ledge, willing my breathing and heartrate to 
return to normal, I said a quick prayer of thanks and began to 
wonder why I’d just been spared. I made a mental note to 
myself to always heed such promptings when they came, and I 
crawled off the snow to continue my mission.  

That experience marked the first important step in 
developing a relationship with the Spirit, and it wouldn’t be the 
last. It would take several more experiences for me to 
appreciate the importance of hearing and responding to the 
Spirit. Though I didn’t fully comprehend it at the time, the Spirit 
was with me. In fact, it wasn’t until He left me that I even knew 
the difference. 

One day after school during my senior year in high school, 
my friend Charlie and I snuck away to watch the midnight 
showing of The Rocky Horror Picture Show, a popular fad movie 
at the time. Since a lot of the kids at high school were talking 
about it, I agreed and got permission from my parents to spend 
the night at Charlie’s. 
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That afternoon, before driving to the movie in the next 
town over, Charlie wanted to stop and drop something off with 
an older friend who worked at the only adult theater in Concord. 
Everyone knew where it was, the old movie house in the middle 
of town, because it was also a target of criticism. Nobody 
wanted that filth in their town, but somehow it persisted for 
many years. Be that as it may, Charlie had a friend who worked 
there, and when he pulled up to the front of the theater, I told 
him I’d wait in the car. He teased me about being scared and I 
relented. I followed him up the steps and right through the front 
doors. 

Two things happened at once: I felt the Spirit leave me, and 
I was enveloped with a cold freezer-like blast of darkness, one 
that had nothing to do with the actual temperature in the 
building. From that point forward, I was convinced that the 
scriptures were wrong about Hell being a hot place. It wasn’t a 
place of fire and brimstone, but rather cold and dark; a frozen 
world of ice and shadows. I felt naked and exposed, vulnerable 
in a way I’d never felt, and it scared me. That theater was home 
to powerful evil, and I had willingly exposed myself to it. 

That experience scared me, but more importantly it 
changed me. Not just because the Spirit had left me alone, 
which was very uncomfortable, but for the knowledge I gained 
from it. What I felt, what I saw inside that theater was complete 
and absolute corruption of the soul. It had filled the building like 
a poisonous gas and had polluted me in a way that I didn’t 
understand or could remedy any other way than by leaving the 
building as quickly as possible. 

I’d participated in baptismal ordinances and been sealed to 
my parents in the Oakland temple – all potentially light-filled 
spiritual experiences – but I never felt such a pronounced 
difference in spiritual energy than when I first entered that adult 
cinema. The experience revealed something significant to me 
about my light, something that I’d grown accustomed to and 
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taken for granted, and I never wanted to be devoid of the Spirit’s 
company again.  

After graduating high school, having done nothing to 
indicate my interest in serving a mission, my parents began to 
realize I wasn’t going and stopped pressuring me. I would have 
stopped going to church too if I’d been given a choice. For me, 
church was more of the same high school drama that I couldn’t 
wait to put behind me.  

A few months later, when I turned eighteen, I began 
working in a local pizza parlor. Now that I was out of school, my 
mom demanded money for rent and car insurance, and she 
imposed various other conditions and curfews on me that I 
found stifling and entirely unfair. I believed she was employing 
tactics to convince me to go on a mission, but it had the 
opposite effect. I was pulling away from my parents, despising 
them for how they treated me like a prisoner, entirely lost and 
forgotten until I received another significant prompting.  

One night, while cutting a hot pizza at the customer pick up 
window, a large peperoni pizza to be exact, I heard the Spirit say 
loud and clear, “Is this what you want to do with yourself the 
rest of your life?” It was so loud and clear that I stopped 
chopping the pizza and looked around to see if anyone else had 
heard the same question. 

In that moment of personal revelation, I’d been asked a 
simple question that represented the greatest epiphany of my 
life. Though I didn’t know it at the time, the significance of that 
prompting would set into motion a chain of events that would 
define my life for many years. The Spirit was right, I was in a 
dead-end job and I knew it. With no prospect of growth and 
learning, I would fail to live up to my fullest potential.  

I grabbed the microphone, announced that it was ready for 
pickup, and walked straight into the manager’s office to give my 
two-weeks’ notice. I didn’t know what exactly I was going to do 
after I quit, but it wouldn’t be pizza related. 
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After telling my parents that I had quit, my mom asked how 
I planned to pay my bills. I didn’t have an answer for her, and 
because of it I was at risk of losing my driving privileges, the only 
perceived freedom I enjoyed. Later, while remembering my 
patriarchal blessing, specifically the part about needing to add 
great knowledge and wisdom in my life, I decided to investigate 
taking a few classes at the local Junior College. I found a couple 
that interested me, namely drafting and English, but they cost 
money I didn’t have, so I approached my dad for help.  

I remember standing in the living room with him as I 
explained my needs. He waited patiently for me to finish and 
said, “You’re not smart enough for college.” I was stunned. How 
was I supposed to get smarter if I couldn’t go to college? It 
wasn’t even a lot of money, around $25.00 a class, but still, my 
dad had every right to deny me his help. For one, he wanted me 
to go on a mission, not college. Not only that, I’d proven him 
right about “not being smart enough” when I graduated from 
high school with a 1.65 GPA, which is somewhere between a D+ 
and a C-. I don’t blame him. I might have done the same thing. 
With that option eliminated, I did what I thought was the next 
best thing. I went and talked to an army recruiter. 

Charlie had enlisted after graduating high school, and I was 
with him through most of the process. He even tried to convince 
me to join with him, but I wasn’t interested. Despite having a 
childhood propensity for all things military, joining the service 
just didn’t seem right for me, so I pushed it away, until now.  

Later that week, I took the army entrance exam and scored 
high enough to do any enlisted job I wanted. For the first time in 
my life someone, an army recruiter, said I was smart, and I was 
hooked. If the army thought I was smart, then I’d go where I was 
appreciated.  

A few weeks later, after secretly completing army 
indoctrination that included a stringent physical and swearing an 
oath of loyalty, I finally told my parents that I was leaving. I did 
this during dinner on Sunday, the day before I was scheduled to 
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leave. I’d kept it all quiet because I didn’t want them to try and 
talk me out of it, but also out of spite. I was angry with how my 
mom and dad made me feel like I had no other choice. If that 
was the way it was, then I’d make them pay by trying to break 
their hearts. It worked, at least that day, but I felt miserable for 
letting them down. However, I was also excited to begin a new 
chapter in my life. That dichotomy of conflicted feelings would 
appear in my life many times over and come to represent what 
I’d later call “standing at a crossroad.” 
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4 

 
I adapted easily to the military. I found its order and 

discipline right up my alley. The way I saw it, I traded my mom 
barking orders at me and restricting my freedom, and having to 
pay her for the privilege, for a drill instructor who paid me for 
the same. I loved it. I paid attention and did what I was told to 
avoid the drill instructors’ unwanted attention. I looked forward 
to reaching my first permanent party duty assignment. 

As destiny would have it, that first unit turned out to be the 
101st Military Intelligence Company, the 101st Airborne Division, 
Fort Campbell, Kentucky. I’d just completed a three-month 
advanced individual training course at Fort Huachuca, Arizona, 
so I found the weather of Kentucky much more pleasant than 
that of the dry, high altitude climate of Tucson. It was the first 
time I had ever seen fireflies, which was cool. 

Because the 101st was a Rapid Deployment Force, meaning 
that it could be called up and sent to trouble areas quickly, we 
did a lot of field training. On one training exercise, we spent 40 
days in Alaska during the winter, which was an experience I’ll 
not soon forget. We also had desert, jungle and mountain 
training opportunities to consider. Slowly but surely, I was 
seeing the world and having a good time doing it. I’d even 
managed to make a name for myself in my company. 

I volunteered to attend Air Assault School with three of my 
friends and I ended up graduating first on the commandant’s list. 
I say “ended up” because I was as surprised as my friends. I 
never looked at my combined test scores, so I had no idea where 
I stood overall. Graduating first on the commandant’s list was 
really a third-place finish, but that was a third-place finish below 
two seasoned military professionals. The distinguished honor 
graduate was a special forces captain, and the honor graduate 
was a special forces sergeant first class. For my military 
intelligence unit, graduating third as a private first class was a 
very big deal. My company First Sergeant was so pleased he 
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honestly wanted to adopt me as his son. I was golden and 
feeling very loved after doing so well in that training class. 

I went on to win two Soldier of the Month competitions and 
was awarded the Army Commendation medal and promoted to 
E4 before I changed duty stations. In my first 18 months of 
active duty service, I had accomplished more than I ever 
imagined, and I was loving it. Everything continued to look bright 
and shiny for me, especially when I received orders for Germany. 
I was excited about going overseas and couldn’t wait to tell my 
dad. I remembered his stories about serving in the Air Force in 
France, and I hoped to see some of the things he talked about, 
namely Paris. 

My family had moved to the Pacific Northwest while I was in 
Kentucky. I took a short leave and flew home to see my parents, 
siblings, and my boxer, the dog I’d grown up with, before I 
headed off to my new duty assignment in Germany. It was the 
second time since joining the army that I’d been home, but my 
first time to our new home in Washington State, and I was 
excited to see the family. Unfortunately, it was also an awkward 
experience. I felt like the family treated me like the kid I was 
before I left home, not as an accomplished professional soldier. I 
had changed. More to the point, the army changed me, and not 
for the worse, either. When I was home, it was more of the 
same, general disinterest and renewed sibling competition.  

I began to really appreciate the good order and discipline I 
found in military service. I wanted to be surrounded by like-
minded professionals, people who appreciated and respected 
my work ethic. I couldn’t wait to get to Germany, to join my new 
unit and continue to work my way up in rank and pay. Not 
everyone had the chance to visit Europe, especially someone of 
my low middle-class upbringing. I was very excited about the 
possibilities. 

When I arrived at Frankfurt, I remember looking out the 
plane’s window as it landed and finding Germany somehow 
familiar. I’d never been there before, but it felt comfortable, like 
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I was home. Indeed, I found Germany beautiful and exciting, but 
the 3rd Armored Division was very different from that of the 
101st Airborne Division.  

Within minutes of arriving at the soldier in-processing 
center in Frankfurt, a soldier offered to share his hashish with 
me. I’d been warned about the drug use by soldiers in Germany, 
but I didn’t think it was that prevalent. The army was different 
depending on the unit composition, duty assignment and 
location, and this assignment was as different as day is to night.  

There was also a palpable tension in the air for the United 
States Army Europe that summer in 1981. Along with prevalent 
drug use, there was also racial tensions among the ranks at 
various camps across Germany. Coupled with the threat of 
German domestic terrorist groups actively targeting US service 
members at discos or placing fire extinguisher bombs in their 
privately-owned vehicles, meant tensions were very high. It was, 
after all, the height of the Cold War. Soviet Military Liaison 
Mission agents would drive around the various army camps 
trying to collect intelligence on our equipment and activities. It 
was all very different from my army time in Kentucky. 

I was happy that my days of carrying a heavy backpack 
through snow and mud had, for the most part, come to an end. I 
was no longer limited to what I could carry in a single pack, 
which meant more of everything, most notably pogey-bait, a 
name given to the food and snacks not issued by the military. 
Everything our four-man combat surveillance team needed 
would end up in the box-shaped aluminum Armored Personnel 
Carrier or APC, commonly referred to as an M113, we called our 
home.    

Despite the many differences, I adapted and continued to 
do well in the army. After completing my Primary Leadership 
Development Course training and graduating second in my class, 
my platoon leader, Lieutenant Brown, promoted me to sergeant 
and gave me responsibility of a surveillance team. I was no 
longer a crewman, but a team leader, a big step up for me. 
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Though technically it wasn’t much, I had been given 
responsibility and went from taking orders to giving them, even 
if it was only within my own team. 

While on field training exercises in Germany, I found the 
German people to be friendly and respectful to us, if we were 
friendly and respectful to them. On occasion, a man from the 
nearest town or hamlet would visit us at our concealed fighting 
position to talk and trade for goods.  

American cigarettes were a controlled item, which meant 
they were rationed along with hard alcohol and even food. Every 
soldier was issued one ration card a month, which provided 
more than enough options to moderately consume controlled 
items. The army did this because Germans loved American 
alcohol, cigarettes and meat, which sold for pennies on the 
dollar to soldiers. Rationing was a way to reduce the black 
market, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t buy stuff and give it 
away. 

I didn’t smoke, but I use my rations and take cigarettes with 
me into the field. The soldiers that smoked would run out long 
before the field training exercise ended, which served me well 
when bartering for food. I would do the same with Germans, 
and trade smokes for delicious hot food. On more than one 
occasion, I would trade for “bratwurst mit brotchen” for the 
entire team. I always had cash with me, be it Dollars or German 
Marks, but trading cigarettes for food was always much cheaper. 

I learned by watching my team leader in the field, but my 
first field training exercise as a team leader was a disaster: we 
ran out of food, fuel and water; triggered a fire extinguisher 
inside the vehicle; and broke the trimvein (the heavy plywood 
panel on the front of the vehicle meant for river fording and 
swimming). I learned a lot about team leadership during that 
first solo training experience; lessons of delegating and building 
relationships with the units I was tasked to support.  

Near the end of that same first field training exercise, I had 
help from the Spirit with a prompting. My section sergeant 
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informed me before training that if I didn’t reach a specific rally 
point by a specific time, I would have to remain with the infantry 
unit for the duration of the field training exercise, which meant 
two additional weeks in the field. That was something I, and the 
other guys on my team, did not want. I watched the calendar 
closely to ensure that I didn’t miss the important rendezvous at 
the rally point. 

The day we were to make our rendezvous with the other 
surveillance teams, a thick pea-soup fog rolled in. The early 
morning darkness, coupled with the thick fog, reduced visibility 
to a few feet. I was committed to getting my team to the rally 
point. I did not want to make any of us remain in the field longer 
than was necessary. We rolled out on schedule. It was very slow 
traveling through the German countryside, but I was good with a 
map and confident that I could direct us to the rally point 
despite the foul weather.  

As a team leader, I was also the vehicle commander, which 
meant I was with the driver in sitting exposed to the weather in 
one of two open hatches of the APC. But given the poor 
visibility, I had no other choice. I was almost standing on the 
APC’s roof to help my driver, literally giving him steering 
correction of, “a little right,” or “a little left,” through the 
vehicle’s communications set to keep us from leaving the road. 
It was a very tense and exhausting experience, but we were 
determined to make the important rendezvous. 

After traveling several kilometers, I was prompted to have 
the driver stop. I wasn’t sure why, but I issued the command and 
looked around. Seeing no danger, I checked the map. I had 
missed something, something important, and I hoped the map 
would reveal why I’d been prompted to stop. Sure enough, the 
terrain was different. In the darkness and the fog, I missed the 
turn we needed to take, so I backed up the driver and we were 
back on course in minutes.  

When I reached the rally point an hour later, I found the 
other team leaders waiting for me on their APC’s, looking fresh 
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and well rested. The sun had come up and burnt off the last of 
the fog, so I could see them clearly, and I knew something was 
wrong because they were all smiling at me. When they told me, 
they spent their field training time living in a German guest 
house, I was angry. But then all I could do was laugh about it.  

They were right however, I needed the team leader 
experience and they didn’t. I was also glad for the help I had in 
reaching the rally point. My driver even complemented me for 
leading the team safely there. All in all, it was a good learning 
experience for me, and I couldn’t fault the more experienced 
team leaders for taking advantage of living in a guest house for a 
week. I would have done the same if I had known better. 

Other than the many field training exercises we participated 
in, our unit also performed duty in the Fulda Gap – a natural 
corridor that massive Soviet armor formations could use on their 
way to conquer Europe – along the East German border. Those 
three-week stints of guard duty were spent pulling a two-hour 
shift in the tower, watching the East Germans with powerful 
optics and radar equipment, which was some of the best duty I 
pulled. A small camp had been built around the tower, providing 
every comfort of home. We had bunks in a heated barracks with 
hot showers, a 24-hour mess with a committed cook who made 
fresh pies and four-egg omelets to order, a well-equipped break 
room where we could watch Armed Forces Network shows 
before they were aired across Germany, and a basketball court. 
Best of all, because the army provided everything I needed while 
I was on the observation post, I actually had money to spend on 
my days off.  

While in Germany, I explored the area as best I could. Of all 
the countries I’ve visited in my life, Germany feels more like 
home than any other. I suspect it has something to do with my 
mother’s ancestral lineage that runs deep. I always related to 
the German people and their practical, disciplined approach to 
life. Though I didn’t know it at the time, Germany would become 
more important to me than I realized, but that was years ahead. 
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For the time being, I was content to travel around with a friend 
in my unit, a young man from my home town of Concord. 

Steve wasn’t a surveillance guy like me, but he lived in our 
barracks in Butzbach. We would hang out together whenever we 
had free time, which was most weekends. He loved taking the 
train to Frankfurt and walking the streets to clubs and to check-
out the girls. I also liked traveling to Frankfurt for practical 
reasons. The 3rd Armored Division headquarters had the best 
Post Exchange or PX (known in civilian parlance as a shopping 
center) in the area. The PX on our camp was very small, so if I 
wanted to buy anything good or with a better variety, I had to 
visit the Frankfurt PX. 

The forty-minute train ride from Butzbach and Frankfurt 
made the trip less than routine, but on one Saturday I agreed to 
accompany Steve, and I’m glad I did. I was about to experience 
one of the most profound physical-spiritual experiences of my 
life. I say physical-spiritual because it wasn’t a dream or a vision, 
or even a prompting, but rather a test of my charity and contact 
with a very special man. 

Because Steve was a counterintelligence agent, he enjoyed 
practicing his surveillance trade-craft on the busy Frankfurt 
streets. I had no idea about such things, but I quickly learned a 
few skills, about how to follow someone without them knowing I 
was following them, or how to detect a tail. Spy stuff was fun, 
and Steve made me wish I’d chosen a different military 
occupational skill. I found it interesting how so many people 
seemed oblivious to their surroundings, unaware of what was 
going on around them as they walked dutifully up and down the 
busy city streets.  

After grabbing a quick bite to eat at a bratwurst kiosk, we 
headed off to recon the German disco Steve wanted us to visit 
later that night. “Now remember,” said Steve, “the top stair is 
higher than all the rest, so step up and don’t stumble. It’s how 
they know who’s there for the first time … when you trip on the 
last step.” 
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“Got it,” I replied, as we weaved our way through the busy 
noontime pedestrian traffic toward the disco.  

A moment later, an oddly dressed man – I say oddly 
because he was dressed more like an English gentleman than a 
German businessman – approached me saying, “Excuse me, but 
I heard you speaking English and I was wondering if you could 
help me?” 

Much to Steve’s obvious annoyance, I stopped and said to 
the man, “Sure, what do you need?” 

“Can you spare some change?” he asked politely in a 
dignified manner. 

When I reached into my pants pocket to give the man my 
change, Steve reacted loudly and rudely by saying, “What are 
you doing, Cary? Don’t give him your money. Can’t you see he 
doesn’t need it!” 

I ignored Steve and handed the strange man all my loose 
change because I was embarrassed for how Steve had behaved. 
To me, it didn’t matter how the man was dressed, only that he 
asked for my help, and I wanted to give it to him. I’m glad I did. 
When the man accepted my change, I was so overcome by a 
feeling of extreme warmth and peace that I was rendered 
speechless. Never in my life, not even to this day, had I felt such 
a profound feeling of confirmation about having done the right 
thing. I didn’t know what it meant, but I knew it meant 
something. Maybe it was that God was pleased with me, which I 
thought was important. 

After the man pocketed the change that I’d just given him, 
he shook my hand and said, “Thank you. Your patience will take 
you far,” and turned to leave. 

“I can’t believe you just did that … you’re an idiot!” Steve 
grumbled at me. 

I turned to him and snapped, “It’s my money. I’ll do what I 
want with it.” 

On the train back to Butzbach, I began thinking about that 
experience, namely why my contact with the stranger produced 
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such a powerful spiritual experience. Words literally can’t 
describe the entirety of that feeling, how it resonated through 
me, seemingly imbuing me with enough light energy to make me 
glow. I’m sure I wasn’t glowing, but it sure felt like it. I concluded 
that I had met John, the apostle who’d asked Jesus to stay and 
serve on Earth until the second coming. It was the only thing 
that made any sense to me. He looked different, acted different, 
and felt different to me; a physical man with spiritual super 
powers.   

I did manage to take a trip to Paris, France, and see some of 
the sights my dad did when he was a young airman. Seeing the 
Louvre, the Cathedral Notre Dame, and the Eiffel Tower made 
me feel more connected to him, like we now shared some secret 
truth. I even climbed the stairs of the Eiffel Tower as he had 
done long ago, all to benefit from the shared experience. I don’t 
know what it meant to him, but it meant a lot to me.  

As my three-year enlistment obligation drew to a close, my 
platoon leader, Lieutenant Brown, called me into his office for a 
counseling session. He told me he really appreciated all the good 
work I did and asked me to reenlist. “Sorry, sir,” I replied before 
adding, “I’m getting out to go to college.” I might have 
considered it if I hadn’t got caught up in a short-timers attitude 
with the other guys that couldn’t wait to leave the army. I served 
my obligation and it seemed like the smart thing to do. Like my 
friends, I was counting down the days to be a civilian again, free 
to do what I wanted, when I wanted. 

“I can get you into West Point,” said Lieutenant Brown. 
“You’d make a great officer, Cary.” 

“Not with my high school grades, sir,” I replied. 
He nodded his head and said, “Then maybe West Point Prep 

first.” 
“Sir, if I’m going to college, I don’t want to do it in uniform.” 
Lieutenant Brown nodded again and said, “Well, if you’re 

set on leaving the service, at least let me write you a letter of 
recommendation.” 
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“Thank you, sir,” I said before saluting and leaving his office. 
The letter he wrote was a powerful summary of my service and 
contributions to the army. I never read such a letter before, and 
I was awed by it. It sounded like Lieutenant Brown was talking 
about someone else, not me, but I never forgot his generosity 
and professionalism, or him telling me that I’d make a good 
officer. To me, army officers were a different breed of men, like 
aliens. I didn’t know what it took to be an officer in the army, 
but I was intrigued that he thought I was worthy of such a 
compliment.  

I left Germany a month later, and after a brief period of out-
processing at Fort Jackson, South Carolina, I boarded a plane in 
Charleston and flew home to Washington State. As Father would 
have it, during that flight, I ended up sitting next to a return 
missionary. I say it was Father’s doing because I didn’t believe in 
coincidences. He clearly wanted me to sit next to that young 
man and hear about his mission, which is exactly what 
happened. 

The missionary told me about serving in several remote 
Andean villages in the mountains of Peru. His stories of traveling 
around on horseback, or wearing jeans and a cowboy hat, 
sounded like my kind of a mission. But when he mentioned how 
he hated leaving the people – that he loved them, and they 
loved him – and the words in my patriarchal blessing came to 
mind. I knew then, or at least I wanted to believe I knew, that 
this missionary sitting next to me had served the mission I was 
supposed to serve. 

How I knew that, I can’t explain, but what followed was a 
regret so deep and penetrating that it made me sad. I realized 
that I had missed an important opportunity to serve a mission. 
Worse than that, I also believed I had broken the string of 
possibilities mentioned in my blessing. If everything had been 
presented in a specific order, and I didn’t do the first thing 
mentioned, which was a mission, then I had failed, and it was all 
null and void. What was the point of being a civilian when my 
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life seemed irrelevant? If I was no longer favored, what purpose 
did I have to commit to serving Father in any way? I felt lost and 
confused but was nevertheless determined to try and make 
something of myself. It’s not like I could quit. I had a life to live 
even if I believed I’d failed Father. 
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When I returned home, all but my youngest sister Julia had 

left home and moved to California. My siblings would later tell 
me they left home because mom had thrown them out or made 
their lives unbearable, which I could relate to because I felt she 
had done the same to me. However, I didn’t see that as a bad 
thing because leaving home had improved my life. Finding and 
making your own way had helped shape me into a man, and if it 
worked for me, then it would work for my brother and twin 
sisters.  

After my leadership experiences of successfully leading men 
in the army, I found myself adrift in life once again. I began 
working in the garden shop at the local Bremerton K-Mart and 
immediately wondered why I ever left the army. The pay was 
lousy, the hours pathetic, and no one wanted to hear from a 21-
year-old man, one who looked more like an 18-year-old boy, 
about what plant was best for their landscape ideas. I went from 
being a respectable, credible, professional to a loser in a dead-
end job. 

I left the Army to pursue a civilian livelihood, to live free and 
without restrictions, one without formations, uniforms, working 
in the motor pool, and living in the elements in the field. I 
wanted to taste life for myself, to enjoy things my way, to be my 
own man, as it were. However, my patriarchal blessing 
continued to gnaw on my mind, and the idea of “serving a 
mission far from home,” still intrigued me. Maybe sitting next to 
that missionary on the plane was meant to motivate me? 

I wanted to experience everything about my blessing. If I 
was to enjoy the promises offered in it, I had to follow them in 
the order they’d been revealed to me. If I didn’t follow that 
order, all would be for naught. To realign my life with my 
blessing, I believed I needed to go on a mission. Better late than 
never, I reasoned. 
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When I broached the subject to my parents, they supported 
me one-hundred percent. In fact, it was the first time I ever 
remember them wanting to support me on any one thing. Why 
wouldn’t they? All church families want the bragging rights; to 
show the world that they’re good parents, soon to be favored by 
God for the sacrifice they’d make while supporting their 
missionary child. I didn’t care about that, but I did want to 
realign with my patriarchal blessing, and serving a mission 
seemed like the surest way to accomplish it. 

So, while plugging along in my K-Mart job, I began to 
prepare for a mission. I attended church, studied the scriptures, 
completed interviews, got two new suits, and waited patiently 
for my letter from the church presidency. When it arrived, I held 
the letter in my hands knowing that it would change my life. 
Something about it felt off, so instead of waiting for everyone to 
get home and open it in front of them, I went to my bedroom 
and opened the letter. 

I’d been called to serve in the Victoria, British Columbia 
mission. Being rather adept with geography, I knew instantly 
that Victoria BC was anything but “… far from home.” In fact, it 
was as close as I could be to staying home and still be in a 
different country. As I read the letter repeatedly, the reality of 
my situation seemed to clarify in my mind. Not only had I missed 
the opportunity to serve my true mission, but I was no longer 
expected to serve at all. I knew, in a flash of recognition, that I 
wouldn’t accept the mission call. I had screwed up my life’s path 
by joining the army, and Father was finished with me. He had 
sent me a clear message that I was no longer His man.  

Attending church no longer felt right or important to me. 
Everyone knew that I had bailed on my mission calling, and I 
hated the many sympathetic or disappointed looks and 
comments I got from members. I began finding more and more 
reasons not to go, like by volunteering to work on Sunday’s, and 
began to drift away from the church.  
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A few weeks later, while my parents were out of town, my 
brother came up to visit. We weren’t close, not ideally anyway, 
but we were brothers who’d shared a hard childhood experience 
together. He even followed my example and joined the army for 
a short time. So, when he told me about the advantages and 
opportunities that awaited me in Modesto, I accepted his offer 
to returned to California.  

We were, and still are, two very different people, but 
leaving Washington felt right to me despite my brother’s 
generous offer. I saw it as an opportunity to escape my parents, 
the church, and the rainy weather, so I didn’t need a lot of 
convincing to go with him. At the time, I had no idea how 
important that decision would be, how it would literally change 
my life, but then I was doing what I felt was right for the 
moment. I packed my bags and left with Sean. 

During the drive south, I couldn’t help but wonder how 
differently things would have turned out if I had accepted the 
mission call. I wondered if God had been testing me. If He had, 
I’d surely failed Him. Everything about the mission call felt wrong 
to me, yet I couldn’t ignore the potential message that, because 
of my choices, I was no longer in God’s favor. 

I found work within two days of arriving in Modesto, which 
was peeling shrimp at a Red Lobster for a $1.75 an hour, the 
minimum wage at the time. Work had been a part of the deal I 
had reached with my brother while we were driving to 
California; I’d find a job as soon as possible and help pay rent. 
For transportation, Sean gave me his beat-up old ten-speed 
bicycle. With a little maintenance and a new coat of paint, I 
ended up using that same bike for two years before I had 
enough money and credit to purchase a motorcycle.  

I was busy but content in Modesto. I had even joined up 
with the Young Single Adults group in my area and resumed 
attending church. I was looking for fellowship, acceptance and 
companionship. I believed the YSA group was the answer. 
Unfortunately, our differences quickly emerged. The kids in the 
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YSA group were still living at home, quite literally waiting for 
something to happen that would change their lives. I, on the 
other hand, had served three years in the army, traveled across 
the country, been overseas, given responsibility, and was trying 
to make my own way through life. As such, I was very different 
from their laissez faire approach to life and soon stopped 
participating in their activities. I had nothing in common with the 
kids close to my age, so I moved on. 

Once again, I’d separated myself from the church, and to 
compensate for that hole in my busy routine, I turned to 
racquetball at the fitness center where my brother, Sean was 
the assistant manager. It was there that I met Sara, an aerobics 
instructor, and we soon began dating. I mention Sara because 
we shared a unique experience that I have never forgotten. 

Late one night, while we stood looking up at the stars, our 
arms wrapped around each other, a large black circle sailed 
silently through the sky a thousand feet above us. It had been a 
simple matter of perfect timing, because had I not been looking 
up at that spot and at the right time, I would have completely 
missed the passing of what was an unidentified flying object. It 
had moved by in complete silence, visible only because it 
blocked my view of the star-filled night sky above. 

Because of my military intelligence training, I’d been taught 
to recognize all known domestic and foreign military aircraft, 
and the object that had just passed by overhead was like nothing 
I’d ever seen. It didn’t even upset the air with its passing, as if it 
was traveling in a vacuum.  

As soon as the object passed out of sight, Sara and I looked 
at each other and said, “Did you just see that?” We talked about 
it for several minutes, neither of us really understanding it but 
intelligent enough to know it hadn’t been a normal aircraft or 
balloon. I assured Sara that, after having spent some time 
studying military aircraft identification while serving in the army, 
it was nothing like I’d ever seen. I also told her that I knew of no 
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aircraft that could move silently and with enough stealth to 
remain silent. 

Had I just seen a bonified UFO? I didn’t know, but it sure 
raised a lot of questions in my mind. I never really believed we 
were alone in our galaxy. I hadn’t yet developed a refined 
cynicism for the secrets our country keeps from its citizens, so I 
was convinced I’d seen alien technology at its finest. Later, when 
I began attending Modesto Junior College, I added Astronomy to 
my class schedule because I wanted to learn more about the 
stars. 

The idea of life on other worlds, of advanced civilizations 
capable of visiting our primitive world, didn’t seem that crazy to 
me. I believed anything was possible with God, so seeing such an 
object in the sky didn’t weaken my belief in God. In fact, it 
served to strengthen it. The universe was just too vast for us, 
even in the deepest depths of pride, I didn’t believe we were 
alone in the “Verse.” In that regard, seeing the unidentified 
flying object with Sara was a spiritual experience for me. One 
that reaffirmed my belief that there really was other worlds 
beyond our own. 

While serving in the army, I’d set up an allotment to 
contribute to a college fund. I didn’t want to do it because it cut 
my pay by $75.00 a month, but it turned out to be one of the 
smartest things I’d done in my youth. Every dollar I contributed 
to the education fund, the army agreed to add two dollars of 
their own. So, when I left the army, I had about seven-thousand 
dollars of my own money that I could use however I saw fit, or I 
could collect $310.00 a month for three years if I enrolled in 
college and took 16 credit hours a semester. Because it would 
double my income, I elected to go to school and collect that 
army benefit. 

After meeting with the dean of students to prove my 
California residency, I enrolled and began working toward an 
associate degree. Unfortunately, my poor high school 
performance meant that I had to take placement tests and 
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pretty much start over in the basics, but that didn’t slow me 
down. After earning straight A’s in my first semester, I was 
completely hooked on college and looked forward to more 
learning.   

During that time, in what I’ve come to call my “rebellious 
period,” I had several spiritual experiences. I learned about 
kinesiology or muscle-testing from a chiropractor friend, which 
was eye opening for me because of its spiritual implications. But 
something else was working to change my perspective on life. 

On three different occasions, I experienced an event that 
made me stop and think about who I was in the grand scheme of 
things. Even though I wasn’t going to church, I still felt 
connected to God. I felt as if I was being watched over. My 
perceptions were also sharp, sharper than they’d ever been 
when I was in the army. I was literally seeing, and hearing things 
other people missed. I didn’t know what it meant, but I wanted 
to understand. 

On one blustery fall morning, while grinding away on my 
ten-speed into the wind on my way to work, I had one of the 
most profoundly educational promptings of my life. I’ll explain 
the education aspect of it in a moment, but for now, just know 
that every day, regardless of the weather, I had to peddle that 
bike eight miles to work, eight miles to school, and then another 
eight miles home again; a literal triangle of daily physical 
exertion.  

It was difficult at first, but I grew stronger every day I 
peddled that twenty-four-mile loop. By the time I was ready to 
buy a motorcycle two years later, I could make any one of those 
legs in less than fifteen minutes, which was quicker than a car 
because I was able to avoid traffic congestion and red lights. 
Once, I was pulled over by a motorcycle cop for speeding on my 
bike. It was thrown out by a judge amid courtroom chuckles.  

But on this one cold and windy morning, still being relatively 
new to cycling, I asked myself, “What the heck am I doing here?” 
while peddling hard into a cruel headwind. When I approached 
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the first light, I quickly checked for cross traffic and my attention 
was drawn to the milk bottling plant across the intersection. I’d 
seen it countless times before in passing and had never given it a 
second thought, but this time something was different. In my 
mind, I’d heard very clearly, “Go over there and ask them for a 
job.” 

“I already have a job,” I said to myself, annoyed with the 
idea that I could just walk away from my glorious career of 
shrimp peeling. Besides, if I stopped, I’d be late for work, and I 
was never late for work. The wind was really slowing me down 
as it was, and I just couldn’t just walk away from a sure thing like 
Red Lobster. They’d given me a job when I really needed one, 
and I had a strong sense of loyalty to them. Subsequently, I 
ignored the voice and peddle past. 

That evening, after work and school (I’d started taking night 
courses because at that time, my restaurant job was working 
days), I returned to the apartment to find my brother Sean 
happy and excited about the new job he’d just landed. I was 
surprised because I thought he loved working at the fitness 
center. I was curious to learn what he’d found that was better. 
As it turned out, he was offered a job at the very same milk 
bottling factory I was told to visit on my way to work that 
morning. To make matters worse, Sean just walked in and asked 
for a job. Not that he needed it. That milk bottling job would 
have paid me four times what I was making at Red Lobster. I was 
dumbfounded. I couldn’t believe how such a cruel twist of fate 
could be thrown in my face, and by my own brother.   

I congratulated Sean and went to my bedroom to study, but 
I couldn’t stop thinking about what had just happened. By 
ignoring the prompting, an important one would have made my 
life so much easier, not only because of its location but also 
because of the pay, I’d missed an opportunity. The harsh reality 
of it crushed me, but I also learned a very powerful lesson from 
it. From that day forward, I reaffirmed to God that I would never 
again ignore one of the Spirit’s promptings.  
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I can’t tell you how important that lesson was for me. I’ve 
had numerous such promptings since them, and I obediently 
acknowledge and follow them to the best of my ability. They’re 
not always so clear, and I don’t always see the purpose or 
outcome of them, but I do respond. I’ll share more thoughts on 
this throughout my story, but for now, know that it was like 
being slapped in the face by the Spirit.  

I’ve learned that sometimes, when I identify what I believe 
to be a spiritual prompting, it’s almost always contrary to my 
personal plans. It’s important to understand that when we’re 
already doing something right or necessary, there’s no need for 
a prompting. Only when we need a nudge or push in the right 
direction do we receive them, which unfortunately means we’re 
more inclined to ignore them because its inconvenient or 
counter to our present train of thought. Consequently, that’s 
when it’s the most important time to listen.  

When we receive a prompting, from anything as simple as 
helping a stranded motorist to saving someone’s life, we must 
first recognize that it isn’t our own thought. If the prompting is 
encouraging us to do something good but inconvenient, mental 
alarms should go off. It’s time to listen and act. I use this method 
to recognize and act on promptings, and it’s saved me in many 
ways, and more than once. 

For example, during the same time period in my life, I had 
promptings that ranged from, “Slow down, there’s a cop hiding 
up ahead to give you a ticket,” to “You’re in danger. Look in your 
rearview mirror.” With the former, I was riding my motorcycle to 
work, and I was, in fact, speeding, which is very easy to do on a 
light, fast, powerful motorcycle, but having learned to listen, I 
slowed down and looked for the cop. Sure enough, just up 
ahead, hiding behind a large concrete highway overpass 
support, I saw a motorcycle cop with a radar gun pointed 
directly at me. It had been early in the morning and I was the 
only one on the road at the time, so he would have had me for 
sure. Had I really heard a voice of warning or was I just picking 
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up on the police officers’ intent? I don’t know, but is the 
difference important? Either way, I avoided trouble. 

In the latter example, listening to the “voice” literally saved 
my life. I was riding home on my motorcycle along a wide, four-
lane city street, passing between two large housing 
developments near the outskirts of town. The road was quiet 
and empty, and I rolled to a stop at a traffic light that, for some 
unexplainable reason, had just turned red. I looked and waited 
for a car to pull from the development, but there were no cars 
to be seen. It was then that I received a prompting to look in my 
mirrors. 

One thing I enjoyed about riding on a motorcycle is that 
they offer a wide field of view. They’re dangerous, to be sure, 
but mostly because people have a hard time judging a 
motorcycle’s speed and distance. I had already been involved in 
two accidents where someone had pulled out in front of me, and 
subsequently learned to slow down and even stop if a driver 
didn’t look at me. Such defensive driving tactics saved me on 
more than one occasion. I’m sure my guardian angel worked 
overtime during that phase of my life. 

As prompted, I looked in the handlebar mounted mirrors 
and saw a red pickup truck coming toward me fast. The driver 
was bent over in the seat, as if trying to pick up something from 
the floor at his feet, and he hadn’t yet seen me at the stoplight. I 
then heard another clear warning, “You need to move.” 

The light was still red, but with no vehicles in the 
intersection, I put the bike in gear and rolled cautiously through, 
all the while keeping a close eye on the distracted driver. As I 
moved forward, the driver popped his head up, saw me at the 
light, and slammed on his brakes. The truck locked up and swung 
around in a clean 180, ending up exactly where I had been 
sitting, moments before, on my motorcycle. Had I not listened to 
the promptings I’d heard, both to look and to move, I would 
have been seriously injured. 
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Now some people might say that’s nothing special, and I 
might agree. I think everyone’s entitled to, and often receives, 
promptings of that magnitude. Maybe they are recognized as 
promptings, or maybe they are thought of as situational 
awareness. One thing is clear to me, had I been even slightly 
distracted at that moment, maybe angry with my boss or my 
girlfriend, or anything else spiritually debilitating, I would have 
been hit by that truck. 

Vigilant or not, I’ve had other experiences that weren’t so 
easy to explain. One day, while riding through town, I saw two 
women and a man trying to push a stalled car out of a busy 
intersection, so I stopped to give them a hand. The man had 
been trying to steer and push at the same time. I told him to 
jump in and I’d push.  

When the car was safely off the road, the man climbed out 
and everyone thanked me for helping. We had to push the car 
quite a way to reach a parking lot. I was out of breath from the 
exertion, but I smiled and said, “For a minute there, I thought we 
were going to have to push your car all the way to Senora.” 

The man looked shocked and said with surprise, “How did 
you know we were going to Senora?” 

“I didn’t,” I answered, as surprised as he was, and added, “It 
was just a lucky guess.” 

I left the scene wondering what had just happened. While 
it’s true Senora wasn’t that far from Modesto, about twenty-five 
miles or so, there are more than a dozen other cities in the area, 
any one of them could have been their destination. I don’t know 
why I said Senora other than because I was supposed to.   

Later, when I thought about that experience, I wondered if 
I’d been serving as one of God’s attending angels. Maybe they 
needed a testimony of angels, or just a testimony of friendship. 
Whatever the reason, I heard the prompting and stopped to 
help them, and by so doing, I was somehow connected to their 
thoughts. Still, I couldn’t help but wonder about why it 
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happened, and that question would be a reoccurring theme 
throughout my life.  

As an intuitive, discerning person, there were times when I 
could literally feel someone’s feelings toward me. Whether I was 
liked, loved, or despised, I could feel the difference like a 
blanket. Feeling loved felt the best, like a soothing balm for my 
soul, but there was never enough to satisfy my need for it. I felt 
good and whole, connected and complete when I was around 
kind, warm-hearted people, but I was not always around kind, 
warm-hearted people. When people didn’t like me, it felt like 
acid on my heart. Having such empathic tendencies made for 
some very interesting relationships in my life. 

Finding an equally interested and loyal girlfriend was always 
challenging. Most of the time, my relationships with women 
were one-sided: I like them, and they wouldn’t like me, or they’d 
like me, and I wouldn’t like them. As a result, I had more female 
friends than male. Every guy I hung out with at that time was 
about competition, and I had my fill of it growing up. That’s why 
it was so real when I met Sara. Unfortunately, it didn’t last. After 
six months of serious dating, she said, “I love you but I’m not in 
love with you,” and it was over in minutes.  

I was absolutely devastated. To make matters worse, a 
week later I’d discovered that she was dating someone I thought 
of as a very close friend. He managed to convince her to leave 
me and move in with him because I wasn’t giving her the 
attention she’d deserved.  

Keep in mind, I was working 40-hour weeks at Red Lobster 
and talking full credits at the junior college, but I gave her my 
every spare moment of time. The day she broke up with me, I 
tossed my bedroom. I hadn’t done it in anger, but I was 
distraught. The next day, Sean asked me to move out, telling me 
that he wanted to live on his own again. Not only had I lost my 
first love, but I was looking at being homeless. My life was falling 
apart around me, or so I wanted to believe. 
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Every woman I’d become close to, whether family or friend, 
would leave me, be unfaithful to me, or turn against me. It 
would develop into a strange pattern of trial, one that wouldn’t 
break until I found Kim, the literal woman of my dreams. If I had 
known about her in my twenties, I would have looked for her 
then. Finding her then would have saved me a lot of trouble and 
pain, but that clearly wasn’t in the plan. Kim and I had our 
individual growth and sacrifice periods to endure apart, and we 
wouldn’t come together until Father was ready for us to come 
together. It didn’t matter that we’d been together before this 
life. What mattered was that we came together in this life at 
precisely the right moment. Everything happens for a reason. 

Before I left Modesto, I had another very powerful vision, 
one that detailed my life path to Kim; though I didn’t yet know 
anything about her, let alone her name. But allow me to provide 
a bit more background information before I explain how that 
vision changed my life.  

I graduated from Modesto Junior College with a 3.54 GPA 
and a transferable Associates Degree. I was once again a free 
agent with no apparent path or direction. I had worked my way 
through school and did the same at Red Lobster, establishing 
myself as a dedicated and reliable man. The general manager 
wanted me to attend Red Lobster’s management training 
program in Florida, but I didn’t want to work in restaurants the 
rest of my life. I remembered the pizza parlor prompting I’d 
received when I was 18, back when I’d been cutting pizza, and 
knew I had to do more with my life. So, I declined my manager’s 
generous offer and considered the next most logical option, I 
would return to the army with a degree. 

I called a local army recruiter and told him I wanted back in. 
He welcomed me but said that the army was drawing down – 
going through a major force reduction – and I’d have to keep my 
former occupational specialty, as well as enter with one less pay 
grade. “What about my degree?” I asked. 
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“That’s nice,” he said, “But that’s the best I can offer you 
under the circumstances.” 

I was devastated. I didn’t care so much about the rank, I 
could make that up quickly, I just didn’t want the same job. Now 
that I knew the army system, I wanted to do something new and 
exciting. Since that was no longer an option, I was lost about 
how to move forward. I honestly had no idea what I was going to 
do with the rest of my life.  

That changed a week later when I was walking through the 
student center on career day. Modesto Junior College was 
hosting its semi-annual job placement fair, and I just happened 
to be passing through while it was happening. I ignored all but 
one of the tables. When I saw two army uniforms, I went over 
and struck up a conversation with two men from the Reserve 
Officer Training Corps, or ROTC, at California State University 
Sacramento. It was a pleasant conversation, and when I told 
them about my phone call to the army, the captain 
recommended that I complete my degree through the ROTC 
program and become an officer. 

In a flash, Lieutenant Brown’s words, the letter he’d written 
me before I left Germany, came to mind. I had completely 
forgotten his recommendation that if I did go to college, I should 
do it through the ROTC program. His opinion that I’d make a 
good officer finally resonated within me. I knew that was the 
direction I was supposed to take. The only problem was, I didn’t 
want to live in Sacramento. The captain graciously gave me 
contact information for the ROTC program at Fresno State. The 
next day I jumped on my motorcycle and rode down to visit the 
Professor of Military Science. After interviewing and passing the 
officer’s entrance exam, I was admitted into the program and 
began making plans to move south to Fresno.  

After I cleared out of my apartment, I moved in with a friend 
for the last few weeks before I was to leave Modesto. My friend, 
a fellow ‘Expo’ at Red Lobster, respected my move and offered 
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to let me stay with him while I waited for the semester to begin. 
It was while living in his home that I had the vision. 

It was my day off, so I was sleeping in. I was still working 
evenings, which meant I was closing the restaurant. If I got to 
bed by two in the morning it was a miracle. That meant sleeping 
till ten o’clock in the morning wasn’t that much of a luxury. 
Fortunately, my friend’s house was quiet, and I enjoyed the 
additional time in bed.   

As the sun poured through the window blinds onto my bed, 
I closed my eyes and began to drift away. It felt good to just lay 
there, to have a life plan in mind, one that made sense to me, 
that felt right. 

 
I found myself walking through an expansive orange 

orchard. The sun, reflecting off the dark green leaves, 
provided a stark contrast for the oranges, lush and ripe and 
waiting for harvest on the trees around me. I could smell 
the oranges; how clean and healthy they were as I walked 
down a row between the trees. 

When I reached the end of the orchard, I climbed up a 
short dirt embankment and stopped when I reached a 
highway.  

I looked both ways, to the horizon in each direction, 
and seeing no traffic I crossed the quiet two-lane highway 
to the other side of the road. I seemed to be heading in a 
fixed direction, not along the highway, but across it like I 
was heading east.  

As I crossed the highway, I noted with interest the 
challenge that lay ahead. A steep sand dune, one more 
than fifty feet high, stood before me. I wasn’t surprised by 
the obstacle, but I knew I had to climb it, and when I 
reached the base of the dune, I was happy to find a 
wooden step ladder running up the entire side. The 
bleached wood of the ladder was barely visible because it 
was almost entirely covered by sand, and I had to scoop it 
away in order to climb. It was a slow, tedious and tiring 
process, but I made it to the top. 
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I stood on a dry, barren wasteland where nothing green 
grew. Up ahead and to my left sat a large truck, an 
eighteen-wheeler, the cab of which was hitched to a shiny 
aluminum fuel tanker. The bright hot sun reflected off the 
side of the polished fuel tank in stark rays, and I put a hand 
over my eyes to read the words written on the side. In bold 
letters of blue, with a single red ‘O’, the word on the side of 
the fuel tank read, ‘MOBIL.’ I had seen such rigs before, 
but I had no idea what it meant. The fact that the fuel truck 
was even parked in such a place didn’t seem even 
important or relevant to my journey. It was just sitting 
abandoned, as if the driver had parked it there and simply 
walked away. 

After an unregistered amount of time, I reached a 
wooded area that resembled a park. Tall, mature, broadleaf 
trees shaded the manicured grass at my feet. After having 
left the dry wasteland, the pleasure of being in the park was 
undeniable. The air was fresh and clean, the temperature 
pleasant, and the scenery comforting. I didn’t know where I 
was going, but when I entered the park, I realized I wasn’t 
alone. A woman was walking with me, to my right, and 
though I don’t remember looking at her, I knew she was by 
my side, that she was important to me, special even. 

For a few moments, we enjoyed each other’s company 
in the park. But something was changing, a threat was 
approaching us. Although I couldn’t see or hear the threat, I 
could feel it drawing near. So, we quickened our pace, and 
as soon as we did, we heard them, a group of men 
pursuing us, intent on doing us grave harm. I took the 
woman’s hand and we ran. 

I looked for somewhere to hide, but we were still in the 
park, which was mostly open save for the widely spaced 
trees around us. I saw a small cinderblock building up 
ahead and ran toward it with the woman. To me, the 
building resembled a park restroom, with two sides, one for 
men and the other for women. The cinderblocks were raw 
and unpainted, but the roof and doors were metal, painted 
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green. It was the only place to hide, so we ran into the 
woman’s side and hoped the approaching mob would pass 
us by.  

It didn’t work. Within minutes the angry mob was 
gathered around the building and we were surrounded. I 
remember hearing very clearly the mob’s angry threats, 
and I knew we wouldn’t survive the encounter. When 
someone shouted for me to come out, I remember being 
surprised because I thought we were both in danger. If the 
mob wanted just me, then I’d go out and let them take me, 
so the woman could survive.  

I explained my plans to her, and she refused to let me 
go. I looked at her face, into her eyes, and held her close. 
The love between us was unmistakable, but for all that, I 
wasn’t allowed to remember her face. One thing I did 
remember was her love for me. It was absolute, and like 
nothing I’d ever felt before. She looked at me and said, 
“Your work isn’t done yet,” and she ran out into the mob. 

 
I woke from that vision with tears streaming down my 

cheeks. The emotional impact of that vision, the love I’d felt 
from that woman and her willingness to sacrifice herself for me, 
pricked at my heart in indescribable ways my entire life. Who 
was she? How could someone love me like that? What work had 
I not finished? None of it made sense to me, and when I 
composed myself, I went and told my friend about it. His 
reaction was simple and to the point, “You’re crazy.”   

I guess, in a way, that vision did sound crazy to him. It would 
have sounded crazy to me had I not personally experienced it. 
And though mine, I still didn’t know what it meant. It wasn’t 
until 1992, some seven years later, that I had an idea about what 
it could meant. No one I knew ever had a vision, or even a 
dream with such memorable significance. I had nothing to 
compare it to except the dream when I was shot and killed by a 
bad guy in some dark and distant city landscape.  
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I didn’t know what was going on, but I knew the vision was 
important, in that I wanted to be with the woman I’d seen in my 
vision. She was out there somewhere, I just knew it, but I had no 
idea where to find her. I believed she was real, that she was out 
there, and when I found her, she’d love me unconditionally, 
enough to sacrifice her life for me and my mission. Words can’t 
describe the impact that early vision had on my life, and more 
was yet to come. 



PROMPTED 
Kenneth Cary 

 

60 
 

  



PROMPTED 
Kenneth Cary 

 

61 
 

 

6 
 
Time in Fresno moved very quickly for me. While I had 

grown accustomed to working full time through college, the 
inclusion of ROTC, with its additional studies and activities, 
consumed all the free time I enjoyed for myself when I lived in 
Modesto. Fortunately, ROTC wasn’t difficult for me. I had a 
significant advantage over most of the other cadets because I 
was prior-service, and I already knew how to soldier. My enlisted 
time had also spared me the trouble of having to attend the 
officer’s basic training course at Fort Knox. Wearing a dress and 
duty uniform, polishing boots, conducting drill and ceremony, 
the use and function of military weapons, and many other entry 
level skills, including how to operate an electric floor buffer, 
were all things I already knew how to do, so I was placed in the 
advanced phase of the ROTC military science curriculum. 

During my first summer at Fresno State, I volunteered to 
attend airborne training at Fort Benning, Georgia. Our ROTC 
program was given an unprecedented number of training slots 
for jump school. I was one of the first to volunteer. Attending 
army training as a cadet would be a new experience for me, but I 
was confident I could handle it given my familiarity with army 
schools. A week later, I seriously sprained my ankle playing 
intermural basketball. The doctor told me I would have been 
better off breaking my ankle, but I disagreed. I couldn’t attend 
jump school in a cast.  

I did everything I could to prepare for airborne training but 
run, which made the first two weeks of my experience 
particularly challenging. Still, I graduated and added another 
respected qualification to my army resume. When I returned to 
the ROTC administrative office, I was informed that I was the 
only cadet, out of the eight, to return with jump wings.  

To their credit, the other cadets didn’t know how to play the 
army game like I did. I attended enlisted basic training, not the 
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gentlemen’s version of it, as well as Air Assault School and PLDC, 
so I knew how the system worked. You show up on time and in 
proper uniform, you pay attention to the instructors, you study 
if necessary, and you pull your weight. Jump school wasn’t 
exactly mentally challenging, but I certainly had to pay attention 
to avoid becoming a “loss” statistic.   

The following summer, I attended ROTC Advanced Camp at 
Fort Lewis, Washington, which was a five-week assessment 
period designed to determine the suitability and leadership 
potential of future army officers. I scored top marks in my class. 
When I returned to Fresno for the fall semester in 88, the 
Professor of Military Science designated me as the Cadet 
Battalion Commander, which made me the top-ranking cadet in 
the school.  

My overall efforts as a student and ROTC cadet earned me 
the honor of becoming the class Distinguished Military Graduate 
and promised a regular army commission. Though I was initially 
commissioned as a reserve officer, when I reported to training at 
Fort Knox and the Armor Officer’s Basic Course, I was sworn in 
with a regular army commission. This was a big deal at that time 
if you wanted to make the army a career. Officers with regular 
army commissions were less likely to be separated than those 
with active reserve commissions.  

Excited about my future army prospects as a soon-to-be 
second lieutenant, I breezed through my last semester of college 
while waiting eagerly to learn when I would have to report to 
armor training. My girlfriend, Niki, was also in the ROTC 
program, but she was a year behind me. The future of our 
relationship was looking more and more uncertain. Since I 
couldn’t wait for her, and she couldn’t follow me, we began to 
drift apart. I didn’t believe she was the woman that I’d seen in 
my Modesto vision, but then I wasn’t absolutely convinced she 
wasn’t. I just didn’t know. We met each other’s families over the 
holidays, knew more than enough about each other to consider 
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marriage, but it never materialized. Life was taking us in 
different directions. 

A month before I graduated from college, and four months 
before I was to leave for Fort Knox, I totaled my motorcycle in a 
vehicle accident. An SUV pulled out in front of me and stopped, 
and the collision sent me flying to a curb I cracked two ribs and 
hurt my neck. It was fortunate I wasn’t more seriously hurt. 
Adrenaline had kicked in and accelerated my reflexes, but I was 
very sore for a month, and without personal transportation. 

To earn money, I found work at a telephone exchange. My 
responsibilities were to sit behind a computer terminal and take 
calls from after-hour medical patients. For the most part, it was 
a laid-back job that paid well and allowed me to finish my 
homework during business lulls. The nature of the work required 
I pull either swing or graveyard shifts, which was a problem 
because I’d lost my motorcycle in an accident. Fortunately, Niki 
let me borrow her Chevy Nova to get around, which leads me to 
share an account of the most significant spiritual experiences of 
that time in my life. 

Very early one morning, I left my apartment to find that a 
thick valley fog had settled in around us. Fog wasn’t uncommon 
for the California central valley, not even a thick fog, but this was 
the worst I’d ever seen. Visibility was less than a few feet; of a 
long line of known streetlights, only the nearest one could be 
seen. The very air was heavy in damp silence, and I knew it 
would take me longer than usual to get across town. 

Driving slowly and carefully, I made my way to work amid 
lighter than usual traffic. Having driven the route many times, I 
knew it well, so the fog wasn’t that much of an issue, or so I 
thought. The last thing I wanted was to damage Niki’s car. I had 
met her father, who was a rental property and orange orchard 
owner in Porterville, a town south of Fresno. He was a tall and 
obnoxious man who thrived on intimidation, and not wanting to 
give him a foothold over me, I vowed to play it very safe with 
Niki’s car. 
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Driving no more than a few miles an hour, I finally reached 
the last intersection before work and prepared to make a right 
turn. When the light turned green, I tried to lift my foot from the 
brake pedal and press the accelerator, but I couldn’t move. I was 
absolutely and unequivocally frozen in place. The traffic light 
was green. I had the right-of-way, but I could only move my 
eyes. I was about to panic when I saw a large white dump truck 
speed through the intersection. The driver had not only missed 
the red light but had been speeding in the fog. If I had taken that 
turn when permitted, I would have been killed. 

The reality of what I just avoided, through some miracle of 
intervention, struck me instantly and deeply. Even though my 
body was released back to me, I continued to sit at that 
intersection and stare until the green light turned red and then 
turned green again. I don’t know how long I sat at the 
intersection, but I didn’t drive away until someone rolled up 
behind me in a car and beeped their horn.  

I could think of no logical reason for what had just 
happened. I understood why it happened, that was crystal clear, 
but I’d never heard of anyone being controlled to prevent 
themselves from being accidently killed. Some thirty years later I 
read in Visions of Glory about how Spencer saw evil men frozen 
in place. Like me, they were only able to move their eyes as he 
walked past them unharmed. But I wasn’t evil or threatening 
anyone with harm. If anything, it was the other way around. I 
had no idea what it meant, but it scared me a little to think that 
such a thing was even possible. 

Once again, I experienced something so unusually profound 
that it left me wondering who I was in the grand scheme of 
things. Why did I warrant such a dramatic degree of protection 
and in such a manner? Wouldn’t it have been easier for an angel 
to delay my departure from the apartment, just enough to miss 
the danger by flattening a car tire or making me not hear my 
wakeup alarm? A delay of less than a minute would have been 



PROMPTED 
Kenneth Cary 

 

65 
 

more than enough to alter my course and miss the threat, so 
why the theatrics? 

It was obvious to me that I was supposed to recognize the 
intervention for what it was, and it worked because it had 
influenced my opinion about spiritual things. I’d been a 
confident and secure 27-year-old man, eager to enter the army 
as a newly commissioned officer, disinterested in all things 
spiritual. However, I now knew that Father had his eye on me. I 
still didn’t know what it meant, but I knew He was watching me. 

Armed with a degree and in possession of orders to report 
to armor school in early September, I decided to spend the last 
couple of months living with my grandparents in Livermore. I felt 
a need to better prepare myself mentally and physically before 
reentering active duty service, and Livermore offered few 
distractions. I spent my time maintaining their two-acre 
property. I also ran, cycled, and painted. For the first time in 
three years, I also attended church services with my 
grandparents. It’s just what I needed before submersing myself 
into my army career. 

Through a contact in the ROTC program, I was connected to 
Todd, another newly commissioned officer from a different state 
college. He was scheduled to attend the same armor school class 
with me. He was looking for someone to help drive his small 
pickup to Kentucky. I jumped at the offer. I could have flown but 
driving with someone meant I could take more gear. A week 
later I was throwing my travel bags into Todd’s truck. 

I found Todd a bit quirky, like me. He was friendly and open 
to talk, which we did for most of the trip. During one long 
stretch of Interstate 40, we’d driven a toll road with many toll 
booths. Everything was still analog back then, which involved 
real people punching or stamping our toll card along the way. 
Out of boredom, I asked Todd to guess the fee at the next toll 
booth. It had been our longest stretch of toll road. With no 
reasonable way to accurately calculate what the toll would be, I 
was curious to hear Todd’s best guess. He gave me a dollar 
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amount and challenged me to do the same. Unlike Todd’s neat 
dollar guess of five dollars, I offered a number like four dollars 
and thirty-five cents, which sounded totally arbitrary to Todd. 

Ten minutes later, when we reached the toll station, the 
agent announced that we owed $4.35 in tolls, which was the 
exact amount I’d predicted. Before even paying the toll agent, 
Todd looked at me and asked, “How’d you do that?” knowing 
that there was no possible way I could be that precise in a guess 
without inside information. I’ll never forget the look on his face, 
which was a mix of surprise and suspicion. 

I shrugged and said, “I don’t know. Just lucky, I guess.” I 
wasn’t lying. I really didn’t know how that number had come to 
me, but it had, and very clearly at that. I’m convinced that had I 
let my conscious mind take over, I would have over thought the 
problem and miscalculated the toll. But I didn’t. I had nothing to 
lose by trusting what I’d seen in my mind’s eye, so I accepted the 
impression willingly enough and went with it.  

I’ve had similar flash glimpses into the future and learned to 
accept them as possibilities rather than absolutes. For example, I 
would sometimes see the end of a road trip, which details were 
of me pulling back into the driveway at home. It would 
communicate an outcome that was easy to accept and hard to 
ignore. Whenever I didn’t see something like that, I’d worry that 
something would happen along the way that would prevent my 
safe return. With time, I learn to recognize those flashes as brief 
glimpses through small pin-prick holes in the veil. It was enough 
to reinforce my growing belief that something odd was 
happening to me.  

I had no time to consider anything more than armor school. 
I always loved military weapons and having a tank with a 105mm 
cannon to shoot was awesome. I did well in class, and despite 
my ribs still not being completely healed from the motorcycle 
accident in Fresno, I asked to attend Ranger School before 
reporting in to the 3rd Armored Division in Germany. 
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I loved my enlisted time in Germany and was excited to 
return to the same unit I’d served with as an enlisted soldier. 
This time, I arrived as a tank platoon leader. Unfortunately, or 
fortunately, depending on how you look at life, my future was 
about to be changed beyond my control.  

One evening, about two weeks from graduation, I was 
attending a semi-formal military dress function at the Fort Knox 
Officer’s Club. My TAC (Training, Advising and Counseling) 
Officer, a Captain I liked and respected very much, called me by 
name and waved me over to him. He also called ten other 
second lieutenants, all classmates, to join him for a quick 
meeting.  

I had no idea what was about to happen, but I remember 
the meeting well. I was standing with my other classmates at the 
O-club’s large stone fireplace. Our TAC officer was leaning 
casually against the mantel when he looked at us and said, 
“Well, I’ve got good news for some of you, and bad news for the 
rest. You will not be going to Germany, or any follow-on classes 
like Ranger or airborne training. You’re all headed to Fort Hood, 
Texas. I’ll have new orders for you by Monday. Now go and 
enjoy the rest of your evening.” 

While my fellow lieutenants buzzed excitedly about the 
news, I was lost in my thoughts about how my plan had just 
been dramatically changed. I really wanted to go to Germany, 
not Texas. I didn’t know anything about Fort Hood, but I knew 
Texas was hot and dry, nothing like beautiful, scenic Germany. I 
was not happy.  

The explanation for the change in orders followed, but it 
didn’t make me feel any better. I didn’t care that the army 
needed armor lieutenants at Fort Hood. What I wanted for 
myself was more important than what the army wanted for me. 
I had done everything right, everything they asked for to satisfy 
my first duty assignment wishes, and now the army was going 
back on its promise by sending me to Texas to be a part of some 
experimental unit bound for South Korea.  
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The only good that came from the change of orders was 
that the other classmates were also my friends. I’d even been in 
a small group training team with two of them, so when we 
arrived in Killeen, Texas, the town around Fort Hood, all of us 
settled into the same apartment complex. We also ended up in 
the same unit, that being 1st Brigade, 1st Cavalry Division.  

As design would have it, a few months into collective 
training as a newly assembled tank battalion, the division was 
alerted for deployment to Saudi Arabia in support of Operation 
Desert Shield. Everything went into overdrive as our unit 
entered an accelerated training and vehicle maintenance 
program. We spent long hours in the motor pool working hard 
to make our tanks combat ready, which included a coat of desert 
tan paint. We were also issued new uniforms and other special 
field equipment, given countless shots and medical screens, 
made to complete a pile of paperwork, and get all our personal 
affairs in order. For some, that meant relocating immediate 
family, storing personal property, breaking leases, and of course, 
writing wills. 

While our unit prepared for deployment, which was still a 
few months away, I was introduced to Emily by a fellow officer. 
Our dating quickly turned serious. She promised to support me 
during the entire deployment. When I returned, we planned to 
share an apartment together. I wasn’t worried about the 
deployment, about losing my life in the fight. I know it affected 
our relationship, driving it at warp speed without giving it a 
chance to build a more solid personal relationship. Emily did her 
part by sending me letters and care packages, but the 
deployment changed both of us.  

I was excited to go to war. It had been a very long time since 
armor forced had participated in combat operations, and we 
considered ourselves fortunate to be given an opportunity to 
fight our tanks. I could write a book on just that time in my life, 
but suffice it to say, I lived on my tank for all but one of the 
seven months I was deployed. I ate field rations, washed my 
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body and uniforms in a red plastic bucket, grew my hair beyond 
regulation length, and craved chocolate.  

It had been a very primitive war setting, one that challenged 
me in ways I don’t care to repeat, but I learned a lot about 
myself. For one, I wasn’t afraid of death. Not just because I knew 
what waited for me on the other side, but because I knew, 
despite not going on a mission, Father had work for me to do. 
The assurance I got from my patriarchal blessing gave me the 
calm and confidence I needed to rationally lead my platoon, and 
that I’d serve my mission by serving my country.   

Like Niki in Fresno, Emily had also been an important 
relationship in my life. It didn’t take long to figure out that she 
wasn’t the one for me. I began to question our relationship as 
soon as I returned to Fort Hood. She wasn’t there to meet me 
when I got off the bus at the gym. In her mind, I needed time to 
decompress from the war, and she decided to give me space. 
But space was the last thing I’d wanted – I’d had more than 
enough of it in the Arabian Desert. What I wanted was 
closeness, for someone to hold. 

I was glad to be home and pushed my feelings of concern 
aside. We talked about getting married during that deployment, 
and being true to my word, I proposed to Emily a month after I 
returned home, but our relationship began crumbling. For one, 
she’d taken to drinking wine to the point of inebriation. One 
evening, after a night out at the O-club with friends, she became 
drunk and grew angry with me. After cussing at me, she stormed 
out of the apartment and slammed her keys, and the 
engagement ring I’d gotten her, on the kitchen counter. 

When I went to follow her out, I noticed the engagement 
ring on the counter and knew, in an instant, that our relationship 
was over. Amid tears, apologies and weeks of conciliatory 
gestures, I called off the wedding and ended our relationship. 
We weren’t meant to be together and I knew it. I learned a lot 
from Emily, but I knew she wasn’t the woman I’d seen in my 
vision.  
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That experience left me feeling lost, a lonely 30-year-old 
bachelor with no real relationships to speak of, so two months 
later I called Niki and we agrees to meet in New Orleans for the 
weekend. It was a pleasant enough reconnection, and in a 
moment of desperation I asked if she wanted to get married. It 
wasn’t how I envisioned asking anyone to marry me, but she was 
in the army in Alabama and I in Texas. It would have been a 
simple matter of convenience. Fortunately, she said no. 

I continued to question the relevance of the Modesto vision 
in my life and wondered if I’d ever find the woman from it. Emily 
was out, and so too was Niki. I was literally driving myself crazy 
thinking about the woman in my vision, and by pushing to find 
her I was exposing myself to potential calamity by marring the 
wrong woman. I realized I had to slow down and just let things 
happen. Little did I know; another piece of the puzzle would 
soon fall into place.    
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7 
 
A month after returning to Fort Hood, Texas following 

Operation Desert Strom, I was selected to take command of the 
battalion’s four-deuce mortar platoon. For those not familiar 
with military equipment, a mortar is a simple metal tube with a 
baseplate. A prepared mortar round is dropped into the tube 
where it slides down to strike a detonator pin, which then 
activates the attached propellant that sends the round back up 
and out of the tube. Mortars are called high-angle-death 
because, like artillery, they can indirectly engage the enemy 
from a distance, and ours were the largest in caliber. In essence, 
mortars are a battalion’s organic artillery support, and one of 
three “specialty” platoons under battalion command. It wasn’t a 
bad thing to be a mortar platoon leader, but it was odd for a 
tanker to take over as one. 

Mortars are infantry tools, which means they’re typically led 
by infantry officers. Since I was neither infantry nor mortar 
qualified, I was scheduled to attend the Infantry Mortar Leader’s 
Course at Fort Benning, Georgia, but that was still weeks away. I 
hadn’t even met the men yet. I was on my way to the motor 
pool to meet the men when the battalion commander stopped 
me. With his index finger poking me in the chest, he snarled, 
“You’d better get those blankety-blank mortarmen squared 
away before I have your ass!” 

I heard from the outgoing infantry platoon leader that the 
men were disgruntled about how they’d been treated during 
Desert Storm, but I had no idea how bad it was until I met them. 
They were more than disgruntled, they were angry. I listened to 
their complaints and did what I could to earn their trust before I 
headed off to training at Fort Benning. 

Most of my time as the mortar platoon leader was spent in 
the motor pool, working with the men to restore our vehicle and 
weapon systems to operational status. My battalion executive 
officer, an even greater tool than the battalion commander, 
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made my life miserable. I tried to insulate the men from his 
ridiculous orders and expectations, but it wasn’t easy. It didn’t 
help that my armor lieutenant friends thought I was doomed. 
“Put one round out of impact and you’re through,” they’d say. 
Meaning that if any of my platoon’s mortar rounds landed 
where they weren’t supposed to land, it would spell the end of 
my army career. A prophetic warning, or so it seemed. 

That next summer the platoon was ordered to provide live 
indirect fire training for the new tank platoon leaders in the 
battalion. Besides fighting your own tank and controlling the 
movement of three others, a tank platoon leader also had to 
prove he can call in and adjust indirect fire. That’s where we 
came in. Unfortunately, the worst possible thing happened. A 
round landed outside the designated impact area and destroyed 
a target supply shed. No one was injured, but I was sure my 
army career was over.  

The investigating officer determined that we’d done nothing 
wrong. The Vietnam-era ammunition we had been using was 
defective. Condensation had accumulated on the propellent and 
the munition involuntarily ignored our gunnery settings. I wasn’t 
relieved of my command, but it sure got my attention. I liked the 
army and at least wanted to make the rank of captain before I 
was booted out. 

When I neared the end of my one-year assignment in the 
mortar platoon, the battalion XO informed me that, unless I 
could find a job elsewhere, I was destined to become an 
assistant brigade staff officer. Brigade was higher, but I hated 
staff work. I wanted to stay with the troops, so I kept my ear 
close to the ground and listened for opportunities available to 
senior first lieutenants. 

Two things popped up as being much more appealing 
options: a general’s aide, and command of the Horse Cavalry 
Detachment, the division’s special mounted ceremonial unit. 
Though I didn’t consider myself a horseman, I loved the animals 
and I applied for the command position. A week later, something 
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happened that helped guarantee my selection for that 
command. 

My last responsibility as a mortar platoon leader was to set 
up a VIP display for a change of command ceremony on the 
division parade field. The First Cavalry Division parade 
ceremonies were always a big deal, with many general officers 
and local civil authorities attending to show their support. This 
one was no exception, and while setting up, the division Chief of 
Staff arrived and started ordering my men around. Normally, a 
lieutenant doesn’t confront a full colonel, especially one running 
the entire division staff, but I felt prompted to approach him and 
offer my service. “Sir, if you need anything done, I’ll get it done 
for you. Please come to me.” 

He studied me for an uncomfortable minute, huffed in 
reply, and then turned and walked away without saying a word. I 
was doomed. Once again, I put my career in jeopardy. I’d 
challenged the chief of staff to leave my men alone. What an 
idiot. 

Though I didn’t know it at the time, that turned out to be 
one of the smartest moves I could have made. I learned later 
that the Chief respected me for my boldness and nominated me 
for command of the Horse Cavalry Detachment. A week later, I 
was ordered to report to the detachment, and having been 
spared the agony of serving in a meaningless staff position, I was 
ecstatic.  

That experience was the highlight of my army career. Nearly 
every day for two years, I was on the back of a horse either 
riding in change of command ceremonies, participating in 
parades, or performing mounted cavalry demonstrations with 
1840’s era weapons and equipment. It was an awesome 
experience, and one I’ll never forget. And it was all possible 
because I was in the right place, at the right time, and said the 
right thing to the right man. I had listened to the prompting to 
engage the Chief, and it paid off. Around that same time, I also 
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experienced another change, one that included meeting my first 
wife, Carla.  

One evening, while in the Fort Hood O-club following the 
conclusion of a hail-and-farewell, an event where unit officers 
gather to welcome in new arrivals and say goodbye to those 
leaving, I was sitting at a table watching television. I didn’t drink, 
so I was almost always the designated driver for my friends, 
which I really didn’t mind. They were good guys, and I wanted to 
see them safely home. If there was one thing that could most 
quickly end an officer’s career, it was getting a DUI. 

As I watched the news, a woman walked in and sat at the 
only open seat in the room; a chair directly across from me at 
the long table. Back in the 90’s, before 9-11, Fort Hood was an 
open post; civilians could easily access the O-club to mix and 
mingle with army officers. As such, Carla had arrived with a 
friend and fellow co-worker. Being that it was her first time in 
the club, and not knowing the pulse of the club scene, she made 
a beeline to the only open seat in the club and changed my life 
forever. 

At first, we ignored each other. I then made a comment 
about the news and we struck up a conversation. We talked for 
hours, sharing information with each other like old friends. It 
was all very exciting. I’d just broken up with Emily, who was also 
at the club that evening giving me dirty looks whenever she 
could. Carla noticed, and I explained. I wasn’t interested in 
developing a new relationship, but something about what Carla 
said changed everything for me. When she told me she worked 
for Mobil, I almost fell out of my seat. 

In a moment of clarity, the vision I’d seen in Modesto eight 
years earlier came back to me in a flash. I didn’t say anything to 
Carla about it, but in the vision, after I’d climbed the steep sand 
dune, I’d found a bright and shiny Mobil Oil tractor-trailer rig 
parked at the top. I knew instantly that Carla was meant to be in 
my life.  
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Other parts of the vision also quickly clarified for me. My 
relationship with Niki had been presented as the orange 
orchard, of which her dad owned acers. My time with Emily, 
during Operation Desert Storm, had been presented to me as a 
difficult climb up the sandy slope. And now Carla, with her 
obvious connection to Mobil. It literally blew my mind. Was she 
the woman of my dreams? Had I finally met her? I didn’t know, 
but it seemed obvious to me that I was meant to meet her, so I 
asked for her phone number and we dated.  

Six months later, with the blessing of her traditionally-
minded German-Catholic mother, I moved in with Carla and took 
up residence in her two-bedroom townhouse in Temple, Texas. 
We lived together for most of two years and not once discussed 
marriage. I told her that I loved her, but she never replied in 
kind. For me, it was a one-sided relationship that seemed to be 
heading nowhere.  

Everything came to a head when I received orders for 
Military Intelligence training at Fort Huachuca, Arizona, and she 
received a job transfer to a Mobil plant in upstate New York. We 
were about to head off in different directions, to opposite ends 
of the United States, and she seemed perfectly fine with it. So, 
all I could do was be fine with it too. 

It had been a busy time in both our careers. I was beginning 
to think that Carla wasn’t the last woman I had seen in my 
vision; the woman who literally sacrificed herself for me. And if 
she wasn’t the one, when and where would I find her? I had no 
idea, but I was feeling the pinch of time. I was in my thirties 
now, and I just wasted two years with a woman who wasn’t 
even interested in staying with me. 

When Carla left for New York, I settled into an apartment in 
Killeen and waited for my new orders to arrive. I began to 
wonder if I’d somehow missed something, or more to the point, 
someone. Maybe I had fulfilled my time with Carla and was 
meant to move on. Perhaps I would find the woman of my 
dreams in another place and time? I didn’t know, but then there 
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was one possibility I’d missed. Before I’d met Niki, I met a girl at 
Fort Lewis. Maybe she was the one that got away, the woman 
I’d been looking for all along? 

I called her in Germany, and after a few more phone calls, 
she invited me to fly over and spend the Christmas holidays with 
her touring the country. I thought it was a great idea and that’s 
what we did. We had a great time traveling around southern 
Germany and Switzerland, but it didn’t take long for me to 
realize she wasn’t the one. There was very little chemistry 
between us, and no spark of budding love. For me, it was more 
of the same, like it had been with Carla, but even further away. 

When I returned to Texas, Carla had learned about my trip 
from a friend and was furious. “How can you do this to me?! 
Don’t you know that I love you?!” came over the phone.  

I hadn’t known or believed it was possible for her to say that 
she loved me. In fact, her emotional outburst was the first 
indication I’d had that she had any feelings for me at all. When 
she flew down from New York, we met and talked about the 
future. It wasn’t long before I began to reconsider Carla as my 
prospective wife. The only problem is, I wasn’t sure if she was 
the one. She was in the vision, but I wasn’t sure if she what the 
last of three to become the fourth. In other words, I wasn’t sure 
Carla was the woman of my vision, the woman who loved me 
unconditionally. I wanted to believe she would come around and 
be that woman, but I wasn’t sure and hesitated to ask for her 
hand in marriage.  

I had met with Carla’s mother to discuss the possibilities of 
marriage, but it was a tactical move to protect both our hearts. 
Her mother gave me her blessing, which was nice, but I was still 
uncertain. I didn’t feel quite right for me just yet. Carla and I had 
history – we had dated for six months and then lived together 
for another 18 – but the nagging question of our compatibility 
remained an issue for me. I wasn’t entirely convinced she was 
the woman in my vision. Only one person could help me thought 
that fog, so I turned to God in prayer. 
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I wasn’t hopeful for an answer because I’d prayed about 
marrying Niki and Emily, and both times I felt absolutely nothing. 
If I felt the same when I prayed about Carla, I would take it as a 
sign and move on. But, if it was Carla, then maybe she would 
change and become the woman I saw in my vision. Anything was 
possible with God. All I knew was that, if Father wanted me to 
marry Carla, I needed Him to let me know that it was what I was 
supposed to do. 

Despite my rebellion, I was no stranger to prayer. I never 
received a definitive answer to any questions I had asked, not 
even when I prayed about the truthfulness of the Book of 
Mormon. Then again, I only prayed about the Book of Mormon 
because everyone else was praying about it. I already knew it 
was true, so praying about it was silly. That is precisely what I 
heard when I tried. The point is, prayer hadn’t ever revealed an 
answer to me that communicated absolute resolve. I was more 
likely to hear an answer sitting quietly in a chair at the dinner 
table than when I was on my knees at the side of my bed 
praying. 

I also hadn’t attended church in several years, so I was very 
surprised to receive an answer about Carla. The affirmation I’d 
received from the Spirit was so powerful that it made me cry. I 
had never received such a powerful message, and I knew it was 
very important. Though I had my doubts about Carla, it was clear 
to me that Father wanted me to marry her, so I proposed. 

We married in the First Cavalry Division Chapel with a 
Catholic Priest doing the honors. I wore my formal dress 
uniform, complete with a saber, as did my best man, a friend 
and fellow junior officer. The men of the Horse Cavalry 
Detachment provided a splendid saber arch, much to the 
enjoyment of the four families in attendance – mine and the 
army, and Carla’s Hispanic and German relatives. It was a very 
cosmopolitan reception, to say the least. 

After the honeymoon, I left for Fort Huachuca, Arizona and 
Carla returned to New York. A year later, after completing my 
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intelligence and counterintelligence training, I was sent to South 
Korea. Carla was fine with me in Arizona, but she was worried 
about me living in Korea. She knew that a Korea tour had 
resulted in divorce between my mom and dad, and she was 
afraid the same thing would happen to us. To assuage her fears, 
she flew over to visit me for a week in country.    

During that time, Carla had relocated to a Mobil plant in 
Bakersfield California. So, when my overseas tour was over, and 
I was given a choice of duty assignments, I was stuck about were 
to move. There was nothing close to Bakersfield. Beautiful Fort 
Ord on the California coast had already closed, and Fort Irwin, 
near Barstow, California, was at the very bottom of my stateside 
duty location considerations. I really wanted to live in the same 
house with Carla – of the first two years of our marriage we’d 
spent a mere 65 days together – but we’d both have to relocate 
to make that happen. 

Fortunately, Mobil sold off its plastics division and Carla had 
to find new work, which she did quite easily. That, and my desire 
to serve in a counterintelligence position, pointed us both 
toward Maryland. We found a house between our two work 
places, mine on Fort Meade near Baltimore, and Carla’s in York, 
Pennsylvania. We settled in for another two-year stint and 
added a new family member in the process.   

My first daughter, Alison, was born to us there, and it 
marked one of the happiest moments in my life. She was a 
beautiful baby, and I loved being a dad, but it was tough raising 
a child while Carla and I were working hard to establish our 
professional careers. At one point, I was living a life of a single 
father when Carla left to close a plant. For five months it was 
just me and Alison working through a busy and hectic routine 
alone. It had been a special time of bonding for us, but it also 
gave me valuable insight into my biological mother’s trials as a 
single mom, albeit with four young children instead of one.  

Strangely, it wasn’t long after that experience that my 
brother contacted me and told me he’d contacted our biological 
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mother. I was able to talk to her for the first time in more than 
thirty years. It was a very emotional experience. Later, when I 
called Carla to tell her about it, I was so overcome by emotion 
that I began to sob. I’d been carrying a lot of baggage from the 
loss of my mother, and I couldn’t contain it. 

Carla had been worried about me because she’d never 
heard me so upset before. I assured her that I was fine and 
quickly regained control of my emotions. After more than 30 
years of separation, talking to my mother opened floodgates of 
emotions long suppressed. I didn’t like how vulnerable it made 
me feel, and my outburst surprised me as much as it did Carla. 

Later that same year, we left Maryland and moved to 
Kansas. Carla was relocated to a plant in Topeka, and I was to 
take command of a counterintelligence company on Fort 
Leavenworth; one that had been a battalion before having been 
reduced in size to a company during the Bush administration. 
Our mission hadn’t changed, only the money poured into 
protecting American military secrets. The unit was still expected 
to perform the counterintelligence mission for the complete 
western half of the United States, but with a third number of 
special agents. Still, regardless of the challenge, I was excited to 
show what I could do and couldn’t wait to get started. 

Serving as a counterintelligence company commander was 
one of the most demanding jobs I ever held in the army, but it 
was also one of the most professionally rewarding. I traveled 
every month to visit one or more of the eleven field offices in my 
area of responsibility. Though the army wasn’t at war with 
anyone, we had a very real and important mission to protect 
developing defense technologies from non-traditional threats. 
Those threats were the countries we had good diplomatic 
relationships with. It was an eye-opening experience for me. 

My time in Kansas afforded me a few interesting spiritual 
experiences that gave me more confidence in my ability to hear 
the Spirit and act upon His promptings, even while writing. The 
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first example involved a talk I’d been asked to give during a 
Sacrament meeting one Easter Sunday.  

It had been a long time since I’d prepared and given a talk, 
but I accepted the challenge because it felt like the right thing to 
do. I’d been going to church regularly since Alison had been 
born, hoping beyond hope that Carla would eventually join and 
attend with me, but that was not to be the case. She wasn’t 
interested in any church that banned coffee and demanded so 
much time, money and effort from its members. At the time, I 
was teaching Sunday School to the eight-year-olds and loving 
every minute of it. Their pure spirts were a delight to be around, 
and I learned a lot from them, but I still felt alone.  

As for my talk, I’m a much better writer than I am a speaker. 
I spent, and still do to this day, a great deal of time writing and 
rewriting my talks, feeling and following the promptings of the 
Spirit as I edit and refine my words. Anyone who says an on-the-
cuff talk is better than a written one doesn’t know me. The Spirit 
can work through each of us in different ways. I’m much more 
open to the Spirit while I’m writing than when I’m running my 
mouth, and that will likely not change any time soon. So, when I 
arrived early to meet with the bishopric, the second counselor 
asked, “Please tell me you’re speaking about the Savior?” 

“Of course, I am,” I replied. “It’s Easter. Why?” 
“The two sisters speaking before you aren’t speaking on an 

Easter topic.” 
I remembered when the counselor had contacted me about 

the talk. He hadn’t given me a topic either, so he couldn’t really 
blame the sisters for deviating from the intended subject. Still, 
he was very relieved that I’d followed a prompting to speak 
about the Savior on Easter Sunday. When I finished the talk and 
looked up, I saw that the words I’d written and spoken had 
touched every member in the congregation, some so deeply that 
they were openly crying.  

In one talk, I’d gone from being a strange and ignored 
single-attending, military member, to someone accepted and 
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appreciated as a spiritual inspiration. It was a very odd 
experience for me, but I’d learned to trust my writing through it, 
that I could effectively convey the voice of the Spirit though my 
writing. 

During that same time, I also experienced an event that 
scared me more than anything I’d ever been through before. 
While planting shrubs in the front yard of our new home, my 
little girl Alison, who was almost three years old, was playing in 
the dirt next to me. When I wasn’t looking, she’d popped a small 
pebble into her mouth and began sucking on it. A moment later, 
she accidently swallowed the pebble and it got lodged in her 
throat and blocked her airway. I’ll never forget the look on her 
face, in eyes wide with terror, as she silently pleaded for my 
help. No matter how hard she’d tried, she couldn’t draw breath, 
and I was convinced I was going to lose her right in front of me.  

My neighbor was outside working in his yard, and I yelled 
for him to call 911. I then took my daughter into my arms, and 
with one hand on her back and the other on her abdomen, I 
said, “O God,” and pushed forcefully on her stomach. I don’t 
know why I did that move, but it came clearly to my mind. I 
never studied child CPR before, but it felt like the right thing to 
do, and it worked. She swallowed the pebble – which I later 
found in her diaper – and she began to cry. It was the most 
beautiful sound I’d ever heard in my life. The crisis was over. I’ve 
no doubt God intervened to save my child. 

My command time flew by and I was already meeting with 
my replacement, to hand over the command’s caseload, while 
preparing to head off to my next duty assignment. In most cases, 
army officers typically accept a minimum two-year commitment 
every time they move, which never really bothered me because I 
planned to make a career out of the army. As such, assignments 
are selected based on an officer’s interests in a specific location 
or a specific assignment.  

Some locations offer excellent jobs in terrible locations, and 
other places offer terrible jobs in excellent locations. A few 
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offered both, which is one of the reasons I ended up going back 
to Fort Hood as a field-grade officer, but beauty truly is in the 
eyes of the beholder. I needed another location of choice, which 
meant I could end up doing something I didn’t want to do or 
wouldn’t help advance my career. Because Carla could find work 
in Louisville, I asked to be sent to Fort Knox, so we moved to 
Kentucky.     

While preparing for that move, I had an experience that 
helped me learn to better trust my feelings. Everything that 
happened before changed me in some way, and this example is 
no exception. I’ve always learned from my mistakes and 
experiences, especially the ones that awaken a new perspective.  

I was excited to be heading back to Fort Knox, back to 
where I’d first been trained as an armor officer. Only this time, 
I’d return as an instructor and teach armor officers IPB, or 
Intelligence Preparation of the Battlefield, along with course of 
action development and threat analysis. It wasn’t the optimal 
assignment for promotion, but I’d already been selected for 
promotion to Major, and planned to retire as soon as I hit 
twenty years anyway, which was only about four years away. In 
short, the Kentucky move was meant to satisfy Carla’s career 
plans, and I was fine with that. I wanted to keep her happy 
because I thought it would help keep me happy. 

The down side to this move was that I had to leave two 
months before Carla and Alison could join me. I needed 
someplace to live, so I decided to rent an apartment and use my 
free time to begin looking for a new home. The goal was to do a 
door-to-door move, meaning we’d pack up from our previous 
home and unload straight into the new one, so the separation 
wouldn’t be without purpose.   

To furnish the apartment and make it livable, I’d decided to 
take our old washer and dryer, a bed from the guestroom, 
kitchen necessities, and a few other small pieces of furniture. To 
move everything, including my military gear, I needed to rent a 
trailer, so I went down to the nearest Kansas City U-Haul trailer 
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rental yard and filled out the necessary paperwork to rent the 
largest trailer they offered.  

After I paid the rental fee, I went outside to inspect the 
trailer. But as soon as I saw it, I knew something was wrong. It 
felt completely off to me, like if I accepted the trailer something 
bad would happen. Other than normal wear and tear and a few 
rust streaks, the trailer looked no different than the other’s 
sitting next to it, but I couldn’t ignore how it made me feel when 
I looked at it. I returned to the office and asked the agent for a 
different trailer. 

“What? Why?” he’d asked, obviously annoyed with me.  
I wasn’t the only person in the rental office, and all eyes 

were on me when I confidently declared to the agent that, “The 
trailer didn’t feel right.” 

The agent cocked his head as if he didn’t hear me correctly 
and replied sarcastically, “What do you mean … it doesn’t feel 
right?” 

Annoyed and embarrassed at being made the center of 
attention over my personal feelings, I said, “I don’t want the 
trailer you gave me.” The man looked ready to argue, but I 
added, “Either give me a new trailer, or I’ll take my business 
elsewhere.”  

He snorted contemptuously, but rented me a different 
trailer, which was all I’d wanted. I didn’t know what his issue 
was because there were plenty of trailers to choose from, but he 
apparently had a problem with my touchy-feely approach to 
decision making. I wanted to tell him to join the club. Normal 
people didn’t go around announcing their decisions based on 
feelings, especially if the outcome seemed blatantly 
inconsequential. I wasn’t betting on my life, or so it seemed. I 
also didn’t gamble. All I wanted was a different trailer. I didn’t 
know why, but the feeling I’d had about it had been strong, and I 
was adamant. 

I returned home with a trailer that felt good to me, and I 
began loading it for an early morning departure the following 
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day. I wanted to avoid all the Kansas City commuter traffic 
heading east, so I planned to leave no later than five o’clock in 
the morning, which I did. 

About fifty miles into the trip, I encountered a severe 
thunderstorm. The wipers struggled to keep the windshield 
clear, and strong gusts of wind threatened to blow me off the 
road, but I didn’t feel threatened enough to stop. However, I did 
slow down and grip the steering wheel firmly in both hands.  

When a particularly strong gust of wind pushed me into the 
adjacent lane, I slowed even more and looked up into the 
rearview mirror. I should have seen the trailer, but instead I saw 
the headlights of the vehicles behind me. That wasn’t good. The 
trailer had completely disappeared. In that split-second of 
thought when I believed I lost my trailer, I checked the driver’s 
side mirror and saw the trailer sliding along with me, still 
attached to the trailer hitch. 

The accident happened quickly, but for me it seemed to 
move in slow motion. The trailer whipped back around to the 
other side of the truck, and in the process, it spun me off the 
road and onto the wet and fortunately very wide grassy 
medium.   

When I came to a stop, the truck’s windows were 
completely covered in mud and grass and I couldn’t see a thing, 
so I jumped out to check on the trailer. It was still attached to 
the back of my truck by the tow chains, but it had broken free of 
the hitch and lay wounded on its side. I wasn’t going anywhere 
without help. Thoroughly soaked by the rain, I climbed back into 
the truck and called 911 for assistance.  

With the help of a very handy tow-truck driver who quickly 
righted my trailer and fixed the coupling, I was able to reach the 
U-Haul service center in St. Louis and switch to a new trailer to 
complete the move. As I watched the recovery process, I felt the 
Spirit confirm to me that, had I accepted the first trailer, it would 
have broken up in the accident and spilled all my property across 
the wet rain-soaked medium.  
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Because I trusted my feelings, the sense of warning given to 
me by the Spirit, I had been spared a much more difficult trial. 
That lesson drove home the importance of trusting my feelings. 
It didn’t matter that it wasn’t a loud and clear voice, that it 
wasn’t like when I heard the Spirit prompting me to ask for a job 
at the milk factory, but it was just as important and real for me. I 
was learning about a wide range of prompting methods, and 
everyone one of them was important to me.   
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As I settled into my new job at Fort Knox, Kentucky, I also 

managed to narrow down our new home search to three 
prospects, all of them in a new development at the east side of 
Louisville, and it was time for Carla to fly out and decide which 
of the three she liked the most. We’d never been inclined to live 
in military housing, mainly because Carla had grown up in one in 
Germany, but I also didn’t like living in on-post housing. Besides, 
we really didn’t need to. Between the two of us, we were 
making a comfortable income, and our homes were much bigger 
than anything I could have secured, even as a field-grade officer.  

More importantly, I enjoyed the separation from the 
military, which was something I’d grown accustomed to while 
living in Kansas. Most of my neighbors didn’t even know I was in 
the army because they never saw me in uniform and I never 
talked about my work. I wouldn’t be wearing civilian clothes 
while working on Fort Knox, but that didn’t mean we couldn’t 
find a home as far from the base as possible if we were willing to 
commute the distance. 

At this point in my career, we had already moved five times, 
so we had house buying and relocating down to an art form. 
Although this move went very smoothly, I would have preferred 
living closer to work, which for both of us was on the west side 
of Louisville. But Carla didn’t like that area. She also wanted to 
live closer to the airport, which I understood. I made a habit of 
capitulating to her desires in nearly every way because I believed 
my happiness was connected to her happiness. It took me many 
years to realize that I inadvertently set the stage for marital 
trouble when I retired. 

Interestingly, our new home was only three miles from the 
Louisville Kentucky Temple. I would see it sitting there like white 
pearl on green satin and wonder what it would be like to enter it 
with Carla and be married to her for time and all eternity. I 
didn’t know if that was in our future, but a man can hope.     
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While I waited for Carla and Alison to join me, I attended 
church and tried to connect with a new batch of strangers. Not 
all wards in our church are the same. Each has a distinct 
personality that’s sometimes difficult to define. The ward in 
Kansas had been reserved and slow to warm up to me, but the 
one in Louisville accepted me as one of their own. I felt like part 
of the ward and made friends with several families. There was 
one man that I really hit it off with. He was a humble guy, a bit 
older than me, but spiritually in tune. We’d meet for lunch and 
talk for hours. It was like I’d known him all my life.  

A similar thing had happened to me back when I’d gone 
through basic training. I met a man from Boston named David. 
We’d grown up as differently as any two kids could, but it was 
like we’d known each other our entire lives – like we had grown 
up together. I’m convinced we knew each other in the pre-
existence, but at that time in my life, those thoughts never 
entered my mind. Dave even had the same military job I did, 
which was also strange. Unfortunately, he quit basic training 
before it finished and we didn’t stay together for long, but the 
seed had been planted about the spiritual significance of such 
Earthly relationships. 

On more than one occasion, complete strangers would walk 
up to me to say, “I know you.” We’d compare notes only to 
discover that we’d never crossed paths in this life. It even 
happened in Germany once, with a man who didn’t speak a 
word of English. I couldn’t help but wonder what it meant, but I 
came to believe it has everything to do with the pre-existence. 

Though I didn’t know anything about my personal pre-
existence history, I believed those connections were more than 
a simple matter of mistaken identity. Something was happening. 
I believe we’re all connected from a spiritual perspective, but 
there was something about those unique experiences that 
seemed more than coincidence. Such, “I know you” moments 
seemed akin to the “I see you,” line from the movie Avatar. It all 
meant something, I just had no idea what. 
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As for the man I’d befriended in Louisville, he told me that 
he belonged to the tribe of Levi. I’d never met someone from 
the tribe of Levi, but then again, I’d never met someone from 
the tribe of Benjamin either. As far as I knew, I was the only 
Benjamin affiliated member in the entire country. I knew it 
wasn’t true, but it wasn’t like I could ask the church for a list of 
all Benjamin affiliated members. I would have liked to have met 
at least one, to see if we might share a connection, with similar 
likes and dislikes and such. 

I can’t help but wonder about the significance of the tribal 
delineations identified in our patriarchal blessings; that there 
might be a recognizable pattern associated with family lineage, a 
spiritual lineage, or a combination of both? I’m sure that will be 
revealed to us in due time, when the gathering begins. Clearly, 
everyone doesn’t know their tribal lineage because not 
everyone has had a patriarchal blessing. Does that mean there’ll 
be a long line at every Stake Patriarchs door before the Second 
Coming? Who knows? Perhaps someone spiritually mighty and 
strong will be able to identify people’s tribal lineage at a glance? 
Either way, the gathering will be an exciting time for the world. 

Shortly after we settled into our Louisville home, Carla was 
pregnant with our second daughter. I dearly wanted to raise our 
children in the church, but Carla wasn’t interested. Though she 
was only marginally committed to her own Catholic faith, she 
had no desire to become a “Mormon.” I’d set a good example by 
attending church every Sunday, but that didn’t matter to her. I 
say this because, before we married, she’d agreed to attend the 
church either of us visited most. I had accepted that challenge 
and proved the more committed member of the two of us, but 
she didn’t keep her promise. I didn’t matter. She was in control 
of the relationship.  

I can’t say I began to regret marrying her, but I was 
beginning to question the purpose behind it. I’d been given a 
clear message through prayer, and I knew Father wanted me to 
marry her. I trusted Him in that response and knew it’s what I 
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was supposed to do, so I continued to give Carla everything 
she’d wanted because it’s what a good husband does. She 
stopped going to church with me, and I eventually stopped 
asking her to join me. 

As the birth of baby Lana drew near, I was busy completing 
the last phase of my non-resident Command and General Staff 
College course work working simultaneously to develop a new 
threat course curriculum for junior armor officers.  

The Cold War model of massive Warsaw Pact armor 
formations, facing off with NATO forces across Europe, was no 
longer valid. The Berlin Wall was down, and the future of armed 
conflict was emerging to resemble more of what we’d 
experienced in Vietnam, or the Soviets experienced in 
Afghanistan. It was called Asymmetric Warfare, meaning that 
the junior officers I instructed needed to learn how to assess an 
enemy without rules. They had to prepare to face off against 
deadly, committed insurgents and terrorists bound by no set 
rules of engagement. It was a huge paradigm shift for the force, 
and I was eager to do my part. 

As the senior intelligence officer or S2, I was also 
responsible for the security and clearance responsibilities of the 
entire regiment. Added with my recent promotion to major, 
made me a prime target of interest for my regimental 
commander. He enjoyed calling me into his office to discuss the 
Russian response to Chechnya, and other contemporary warfare 
environments of interest. I considered it a waste of time, but it 
did make me think about asymmetric warfare, which helped me 
develop the new threat course. 

I was in the Fort Knox battle lab, preparing to evaluate a 
digital exercise involving a National Guard unit, when I’d heard 
the news that terrorists had driven a commercial aircraft into 
one of the World Trade Center towers. A few minutes later, I 
watched live as a second plane hit the adjacent tower. I knew 
everything was about to change, so I returned to my office at 
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headquarters and waited for the firestorm of activity that was 
sure to follow. 

Within minutes, the entire installation was on lock-down, 
meaning that no one could enter or leave the base. From that 
day forward, Fort Knox, and every other army fort in the 
country, would never again be open to the general public. But 
that meant nothing to me. Carla had been in the air during the 
attack. She’d flown from Louisville to Kansas City that same 
morning, and I had no way to reach her with the news.  

I normally didn’t fret about Carla when she traveled because 
she was seasoned, but this time she was eight-months pregnant. 
That, coupled with the terrorist attack, raised my concerns 
about her safety to an entirely new level. When she finally 
reached me by phone after her flight had been diverted to the 
Dallas-Fort Worth International Airport, she said, “Don’t worry, 
I’ll be on the next flight home this evening.” 

I knew otherwise. Having already heard a briefing about the 
terrorist attack, I knew all commercial aircraft would be 
grounded for days, if not weeks. I told her the news and asked 
her to check with her company about finding an alternate way to 
return home. To their credit, Carla’s company arranged to have 
her driven home in a limo, not a stretch, but it was big enough 
for her to lay down in the back seat for the long 850-mile trip.  

When the excitement died down and access to Fort Knox no 
longer meant waiting in a two-hour line of cars to enter through 
the main gate, classes and other post activities resumed their 
normal flow. There were several meetings about how to 
adequately protect Fort Knox from potential terrorist attacks, 
and most of them were a waste of time. At one such meeting, 
different command representatives submitted their request for 
anti-terrorism measures. They asked for millions of dollars to 
build reinforced walls and other complex defensive structures 
around their vulnerable buildings. 

When the general asked for our regimental request, my 
figure was under twenty-thousand dollars, which got everyone’s 
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attention. I proceeded to explain how simple man-made 
features, like ditches and berms, could stop a runaway or 
charging vehicle around the perimeter. A few large concrete 
flower pots wouldn’t make the headquarters look like a prison, 
and still do the trick in preventing a vehicle from driving through 
the front door. Everything was about explosive standoff range, 
and it was cheaper to address than most of the command’s 
wanted to admit. 

One evening two weeks later, as I sat on the couch timing 
Carla’s contractions. I tried to convince her to go to the hospital, 
but her labor experience with Alison had been a long twelve-
hour ordeal, and she didn’t want to spend a minute longer than 
was necessary in the hospital. Despite her contractions 
averaging five minutes, she refused to go to the hospital, telling 
me that she had an important meeting at work the next 
morning. I convinced her to make an appointment with her 
doctor before she returned home the next day, but she 
managed to deal with the contractions as if they didn’t exist. 

She called me from labor and delivery the next afternoon 
and told me not to worry, that she’d be home for dinner. When I 
heard the nurse say in the background, “Oh no, honey … you’re 
ain’t going anywhere,” I dropped what I was doing and rushed to 
join Carla at the hospital.  

Despite speeding and being pulled over by a Kentucky State 
Trooper – who quickly let me go when I told him what was going 
on – I arrived a short twenty minutes before Lana was born. I’d 
been present when Alison was born, even cutting her cord, and 
being there for Lana’s birth was equally special and just as 
delightfully emotional as the first. Nothing drives home the joy 
of life more than the birth of your own children. To be there 
when they first open their eyes and begin to cry is a spiritual 
experience of great importance, at least for me it was. I felt 
closer to my Heavenly Father and Mother at those moments 
than in any other physical event during my life. I had another 
beautiful daughter to hold in my arms, and life was good.  
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My time at Knox was drawing to a close, and I was once 
again forced to consider where I should serve for my next duty 
assignment. I had about two years left before I could retire, but 
my options were limited because Carla’s options were limited. 
Her next move had already been decided for her by the 
company, and she was headed to New Jersey. There was nothing 
for me in that part of the country, so we talked about my 
accepting another unaccompanied tour in the Republic of Korea.  

I never prayed about our decisions where to move. I didn’t 
feel there was any point in praying about them because I usually 
always boiled down my choice to one clear answer. Praying 
about an answer I already received was like when I prayed about 
the truthfulness of the Book of Mormon when I already knew 
that it was true. Sure, I could have prayed about every move I 
made, but the answer presented itself to me. I didn’t know the 
particulars about my path through life, but I’d grown 
comfortable and confident in trusting my feelings and I’d go 
where I was directed, knowing God had my back. 

Besides, another tour in South Korea was the best option 
because it would guarantee me a follow-on assignment back at 
Fort Hood, and Carla very much wanted to settle down in Texas 
when she finished her year in New Jersey. Her mother lived in 
Austin, and she’d been a huge help with the girls while I was 
deployed. It made sense to live closer to family support, and 
since I wasn’t close to my parents, I was fine with the idea. In 
fact, I tended to agree with anything that made Carla happy so 
life at home would remain conflict free for the girls. I wasn’t 
happy, but then I didn’t want to believe otherwise because I’d 
asked her to marry me.  
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During my first tour in Korea, I was assigned to the 2nd 

Infantry Division headquarters, which was on a small camp just a 
few short kilometers from the Demilitarized Zone, or DMZ. For 
my second tour, I was assigned to the 8th Army headquarters in 
Yongsan, which was a large and fully equipped installation in the 
heart of the thriving capital city of Seoul. As the in-coming 8th 
Army Anti-Terrorism and Force Protection Officer, I knew the 
experience would be different, but I had no idea just how 
different. As it turned out, I’d been set to take a giant step closer 
to my God.  

At that time, there was a shortage of officer quarters on 
Yongsan, so I had to find and rent an apartment off post, which 
was costly but paid for by the army. I settled into an apartment 
with an English-speaking landlord, not far from the grand Hilton 
Hotel near the Itaewon commercial district. Though I had a car, 
it was a short ten-minute walk to and from work every day. 

It was a time of civil unrest in the capital. The national 
presidency was up for grabs, and one of the popular candidates 
had been stirring up the college students to act out against the 
American presence in Korea. It made my job interesting, 
responding to the various student demonstrations that involved 
rock throwing and Molotov cocktails, followed by attempts to 
charge the gate or breech the perimeter. The army general who 
ran the show was livid. He demanded a solution. My unofficial 
proposal was that we leave Korea. Officially, we raised the 
threat condition level and just waited it out. 

I spent most of my free time hanging out with two men I’d 
met while attending church at the Yongsan serviceman’s branch. 
The three of us were unaccompanied married field-grade 
officers living in Itaewon, and a friendship was inevitable. They 
were Air Force officers, which meant I had to overlook their 
many imperfections, but we developed a close bond that 
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included rotating meals every Sunday. When our work schedules 
allowed, we’d meet for activities, most of which revolved around 
the serviceman’s branch. 

About three months into our friendship, my two Air Force 
friends encouraged me to go with them to the Seoul temple. It 
was close – about as close as the Louisville temple had been – 
but I was hesitant. I always thought about going to the temple 
with Carla as a couple. I hoped that she’d come around, that my 
patriarchal blessing’s promise to be sealed in the temple would 
be fulfilled.  I also felt that time was slipping away. On more than 
one occasion, I imagined myself baptizing Carla, then a year later 
entering the temple to be married together for time and all 
eternity. With each passing year of disinterest, the truth became 
more and more evident, she’d never accept my faith. 

 I did not stop questioning the integrity of the Modesto 
vision in relation to the words of my patriarchal blessing. I 
believed they were connected, that both spoke truth to my 
heart regarding the woman I longed to be with, but if it wasn’t 
Carla, then who? I was very confused, but my friends were right. 
I wasn’t going to the temple to get married, I was going to make 
personal covenants with God. With my personal spiritual 
progression at stake, I decided to follow my heart in the matter. 
I didn’t need Carla to draw closer to God. I’d do it for myself. 

Only I couldn’t do it for myself without having Carla’s 
permission. Once again, she was in total control of my life. I 
couldn’t even enter my own faith’s temple without her written 
approval, which I thought was entirely unjust, and it made me 
question the righteousness of it all. I wondered if I was supposed 
to wait for Carla to come around after all. 

I found no answer in prayer, but I did feel the truth in my 
heart that going to the temple was the right thing for me, so I 
called Carla and asked her to write a release letter for me. A 
week went by, then two, and still no letter. By the third week I 
asked her about the letter, why it hadn’t arrived. She told me 
she didn’t feel good about writing it. I said in reply, “I’ve done 
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everything you’ve ever asked of me, and in this one request you 
refuse me? I don’t understand.” 

I’d never been more upset with Carla than during that one 
long-distance phone conversation. I knew I couldn’t lose my 
head, or I’d never see the letter. But the request had now 
morphed into a battle for my personal spiritual independence. It 
was becoming more and more apparent that our marriage was 
conditional, so why did Father give me the proverbial green-light 
to marry her? 

All I could do was hope that something would change for us. 
I’d even prayed that she’d be given a dream of revelation to 
reveal our purpose together, but I don’t think that ever 
happened. If it did, I doubt she’d admit it anyway. Carla was set 
in her ways and had no interest in my beliefs. She did finally 
send me the letter, and I went forward with my first temple visit. 

Going to the temple for the first time was like going to 
church, but in a very beautiful building that was especially clean 
and light-filled. I anticipated feeling something special, for an 
“ah-ha” moment that would justify all the effort it took to get 
me there, and when it didn’t come, I wondered if I made a 
mistake. Maybe I should have waited for Carla? I still felt lost and 
adrift.  

I didn’t often second-guess myself, but life wasn’t exactly 
shaping up as I’d expected. What was the purpose of my 
patriarchal blessing and personal revelation if none of it came to 
pass? I was very confused. I loved and trusted my two friends, 
but I didn’t feel comfortable enough to talk with them about 
how I felt. All I could do was pretend that I was happy about 
having received my endowments and then wait to see where it 
would take me. 

I looked forward to the end of my one-year tour in Korea 
and was eager to return home to be with my family, especially 
my two little girls who’d spent the last year without a dad. As it 
turned out, just two weeks from my departure, the United 
States government declared war on Iraq for a second time and 
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all military personnel movements were suspended. Despite 
having orders, I wasn’t going anywhere. The army had instituted 
a stop-loss, and I was stuck in Korea for an undetermined 
amount of extra time.  

I’d heard stories about soldiers who’d been stuck in Korea 
for an additional year during Operation Desert Storm, and I 
imagined the same happening to me, which was inconvenient 
because I’d already shipped my household goods to Texas. I was 
literally living out of a suitcase in a hotel room. I wondered what 
the army would do about it, especially since my replacement 
had already arrived and taken over my position. 

Two days later, I received word that because I’d been 
deemed an essential gain with my next unit, I was granted an 
exception to policy and permitted to leave for Texas. Operation 
Iraqi Freedom, or OIF, had just begun, and once again, the 1st 
Brigade, 1st Cavalry Division, was scheduled to participate. I was 
to be the new brigade S2, which meant that I would return to 
the same brigade I’d served with during Operations Desert 
Strom.  

When I first dropped in to visit brigade headquarters, I was 
still on leave, using the remainder of my two weeks to reconnect 
with my family and look for a home in Austin. It felt like déjà vu 
as I climbed the front steps into the building, this time as a 
military intelligence major. The unity of it, of closing of a loop, 
wasn’t lost on me. I’d been sent back to where it had all started 
for me, and everything looked exactly as it had when I’d first 
seen the building as an armor lieutenant in the early 90’s.  

I’d felt déjà vu before, but it had been different, more of an 
ethereal feeling. When I was a young boy, my dad drove past a 
shopping center in Concord after we’d just moved into town. I 
looked around in amazement and said, “I’ve been here before.” 
He looked at me in the car’s rearview mirror and said, “No you 
haven’t. This is the first time you’ve been here.” I didn’t know 
what to say, but I was sure I’d seen it before. The same feeling 



PROMPTED 
Kenneth Cary 

 

99 
 

occurred at other times in my life, but never as strong as it did 
when I was young. 

Perhaps déjà vu experiences are quick shots of pre-
existence memory relative to our life preview, that we recall 
certain landmarks or milestones from before this physical life? I 
don’t have definitive proof, but it feels right to me. Afterall, why 
wouldn’t Father afford us an opportunity to see our life 
preview? It’s certainly within the realm of possibility for Him. I 
imagine myself standing beside Him while watching my future 
life flash by through a special lens, confident that I’d make the 
right choices, but with no real sense about how Earth’s veils 
would influence my choices.  

A lot of people claim to know the subtle inner-workings of 
Heaven through an NDE or personal revelation, and I’m no 
different. But I’ll be the first to admit that I don’t know enough 
to explain anything that goes on in Father’s realm with certainty. 
When it comes to spirituality and Heaven, every time I learn 
something new, I realize I know less than I knew before. In other 
words, for every door opened, there stands a thousand more to 
be opened and explored. It’s a never-ending process for the 
human mind.  

The veil makes it very hard to go beyond the limits of our 
minds, which is why an open mind is essential in learning new 
spiritual truths. However, there are also pitfalls with an open 
mind, which is why the gift of discernment, and a close personal 
relationship with the Spirit, are essential in finding and 
understanding the truth. Indeed, the enemy is ready and eager 
to confuse us at every turn and question.  

In the absence of truth, we often fill the gaps with our own 
version, so I’ve learned to approach new spiritual experiences 
with caution. But this wasn’t a new experience. Something 
about returning to Fort Hood and 1st Brigade felt right to me. It 
was more than a simple homecoming, but rather a milestone, a 
literal channel marker on my life’s journey up the river. I felt 
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comfortable with the return, as if I was meant to be there, and I 
looked forward to proving myself worthy. 

The brigade commander, the youngest son of a famous 
general who’d already graced the army with two other well-
established general officer sons, was a smart and competent 
professional in his own right. A true army prodigy who 
demanded respect and quick thinking at every turn. He’d 
recently fired a lieutenant for standing in his way. The poor kid 
had frozen in place at the mere sight of the commander, literally 
standing like a deer-in-the-headlights while he tried to leave the 
headquarters building. The next day, the colonel had his 
personnel officer reassign the poor lieutenant. I didn’t know any 
of this when I first reported in, but I found the commander 
polite and friendly. Apparently, I’d caught him on a good day.  

I was asked to cancel the rest of my leave because the 
entire Brigade Combat Team, or BCT, was preparing to leave for 
a qualifying training exercise at the National Training Center in 
Fort Irwin, California. In less than two weeks, I was going to be 
expected to pull my weight, and I was worried. Since joining the 
Military Intelligence Corps, my assignments had been either 
strategic, training based, or above division level. Here I was, 
literally thrown into a tactical meat-grinder, expected to 
perform the duties of a BCT S2 better than anyone else 
available.  

At that point, the month-long training exercise at the NTC 
was the most painful experience of my military career. For one, I 
didn’t know how to properly leverage the support of the MI 
company attached to the BCT. As a result, a pool of competent 
soldiers spent their entire time unused and bored. Moreover, I 
had an NTC evaluator hoovering over me, grading my every 
word and act against an operational template that ran contrary 
to the emerging counter insurgency battle in Baghdad. I worked 
myself to a frenzy, developing a severe case of bronchitis that 
left me bed-ridden for two days, and all for nothing. The exercise 
had been a complete disaster for my S2 shop, and I was entirely 
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responsible. I had no idea that the consequences of that failure 
would later serve a significant purpose in my career, but that 
would be three years into the future. At that moment in time, I 
just felt professionally incompetent.   

When we returned to Fort Hood, the XO called me into his 
office for a motivational speech. He was a good officer, and 
when he said he was concerned about my performance, I was 
worried that I was going to be transferred to another unit. I have 
always been harder on myself than anyone, but this was 
different. He didn’t talk transfer, but he did wonder if my head 
was in the game, which at that point it really wasn’t. I was so 
embarrassed by my failure that I had withdrawn from my usually 
positive demeanor. 

After a brief conversation with the XO, he sent me in to talk 
to the brigade commander. I was expecting more of the same, a 
tacit butt-chewing, but instead I was asked a single question, 
“How are you going to fix it?” I didn’t know, but I told him I 
would. I left his office confident that he hadn’t given up on me, 
and that gave me hope. A week later, I had an answer.  

Our BCT was scheduled to replace the 2nd Armored Cavalry 
Regiment in Baghdad, and I’d closely studied their intelligence 
structure and operations. Determined to replicate their success, 
I restructured our intelligence assets to follow their example as 
closely as possible. When I presented my proposal to the brigade 
commander, he looked at me and said, “Succeed or fail, it’s all 
on you.” I acknowledged his reservations because a BCT isn’t 
structured like a regiment, but I was confident I could make it 
work. 

A month before we shipped out, the brigade commander, 
XO and the primary staff that included me, flew to Bagdad to 
conduct a Pre-Deployment Sight Survey. After assessing our 
capabilities relative to our responsibilities, I knew we could do it, 
that my plan for the S2 shop would work. I’d also prepared 
myself by studying Iraqi history, culture and religion. I read the 
Koran, the Hadith (a collection of Muhammad’s words, actions 
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and silent approvals for various Islamic practices) and a 
collection of other works regarding the schisms between the 
Sunni and Shia. I read anything I could find on the subject 
because I wanted to know the enemy.  

A lot happened during that deployment, but two things 
stood out for me. The first involved a feeling I had about a 
tactical operation that ran contrary to my commander’s beliefs. 
The second involved an attack that should have killed me.  

When we arrived in Baghdad, things were quiet. The Iraqi 
people were happy to be rid of Saddam Hussein, but they hadn’t 
yet given any real thought to their predicament, about how 
they’d live without food, and other essential services like water 
and electricity. The four-million Shia, who lived mostly in the 
Sadr City area of Baghdad, were eager to exert control in the 
area, and when the 2nd ACR left, they made their move. 

The fighting began when Shia militants attacked a 1st BCT 
convoy sent to deliver food and water to the poorest section of 
Sadr City. In true Pearl Harbor fashion, insurgents ambushed the 
convoy from rooftops, killing 14 and wounding many others. It 
was a dark day for the 1st BCT, but we couldn’t stop to mourn 
the loss. The fight to reestablish order in Sadr City had begun, 
and it would last off and on throughout our entire deployment. 

That first battle was a veritable baptism by fire. Urban 
combat, against a committed enemy on their home turf, 
resulted in some bloody fighting, but most of the blood was the 
enemy’s. At times they were fanatical, literally throwing their 
lives away to make a simple statement of bravery. We were well 
trained, equipped, and quick to respond to insurgent efforts to 
murder their own police officers and overrun police stations, 
detonate car bombs to assassinate various provisional Iraqi 
leaders, and countless other senseless acts of violence, all at the 
behest of their Shia religious leader. 

As a point of reference, the primary difference between 
Shia and Sunni Islam is that the Shia believe only true 
descendants of Muhammed can lead Islamic followers, while the 
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Sunni believe a learned man can do the job.  The important thing 
to understand is the Shia had been treated poorly by Saddam 
Hussein’s ruling Sunni government, and they didn’t want that to 
happen again. They were desperate for their autonomy, and we 
were an obstacle to be overcome. (Martha Raddatz provided a 
fairly accurate account of the ambush in her book titled, The 
Long Road Home: A Story of War and Family.)  

We were about to enter the fourth day of fighting with the 
insurgents, but it was the first time I’d openly disagreed with my 
brigade commander about the enemy’s intent. I’d been leaning 
heavily on Father through prayer, constantly asking Him to help 
me by granting me wisdom and strength to perform my job. I 
wasn’t asking for personal gain, but to protect the lives of our 
fine soldiers. If I could accurately predict the enemy’s actions, I 
knew I could save their lives as well. I believed my request for 
help was balanced and something Father would appreciate. He 
certainly did bless me.    

That same evening, the brigade commander gathered 
together his staff and subordinate battalion commanders to 
provide important command guidance. “This is it,” he declared. 
“Tonight, the gloves come off. The insurgents will throw 
everything they have at us, and I want everyone to be ready.” 

I listened to him, but I didn’t feel the truth of his words. In 
my mind, something had already shifted within the enemy 
ranks. Whether by religious decree, a prevailing mood of 
acceptance, or their outright physical exhaustion, the enemy 
was spent. For the past three days they’d tested our day and 
night fighting capabilities in every imaginable way, and they’d 
suffered heavy losses. The fight was out of them, at least for a 
while, and I felt compelled to share my opinion with my brigade 
commander. 

When the meeting ended, I followed him out into the 
hallway and said, “I disagree with you, sir.”  

He looked interested, but also amused, and said, “Go on.” 
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“They’re done, sir. The fight’s over. They’re tired and know 
they can’t beat us,” I insisted.  

“You’re wrong,” he replied while shaking his head. 
“Tonight’s the night.” 

I felt prompted to challenge him, and before I knew what I 
was doing, I said, “Then let’s bet on it … your terms.” 

I could see by the look in his eyes that he was interested, 
and he quickly nodded and said, “A Cuban.” Meaning, that if I 
lost the bet, I’d owe him a Cuban cigar, which was something 
that could be bought in Baghdad with a little effort, and fifty-
dollars cash. He was so convinced he was going to win the bet 
that he didn’t wait to hear my terms. I didn’t smoke, but I 
figured I was in for a Cuban cigar as well. It didn’t matter to me, 
if I won the bet. I already knew I was going to win.  

I returned to the operations center to keep a close eye on 
the enemy. With the bet, my reputation with my boss was on 
the line. Fortunately, that night was the quietest we’d had since 
arriving in Baghdad and relieving the 2nd ACR. I’d won the bet, 
and my commander didn’t say one word to me about it. He 
might have been a sore loser, but I wasn’t in a position to rub his 
face in it. He knew I’d won, and I knew that he knew. That was 
good enough for me for the time being. I achieved something 
much better than a cigar with that bet. I now had serious 
credibility with him. From that day forward, my commander 
listened to everything I had to say about the enemy, which I 
know saved lives on both ends. 

That moment of inspiration had set the stage for my 
continued success in the First Brigade Combat Team (1BCT) as 
the S2 during OIF II. My prayers for wisdom were being 
answered, and I’d accomplished everything I’d set out to 
accomplish after the disastrous training experience at the NTC. I 
redeemed myself professionally and personally, and I thanked 
Father for His help. 

Here’s what my Brigade Commander wrote about me in my 
annual officer evaluation report: An outstanding performance by 
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one of the most professional and competent officers in the BCT. 
Major Ken Cary’s contributions during Operation Iraqi Freedom II 
were truly remarkable and had a direct impact on our mission 
success. Ken provided extremely accurate predictions regarding 
enemy activity and actions, and consistently produced detailed 
reports and assessments that supported command decisions at 
all levels of operations in the Iraqi Theater of Operation. A key 
member of the BCT staff, Major Cary proved an invaluable asset 
and is a must promote to LTC. Assign to the toughest intelligence 
jobs. 

He’d given me top marks on my report, which facilitated my 
promotion to Lieutenant Colonel a few months later, and all 
because I turned to God for help. I recognized and turned to the 
one true source of all wisdom, and He had blessed me for it. I 
also prayed continuously for physical protection, which also 
helped. Hardly a day went by when someone in the 1BCT wasn’t 
killed or wounded.  

About mid-way through the deployment, while walking to 
the operations center early one bright and clear morning, I came 
under enemy mortar fire. I was just casually walking across the 
quad of our Forward Operating Base (FOB) while carrying a care-
package I had received the previous day and intended to share 
with the soldier’s in my shop.  

I didn’t hear the tell-tale sound of incoming artillery like in 
the movies, so when the first round exploded a few feet from 
me, I wondered what had happened. As I walked over to inspect 
the explosion, the brigade chaplain ran by yelling, “Incoming! 
You’d better take cover!” I followed his lead and we ran to the 
headquarters building to wait for the attack to end.  

Before the war, our FOB had been the headquarters for the 
Iraqi Secret Police, so we had several well-built buildings made 
with reinforced concrete that offered excellent protection from 
indirect-fire. In fact, the entire FOB was surrounded by a high 
concrete wall, which made enemy ground attacks futile. To 
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harass us, Iraqi insurgents resorted to firing artillery rockets and 
dropping mortars round onto us from a distance. 

A few minutes later, when the “all-clear” was given, I 
returned to the quad to inspect the explosion. While in the 
headquarters, I learned that the insurgents had attacked us with 
a Soviet made 82mm mortar. They launched five rounds at us, 
and one of the rounds landed in the quad and exploded 25-feet 
from where I’d stood. I didn’t know how I avoided death and 
injury, but I wanted to find out, so I returned to the quad to 
investigate. 

Not far from the crater, I found a dead cat. There were 
many strays in the camp, and this one had been in the wrong 
place at the wrong time. It had caught a piece of shrapnel and 
died instantly.  

With nothing else to see, I went and stood in the spot where 
I’d been when the mortar round had exploded. As I looked 
around the quad, I noticed something peculiar. Shrapnel from 
the round had scarred the interior walls of the quad in all 
directions. The beige painted stucco layer that had covered the 
underlying brick was now pockmarked and pitted from the 
shrapnel, and the damage was a complete 360-degrees; all 
except for a small wedge of unmarked wall directly behind me. 
Not one sliver of shrapnel from the exploding round had 
reached me. It was as if an invisible barrier had been put up to 
protect me, and the walls around me were evidence of divine 
intervention. Once again, I’d been protected from injury or 
death, and once again I offered a prayer of thanks to God. 

I was growing more and more accustomed to such things, 
but I had no idea how much more I’d learn about God in the 
future. As marvelous and unique as the events I’ve shared might 
seem to you, they’re nothing in comparison to what I’ve seen 
and done in my latter years. We certainly live in incredible times. 
Every day, it seems more and more people are coming forward 
and sharing stories of their near-death and out-of-body 
experiences, or about the dreams and visions they’ve had about 
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the future. I’m no different. I’ve seen incredible things, scary and 
marvelous things. 
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As is common in the army, when a brigade combat team 

spends a year training together, followed by another year of 
combat service overseas, the brigade commander and his 
primary staff break up and go their separate ways. It had been a 
highly successful mission for our unit, but a new crop of 
incoming officers was eager to prove themselves, which meant I 
had to look for a new duty assignment; preferably on Fort Hood 
because my family had settled into a nice home in Austin, one 
just a few short miles from the awesome help of Carla’s mother. 

I had two options presented to me: the first was to serve as 
a battalion executive officer, and the second as an Inspector 
General. I was more interested in becoming an IG because it 
offered a bit more freedom and autonomy than an XO. Besides, I 
was ready to submit my retirement paperwork, something I 
couldn’t do until I reached my 19th year. I also wanted to spend 
some time with my family, which would have been less likely as 
a battalion XO.  

When I’d returned from Iraq, my youngest daughter, Lana, 
wanted nothing to do with me. I was a stranger in her young 
eyes, and I needed to remedy that with time and involvement. I 
believed serving as a Division IG was the answer to that 
challenge and interviewed for the job. Little did I know my 
performance at the NTC two years earlier would come back and 
bite me in the butt. My evaluator had reported to a one-star 
general, and that same one-star general was about to earn his 
second star and take command of the 1st Cavalry Division. In 
essence, I was about to work for a man who thought I was 
entirely incompetent. It didn’t matter that I’d redeemed myself 
through service in Iraq. All he knew about me was what he’d 
been told at the NTC. I was about to face the worst time of my 
army career, and there was nothing I could do about it. 
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My former brigade commander had become the division 
chief of staff. When he’d heard about the new incoming 
commanding general, he’d made a few calls and was quickly 
transferred to an assignment at Fort Leavenworth. I didn’t have 
that kind of pull, no connections to save me, so all I could do was 
brace for impact. I did, however, manage to collect my cigar 
from him before he left, though it wasn’t a Cuban. I still have it 
to this day. It was a shallow victory, knowing that he was leaving. 
If anyone could have helped me deal with the animosity of the 
incoming CG, it would have been him. Apparently, I was meant 
to bear it alone. 

To make matters worse, my retirement was denied because 
the entire division headquarters was activated for deployment 
to Iraq. I would return to Iraq with the division for a literal back-
to-back deployment. So much for getting to know my children. 

Carla and the kids took news of the deployment in stride. 
They had grown accustomed to my life of work that kept me far 
from home, even when I wasn’t deployed. Fort Hood wasn’t 
close to Austin. The 70-mile one-way commute cost me an hour-
and-a half of my time, so I rented an apartment for the week, 
and then visited the family on weekends and over the holidays. 
Despite the challenging commute, I regret not sleeping at home 
every night. To kiss my children goodnight would have really 
helped me cope with the challenges I was about to face. 

Despite the growing work-related depression that I’d felt, 
the Spirit was present in my life. Some people only feel the Spirit 
guiding them through big challenges or dangers, but that wasn’t 
the case for me. If I was clear of thought, not angry, bitterly 
emotional or judgmental, I could feel and recognize the 
presence of the Spirit through all manner of thoughts and 
actions. At the time, I didn’t recognize how personal my 
relationship with the Spirit really was, but I did recognize His 
help when it came. 

During a Friday evening commute home, while driving 
through the heavy traffic of downtown Austin, I heard, “Keep 
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more distance between yourself and the vehicle in front of you.” 
I did, and I avoided a rear-end collision that involved eight other 
vehicles. It may sound like I applied defensive driving tactics, but 
I hadn’t. I wasn’t even thinking about the traffic when the voice 
filled my mind with caution.  

In another example of a spiritual prompting, I received help 
with something that had nothing to do with danger. One 
weekday evening in my Killeen apartment, I answered a knock at 
the door. My neighbor, a single, middle-aged Korean woman, 
began to complain about the loud music coming up from the 
apartment under hers. I’d heard the music and found it 
annoying, but it wasn’t the quiet hour, so I dealt with it. But, 
knowing that I was an army officer, the woman insisted that I go 
downstairs and tell the soldier to turn down his awful, loud 
music. 

As I stood in my open doorway politely listening to her 
lengthy complaint, I heard the Spirit say, “Give her a hug.” 
Without thinking about it for a second, I stepped forward, 
wrapped my arms around her shoulders, and told her that I 
loved her. It wasn’t a creepy long hug, but she’d stiffened in my 
arms, and when I released her, she returned to her apartment 
without saying another word. I never heard another complaint 
from that woman. It pays to listen to the Spirit, even for the little 
things. 

Shortly before I was to head back to Iraq, I received 
promotion orders for Lieutenant Colonel. As a major, I worked 
with a great boss for a few months before she left to attend the 
Army War College. I served as the Division Inspector General in 
her absence, and with the pending promotion, I believed, at 
least for a moment, that I’d be made the IG. I believed this 
because I served the outgoing commanding general with 
distinction and earned top marks on my officer evaluation 
report. However, I had forgotten who the incoming CG was 
going to be, the very same man who’d been told by his 
subordinates that I was an idiot during pre-deployment training 
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at the National Training Center two years earlier. I was about to 
be bitten in the rear end by design. 

As it turned out, I was partnered up with a senior lieutenant 
colonel who leaned on me heavily to get the job done. In Iraq, 
we’d been given a deployment responsibility to ensure units 
were following strict detainee handling guidelines. The political 
fallout from the Abu Ghraib abuse scandal demanded it, and it 
became our primary deployment mission. Twice a week, we’d fly 
by helicopter to one of eight Forward Operating Bases and 
conduct a surprise inspection. Upon my return, I’d write a report 
and submit it to the CG. Rinse and repeat. It was monotonous, 
but I gave it my all. 

I also worked hard to resolve the many local complaints 
about command abuse, as well as complaints from home, from 
wives who weren’t getting financial support from their deployed 
husbands. Every time I forwarded my findings to the 
commanding general for action, even when the violation was 
contrary to standing army policy, he would shut me down. The 
man really didn’t like me, he made it personal, which made 
things difficult for a lot of good people. I couldn’t wait to be free 
of him and began counting down the days to my retirement. 

I returned home from my last deployment on December 
24th, 2007. Once again, my youngest daughter, who was now 
five, saw me as a stranger, and I was. I talked to her on the 
phone, but it wasn’t the same. Even pictures don’t do the job. 
Shortly after she’d been born, I was off to Korea, followed by an 
intense training cycle, deployment, training, and again, 
deployment. I spent only a few short days with Lana the first five 
years of her life. Alison, my oldest daughter, had also missed me, 
and reconnecting with her was also very important for me. As 
for Carla, I don’t know what to say other than she coped with my 
absence as best she could. It had been hard to raise the family 
alone, even with her mother nearby. There was a lot of work to 
be done if we were going to make it, and I was eager to get 
started. 
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With my accrued leave, and the availability of transition and 
out-processing days, I went from Baghdad and the combined 
drama of war in Iraq, to the relative quiet of my living room. In 
one night, I was, for all intents and purpose, retired from the 
army. The suddenness of it left me feeling empty and on edge. I 
was angry about how abandoned it made me feel, that the army 
had turned its back on me after all I’d given them. It was the 
wrong attitude to take, but I had no one to tell me otherwise. I 
dedicated most of my adult life to serving my country, and I had 
nothing to show for it.  

Carla was glad I was home, it allowed her to dive back into 
her work, which she did. It was my turn to handle all the house 
stuff, the grocery shopping, the school and homework, the 
doctor and dentist appointments. Everything she had to worry 
about for the past few years was now my responsibility, and I 
was totally fine with it. When Braydon came along, everything 
fell into place for me. 

My son was born that same year, late in 2008. Some men 
might have felt 47 was too old to consider having another child, 
but not me. I was ecstatic. I didn’t care how old I was, or how old 
I’d be when my son graduated from high school, I was just glad 
to have another child, one to raise in present and dedicated 
fashion. Because I’d been away so often, I felt that I’d missed 
that opportunity with my daughters. But with Braydon, I saw an 
opportunity to prove myself as a father and I embraced the 
responsibility with enthusiasm.   

Like I’d done two years earlier when I had worked on Fort 
Hood, Carla rented an apartment near Dallas and would drive or 
fly home during weekends and holidays. I’d say we traded roles, 
but that’s not entirely true. She never put her career on hold, 
but me being gone did slow her down. A few months after I 
retired, I had a dream that she’d been let go from her corporate 
vice president position. I shared the dream with her, but she 
played it off, which didn’t surprise me. Carla had never put much 
stock in my dreams. Little did she know, she was about to be 
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called in and asked to justify why she shouldn’t be let go. But 
because of the dream, she went in prepared and convinced the 
company to keep her. She’d been making good money as a 
corporate executive, and a change in her career at that time 
would have been hard on the family. I guess that’s why I was 
given the dream, to head off that change. 

Something else was going on with Carla that I didn’t want to 
accept. I believed my retirement would bring us closer together, 
but in fact the opposite was happening. We were growing 
further and further apart. I was concerned with issues of 
infidelity, the clues were there, but I refused to believe she could 
do such a thing. We’d always struggled with matters of interest 
in intimacy, but it was worse now than ever before. 

Believing that marital counseling would help us, I asked 
Carla for a minute of her time. Interestingly, she believed I was 
going to ask for a divorce, which surprised me. Despite the 
dysfunction in our relationship, divorce never entered my mind 
because of the prayer. All I wanted was for her to join me in 
marital counseling. She refused.  

In her eyes, there was no problem with our relationship. I 
understood her sentiment, but I couldn’t make her go with me, 
so I dropped the subject. Between my parental example of 
maternal abandonment, and hers of parental estrangement (her 
parents lived near each other but in different homes) our 
relationship looked pretty darn good. Indeed, Carla’s mother 
had endured a marriage beyond her personal happiness, and 
that’s what Carla believed was normal. 

I believed Carla considered marriage a contractual 
agreement, one where the bond of love and commitment to 
each other was secondary to the security it provided; marriage 
was a business arrangement with the occasional perk of 
intimacy for good and obedient behavior. All that mattered to 
her was that the children had two parents, not that those two 
parents truly loved each other. The important thing was that we 
appeared to love each other. I often joked with Carla that I was 
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at the bottom of her priority list, a list that included her job, the 
PTA presidency, her immediate family, our children, and then 
me, in that order. Yet it was truth. 

While we were both adjusting to my continuous and 
uninterrupted presence at home, I had a second powerful vision 
that added yet another important layer of spiritual influence in 
my life. 

 
I was walking down a long, wide and dimly lit corridor. I 

had no sensation of hot or cold, night or day, only of 
walking. The corridor resembled a small pedestrian tunnel 
like those found under roadways in big cities, but it was 
clean and free of advertising and other earthly details. 
There was nothing threatening about the tunnel. I didn’t feel 
vulnerable or in danger, but rather comfortable and familiar, 
even curious, as if I knew where I was and where I wanted 
to go. I didn’t know where the tunnel led, but I was eager to 
reach the end, where the bright light shined. 

As I walked in the tunnel, I heard my shoes clicking 
rhythmically on the hard tile surface beneath my feet. 
Because the corridor was devoid of features, my eyes 
remained fixed on the light that glowed brightly at the end, 
but for some reason I didn’t seem to be getting any closer 
to it. I then began to run toward the light, but it always 
managed to remain a fixed distance from me, so I stopped 
to consider the implications. Why was I here if I couldn’t 
reach the light? I didn’t understand. 

It was then that I heard another set of shoes clicking 
toward me in the tunnel. The sound wasn’t ominous or 
threatening, but it was different, like a woman’s footsteps. I 
was relieved to have the company, and I turned to try and 
see who it was as the clicking sound of her approach 
reverberated off the corridor walls around me. 

As I tried to pinpoint her position relative to mine, I 
realized that the sound of her steps was in front of me and 
slightly to the right. Finally, I saw her silhouette in the 
dimness of the tunnel, but I couldn’t make out any details. 
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All I knew was that she was my escort, and I was to follow 
her to the light at the end of the tunnel.  

When I reached the light and stepped into it, I found 
myself standing in a large, brightly lit circular room that 
resembled a court or arena. I immediately took in the 
limited details around me, noting the cream color of the 
finely polished stone floor and walls, and how the walls 
were topped with beige curtains that had been drawn to 
prevent me from seeing what was beyond them. I’d never 
seen such a room on Earth, but I knew it was a place of 
importance, and that I had been summoned to appear. 

I tried to ask the woman why I was there, what I was 
supposed to do, but when I turned to look at her, she 
remained just out of reach of my forward vision. It was as if 
I wasn’t being allowed to see her, to know what she looked 
like, and was only allowed to see her with my peripheral 
vision. I was beginning to feel apprehension. Anxiety began 
to creep into my mind, but I willed myself to remain calm. I 
knew I was being observed by several people sitting behind 
the curtain, but not why. I pushed my fears away and 
calmed myself to wait patiently for an explanation or 
challenge. 

In my growing confidence, I began to follow the length 
of the curtain, turning slowly in place as I did so. When I 
reached the spot where I began my inspection, I noticed 
something that hadn’t been there before, a large white 
door. It was beautiful, finely finished and set into the side of 
the round wall as if it was meant to be there, and it meant 
something. Even from my position in the center of the 
court, at least a dozen steps from the door, I could tell it 
was unique, and that it was locked or secure. I knew 
intuitively that I was not there to open the door, that it 
wasn’t mine to open, but that it would be opened for me at 
an appointed time. While I studied the door, a male voice 
from beyond the curtain, firm, but also gentle and wise, 
asked, “What is the number?” 
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I was surprised by the suddenness of the unexpected 
question, and thought to myself, “What do you mean … a 
number? I don’t understand the question.”  

My thoughts must have been read because I heard, in 
response to my question, “Write the number on the door.” 

Without hesitating, I walked toward the door. When I 
approached it, I saw a large red stick of wax, like a taper, 
laying on the floor near the base of the door. The red 
candle-like marker had no wick and looked very much like 
a paperless crayon, and I bent and picked it up in my hand. 
I then stepped close to the door. With the marker in one 
hand – and having no idea what I was about to write – I 
made a single two-foot vertical line to the left-center face of 
the door.  

I’d drawn the line repeatedly, making three or four 
heavy strokes with the marker, each time adding width and 
density to the line as if I was trying to make a point. When I 
finished the first line, I noticed how it stood out in stark 
contrast to the white door.  

I knew there was a purpose to my message, and that I 
wasn’t finished, so I stepped a bit to the right and made 
another similar vertical line. The two red lines resembled a 
crude number eleven, but I still wasn’t finished. I then drew 
a third line, this one horizontal and across the second, to 
form what looked like a plus sign. With the last mark, I 
connected the top of the vertical line to the left edge of the 
horizontal line to form a number four.  

With the number 14 written boldly in red on the white 
door, I stepped away to reveal it to the people behind the 
curtain. I wasn’t prepared for their response. A collective 
gasp filled the room, and I realized in an instant that there 
were not only more people present than I’d imagined, but 
that they were completely surprised by the number I’d 
written. 

Muted conversations continued for several moments 
before I heard a call for order and the room grew quiet 
once more. I desperately wanted to understand what had 
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just happened, but before I could ask the committee, my 
escort touched my arm and said, “It’s time for you to leave. 
You’re work here is done.” I turned and followed her back 
into the tunnel, and as soon as I stepped into it, I woke up 
in bed.  

 
I looked at the bedroom clock and noticed that it was a little 

before three o’clock in the morning. My mind raced with the 
implications of what I’d just seen and done, and I gently woke 
Carla to tell her about it. She asked if it could wait until morning, 
and then rolled over and went back sleep. But I couldn’t sleep. It 
had been a dream like the one I’d had in Modesto, only 
different, more specific.  

After an hour of lying awake in bed, I sat up and recorded 
the dream on my smartphone. It wasn’t necessary because, 
even to this day, I remember every detail of that vision, but I still 
felt compelled to write about it. The experience had been as real 
to me as any other noteworthy event in my life. I was there – 
wherever there was – completely saturated in the experience of 
the moment. It had been real, I just didn’t know what it meant. 

The most obvious conclusion for me was that the vision 
meant something would happen in the year 2014, which was still 
seven years away. I wanted to believe that I’d been given a 
warning to prepare for a future disaster, that I had seven years 
to get my act together before the world fell apart. Obviously, my 
conclusion proved wrong, but it had seemed reasonable at the 
time. When 2014 came and went, I had no idea what the 
number 14 had meant other than it most likely represented 
something personal. 

As before, I’d been stuck on the idea that the vision was 
relative to my patriarchal blessing and the part that warned 
about how, “The world is to be filled with chaos and literally 

the streets of the cities of America will flow with blood and 
you will be a witness to these things …” I hadn’t yet learned 
that spiritual communications, be they blessings, dreams and 
visions, aren’t always as clear as I wanted to believe. There was 
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more to it than my mind could resolve with the information I 
managed to glean through the veil. The number was obviously 
significant, but significant to whom, and in what way? 

I believed I’d had a pretty good grasp of spiritual things, 
especially when it came to my direction in life, but as soon as 
thought about it, that I was the proverbial captain of my own 
ship, something would happen to remind me that I wasn’t a free 
agent, that I was serving a divine purpose as part of Father’s 
plan. I saw it as a second lieutenant when I believed I was 
heading off to Germany after armor school, and I saw it again 
when Father orchestrated my exit from the army as a lieutenant 
colonel.  

Some might disagree with this, that it wasn’t Father who’d 
changed my course but the army. Indeed, the army was a huge, 
complex living bureaucracy and I was just a number, but I’ve 
learned through experience that God works through people, for 
people. There’s no higher headquarters than God. It took only a 
slight adjustment by Him to put me on track for Texas; just a 
simple nudge to change everything for me in my life’s chosen 
path. 
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I stayed busy with the kids, their school work and activities, 

and kept the house running smoothly and cleanly. With a friend 
from church, I formed a security turned preparedness consulting 
business, and experimented with writing. I stayed fit by cycling a 
minimum of 100-miles a week and served the church as a young 
men’s youth advisor and assistant scout master. But it was all a 
distraction. I harbored a deep-seated belief that I failed, and not 
in life, but Father. Don’t get me wrong, I loved the kids. I loved 
spending time with them, watching them learn and grow. They 
grounded me in a way that literally saved me from utter self-
destruction. 

The cycling regimen helped heal me of my military 
disfunction or PTSD, at least as much as it could with self-
reflection, but those dedicated hours weren’t enough to fix my 
relationship with Carla.   

As for my security business, it didn’t do so well. In fact, it 
didn’t even get off the ground. My plan was to teach people how 
to protect and defend themselves from home invasions, 
something that was happening more and more frequently in the 
area. The State of Texas required that I be licensed to run a 
security business, and to do that I had to pass a very difficult and 
lengthy examination.  

I studied for several months, and when exam time came, I 
paid the fee, took the test, and waited for the results. I wasn’t 
hopeful. The first-time pass rate for that exam was eighteen 
percent. But the way I saw it, if I didn’t pass the exam, then I’d 
take it as a sign and move on.  

I wasn’t sure what I wanted to do with my life, but I wanted 
to do something; anything to help make myself feel useful. So, I 
kept moving forward, looking for something meaningful to 
accomplish. As it turned out, I did pass the exam, and by a wide 
margin at that. Now, all I needed to start my business was 
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insurance. Unfortunately, or maybe fortunately, no one would 
insure me. Whenever I mentioned guns, even rubber training 
ones, the rates either skyrocketed or I was immediately denied. 
At a minimum, to be licensed, I needed to secure a three-
million-dollar bond, which was to cost me four-hundred dollars a 
month. I hadn’t made my first dollar and I was already spending 
more money than I wanted, which Carla didn’t approve of. Then 
there was the necessary paperwork to run the company.  

I took that as a sign, dissolved the security company, and 
stepped eagerly into preparedness consulting, something that 
didn’t require a license or insurance. At the time, let’s say prior 
to 2011, preparedness hadn’t yet taken hold commercially; 
there wasn’t a demand for preparedness supplies and 
equipment like there is today. Members of the church weren’t 
even taking preparedness as seriously as they should have. I 
wasn’t permitted to survey church members, but I did talk to 
individuals. I also learned, from the preparedness lectures that 
I’d presented to members and non-members alike, that there 
was a general apathy toward preparedness in Central Texas. I 
wanted to change that, to wake people up to the importance of 
preparedness, but it was a hard sell. There had to be a better 
way, which is why I tried to write a book about it.    

At the time, American independent post-apocalyptic fiction 
was just beginning to emerge. A handful of self-published 
authors were telling their stories, and they were doing it in a 
way that both entertained and informed. The genre had roots 
from long-persistent fear of nuclear war, plague, and world 
ending celestial impacts, but it was evolving. New authors were 
introducing modern fears, fears of man-made disasters relating 
to the loss of electrical power, financial collapse, abuse of 
government power, and many more.  

I read them all because I didn’t want to miss anything, and 
the more I read, the more I realized I could write my own story. 
Well, my first book wasn’t as much a story as it was an argument 
for preparedness, or why it’s important to prepare. For instance, 
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I’d discuss how some disasters destroy people but leave 
resources intact, while other disasters destroy resources but 
leave people intact; two very different disaster types with very 
different survival consequences, and thus, very different 
preparedness considerations. I would then conclude my 
argument with a short creative narrative to drive the point 
home.  

For me, it was all about convincing people that it was better 
to prepare, than not prepare, so the entertainment value of my 
manuscript was low. But then, I was desperate to wake people 
up to preparedness, not entertain them. I knew a disaster was 
coming, and I wanted the entire world to know about it. I might 
have failed Father by not serving a mission, but that wouldn’t 
change the fate of the entire world as mentioned in my 
patriarchal blessing. I knew a major disaster was coming 
regardless of my personal successes or failures. Indeed, at least 
in my mind, there was only one possible way for blood to flow in 
the streets of the cities of America, and that was through 
anarchy, and anarchy required a catalyst, such as the absence of 
food. I was compelled to tell everyone to prepare and writing 
about it seemed the best possible course of action. 

A few months later, I took my three-hundred-page 
manuscript to a friend, someone who edited articles for a 
magazine, and asked for her opinion. She was honest and told 
me the book really stunk. Not that she was a prepper, mind you, 
but what really helped was when she complained about one of 
the narrative sections I’d written. In this section, she got irate 
over how I mentioned a boyfriend being annoyed that his 
girlfriend was using a hair-dryer while he tried to sleep. There 
was more, but I realized that she’d become emotionally invested 
in a story I’d written. I’d hit a nerve and knew that’s the 
direction I needed to go with my work. But life got in the way, 
and I didn’t revisit the story again for several years. I spent a lot 
of time working on that manuscript, and it had all been for 
nothing.  
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Along the way, my oldest daughter Alison, started attending 
church with me. I really enjoyed her company because I hated 
going to church by myself and having to explain to other 
members that, “Yes, I’m married,” and “No, my wife is not a 
member.” I’m sure thy meant well and all, but some of the most 
judgmental people I knew were members of the church, and 
they could make other people, people who don’t fit into their 
perfect little Mormon template, feel different. That was me. I 
felt different. But then, I’d always felt different.  

When Alison turned eight, she told me she wanted to be 
baptized. That was one of the greatest honors of my life, to 
baptize my daughter in the name of Jesus Christ. But it wasn’t an 
easy path for her. Carla wasn’t at all thrilled about the idea. She 
came down very hard on Alison, and it made me angry. Carla 
and I never really fought about anything. We’d disagree at times, 
but those disagreements never turned into full blown 
arguments, and never in front of the kids. But I’d felt her 
treatment of Alison was reprehensible, and I called her on it.  

Though Carla refused to come to the baptism, her mother 
did, and I saw how the Spirit touched her heart. With tears 
streaming down her face, I knew that she knew the truth of that 
ordinance, and it brought me to tears. I was so emotional that I 
could barely speak the words of the ordinance. Though Catholic, 
my mother in law had felt the Spirit in the room, and it thrilled 
me beyond words. I later gave her a copy of the Book of 
Mormon in German, and she began to read it, but quit when her 
youngest daughter challenged her, reminding her that she was 
Catholic. 

Believing the ugly conflict of Alison’ baptism was long 
forgotten, when Lana expressed an interest in the church and 
Carla poked me in the chest with her finger to say, “Lana will not 
go to church with you.” I was dumfounded and didn’t know 
what to say. Her outburst caught me totally off guard because I 
didn’t expect such animosity. It didn’t matter that I’d supported 
her when our children were baptized into the Catholic church, 
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but my church was off limits for simple young-women activities. 
The one-sidedness of our relationship was widening the rift 
between us. A pattern, like the one that drove me from the 
army, was emerging between us, and I didn’t know what to do 
about it. 

Several months later, while lying in bed next to Carla, I said 
goodnight and reached out to touch the small of her back. Her 
response was quick and harsh, “Get your hands off me.” I quickly 
withdrew my hand, rolled over, and tried to sleep. As I lay next 
to her, feeling a million miles away, I knew it was over between 
us. Divorce was the only thing that would save me from a life of 
loneliness and isolation. Her terse declaration, those five words 
of rejection, had sealed our fate, and solidified a resolve within 
me that I’d rather be alone than with someone who made me 
feel like an unwelcome stranger in my own bed. 

Considering divorce was one thing, following through with it 
was something else entirely. For one, I didn’t want to hurt my 
kids. I’d suffered through a divorce as a child and knew that it 
had affected me. Even with my strong suspicions that Carla 
wasn’t honoring our wedding vows, I still didn’t think I could go 
through with it.  

I’d been conflicted over many things about our relationship, 
but Carla’s disinterest in romance was the most difficult thing for 
me to resolve. I was in denial though, thinking that she just 
needed a little more space. I didn’t realize how bad it was 
between us until we spent my 50th birthday in Hawaii. We’d 
been upgraded to the presidential suit of a nice seaside hotel, 
with more privacy than we’d ever had before, and it didn’t make 
one bit of difference. We didn’t share so much as a single kiss 
between us the entire week.  

And still, I wanted to try and make it work out between us. I 
felt bound to Carla because of the Modesto vision. Not only that, 
Father had confirmed to me through prayer I was supposed to 
marry Carla, and if I was supposed to marry her, I was supposed 
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to stay with her. It’s what He wanted from me. My personal 
feelings on the matter were irrelevant. 

We were also, in many practical ways, comfortable in our 
marital arrangement. We had everything we wanted: nice home, 
nice cars and nice clothes. We ate at nice restaurants and went 
on nice vacations. It was a very good life, but all of it worldly and 
material. There was no spiritual growth, to divine meaning. With 
no one to talk to, I felt more alone than any other time in my 
life. The thought of divorce weighed heavily on my mind, but I 
still refused to act. I was afraid of the consequences, of what it 
would change for me, so I waited. I needed an epiphany, some 
kind of a sign that would give me the strength to change my life. 
It came while visiting Carla’s family in Germany over the 2013 
New Year’s holiday. 

The night before we were scheduled to fly back home, I’d 
been up late packing suitcases. Living in someone else’s home is 
stressful for me but flying is much more so. I’m prone to motion 
sickness, so I figured if I stayed up late, I’d be more likely to 
sleep on the plane, which would help me adjust to our own time 
zone. After showering, I climbed into bed and experienced 
another, making it my third, powerful vision.  

 
I was reviewing a list of challenges to the “harbinger,” 

or the “messenger's” actions during the End of Days. The 
list identified differences or conflicts that would have to be 
addressed before we, a woman and I, could be involved. 
As those thoughts filled my mind, I saw that I was holding 
in my hands a fine twilled belt of royal blue linen, one 
inscribed with intricate gold lettering. There were words 
written upon the belt, but I was not allowed to remember 
them. 

The challenges I’d mentioned were written into a book 
that sat on a table in front of me. It too was of a fine cloth 
material, also blue and, like the belt, elaborately lettered in 
brilliant gold thread. My description offers little hope of 
explaining the real beauty and magnificence of the two 
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articles, but they were breathtaking. As for the book, if you 
can imagine the most beautiful turn-of-the-century gospel 
illumination book, you’d still fall woefully short of 
understanding how exquisite the blue book was to see, 
touch and read.  

I turned the pages of the book, reading the words 
written upon them, knowing that they were not in English or 
any other language of this world, but nevertheless 
understanding them. It all made sense to me, but again, I 
wasn’t allowed to remember what I’d read in the book when 
I woke up. 

While I was reading from the book, I heard a woman 
say something about how our involvement would, “… 
impact the tribute of gold to Babylon.” I don’t know what 
she meant by that, but I thought it was a curious thing to 
say and I looked up to see that the woman was standing 
above me and talking to Father in Heaven. For a moment, 
as if in third-person perspective, I saw that I was standing 
on a dark platform that seemed to hover above the stars. 
Father and the woman were dressed all in white, and they 
radiated glory as light. Something about the woman was 
familiar, but I couldn’t put my finger on it. But I was certain 
I’d known her for a very long time, longer than this life, 
even. They continued to talk as if they didn’t know I was 
standing near them in the same place and time. 

As I listened to them talk, Father said something 
important to the woman, something that I wasn’t allowed to 
fully remember, but it was significant to the woman and me. 
It had something to do with a prophecy, and the spiritual 
block that had been placed over me. Apparently, the 
adversary had a right to my being veiled, and it couldn’t be 
lifted until the time of the fulfillment was near. 

While Father was saying all this to the woman, I went 
to my knees on the platform and tried to speak. My tongue 
wasn’t working right. When I tried to speak, my words came 
out slurred and garbled, as if I was drunk. It was 
embarrassing. I tried again, and this time I was able to 
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speak clearly, and said, "But there have been penetrations 
of the veil.”  

Father turned to look at me and said, while chuckling 
tenderly, "Yes. Yes, you have."  

 
It was then that I woke up in bed. Father had sent me back 

to my body, and as I lay there thinking about what I’d just seen, 
how spectacular it had been to see and talk with Father. I also 
realized that, although I’d only just met the woman once before, 
and then only in passing during my mom’s funeral, I now knew 
she was important to me.    

About a month earlier, my sister had referred me to her 
best friend, a woman named Kim, who’d had an NDE as a child 
and could help me understand my spiritual abilities. Kim had 
recently helped my sister’s son through his own NDE experience, 
and I wondered if she could help me. I asked for Kim’s phone 
number, and a telephonic friendship developed. The spiritual 
aspect of my life was coming to a head, and I really needed 
someone to talk to. In that regard, Kim was a literal Godsend, 
and when I saw her talking to Father in the vision, I knew there 
was more to our friendship than a chance encounter. 

So much had been revealed to me in that vision that it was 
almost overwhelming. I really wanted to tell Carla about it, but I 
couldn’t. She didn’t want to hear about my dreams and visions, 
not even when they helped her. But I knew I could talk to Kim 
about it. She’d understand and appreciate it. I quickly recorded 
my account and sent it off to her in an email, curious to learn 
what she’d think about it.   

As a side note, my definition of worthy and recordable 
dreams and visions is specific to my personal experience. I 
dream every night, and those dreams are most often choppy, 
busy, obscure and fleeting. They’re like white noise, the stuff 
running in the background as my mind processes thoughts and 
activities of the day, or something akin to it. The dreams I do 
record are memorable, significant, and meaningful to me.  
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As I move through the story, I’ll share a few more examples 
of my dreams and visions with you. Just know that they are very 
clear experiences for me, significant enough to communicate 
spiritual learning, trials or actions to my mind while I sleep. 
That’s not an all-inclusive explanation, but it’s the best I can 
offer for the time being. My dreams are powerful, but my visions 
are life-altering, more real than real life, as it were. That’s my 
opinion, anyway. One thing’s for sure, I saw Father with my own 
two eyes. I know He lives.  

It was clear to me that Kim was to be a part of my future, I 
just didn’t know how that would come to pass. I was still 
married to Carla, but Kim was like a beacon of light in a dark and 
stormy night. For the first time in my life I had someone to lean 
on, but I still lacked the courage to leave Carla. Once again, I 
turned to deep, meaningful prayer. 

While in prayer, I was shown a glimpse of the future, 
specifically two years down the road, and I saw that I was even 
more miserable than I’d ever been before. The distractions I’d 
employed to help subdue my depressions were already failing, 
and to think I’d be worse, to the point of being suicidal, really 
frightened me. Still, I resisted and pleaded to Father about the 
dreadful circumstances I now found myself in. In tearful prayers, 
I asked, “How can You do this to my children? The church 
teaches us about the importance of family, and You want me to 
leave them. Why? It doesn’t make any sense!” 

Father’s answer was quick and to the point, “Who do you 
serve, Me or the church?” 

He was right. I assumed they were one in the same, that the 
church was Father and Father was the church, but that is not the 
case. I believe there’s a definitive connection between God and 
His believers around the world, that the church itself isn’t Him, 
only a vehicle to Him. Many men presume to serve God, but I 
never did. I didn’t believe He needed me, but here He was, 
telling me to get off my butt and make the move before I missed 
my window of opportunity.   
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That next day, I told Carla I wanted a divorce. She didn’t 
seem surprised. Actually, she seemed a little relieved that I’d 
finally revealed my feelings about the decline in our relationship. 
It’s as if she’d anticipated it and was fine with the outcome. She 
even said to me that she would have left me when the kids left 
home. It was all very surreal, but very amicable. I even 
continued living in the house during the required 90-day cooling-
off period. 

I moved into the guest room, which was the only real 
difference in our parenting act. For all intents and purposes, we 
continued to present ourselves as a normal family, but the kids 
knew something was wrong. I talked to them about it, which 
was one of the hardest things I’d ever done. Carla and I also 
talked, but it never went well. The only time she cried over the 
divorce was when she thought I was going to take the kids from 
her.  

As much as I loved and wanted to be with my children, I 
couldn’t do that to Carla. Later, we made a word-bond of trust 
that she could have everything. I would only take what she 
didn’t want, which amounted to my truck, tools, the food 
storage, and my army gear, if she’d help facilitate my visits with 
the kids. She agreed and I began moving the stuff she didn’t 
want into storage. 

During the divorce cooling-off-period, I received a string of 
angry, hateful phone calls, emails, and text messages from 
family and friends, and all of them pointed deservingly at me. I 
was, after all, the one walking away from what seemed to be the 
ideal “power-couple” relationship. We played the part of a 
successful, devoted power-couple, but it seemed a bit excessive 
how our entire network of family and friends were attacking me. 
It was as if their own relationships depended exclusively on how 
well mine and Carla’s advanced.  

I powered through the insanity of it all and wondered if I’d 
ever recover, especially when close blood relatives began to turn 
their backs on me and accuse me of doing things I simply hadn’t 
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done. It was all very strange; as if Satan himself had been 
allowed to stir up all manner of contention against me over what 
had started out as a fair and amicable divorce. Near the end, I 
had no place else to go except to my dad living in Washington 
State.  

After my mom had passed after losing a long and difficult 
fight with cancer, I wanted to be with my dad, to connect with 
him as an adult, which was something I hadn’t been able to do 
while serving in the army and living so far away. He welcomed 
me in with open arms and accepted my decision when everyone 
else turned me away.  

More importantly, Washington also brought me physically 
closer to Kim, the woman I’d befriended over the phone and 
seen talking with Father in my Germany vision. I was convinced 
she had to be the last woman in the Modesto vision, the one I’d 
met in the park, who’d loved me enough to willingly sacrifice 
herself for me. 

It’s hard to explain how the Modesto vision had steered me 
through three relationships, only to lead me to Kim’s literal 
doorstep.  

According to the world, my personal choices and 
motivations may have been my own, but I knew otherwise. I 
knew that Father had helped orchestrate everything to lead me 
to Kim. I submitted to His will, trusted and obeyed Him, willingly 
subjected myself to unrighteous judgment and ridicule, to fulfill 
an important mission in life. I didn’t know what that mission was 
going to be, but I knew it was important. It has been a long and 
painful journey, and it still is at times because I miss my children 
very much, but I know I did the right thing, that Father is pleased 
with me.  
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When I arrived in Washington, even before going to see my 

dad, I stopped to visit Kim. She’d been terribly ill and needed a 
blessing, one that had been specially crafted for our use. It was 
very much like a standard priesthood blessing, but with a direct 
reference to the strength and virtue of the Savior’s atoning 
sacrifice. I’d received the blessing through the Spirit and had 
carefully recorded it before being able to commit it to memory. 
The power of the blessing was undeniable. I could literally feel 
the Savior’s healing energy flow through me and into Kim when I 
blessed her with it.  

That blessing was the first physical contact I had with Kim 
since first reaching out to her by telephone for help with my 
spiritual questions. It marked the beginning of a new chapter in 
both our lives, one that promised the fulfillment of great 
spiritual growth, learning and service. It wouldn’t be an easy 
road. I’d already been warned by the Spirit that it would be a 
“trail of tears,” a path of sacrifice unlike any I’d ever before 
experienced, but with Kim by my side, I knew I could accomplish 
anything.  

Receiving such a warning, and living through it, is two very 
different things. It was a bit like how I imagined my Earth life 
preview, when I might had said something like, “Oh, I can handle 
all that. You’ll see … I won’t disappoint you.” Together, Kim and I 
were about to embark on a journey of spiritual awakening that 
would seem, at times, as if we were riding a rollercoaster 
blindfolded. The conversations, encounters, revelations, dreams, 
visions, spiritual attacks and healings were so intense, came at 
us so quickly, that we barely had time to digest what we’d just 
learned before something new was thrown at us. You’ll see what 
I mean as you continue to read.    

Three months after meeting Kim, I asked her to marry me. 
That might seem fast for some, but we connected in a way few 
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could hope to comprehend. Finding one’s soulmate is written 
about in stories, poems and songs, but connecting with one’s 
true soulmate, and on a balanced physical-spiritual level, is way 
beyond words. We were meant to be together, and it was 
obvious to me in so many ways.  

For reasons I still don’t understand, Carla wasn’t at all 
pleased when she learned about my wedding announcement 
with Kim. She went from amicable to outright hostile, and even 
tried to convince the courts that I was an unfit father. It didn’t 
work, but she’d made it very difficult for me to see my children 
for the several years that followed. That part of my sacrifice 
almost ruined me. I’d prayed, cried and moaned to Father daily, 
trying to understand why I was being made to endure such hard 
trials when I’d already proven my trust and obedience to Him. 
That was before I learned there are many layers to trust and 
obedience. It took me about two years to realize the kids 
weren’t mine, that they weren’t my property to control or 
influence as I saw fit. They belonged to Father, they were His 
children, and I was only a physical means to their eternal 
progress. 

That was the bitter. The sweet was me realizing that Father 
had been with me the entire time. The events and meaning of 
my patriarchal blessing were not lost or forgotten, only 
presented in an order He wanted me to believe. In other words, 
the blessing said exactly what I needed to hear, to move in the 
direction He wanted me to move.  

With Kim, I knew I’d finally reached the one person who 
could help me cross the finish line of this important life phase. 
Together, we’d raise to a level of spiritual understanding we 
couldn’t have done alone, a sum greater than its parts.  

One of the most physical to spiritual combined experiences 
of my life was our temple marriage. Everything about it, from 
the divinely protected trip driving there and the angels that 
helped Kim get ready, to the people watching us in the Celestial 
room and our sacred ceremony in a sealing room. It was a small 
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group, just my sister, her husband, and their awakened son, but 
on the other side, it seemed the entire host of Heaven was 
present.  

Indeed, our earthly union set into motion a course of action 
that also didn’t go unnoticed by the adversary. Legions of his 
Lost Ones attempted to interdict and prevent our ceremony, and 
to counter them, angels, armed with righteousness and light, 
battled against them. “Tell Cary to hurry up!” was the 
encouragement I heard from a friend I’d lost to an IED in 
Baghdad. He’d been fighting beyond the veil to prevent the 
darkness from overtaking us when we first arrived at the temple. 

A few days later, after we’d made our way to a small quiet 
cabin in the Cascade mountains to enjoy our honeymoon, we 
began work to establish a level of protection promised us by 
Father. The months prior to our sealing in the temple, we’d been 
attacked repeatedly by dark spirits who’d cut, stabbed, speared, 
shot, torn, jabbed, poisoned, scratched and broken us more 
times than we could count. Not just Kim and I, but my sister and 
her family as well. It was a war we had no part in starting but 
was impossible to ignore given our sensitivity to all things 
spiritual. Though I didn’t know it at the time, those attacks were 
permitted to help prepare us, to teach us how to fight with 
confidence and learn how to defend ourselves from the forces of 
darkness. 

I could feel every attack, every splinter and blow delivered 
against me by the enemy. Though I never displayed any physical 
manifestations of their attacks, I did feel the pain of them, 
enough that I could identify the precise location of the attack, so 
Kim could heal me spiritually, which was one of her important 
special gifts. 

Through it all, I was developing a very keen sense of 
understanding about the adversary and his forces. When the 
dark energetic forces that surrounded us all decided to act, 
revealing their powers to me, I had no choice but to learn how 
to defend myself from and defeat them. With time, Kim and I 
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became quick and efficient in dealing with their threat, which 
was another necessary step in our partnered progression.   

I’ll share more on this later, but at the beginning of my 
spiritual awakening, my understanding of Lucifer and his army 
was limited to what I’d read or been taught in Sunday School. I’d 
fight back with weapons of light of my own design, and invoke 
the Savior’s name, but it was hardly enough given the strength 
of the enemy and my limited understanding of my rights as a 
divine child of God. Learning how to handle evil spirits, and their 
contentious disembodied brothers and sisters who, for their 
own reasons, also felt compelled to cause us problems, was a 
daily challenge for us.  

We were learning that the problems ran deep. While Lucifer 
maintained supervisory authority over his forces, which were 
numerous, a few of his lieutenants tried to make a name for 
themselves by attacking me personally. Before we were married 
and established our right to protection, I was attacked by a very 
powerful disembodied spirit attempting to prove his value to 
Lucifer. Most of the attacks occurred while we were awake, but 
they also occurred at night. We may have to sleep, but the 
enemy doesn’t, and thus they tormented us in our dreams. 

 
I was riding in the back of a cargo truck, sitting atop the 

many crates and barrels beneath me and enjoying the 
fresh air as it traveled along a well-used dirt road. A handful 
of other men were traveling with me in like manner, all of us 
enjoying the ride and waiting for our destination. When the 
truck reached a spot on the road that traveled along the 
bank of a wide slow-moving river, I felt an overwhelming 
urge to leave the truck, and the only way to do that was to 
leap from it while it moved.  

The distance to the ground made such a leap 
dangerous, even if the truck hadn’t been moving, but I felt 
confident that I could make it and prepared to leap. A few 
of the men on the truck saw what I was planning to do and 
tried to convince me to stay. One man even tried to grab 
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me and drag me back down, but I picked up a small barrel 
and threw it at him before climbing onto the roof of the 
truck’s cab and jumping off. 

I leapt away easily, making several tricky acrobatic 
landings on poles and beams, to land on the deck of a 
cargo boat moving up river. The men on the boat didn’t 
seem the least bit concerned about my sudden arrival, and 
the captain continued steering upriver as if nothing had 
happened. Satisfied that I was safe, I walked to the front of 
the boat and stood casually against the front bow rail to 
watch the gray river water flow past.  

A short while later, as the boat rounded a bend in the 
river, a thick fog rolled in. Unconcerned by the fog, the boat 
captain steered confidently into it without slowing. When 
the boat emerged from the fog and in the mist that lay over 
the water ahead, I saw a huge and looming stone palisade 
directly in front of us. The boat captain continued to steer 
toward the high castle wall as if he didn’t see it, and when 
we got close the wall opened. 

We sailed through the wall and into a walled lake. To 
the right of us, along the castle’s wall, I saw several steps 
or free-flowing locks in the water. I’m not sure how the 
ascent was possible, but the captain steered the boat up 
the steps and into another expansive gray lake above. 
When we reached the top, the boat entered a huge 
chamber of gray stone. Across the water, in the near 
distance, I saw a man and was filled with joy. It was Father, 
and he was looking my direction. 

When the boat began to turn and head away from 
Father, I called out to Him. Desperate to be with Him, I 
went to leap from the boat, but my feet were bound firmly to 
the deck. I tried desperately to free myself, but I was stuck 
in place and unable to leave the boat. I was filled with 
sorrow and desperately wished to be with Him again. 

As soon as the desire formed in my mind, I believed 
Father had come to stand with me on the deck of the boat, 
but something was wrong with how I felt. There was a 
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wrongness to the man that was supposed to be Father. 
This man was an imposter, and as I tried to flee, he 
wrapped his arms around me and lifted me up into the air. I 
was being flown away by the imposter, and I knew I wasn’t 
being taken to anyplace good. 

With my arms pinned firmly to my sides by the 
imposter’s embrace, and desperate to free myself from his 
grasp, I bit his chin hard. The imposter wailed in pain but 
didn’t release me. I gave him fair warning, and still he didn’t 
release me. I bit him again, this time biting through flesh 
and bone to tear away a piece of his face with my teeth. He 
screamed and released me. 

 
I can still see that man’s face in my mind, his pockmarked 

features, his eyes and nose, the feel of his close dark presence, 
real and threatening. It was unlike anything I’d ever before 
experienced. After I recorded the dream, I fell back to sleep and 
saw myself holding the imposter’s severed head by the hair. I 
don’t know how the execution occurred, or even if it occurred, 
but it seemed the crime for impersonating Father was death. But 
then at the time, my understanding of spiritual death was very 
rudimentary. 

Such attacks necessitated our preparation and presentation 
of a declaration of protection, and not just for ourselves but to 
six-degrees of separation. That meant family and close friends 
were afforded special protection from the enemy. Not 
protection from influence, as that is written into an individual’s 
life experience, but for excessive, unfair or unjust spiritual 
attacks. 

I didn’t know who I was, spiritually speaking, or what I’d 
done in the pre-existence, but I was beginning to understand 
that I’d been more than I could have imagined given the 
limitations of my access to information on the other side. The 
veil continued to persist despite the holes I’d been able to find, 
pin-pricks though they were. Whether accidentally or 
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intentionally, I was discovering things about myself through 
dreams that were very hard to understand. 

 
I was walking on a road that was both smooth and cool 

under my bare feet. Up ahead, it rose slightly, and I easily 
ascended the hill, enjoying the sight of trees, grass and 
other natural features of nature. Off to my right was a 
stream, one clean, clear and cool. It ran a lazy course 
alongside the road and offered a safe and refreshing place 
for children of all ages to play and splash in the shallow 
water. 

As I watched children scurry about between the river 
and the road, dashing in and out of the shade of the trees 
to rest and dry off in the sun light, I noticed that one of the 
young children was my son, Braydon. He was in the road 
ahead of me, about a stone’s throw away, and didn’t seem 
to notice that I was watching over him and the other 
children. 

I continued to walk, and when I reached the top of a 
small hill, I passed a large and ancient tree, one rooted 
firmly to the bank between the road and the river. The tree 
was like many others in the area, mature, tall and stately, 
but this one had a strange but beautiful looking growth on 
its trunk near the ground. The tree fungus looked like it 
belonged on a rotting tree in some damp and dark forest, 
but here it was in the sun, and on a healthy tree. 

I paused to study the fungus from a distance and noted 
the artistic mix of yellow and tan colors crossed with black 
lines and speckled with brown swatches that resembled 
leaves. I thought it superb camouflage despite the setting 
and moved in to take a closer look. When I approached the 
fungus, the colors on it began to move and shift. I realized 
that I hadn’t been examining a fungus, but rather a large 
and rather deadly snake, one that was both old and very 
wise. 

Annoyed that I’d discovered its presence, the snake 
blinked its eyes and hissed at me. I shouted a warning to 
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the children and watched in horror as the snake uncoiled 
itself from the tree and began slithering toward where my 
son was playing. I quickened my pace to head off the 
snake, but it was moving too quickly, so I shouted a 
warning to my son. 

As if in retaliation for my having revealed its presence, 
the snake ignored all the other children and headed straight 
for my son. There seemed to be no way to prevent the 
attack, but then I noticed that I was carrying a carton of milk 
in one hand. Without hesitation, I threw the carton of milk 
high into the air. It crashed to the ground near the snake’s 
head, which distracted it and allowed my son to see that he 
was in danger. He quickly turned and ran toward me, but 
then out of fear, he continued running past me and stopped 
an equally far distance from me once again. 

The snake turned to pursue, and though I stood 
between it and my son, it managed to slither quickly 
around, intent only on reaching and destroying my son. I 
ran to keep myself between my son and the snake, but it 
leaped over my head to strike.  

I watched in helpless terror as the snake began to fall 
toward my son. Suddenly, and seemingly from out of 
nowhere, a young twenty-something man grabbed the 
snake from the air and held it tight in his powerful hands. It 
quickly began to coil itself around him, and I ran forward to 
help. I grabbed the snake’s head and, drawing a knife from 
my belt, I severed its head with a stroke of my blade. The 
snake’s blood ran over my hands, and I quickly cast it 
away. 

 
The symbology of that dream wasn’t lost on me, but the 

core meaning of it, namely that I possessed the power to 
dispatch the enemy who, in this case was threatening my son, 
was obvious. I was seeing things that I’d never seen, doing and 
learning important spiritual lessons that would help shape who 
I’d become in the last days. One such lesson was how to use 
energy. 
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Everything is composed of energy. Our physical forms are 
compositions of energy, as is all other life on Earth. But that is 
not all. Even things that appear lifeless to us are energetic in 
nature, such as rocks, firewood, furniture, and even cars. If we 
make it, it retains some element of its energetic source. In fact, 
the energetic signature is more relevant and lasting than the 
physical. If a soldier loses a limb in combat, he hasn’t lost his 
arm spiritually.  

In that regard, the flesh, the denser of the two existing 
energies, is less reliable and therefore impermanent. The body is 
a vessel, a rental property as it were, for our spirit selves to 
reside beyond the veil. There are many other examples for this, 
but it’s most important to understand the difference in that 
relationship. The spirit can live without the body, but not the 
other way around.  

In the examples of dreams and visions I share, I know my 
spirit leaves my body. How is that possible? Maybe something 
happened when I suffered that head injury as a child, or maybe I 
developed the gift to separate and penetrate the veil more 
freely than others? Maybe it’s something more or less than that, 
I don’t know. The point is, our spirits can and will do things our 
bodies can’t. 

As living, physical beings, we tend to focus primarily on 
what we are: sensory animals, focused primarily on what we 
see, hear, taste, touch and feel. We give no actual thought to 
the process of translation, that being the interpretation of 
electrical impulses in our minds. It is no different with spiritual 
experiences. I’ve not only enjoyed the same senses spiritually, 
but they’re much more powerful, undiluted even.  

You can’t see God with your physical eyes unless you’ve 
been quickened, and if you’ve been quickened, then you’re 
seeing Him not with physical eyes, but with spiritual ones. Our 
eyes translate information to the mind regardless of our level of 
consciousness, whether awake, in a meditative state, or asleep. 
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People who put special emphasis on day or “awake” visions, are 
missing this important point.  

I’ve seen spiritual things with my “physical” eyes, but I much 
prefer the night visions because I’m not distracted by life around 
me, and there’s a more unfiltered and open process of 
communication through the veil. At least for me. I know others 
who prefer the waking side of spiritual work, like my nephew 
who can leave his body on a whim, but I haven’t yet been 
released, and for good reason. My time would come once the “… 
tribute to Babylon” had been paid.  

But I was learning. Every dream and vision taught me 
something more about who I was and what I was supposed to 
do. In the following dream, I learned something more about the 
energy Kim and I had at our disposal, energy that could be called 
upon to use in healing, defense, building and more. 

 
I was a lowly day laborer, dressed in a simple loincloth 

working at an excavation site in a place that looked very 
much like ancient Egypt. The sight was important to the 
bondman, as we called him, because several important 
artifacts had already been found, and many more were 
poking up through the floor of the cavern where I was 
digging with other men like me. We’d been warned not to 
open any of the sarcophagi that were set into the walls, and 
we avoided them as best we could as we worked to free 
the lesser artifacts at our feet. 

The scene progressed. Sometimes I was digging, but 
mostly I was just watching the digging activity of the other 
laborers as I floated above them in the air. It was then that I 
saw a man acting strangely and moved in for a closer look. 
The man was poking around a particularly elaborate 
looking sarcophagi, one that was very different looking from 
the others which were brown. This one was of a slate color 
and etched with different runes and symbols. 

Suddenly, I was in the man’s body and looking through 
his eyes. With his pick now in my hands, but the man’s 
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intent fully intact, I began to run the edge of the pick along 
the seam of the sarcophagi. When I had enough dirt 
cleared away, I pried open the sarcophagi and released 
whatever was inside, something dark and sinister, both 
ancient and evil. 

Free of the laborer who’d opened the sarcophagi, I ran 
to warn the bondman. I told him that one of the tombs had 
been opened, and we ran back inside to see what had 
happened. When we arrived at the open sarcophagi, 
wetness had begun to spread along the walls. The 
bondman moaned and said, “The curse has been 
released!” and he fell to the ground dead. Scared, I ran 
from the excavation, yelling a warning to the other laborers 
that the curse had been released. 

When I emerged from the excavation site and out into 
the daylight, I saw my nephew approaching. He was 
wearing a black robe, apparently coming to investigate the 
death of the bondman, and I managed to get his attention 
and stop him. He was surprised to see me, but when I 
explained what had just happened, he abruptly turned and 
ran up a short hill. 

I caught up to him near a split-rail fence. He was clearly 
upset about the release of the curse and asked why I’d do 
such a thing. I explained that I hadn’t done it of my own 
accord, that it had to be done. It was the only way we could 
fight and forever defeat him. I then noticed two other 
people standing with us, one a man, and the other, a dark-
haired woman. The four of us formed a circle, and I 
watched as they began to draw energy up from the earth. I 
saw that my nephew’s energy was a bright yellow-green, 
the woman's energy was a dark red, and the man's next to 
me was a light blue. I watched as they accumulated energy 
in their hands and began sending it up to Heaven. 

I wanted to do the same, so using just my fingertips, I 
reached down and began drawing energy up from the 
ground. Fine purple tendrils of energy reached up to meet 
my fingers, and with confidence, I began collecting and 
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forming it into balls in my hands. When I had an energy ball 
of a sufficient size to match the others, I sent it up to 
Heaven like they did. 

I sent two softball-sized balls of energy to Heaven and 
was working on a third, this one the size of a basketball, 
when the woman in our group asked if she could have 
some of my energy. I handed it to her, and as I did it 
changed shape. I hesitated because I felt the need to 
control the shape of the energy, and I began molding it into 
a beautiful purple conch shell. The woman was pleased 
with the shape of my energy and asked me to place it onto 
a dark red energy platter she’d just made. 

She then added the energy from my nephew, which 
had been shaped into a cup filled with liquid, and from the 
other man, who’d shaped his into a unique eating 
implement. When everything was assembled, the platter 
resembled an elaborate dinner setting, with my conch shell 
as the centerpiece. The woman then lifted her arms and 
sent the entire offering up to Heaven. 

With the offering complete, we prepared for the arrival 
of the enemy. To better handle the approaching threat, we 
split up and went to separate spots to work our own 
defense. Mine was in a high-rise apartment, one with many 
windows that offered an unrestricted view of the city around 
me. Since everything looked peaceful, I decided to rest for 
a moment, and I’d just laid down when a sharp jolt of 
energy hit me.  

I jumped up and looked outside to see a large red 
dragon, wingless – it looked very much like a street dragon 
held up by men with poles in some Asian celebrations– and 
coming straight for me. The dragon’s head was several 
times larger than that of a horse, its jaws huge, and filled 
with long, razer-sharp teeth. It fired energy at me again as it 
undulated through the air in my direction, and I jumped 
aside as the bolt penetrated the walls of the apartment and 
passed through the other side without leaving a mark. 

The dragon followed close behind the energy bolt and 
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penetrated the physical walls into the apartment. As it 
moved past, I grabbed it by the neck, just behind its jaws, 
and flipped it onto its back. Then, with a great wrench of my 
hands, I tore the dragon’s head off and tossed it away. I 
then lifted the creature’s body and flung it out of the 
apartment. While at the window, I saw another dragon, this 
one even larger than the first, also coming for me. To better 
handle this threat, I decided to leave the apartment and 
fight on the ground, so I climbed down the stairs and 
emerged through a doorway into what looked like a large 
conference center.,  

It resembled the interior of a church conference center 
in Utah, and as I made my way to the exit door, large red 
ethereal tendrils or tentacles, some the size of large tree 
trunks, began to reach up through the floor. I knew I 
wouldn’t reach the exit in time, so I turned around and 
looked for another exit. I found one at the side, the only 
white door in the room, and I pushed through it. 

I emerged into an outdoor service area with a well-kept 
loading dock. The area was landscaped with many fine 
manicured bushes and a rich, lush lawn. At the entrance to 
the service area I saw a delivery truck loaded with many 
large boxes. A handful of men sat around or stood near the 
truck as if taking a break, and when they saw me approach, 
they watched silently. 

Not wanting to confront them, I moved to pass through 
the wall several feet from them. For some reason, I thought 
I could pass through the wall, that either it, me, or both 
were spiritual and penetrable. When I bounced off the wall, 
the men laughed and began to mock me. One of them 
shouted, “Who are you that you think you can walk through 
walls?” and other similar comments. I ignored them and 
continued on my way. 

When I reached the front of the building, I heard a 
commotion and turned to see a large enemy ground force 
moving toward me up the street. I turned to face them and 
saw, walking in the center of the force, a large and 
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loathsome creature riding atop an even larger, orange, crab 
or spider-like monstrosity. The soldiers around the monster 
were also warped and hideous, mockeries of creations, and 
armed with all manner of cruel weapons, and they were 
approaching fast, now less than a football field away. 

Without delay, I collected energy from the ground and 
shot it toward the enemy. As if by an explosive pressure 
wave, the enemy collapsed and crumbled to the ground. 
Those not caught in the blast continued to run toward me, 
and I prepared for close quarter battle.  

The first creature to reach me was incredibly 
loathsome, but before he could strike me with his weapon, I 
pushed him away, touching his chest with my hand in the 
process. When I made contact with him, he immediately 
resumed a more normal, human-like appearance. He was 
no longer a creature, but a man, made whole again by my 
contact.  

He thanked me for not having killed him, and asked me 
to destroy his vehicle, a large, evil looking RV-like truck 
parked on the side of the road. Then, as if it was the most 
natural thing to do, I raised my left hand in the air and 
made a crushing motion to that of a fist. The RV 
immediately crumpled in on itself like it was made of paper.  

I was then prompted to look, and I saw that the fallen 
enemy, those I’d destroyed by my blast, looked like normal 
people again. They’d been distorted while under the 
enemy's spell, and I’d killed them all without understanding 
what had happened to them. In shock, I turned away and 
saw a white plastic folding table. Upon it was a collection of 
cheap party favors, things like paper name tags, plastic 
rings, and other cheap junk, material things that had been 
used to capture and enslave the people and turn them into 
an army. 

On the right side of the table was a loose stack of 
paper plates. Between the bottom two paper plates was a 
pile of about forty paper doll cut-outs from aluminum foil, 
with each scorched or burnt around the edges. Upon the 
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top plate sat a small pile of regular looking paper dolls, 
maybe five or six of them, and each with a name written on 
them. I knew that I had killed the people who were 
represented by the foil cut-outs, and I felt horrible about it. 

 
Though I was somewhat familiar doing spiritual work while I 

was awake, even in a relaxed or meditative state, I hadn’t yet 
concluded that the work I did while I slept was much more 
meaningful and educational. Our physical bodies must rest, but 
our spirits are not bound to such physical limitations. That 
means the notion that we only leave our bodies at death is 
highly exaggerated. Enough of our consciousness remains to 
keep our bodies running when we’re out, doing whatever work 
we’re supposed to do for Father. 

Each dream was either a message, something I was meant 
to interpret and understand, or training and conditioning meant 
to prepare me for the future. Either way, they were never easy 
to understand. Only one thing was clear to me about that last 
dream, I wasn’t supposed to “kill” the enemy. I was supposed to 
help them, to turn them back to the light. I didn’t know it at the 
time, but the groundwork for The Opposer was being laid. 
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13 
 
As time slipped quickly into the year 2013, I continued to 

encourage family and friends to prepare for the major disaster I 
was convinced was close at hand. Though I dissolved the 
preparedness consulting business before leaving Austin, 
preparedness was never far from my mind. I didn’t shout a 
warning from the rooftops, mind you, but I did wish people 
would listen to me.  

There’s a certain need to share what you believe will 
happen when you have such information; not necessarily to toot 
one’s horn, but out of a sense of obligation for our fellow man. I 
believed things were about to turn ugly, and I really tried to 
encourage people to prepare without having to share my 14 
vision. I respected the sanctity of it. Instead, I would refer to the 
straight-forward line in my patriarchal blessing that talked about 
blood in the streets. That always got people’s attention, but only 
church members appreciated the relevance of revelation though 
blessings. Besides, it was my personal blessing, not a blessing on 
the world. 

I knew there had to be another way to help people 
appreciate the importance of preparedness, but I hadn’t yet 
discovered it. That changed one night while I was reading an 
independent author’s post-apocalyptic disaster novel. The story 
had been so poorly written and edited that I tossed the book 
aside and said to Kim, “I could do better than this guy.”  

My criticism sounded harsh, but I’d read other books of that 
type and found them well-written and entertaining, so I knew it 
could be done. It didn’t matter that my first efforts at writing we 
relegated to the trash bin. Still, I was convinced I could do better 
with a story of my own. Kim looked at me for a moment and 
said, “Then do it.”  

She knew about my first writing effort, how an editor friend 
had reacted to my supporting narratives, and Kim’s 
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encouragement led to a story about a man who had a prophetic 
vision about an impending eruption of the Yellowstone Caldera, 
a super-volcano of catastrophic potential, and what he did to 
prepare his family. It was titled Curtain Fall, and I released it in 
October 2013. 

It sat quietly on Amazon for four months, but then in 
February of 2014, sales began to accelerate. Before sales 
dropped off a year later, I’d sold more than ten-thousand copies 
of Curtain Fall, which is a pretty fair showing of an independent 
release with zero marketing. Apparently, people loved how I’d 
presented preparedness to them in a new and interesting light. 
The royalties didn’t make me rich, but it did pay for editing, 
formatting, cover design and other related costs. It’s even easier 
and cheaper to publish independently today, but I wanted 
Curtain Fall to look the part and I’d invested several thousand 
dollars into the project. All in all, I managed to break even. 

In many ways, art does imitate life, at least a little. Like most 
authors, I drew from what I knew. But John Anderson, the main 
character in Curtain Fall, was very much his own character. The 
follow-on books in the Gatekeeper series included personal 
dreams, visions and events that had happened to me, but the 
consequence of sharing such deep spiritual things is that I began 
to lose the more agnostic element of my prepper audience. It 
seemed I had inadvertently developed my story into a sub-
genre, which was both narrow and exclusionary. In other words, 
I was losing readers. But that didn’t stop me from writing.  

One of the things that strengthened the relationship 
between Kim, my dad and I was that we began to regularly 
attend the temple every Thursday morning. We’d drive to 
Bellevue, attend a late morning session, then catch lunch at a 
different restaurant depending on who’s turn it was to pick 
where to eat. We learned a lot during that time, discussing our 
spiritual experiences together as we drove home. Kim and I were 
noticing things we’d never noticed, subtle variation of words and 
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comments that would have gone unnoticed had we not 
developed a solid foundation of temple visits. 

I kept thinking about the question Father had asked me, 
“Who do you serve, Me or the church?” and I wondered how 
much of our temple ceremony was of man, and how much of it 
was of God. I understood the framework, how it all came to be, 
but our propensity to lean on tradition, the desire to venerate 
the practices of man under the pretense of serving one’s God, 
does obscure the truth and influence our relationship with Him.  

I discovered that the traditions of man can make us even 
more vulnerable to the enemy’s influence, and the longer we 
practice them, the more corrupt they tend to become. It’s like 
Easter, how the celebration has become commercialized with 
bunnies, eggs and candy-filled baskets. People are so distracted 
by the worldly interpretation of that tradition that the Savior’s 
meaningful and important sacrifice and resurrection are mostly 
forgotten. Christmas is no different, with the birth of Christ 
becoming a mere holiday season byline for a nation that’s all but 
forgotten their God. 

The story of Eve is another example of a tradition that I’d 
come to question. We’re taught that she sinned through 
weakness, and not a position of strength and understanding 
after communicating with God. The patriarchal construct that 
emerged reduced women to second-class status and is one that 
continues to affect the relationship between men and women to 
this day. I believe the equality of Heaven is not realized here on 
Earth.  

What a marvelous thing it will be to see what really 
happened in the Garden of Eden; how Eve’s choice to serve 
Father facilitated His plan to move forward when Adam’s 
obedience would have suffered it to fail. I know there’s more to 
the story than I’ve been told. Why it’s been over-simplified and 
traditionalized wasn’t really the issue for me. The issue was how 
I’d spent so many years accepting the story as complete and 
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accurate truth without ever seeking personal revelation on the 
subject.  

Kim and I would talk for hours about what we’d seen and 
heard in the temple, recounting the personal spiritual 
experiences we’d had while sitting quietly and listening to the 
Spirit. Our minds were being systematically opened to new 
information that changed possibilities for us, and it was a bit 
overwhelming at first. The veil was thinner for me when I was in 
the temple, but too much information at once can be mentally 
debilitating, like a sensory overload. 

I had once prayed for my remembrance, to recall all my pre-
existence memories in one complete download of information. I 
didn’t care how I learned about myself, I just wanted to learn. 
Fortunately, Father ignored my request. It would have ruined 
me. There’s truth to learning “line upon line and precept upon 
precept.” Every nugget of truth I found took time to 
comprehend and mentally digest. There’s so much more to 
Heaven than I knew, and a single pill wasn’t the answer. I 
learned quite a bit by attending the temple every week, which 
helped with my spiritual-mental absorption. The subtle nuances 
of truth behind the tradition began to seep into my conscious 
mind and reveal things I would have not considered had there 
been more time between each temple visit.  

I also enjoyed doing baptismal work at the temple. That 
summer, I’d volunteered to work the baptismal font during the 
busy member walk-in period. I performed more than five-
hundred baptisms that day, and it testified to me the 
importance of that simple yet very sacred ordinance.  

During one baptism, for a woman who’d died a hundred 
years before I was born, I was brought to tears by some 
unexplained emotions. For a reason I didn’t yet understand, 
when I’d read the woman’s name, I was so overcome by the 
Spirit that I could barely say the words of the ordinance. It 
reminded me of how I’d felt when I’d baptized Alison, but this 
was for a woman I didn’t know. I later learned that I had known 
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her in the pre-existence, and it filled me with joy that I’d been 
permitted such an awesome blessing. 

I’d taken many such questions to Father during that time. I’d 
already developed a unique Father and son relationship with 
Him, but I was beginning to take shortcuts in my learning and 
began asking Him questions that He wasn’t ready to reveal. To 
that He simply said, “I’m not a God of answers,” which meant 
that He wasn’t my personal reference library. He expected me to 
do my own work.  

Father is a very interesting man. I’ve seen His many faces, 
but the word that best describes Him is love. Everything He does 
for me is an expression of ultimate love, a love so deep and 
abiding that I can’t measure it by any known standard here on 
Earth. And that’s saying something for me because I really love 
Kim, my children, and my dad; three very different types of love, 
but all of them very meaningful and complete. That scale helps 
me keep Father’s love in perspective. 

Don’t misunderstand, I’ve been angry with Father too. I 
don’t always appreciate his love, especially when it’s tough. I 
don’t always think He’s being fair with me, but then I had to 
remind myself that I don’t know what Father knows. What I do 
know, however, is that he demands a lot from those in whom He 
gives a lot. 

Father accepted my anger and frustration on numerous 
occasions, because that’s what a loving Father does for his 
innocent (ignorant) children. Indeed, I’ve asked Him to forgive 
my ignorance more times than I can count, and through it all, 
He’s blessed me in ways I can’t begin to list. But the most 
profound and important of all blessings He’d given me was in 
reuniting me with my eternal partner and proverbial soulmate, 
Kim. For that alone, He has my eternal loyalty. 

The time I spent learning about Father, paralleled the time I 
spent learning about my own dad. Our many trips to the temple 
was a special time for me. I learned so much about him, how 
much he loved and missed my mom – he’d sit in the celestial 
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room and watch the enormous crystal chandelier turn slowly in 
greeting, which was something she’d promised to do when she’d 
passed over to the other side – and how he coped with that loss 
through service.  

I don’t know anyone his age, except maybe a few of the 
older general authorities, who work as hard as my dad to serve 
the church and its members. He’s an inspiration to me, and I was 
blessed to have been given time with him; time I would not have 
had if my life had gone any other way. Under Kim’s example and 
direction, my dad and I forgave each other for a lifetime of hurt 
and pain, and we’d become the friends I’d hoped we’d be. 

That lesson wasn’t quite as poignant as when I’d learned to 
forgive both my biological mother and my stepmother. But it 
was the latter of the two that defined the importance of 
forgiveness with spiritual significance. I’ll share a personal story 
to point out how it worked for me, but remember that not 
everyone endures the same trials, sacrifice and experiences in 
this life. Indeed, we’re so quick to judge ourselves and others on 
a flawed table of expectation and perception as if we’re already 
God. How quickly we tend to forget the Savior’s example, and 
rank people’s lives against or own. In my opinion, judgment is 
one of the hardest trials to overcome in this life, to replace it 
with love isn’t always easy, but there’s certainly a lesson to be 
learned from our failures in so doing. 

I’ve mentioned that I didn’t feel my stepmom treated me 
kindly as a child. I didn’t consider her a loving, nurturing mother 
figure. She favored her own daughter, Julia, over the rest of us, 
and I couldn’t wait to be free of her controlling and manipulative 
ways. I didn’t appreciate all the good things she’d done for me 
and held on to all the bad memories. Clearly my judgment 
lacked perspective. But then, I hadn’t yet come to appreciate 
how everything truly does happen for a reason. She was meant 
to raise me, and I’d learned to appreciate her sacrifice in so 
doing. 
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I was there when she’d died. After years of struggling with 
cancer, it had finally won, and Father called her home. I offered 
her eulogy at the funeral. I didn’t want to do it because I was 
afraid that I’d share my bad feelings about her. Everyone loved 
Janice. She was the epitome of sacrifice and strength, and who 
was I to tell the world that she was a terrible stepmother? But 
my dad asked me to speak and I couldn’t refuse him. 

Later, when I learned that Janice had left farewell letters to 
my dad, her brother, and my half-sister Julia, I wasn’t at all 
surprised. No one else had been privileged to hear from Janice 
beyond the grave: not me, my brother, or my twin sisters. She 
raised us, but we meant nothing to her, not in life, and not in 
death. I learned of the letters just before I was to give her 
eulogy, and suddenly, all my sour feelings for her were 
validated. Suffice it to say, I shed no tears at her passing. 

About a month later, Janice came to visit me in a dream and 
asked that I forgive her. I was confused by the request because I 
didn’t think my forgiveness was necessary for her progression, 
but I was wrong. I hadn’t learned from Kim’s example with her 
dad, that my judgment was binding Janice to her life review in a 
way that made it difficult to complete. In other words, I was an 
obstacle to her progression. I remedied that by forgiving her in 
the name of Jesus Christ. I’d never done that before, but it was 
powerful. 

A few weeks later, I met with Janice again in a dream. We 
were sitting together in a school-like cafeteria discussing 
forgiveness. I remember seeing her dressed in an orange-
colored robe with beige trim, and that she’d used the 
opportunity to express her gratitude for my forgiveness. She told 
me that she was sorry for not treating me better as a son, and 
that she would have acted differently had she known how her 
life would have impacted mine. It’s easy to forget we’re all 
connected in this life, but then that’s a side effect of veiling.  

I entered an even steeper spiritual learning curve after 
marrying Kim. I’d gone from the occasional prompting and vision 
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to having numerous diverse spiritual experiences every week. I 
was seeing, doing and experiencing things I’d never imagined, let 
alone knew were possible. I believed in the spiritual dimension, 
but I had no idea how prevalent, how all-encompassing it was 
around us.  

The number of memorable dreams was also increasing, so 
much so that it was affecting me even when I was awake. I 
couldn’t stop thinking about what I’d seen in my dreams and 
was grateful to have Kim to talk to. I don’t know what I would 
have managed it without her love and support. Some of my 
dreams were good, some neutral, but some were also bad in 
that they were outright frightening or intimidating. They ranged 
from pre-existence memories, spiritual work that I’d do for 
Father, attacks from a variety of enemies, potential natural 
disaster events, and most importantly, specific personal 
revelation.  

Some might say it’s all personal revelation, to which I agree, 
but if I see the tide withdraw suddenly beyond its normal range, 
I’ll be the first to shout “Tsunami.” I won’t run quietly to the high 
ground and hope everyone else figures it out before they’re 
swept away by the tidal surge. Sharing spiritual experiences, be 
they dreams, vision or whatever, is similar. I can choose to share 
my experiences with others, or not. 

It might not be a life-saving experience, but I’ve seen 
evidence of it being a life-changing experience. I know people 
who’ve penetrated the veil and can’t write about it, but I know 
many more who haven’t had a spiritual experience but want to 
learn about what’s on the other side of the veil. We’ve all 
struggled with the three great questions of life: who am I, why 
am I here, and where am I going? From my perspective, it’s a 
very good reason to share what I’ve seen and learned, especially 
if I see the tide withdraw suddenly beyond its normal range. 

  
I stood on a high bluff overlooking a vast, grass 

covered plain below. To my right, on the distant horizon, 
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stood a large dark city, with many tall dark buildings and 
spires that rose high into the sky. Two of the greater towers 
resembled giant smoke stacks, and they were spewing 
forth great billowing clouds of ugly black smoke. The filth 
darkened the sky above the city and cast it in near total 
darkness. Not a single city light shined in the dark city. The 
smoke was thick, and it was drifting out to envelope the 
grassy plain below, moving across the sky like an 
approaching blanket of volcanic ash. I knew that the city 
was evil, and that I needed to destroy it. 

I turned away from the city and looked across the plain 
at an elevated highway. It stood high above the plane on 
tall concrete supports or piers and made a course toward 
the bluff between where I stood and the dark city. I saw 
people riding toward me on vehicles or walking in groups 
on the highway. They came forward slowly, just a trickle of 
people at the lead, but then, as I continued to watch, more 
and more came. As they stepped onto the bluff, the people 
assembled behind me as in a loose formation to wait. 

While the travelers continued to assemble on the bluff, 
I looked down upon the grassy plain once more, and 
something caught my eye, a glint of light. I focused my 
vision as if with binoculars and saw that it wasn’t yellow 
blades of grass undulating in the wind, but rather a 
countless concourse of individuals, millions of them like 
lemurs, all locked into place, mesmerized by the dark city 
and its filth. They swayed together rhythmically, as if 
enthralled by a dark music I couldn’t hear, while the dark 
cloud of filth threatened to settle over them. 

 
All I can say about this vision is that it awakened within me a 

sense of proportion. It’s easy to assume that I might stand with 
the small percentage of people who’ll refuse to fall victim to the 
world. The numberless host of men and women below me, all of 
them caught up in the lies and deceptions of Babylon, impressed 
upon me the fallen state of man in the Last Days. Too few of us 
will resist the allure of the world, and those who can will be few 
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and far between, scattered, as it were, across the face of the 
lands. 

I was curious about my dreams and visions, what they 
meant to me and why they were coming with such frequency 
and power. I now know that I had been shown some things that 
were meant to convey a certain message and influence my 
direction, or an impulse to do something to prepare me for the 
future. In others, the environment and experiences were so 
unique, so unusual, that it could only represent a memory from 
another place and time.  

I began to appreciate the idea that Father had other worlds, 
and that I had been to more than one of them either physically 
and was remembering the experience, or presently as a working 
spirit while I slept, or I was remembering them after having 
worked for Father as a spirit. Those are three very distinct and 
different possibilities regarding remembrance. 

I firmly believe that Father has, or had, many other worlds 
in His realm. So, for me, it was no longer a question of if, but 
why. We’re taught to believe this life on Earth is our one and 
only chance to reach exaltation, but I had a hard time with that. I 
didn’t believe that everything hung in the balance on one trial. 
Earth is unique, but it can’t be our only chance to progress to 
God-like levels of love and perfection. Many people of special 
spiritual service, like Gandhi, Abraham Lincoln, Mother Theresa, 
Martin Luther King Jr, and other such individuals are not likely 
here on their first mortal experience, or as I’ve come to call it, a 
life phase. It’s about as easy to prove as the existence of God, 
but it does help explain many things. I don’t believe for a second 
that I can reach the necessary level of perfection in this one 
physical life, and I don’t believe anyone has or will. Progression 
is a lengthy process of growth and development, much more 
than a blink in time. Indeed, I’m absolutely convinced that God-
like exaltation, to the level attained and revealed to us by God 
the Father and His Son, Jesus Christ is not achieved in one world 
trial. 
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Those who claim to possess absolute understanding of the 
scriptures might try and prove me wrong, but to them I say, I 
trust my connection and learning from Father and his 
messengers over anything that has been written by the hands of 
men. The discrepancies run deep. Lucifer has perfected 
deception to an artform for thousands of years, and he’s so 
good at it that most people, those removed from the face of 
God, can hardly tell the difference between right and wrong.  

During the past few years, I’ve had several interactions with 
Lucifer, and have come to better understand his role in 
opposition. Interestingly, even back in the early stages of my 
developing spiritual understanding, he didn’t frighten me. I 
equate my feelings toward him as elemental, as necessary as 
fire, water, wind, and earth; not something to be feared, but a 
force that requires respect if we’re not to be overcome by it. 
Indeed, as I would later learn there was much more to Father’s 
plan for Lucifer than I was raised to believe. 

I didn’t dwell on the subject or spend any serious time 
contemplating the enemy because I was still engrossed in 
learning about Father. However, I learned that the two – call it 
light and dark, or good and evil – are inexorably connected in 
God’s divine purpose for us here. Agency means nothing without 
choice, and there is no choice without opposition. Though I 
didn’t know it at the time, I was being shown small pieces of my 
connection to Lucifer: how my role related to his role, my work 
to his work, my mission to his mission. 

 
I was looking at the guards who had secured for me a 

small group of military prisoners. At my request, the 
prisoners had been moved to an open area near the outer 
perimeter of an airfield. There were six prisoners, all of 
them men, and I’d been given orders to execute them.  

I walked up to a guard, who nodded to me. I removed 
my pistol and shot the first four men quickly. They’d been 
sitting on the back of a vehicle and had no time to react to 
my execution. They died quickly, and I felt no sorrow or 
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remorse for the executions. I wasn’t just following orders, I 
was executing prisoners who posed a threat to my mission, 
and they all had to go. 

When I reached the fifth prisoner, I found him leaning 
casually against a chain-link fence a few feet away from 
another vehicle. He was dressed differently than the first 
four prisoners. He wasn’t wearing a uniform, but rather a 
black buttoned-down shirt with a strange white floral pattern 
on it. There was also something oddly familiar about the 
man, but I couldn’t figure it out. He looked completely 
comfortable with his fate, as if he was prepared to die for 
his beliefs, so I looked at him and said, “I’ll see you on the 
other side,” before I shot him. 

I then moved to the sixth man, who was standing at the 
rear of a black van filled with an assortment of high-tech 
electronic monitoring equipment. He was also different from 
the other men and something about him was familiar to me 
as well. I felt I knew him, but I didn’t know how or why that 
could be because he was the enemy. There was something 
unique, something special about the man. People loved 
him. Even the guards that stood behind me loved this man. 
He was adored by all, and I knew I couldn’t kill him. 

I turned and saw my commander standing nearby 
watching me. I said, “I cannot kill this man,” and holstered 
my pistol. Without a word, my commander, whom I knew 
represented Father, lowered his head and began to walk 
away. He didn’t say a word to me, but I knew he was 
disappointed at my reluctance to carry out the orders. The 
execution of the prisoners was at my discretion, and Father 
would do nothing to change that, but not following the 
orders would have dire consequences on the mission.  

I didn’t understand the importance of those orders, but I 
knew I couldn’t let my feelings get in the way, so I grabbed 
an automatic rifle from the nearest guard and emptied the 
entire magazine into the last prisoner. When I was done, I 
splashed gasoline inside the van and then set it ablaze with 
a lighter I’d sparked and tossed in. I had followed my 
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commanders’ orders, and to make a point that I didn’t like it 
one bit, I’d applied extreme measures of over-compliance. 

 
In my dreams, I can’t help but look for patterns to explain 

what I’ve seen. I knew I was supposed to learn something from 
them, but what? For me, the veil often gets in the way of what 
might otherwise be clear communications between my sub-
conscious spiritual self, and the conscious physical self that 
sleeps. Later, Father informed me that, “… those prisoners 
represent your individual life phases, the first four of which were 
standard learning and growth opportunities, followed by a world 
where you had progressed to a new level of self-awareness, and 
then to this life where you know your mission, but wanted 
nothing to do with it.” 

Indeed, my patriarchal blessing did warn that I’d “… have a 
capacity within (me) that (I) am not completely willing to 
magnify.” There were times when I just wanted to be left alone, 
to do what I wanted, when I wanted to do it; just surrender to 
the carnal desires that seem to prevail against me on all fronts. 
It’s not easy being physical on Earth, and the more I know about 
the other side of the veil, the more I long to return to it, but I 
know I have work to do.  

That’s why this life can’t be our only chance. No one who’s 
lived on this Earth can expect to gain the necessary perfection 
needed to serve as a Savior, let alone a Father. There’s a 
necessary progression that must occur, a prescribed rate of 
growth that requires us to endure multiple veiled existences if 
we’re to reach that level of perfection. It is written that Father is 
no respecter of persons. If this is true, how then do the lives in 
desolate, primitive places around the world find fairness in 
justice and mercy? Are they not entitled to the same fortunes of 
growth as us? Of course, they are. It’s what makes a belief in 
more than one life phase possible. For me, it’s the only thing 
that makes sense.  
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It doesn’t change anything, not if you understand the 
Round, or how Father measures and monitors time. But being 
physical makes such understanding of time impossibly difficult 
to comprehend. It’s like trying to grasp the expanse of the 
universe, one filled with countless galaxies filled with countless 
stars.  

To be like Father requires much more than one life of trial 
and sacrifice. Indeed, I believe Father has physically walked 
more worlds than one to reach the level of perfection needed to 
become our Father in Heaven. That’s how He knows what we 
need to do to be like Him, because He’s been in like 
circumstances and lived on worlds far removed from His Father’s 
home. 

Can we stop and get off the ride of progression whenever 
we decide we’ve had enough? Even in Heaven we have a choice. 
It’s why I believe I’m free to follow my own path, even if it 
means I don’t want to be a Heavenly Father. I’ve seen first-hand 
evidence of how much work it takes to reach His level of 
perfection. Maybe I’d be happy to be an Adam? Who knows? 
The point is, we participate in our own plan of progression while 
in Heaven, before and after each life phase. But once we’ve 
accepted a physical body, there’s no stopping until we reach the 
safety of home base. While we are down here, decisions of 
eternal significance are much harder to resolve. It’s why the 
Savior taught in parables. The broad spectrum of eternal 
parameters cannot be easily understood by the physical mind. 

I recognize one advantage I have over some people, and 
that’s an open mind. Not just for spiritual matters, but physical 
as well. I don’t immediately shut myself down to anything that 
doesn’t fit within the framework of established belief. Maybe it’s 
because I was hit on the head as a kid, or because I served as a 
military intelligence officer and learned to analyze and present 
the battlefield from the enemy’s perspective? I don’t know. But 
what I do know is that I’ve approached every new bit of learning 
with caution, especially when I don’t feel immediate truth. 
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Deception is, and always will be, a challenge. Then again, we’ve 
been deceived our entire lives. We do, after all, live on a world 
of deception.  
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14 

 
Not far into the year 2014, Kim and I were forced out of our 

rental property when the owner decided to sell, but we were 
blessed to find a new rental property, one closer to town and on 
high ground that offered, at least on clear sunny days, a 
panoramic view of distant Mount Rainer. It was perfect for us 
and her two boys, but we were barely getting by on my 
retirement pay. I released my second book of the Gatekeeper 
Series, titled Lamp Black, but it didn’t do as well as Curtain Fall 
and we were going into debt.  

I needed a more reliable source of supplemental income, 
something that would keep us afloat, so I applied for work at the 
Puget Sound Naval Shipyard. I applied to several jobs, but I was 
either overqualified or underqualified. My level of education, 
military experience, and veteran status meant virtually nothing 
to the human resources department in the shipyard, but they 
did hire me as a helper, or temporary hire, so I couldn’t 
complain. It was still the best paying minimum wage job in the 
area.  

The work was menial, humbling for sure, but I needed the 
money. Not a day went by that I didn’t ask Father at least once, 
“What’s going on?” I didn’t understand why He was literally 
blocking every effort to find a job that was commensurate with 
my skills and abilities. I applied to over 100 federal jobs in 
Washington and other states, anything to bring me closer to my 
children, but no one was interested in my resume. I was too old. 
I’d been away from uniformed service for too long and had over-
ripened. 

When I’d accepted that it was all part of my “trail of tears,” 
that I was exactly where Father wanted me to be, I quit looking. 
It didn’t make things any easier, but I knew He didn’t want me to 
leave the area or find work that would have invariably changed 
my path.  
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Working full time in the shipyard limited my temple trips 
with Kim and my dad, but it also stopped my trips to Texas and 
my writing. I racked up so much debt traveling to Texas to see 
my children (each trip added another two-thousand-dollars in 
credit debt) that I had no choice but to work, even if it made no 
positive difference in our lives. I was basically working to cover 
the court ordered child support, and I felt like a hamster on a 
wheel, running my butt off but going nowhere. 

I refused to believe that it was all a part of my refining fire. 
Sure, I was seeing things in dreams and vision, talking with Kim 
about the great and marvelous spiritual things we were learning 
about together, but I just wasn’t listening, at least not in the way 
I was supposed to. I was going through spiritual basic training, 
and Father was the Drill Instructor whom I was ignoring because 
He put me in a place I didn’t enjoy. If it wasn’t for Kim, I wouldn’t 
have made it.  

I’ve never known anyone like Kim. She was someone I could 
tell everything to, share my most revealing thoughts and 
concerns, and not once worry about being hurt. It’s one of the 
things I most love about our relationship. We talk at home, 
usually before or after prayer in the evening, but much more 
often than that. Some of our deepest conversations occurred 
while we were driving together. No matter how long or short 
our trip, we’d spend the time talking about spiritual things 
important to us. We learned so much from each other, and that 
blessing continues to this day. 

When I realized I’d not likely return to live in Texas, Kim and 
I decided to drive down and visit my kids and return with the 
contents of the climate-controlled storage unit that I’d been 
renting. I wasn’t set to begin work in the shipyard for a few more 
months, so we’d decided to seize the opportunity and make the 
long round trip before we ran out of the last of our available 
credit. I held on to my clothes, books, military equipment, tools 
and a few other things that Carla didn’t care about, but I wanted 
to empty the climate-controlled unit where I’d stored my long-
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term food storage. It was smaller than the other storage unit, 
but twice as expensive to rent. Plus, its contents would fit easily 
into a trailer that I could tow with my truck. As it turned out, 
that road trip was one of the most spiritually fulfilling 
experiences of my life. 

Our first stop was in Salt Lake City where we wanted to 
attend a live session at the temple. We also wanted to tour the 
Conference and Visitors’ Center, as well as visit a few of Kim’s 
family that lived in the area. We didn’t have a lot of time, but we 
planned and prioritized everything and vowed to make the most 
of our quick one-day stop. 

The temple session was first, and we were taking a few 
moments to enjoy the beauty of the celestial room before 
leaving to our next landmark stop. While in that room, we saw a 
sister sitting alone and crying softly. I was prompted to go speak 
to the woman, to offer her our love and support. I walked up to 
her and offered my hand. She accepted it before wiping away 
tears shamelessly shed in sorrow. We expressed our love for her 
in an obvious time of pain. I had no idea what troubled the 
woman, only that we were meant to connect with her, and we 
left feeling that we’d performed a simple act of kindness.  

After we changed, we headed across the street to the 
Conference Center, sensitive to the time and our scheduled 
lunch date with Kim’s brother. At first, we weren’t sure where to 
go, so we walked the Conference Center grounds to enjoy the 
beautiful landscape. When we reached the main entrance, I 
stepped into the empty lobby and cheerily announced, “We’re 
here for General Conference.”  

Though conference had ended that previous Sunday, and 
not having given any real though to my introduction, which was 
common for me, as soon as I said what I did a man broke contact 
with two other workers and fast-walked up to us as if he’d been 
expecting us. I didn’t know it at the time, but I did before we 
parted company. The man knew the precise day, hour, and 
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apparently even the greeting I’d say when we arrived, and he 
was meant to be our personal escort. 

He greeted us politely and offered to show us around. I told 
him we didn’t have a lot of time, but we wanted to see the 
highlights. After a quick view of the Conference Center seating 
area, he led us to an elevator. As soon as the elevator door 
opened, the man walked us over to a special painting.  

If you’ve not been in the Conference Center, there are 
paintings everywhere, but our escort wanted us to see one 
particular painting before any other, something that was 
meaningful to us before we even knew what it was. The oil 
painting was titled, Mercy Claimeth That Which Is Her Own, by 
Jonathan Linton. The description of the work says, “This painting 
is a personification of justice being satisfied by the gift of Christ, 
symbolized by light, and of mercy claiming the penitent man. 
This stands for the grace extended to all such souls who put 
their faith in Christ. These figures are complex, multifaceted 
symbolical elements in the composition. Further elements 
include a large spacious field representing the world, the sunset 
representing the end of the earthly life that each person 
eventually faces, and the balustrade separating mortal life from 
the next stage of existence.” 

As Kim and I looked at that painting, a feeling of identity 
filled our hearts and minds. We were utterly speechless, frozen 
in a moment of time, and looking at each other in wonder at 
having been caught up in the beauty and significance of the 
artwork. It was as if the painting, or rather the artist through his 
work, was speaking directly to us. The man, whom I believed 
was an angel, had led us to the painting with great interest and 
purpose, as if that was his primary purpose.  

Symbolic or not, I saw myself and Kim in that painting, 
standing together as a couple, accepting and giving, being and 
believing, feeling more than who we thought we were; two 
spirits struggling to connect with the physical world in which 
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they’d been sent, trusting that life would eventually satisfy a 
need for justice and mercy. 

A little more than an hour later we’d be tested and fail 
miserably at something we routinely expressed unconditionally, 
that being charity. While leaving the visitors center, we 
encountered not one, but two beggars. The first was a woman in 
her thirties, sitting quietly on a piece of cardboard with a sign 
and open cup at her feet. I not only ignored her, but I was 
slightly irritated that a beggar would sit outside the visitors’ 
center and try and take advantage of Mormon charity. 

The second beggar was a young twenty-something man, 
clean and hardly needy looking in any way. They didn’t appear to 
be working together, but I’d learn otherwise soon enough. Still, I 
was annoyed with their presence, and when the young man 
approached me asking for money, I ignored him and walked by 
without saying a word. In quick succession, I ignored not one, 
but two beggars, which was completely out of my character. 

I didn’t know what had come over us, but after we walked 
about fifty paces, our awareness kicked in. Kim and I realized 
we’d missed an important opportunity to express our love 
through charity, and we turned around to go back and give the 
two beggars our attention. But strangely, when we turned 
around, they were gone. There was no sign that they’d even 
been there. They’d literally disappeared into thin air. 

That night, in our hotel room, we prayed about the test that 
we failed and asked for Father’s forgiveness. Obedience isn’t 
something either of us struggle with, but in that small moment 
of time, we let our guard down and had disappointed Him, 
ourselves even more. We considered ourselves blessed, and 
though we didn’t have a lot by American standards, we had 
more than other people in the world. Giving money to beggars is 
our way of sharing our blessings, of telling them that we see 
them, that they’re important to us. 

Perhaps that test was to bring us closer to Father that night, 
because we learned through the Spirit that the woman in the 
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temple had recently lost her little girl. She’d been there seeking 
comfort, asking Father for a chance to see her daughter on the 
other side. 

There’s a lot involved in facilitating such a contact. There 
are rules that apply, conditions and permissions to be granted, 
especially when the death is recent. Maybe it was different 
because the child had died at a young age, I don’t know. What I 
do know is that we were allowed to facilitate contact with the 
mother while she slept. In other words, the mother, the same 
distressed woman I’d touched in the temple, was allowed to see 
her daughter in a dream that same evening. That’s the kind of 
work we most enjoy, helping others find comfort in the spiritual. 

During our trip, we had so many angelic contacts that I 
jokingly suggested to Kim that we’d died and were walking the 
Earth as disembodied spirits. She assured me we hadn’t died, 
but something interesting was going on, the least of which 
would end up being the disappearing beggars. Another example 
occurred while driving through Colorado late one evening. We 
were hungry and decided to stop at a Wendy’s to grab a quick 
bite to eat. 

I prefer using the drive-through, but after spending so much 
time in the driver’s seat, I was ready for a break and decided to 
walk in and place our order. At first, nothing seemed out of the 
ordinary. It was just another fast-food joint we’d visited 
between stops. There were five employees behind the counter, 
and a family of five eating quietly in the dining area behind us. 

Two young ladies stood ready and eager to take our order. 
They were close, like good friends, and I believed one was 
training the other to use the register. The young lady that took 
my order smiled, and because it’s common in the military, I 
noticed her pin-on name tag and thanked her by name. She 
quickly smiled, leaned in close to the other girl, and in a whisper 
said, “He remembered my name.” 

I thought it a strange thing to say given that I’d never met 
her before, but then I noticed the rest of the kitchen staff. They 
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were all standing to the side as if at attention, watching mine 
and Kim’s every move. It didn’t even dawn on me that the girl I’d 
thanked had forgotten she was wearing a name tag. Stranger 
still, when we turned around to leave with our food, the family 
that had been eating in the dining area was also watching us 
closely. When they noticed we were looking at them strangely, 
they turned back to their meals and tried to act as if nothing at 
all had happened. 

Kim and I had, for lack of a better description, entered the 
Twilight Zone, and it took us several minutes to work out in our 
minds what had just happened. I don’t believe there was a single 
physical person in that fast-food restaurant. I don’t know how or 
why Father did what He did to facilitate such a grand angelic 
encounter, and in a fast-food restaurant of all places, but it said 
a lot about His love for us. 

As we drove away, we began to talk about the oddness of 
that experience and soon put it all together as a special 
encounter. It’s hard to explain in words the absolute truth that 
enters the soul during such pertinent spiritual encounters, but it 
really affected us. One thing’s for sure, we were meant to not 
only enjoy the experience, but recognize it for what it was, a gift 
from Father. Angels aren’t just good men and women following 
promptings to serve others, or glowing white figures, winged or 
otherwise, standing in the air above you. Sometimes, although 
not mortal, they look and sound just like you and I; they’re 
physical in appearance and can interact with a physical world, 
but they’re not of this world. 

I couldn’t help but wonder what that meant for 
resurrection? I’ve been taught that we can’t enjoy the benefits 
of a physical body until we’ve lived, died and been resurrected, 
but I’d seen people, angels, who were as real as I was, and doing 
seemingly frivolous things outside of a temple environment. 
Clearly, anything is possible with Father and the Savior. There’s 
so much we don’t understand about this life, let alone heavenly 
operations. 
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I had a great visit with the kids and hated leaving them. Our 
visits had grown less and less frequent because of my financial 
situation, but my love for them had matured. I no longer 
considered them my property, something to be coveted. They 
belonged to Father. He’d taken them in His arms, as He does 
with all of us, and made them His own. I felt grateful to have 
been given another moment of time with them.    

On our return trip, while traveling through Wyoming, we 
became temporarily snowbound just outside of Warren Air 
Force Base near Cheyenne. It seemed a terrible inconvenience, 
but I’ve learned to trust such things given Father’s prevalent 
hand in my life. As it turned out, we witnessed the passing of a 
nuclear warhead convoy. It was quite a show, with all the 
accompanying military police vehicles, some of them armored 
and filled with SWAT members, and the helicopter gunship flying 
overhead. A contingent of state and local law enforcement 
officers were controlling traffic as the convoy passed, which 
made it a very interesting sight to see.  

Since marrying Kim in the temple, I’ve recorded close to a 
hundred dreams of record, dreams that have ranged from 
natural disasters such as tsunamis, earthquakes and drought, to 
wars that included the use of nuclear weapons, and foreign 
troop invasions. I’ve also fought and engaged in mortal combat 
using weapons to eliminate threats. A few were relative to my 
military experience – I sometimes saw myself in uniform – but I 
couldn’t help but wonder if the dreams were portents of 
impending destruction that would visit our country in the near 
future. 

The wide range of spiritual experiences I had during this 
time marked it as a unique chapter in my life. Although I didn’t 
immediately understand what some of the dreams meant, I 
knew they were trying to reveal something to me. One dream 
represented a facet of my life that I hadn’t yet come to 
understand, but when I did, it would change how I viewed the 
enemy.  
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I was a young man, perhaps fourteen years old, 
standing on a treeless mountainside that offered a majestic 
view of the green valley below. I wanted to see the view, 
but I was blocked by a large stone wall that marked the 
corner of someone’s property. I didn’t want to climb the 
wall, but I did want to see the valley, so I climbed up it 
anyway. 

When I was about waist high up the wall, I looked over 
and saw a man lounging on a finely crafted patio. Beige 
colored umbrellas, each with two red circles on the fabric, 
made me think it was the owner’s mark or sign. When the 
man saw me looking over the wall, we began to talk. As we 
talked, he moved to the edge of the patio, and when he 
reached the wall, he took up an armful of large boulders. 

The man began to dump the boulders down the 
mountain so that they’d roll toward the valley. I was worried 
about the people living below, but the boulders stopped 
short and came to rest on a small embankment. I was 
relieved, but the man became angry and drew a short-
sword. He tried to cut my arms that rested along the top of 
the wall, but he was unable to hurt me. 

The scene jumped, and I was older, a grown man 
sitting in a great hall or auditorium. Many other old men 
were seated around me, and we were all dressed in toga 
like outfits. On the platform before us sat a few men and 
women, but mostly men, and they were all waiting for the 
vote.  

When a person’s name was called, he or she would 
stand up. Then the people in the auditorium, at least those 
interested in that person, would stand and be counted as a 
vote. It was an election, and it continued for everyone 
seated on the platform. I knew only one person could be 
elected, and I was waiting for him to stand, the man I’d met 
at the wall. The very same man who’d tried to hurt people 
with his boulders and cut me with his sword. 

When his name was read, and he stood up, I paused a 
moment before standing with him. A second later, most of 
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the other men who were present also cast their vote for the 
man as they stood up. I don’t know how I knew it, but 
they’d been waiting to see how I’d vote, and when I stood, 
they stood with me. 

It was a clear victory for the man. With the election won 
and the session complete, the man made his way off the 
platform and toward me. When he reached me, after 
having passed through a press of people, he embraced me 
with thanks but wouldn’t make eye contact with me. 
Winning the election had been very important to the man, 
but I knew he was the right one for the job. 

  
Later, that same man would come visit me in my sleep, but 

under a very different set of circumstances. That dream revealed 
something to me about not just who I was, but what I was 
supposed to do. I had a relationship with Lucifer that I didn’t 
understand, and Father was slowly revealing it to me in a way 
that wouldn’t blow my mind. And I don’t mean “blow” in a good 
sense of the word. Who wants to learn they’re linked to the man 
responsible for all our sins and misery? At least that’s how I 
looked at it from that narrow perspective. In breaking a personal 
paradigm, I was about to break many more. The ground work for 
a new novel was beginning to take shape in my mind, and all I 
needed was the right catalyst to move forward with it.  
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15 
 
In 2015, I found myself in the middle of a minefield of 

questions and doubts pertaining to the church. I learned a lot 
through my spiritual experiences, and a few things just didn’t 
add up with what I’d been taught. I’d somehow missed 
something, some critical element of truth that didn’t exactly 
connect my spirituality with my religion. It hadn’t started out 
that way. I’d always believed religion came first, but that was 
about to change. 

Some would have called what I’d gone through a “faith 
crisis,” but I didn’t see it that way. For me, a faith crisis was 
when someone stopped believing in God, or from a more 
practical standpoint, stopped believing in the teachings and 
doctrine of Jesus Christ. I’ve never once stopped believing in 
Father or the Savior and His gospel. However, I encountered 
many members who’d expressed issue with anyone that 
questioned any of the church’s methods, history, or some level 
of leadership, which was what I was doing. Not aloud, mind you, 
but I’d questioned all three. And for many members I’d known, 
that was akin to apostasy. 

During that same time, a good friend of mine had 
experienced a faith crisis of his own. I’d befriended James and 
his family while serving together in various church callings. We’d 
grown close enough to share our deepest concerns about what 
troubled us. The specifics of our conversations weren’t 
important, but James raised questions that I’d never considered, 
questions about Joseph Smith’s first vision, the translation of the 
Book of Mormon, plural marriage, and even certain modern-day 
church practices. All in all, it was enough to qualify as a 
proverbial minefield, one that had been laid when Father had 
first asked me, “Who do you serve, Me or the church?” 

James was always concerned about the effect his opinions 
of the church would have on me, and he’d caveat his arguments 
with, “I don’t want to be responsible for you falling away from 



PROMPTED 
Kenneth Cary 

 

176 
 

the church.” I sincerely appreciated his concern, but I’d always 
been my own man. No one could make me say, do or think 
anything that I wasn’t willing to take full responsibility for. But I 
was interested in what he had to say because he was a good 
man. I wanted to understand what bothered him because it felt 
important to me. Then I remembered a dream I’d had. 

 
I was sitting on a tall stool in a large walk-in freezer. I 

wasn’t cold despite the environment, and I remembered 
feeling as if I was waiting for something or someone to 
arrive. While I waited, I looked at the freezer’s contents, 
noting the misty cool vapor that floated in the air around 
me. I don’t know how long I sat there like that, but it 
seemed like a while, and I was beginning to wonder how 
much longer I would be made to wait.  

I turned in my seat to look at the exit, which was 
blocked by a large, heavy, metal-clad freezer door. As I 
thought about leaving, I noticed a small shelf had been 
attached to the inside of the freezer door at eye level where 
I sat. On the shelf sat a short white candle stub, about two 
inches tall, sitting unlit in a simple brass candle holder. 
Though there was light in the freezer, I longed for the 
candle to be lit. But I didn’t have anything to light it with. 

While I was thinking about wanting to light the candle, 
the freezer door swung open outward and my friend, 
James, walked in. He stood in front of me as the freezer 
door swung silently closed behind him, and we exchanged 
greetings. We talked for a while, but I wasn’t allowed to 
remember the conversation. While we talked, he produced 
a lighter from his coat pocket and leaned over to light the 
candle. In seconds, the candle began to burn bright and 
warm in the freezer. I quickly cupped my hands around it to 
protect it from the cold mist in the freezer. For some 
reason, I felt it was necessary to protect the flame, to keep 
it from going out. 

Despite my efforts, the candle flame fizzled out and 
died. I watched as a thin trail of smoke began to curl up 
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from the wick and mix with the vapor. I was about to ask 
James to relight the candle, but then the freezer door 
swung open a second time. This time, when the door 
opened and the warm outer air hit the candle, the wick was 
automatically relit, which pleased me. 

A moment later, three men entered the freezer to join 
us. They walked silently past me and sat in three chairs 
that had been set up behind me. I didn’t know who they 
were or why they were there, but they didn’t feel like a 
threat to me. I woke from the dream as James turned to 
leave the freezer. 

 
My dreams hardly ever lacked in symbolism, and this one 

was no different, but there was something interesting about the 
dream that communicated an important message. I believed 
James and I were meant to come together, that he was meant to 
share his concerns with me about the church. I say this because 
three years later, I realized James had set me on a course to 
write The Opposer.  

I don’t want to jump ahead because it’s important to 
explain how I walked the path to The Opposer, but my friendship 
with James had proved vital in that it set the stage for the 
fulfillment of an important personal mission, one that helped 
explain the role of opposition in relation to Father’s plan. 

As James shared his concerns, I filed them away in my mind, 
convinced they’d never amount to anything. I say this because I 
saw things differently. For one, I’d seen Father, and learned 
other spiritual truths that James hadn’t. We were aligned in 
believing that plural marriage was wrong, but not aligned when 
it came to the Book of Mormon being the word of God.  

James was convinced the Book of Mormon was a creative 
story written by Joseph Smith, but I believed otherwise. I’d read 
it many times, and each time I’d received a witness of 
truthfulness. More importantly, as a college-educated 
independent author of six books, I can tell you that writing a 
good story isn’t easy. It took J.R.R. Tolkien, a professor of English 
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language and literature, 12 years to write The Lord of the Rings. 
Joseph Smith, on the other hand, lacked a formal education and 
the time. He “wrote” the Book of Mormon in 85 days, which was 
an incredible feat even as a translation. For me, it’s another 
testament of the Book of Mormon’s truthfulness. 

Our differences with the Book of Mormon stemmed from 
the various first vision accounts of Joseph Smith and his process 
of translating the gold plates. For James, it was more about 
perceived deceptions; that if Joseph Smith lied about his first 
vision experience, and didn’t use the Urim and Thummim to 
translate, then everything associated with the man’s work was a 
lie. 

I didn’t agree with that logic, but then I’d had similar 
examples to draw upon. My personal understanding of spiritual 
experiences had increased through writing and had proved to be 
a spiritually edifying process. It seemed reasonable to me that 
Joseph Smith had undergone a similar process, where the 
natural progression of time and events not only increased his 
awareness but improved his perspective so that he could more 
accurately explain what he’d experienced. I could certainly 
relate to gaining an improved perception through personal 
revelation. 

James had found plural marriage spurious because Joseph 
Smith was a complete and total fraud. For him, everything 
associated with Joseph Smith, including the restored gospel, was 
more of the same. So, while we agreed that plural marriage was 
wrong, it was for vastly different reasons. I’d based my 
conclusions of the sophistry of plural marriage from what I’d 
learned through personal revelation. 

I didn’t always have a problem with plural marriage. A man 
with more than one wife could accomplish a lot by ensuring a 
surviving posterity, and further his goals of devotion to a life of 
service to God. But then, that’s the positive or righteous spin on 
the practice. We all know that the enemy is quick to corrupt any 
practice of man, and plural marriage was no exception.  
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I’d been taught that polygyny was a celestial law, one 
practiced in Heaven. To support that argument, I was told that 
God selectively approved the practice for men of Abraham, 
Jacob and Solomon’s stature through divine privilege. Thus, with 
that mindset, only worthy men of high-standing within the 
restored church were permitted to marry more than one wife. 

However, I understood differently. I believed Old Testament 
polygyny was common among men of wealth and power, that it 
had little or nothing to do with a commandment from God. In 
most cases, each wife represented a significant dowry of cattle, 
cloth, spices, gold, and sometimes even slaves. Polygyny wasn’t 
practiced by the “average” man, and for me that made it worldly 
rather than Heavenly. 

I felt confident that Father relied on the Federal 
Government to make plural marriage illegal in 1890. Fortunately, 
God also works through secular channels to fulfill his will. But 
how plural marriage even entered the picture in the first place 
continued to trouble me. The Book of Mormon, the very 
foundation of our church, discouraged the practice of plural 
marriage. So, if the Book of Mormon was true and represented 
plural marriage as wrong, then Joseph Smith either ignored 
those teachings, or acted upon direct personal revelation 
contrary to those teachings. Either way, it raised serious 
questions in my mind. 

As an aside, Kim made it very clear to me that if polygyny 
was practiced in Heaven, which she believed it wasn’t, she said 
she wouldn’t be a part of it. We were to be a monogamous 
couple, or we wouldn’t be a couple. My perspective shifted even 
more when she added that maybe I should be one of her many 
husbands. The saying, “what’s good for the goose is good for the 
gander,” came to mind and I began to see polygamy from her 
perspective. I couldn’t help but think that Kim wasn’t the only 
other worthy female member in the church who disliked the 
idea, let alone the practice of plural marriage. But then, it’s 
impossible to ignore section 132 of the Doctrine & Covenants, 
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particularly Emma Smith’s rebuke for feeling the same way. I 
was again left with the question that, if plural marriage was 
carnal in the eyes of God, why was the “commandment” allowed 
to persist? Unless perhaps Father had more than one wife in 
Heaven? Maybe it was above my understanding, but it would 
have explained such a command with an order to obey or be 
destroyed. 

I learned through personal revelation that Heavenly Father 
and Mother were a long-standing monogamous couple of 
stratospheric glory, and my confusion about the practice of 
plural marriage had finally been resolved. I clearly didn’t need 
more than one wife to be like my Father in Heaven. Besides, Kim 
was everything I’d ever wanted or needed in an eternal 
companion. We’d been brought together on Earth for a reason, 
and though I didn’t fully understand that reason, I knew it was 
important, that we had pre-existence history. Plural marriage, I 
realized, was just one of many distractions meant to muddy the 
waters of our physical experience here in this life. 

However, it didn’t explain why Joseph Smith felt compelled 
to practice plural marriage. As the chosen dispensational 
prophet, Joseph Smith was Father’s man on Earth. He’d been 
visited by God the Father and the Son, distinguished angels, and 
had clear access to the Holy Spirit. Truth was certainly well 
within Joseph’s grasp. Perhaps the better question for me at 
that time was, why would Father allow plural marriage to 
emerge within the restored church if it was wrong? 

Joseph Smith had obviously been interested in the Old 
Testament patriarch, Abraham, but that interest only explained 
a general working knowledge of Abraham’s practice of polygyny, 
not why Joseph felt the need to include it within the framework 
of the restored church. Most likely, Joseph felt a strong bond of 
kinship to the patriarch after working on the Abraham scrolls, 
but again, interest and relationships don’t always explain why 
someone turns right when they should have turned left. 
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When I’d studied Islam in preparation for my first OIF 
deployment, I’d read about Muhammad’s reported encounter 
with the angel Gabriel. What I found interesting was that 
Gabriel, God’s archangel mentioned in both the Old and New 
Testaments, visited Muhammad and was therefore instrumental 
in establishing a religion diametrically opposed to Christianity. 
Something just didn’t add up for me. And when I’d read about 
the terrifying visit, that Muhammad considered throwing himself 
off a high cliff to escape his angelic tormentor, I wondered if it 
had been a different sort of angel Gabriel, say that of an 
imposter. 

I saw evidence of the fear “Gabriel” had managed to instill 
in the hearts and minds of Muslims some thousand years later. 
I’ve never been good with languages, so for interrogations I’d 
have to rely on trained or natural linguists. Most of the linguists 
we used during OIF were contracted civilians, Iraqi expatriates 
who’d moved to the United States during the Iran Iraq war and 
offered to help the army. Sure, there were a few soldiers who 
could speak Arabic, but the level of proficiency needed to 
communicate slang and dialect required a special gift. 

I had the distinct honor of working with a young, fair-haired 
soldier from Oklahoma who had a remarkable gift for speaking 
Arabic. He helped me with interrogations, and by using local 
colloquialisms with passages from the Koran, he’d get detainees 
to talk. He literally put the fear of Allah into them, so much so 
that they would call him “Gabriel.” The soldier wouldn’t lay a 
finger on the detainees, but he’d lean in close in a physically 
imposing manner and speak softly with spoken threats. He’d 
been a highly effective linguist, and smart to employ a persistent 
fear that angels weren’t always nice, or so it seemed to Islam. 

But a pattern was beginning to emerge in my mind, one that 
opened a door of awareness I’d never considered. My “faith 
crisis” conversations with James had helped me cross paths with 
what I’d previously learned about Islam, namely that it was 
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possible Joseph Smith could have been fooled, even threatened, 
by an imposter posing as an angel of light. 

Now, before you drop this book in revulsion to the idea, 
consider what we’ve learned about the Old Testament patriarch 
Job. If you recall, Lucifer approaches God and is given permission 
to torment, but not take, Job’s life. This is a very important 
event on so many levels, but for the purpose of this argument, 
let’s stick with the idea that God gave Lucifer permission to 
torment Job. Was permission given because God wanted to 
prove a point, or to resolve some kind of contractual 
arrangement? It really doesn’t matter at this time, but what 
does matter is that everything happens according to the will of 
God. 

Why then would God permit Lucifer to torment anyone, 
especially just to prove a point? For me, Job’s example was one 
of the most critical evidentiary exposés of Heavenly 
jurisprudence. I’d like to say that Father employed that example 
just for me, but that would be untrue because I know many 
people who’ve drawn strength from Job’s example. The point 
being, Father did what He did for a reason, and I wasn’t mentally 
equipped to resolve the reasons for His decisions. Trust me, I 
tried, but understanding Father from this side of the veil is close 
to impossible. He’s a very intelligent and complex man who does 
things for multiple reasons.  

Later, when I found a verse in the Doctrine & Covenants 
(D&C), namely section 128, verse 20, that said the devil himself 
had appeared to Joseph Smith disguised as an angel of light, a 
lightbulb went on in my mind. It wasn’t much to go on, but I 
knew I was on to something important, something that I hoped 
would help satisfy my concerns about why Joseph Smith had 
introduced plural marriage. 

Research led me to several credible sources, but it was 
Joseph Smith - Rough Stone Rolling, by Richard Bushman that 
shed much needed light on my quest to resolve the troubling 
question of polygyny. Mary R. Lightner, one of Joseph’s plural 
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wives, gave an account of Joseph’s fears regarding the need to 
obey the “commandment” of plural marriage. She’d recorded 
the conversation with Joseph saying, “The angel came to me 
three times between the year of ’34 and ’42 and said I was to 
obey that principle, or he would [s]lay me.” (Joseph Smith - 
Rough Stone Rolling, pg. 486). For me, the comparison between 
Joseph’s threatening angelic experience and Muhammad’s was 
the bridge I’d been searching for. I had no proof that it was the 
same threatening angel in both examples, but something about 
it rang true in my heart. Both men had been confronted by the 
devil masquerading as an angel of light, both men had felt 
threatened enough to proceed with the demands of said “angel 
of light,” and both men had shaped the future of their religion 
under the pretense that they were working for God. 

When I’d accepted the fact that the Savior was the only true 
example of love and perfection here on Earth, I began to see 
that everything else was acceptably flawed. I say “acceptably 
flawed” because I was beginning to understand the significance 
of opposition in all things, that it wasn’t just a simple matter of 
individual choice relative to agency, but rather a legacy of choice 
that had persisted throughout the age of man. In other words, 
everything we’d been taught had, in some way, been corrupted 
by the effective and far-reaching influence of the adversary. 
Instead of choosing between two rights, we’d been set up to 
choose between two wrongs, or the lesser of two evils, as it 
were. 

Everything – veils, opposition, even the separation from the 
truth of God through science – makes finding the truth during 
this life phase extremely difficult. And it’s how I’d come to 
realize that building a close personal relationship with God was 
fundamental to not only recognizing the enemy but 
understanding how he worked. If Father had allowed Joseph 
Smith to be influenced by Lucifer, enough to change the 
landscape of the church beyond Joseph Smith’s event horizon, 
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then He’d had reason to suffer it, and that was good enough for 
me. 

Knowing that didn’t make me discount Joseph’s good works, 
or the truths that he’d revealed within the tenants of our 
doctrine. For me, the trouble stems from individuals who believe 
men like Joseph can receive personal revelation, and then 
present it to us without error. As I’d already mentioned, hearing, 
seeing and understanding Heavenly information isn’t easy, but 
then, until I’d personally seen Father, I had nothing to base that 
on either.   

I’d been taught to trust the Spirit, to hear and obey as it 
were, but differentiating between light and dark influence 
required discernment, and years of practical experience where 
I’d ignored important promptings and learned from them. Who 
doesn’t want to lean on their church leaders? It’s difficult 
enough to try and avoid the many pitfalls of deception on our 
own. But that wasn’t me. I didn’t want someone else 
determining my salvation. 

I’d concluded that I was a minority in that regard. I cringed 
as I heard a former bishop say, “You don’t need to pray about a 
calling. If I ask you to serve, it’s because it’s inspired by God.” 
The disparity between President Nelson’s encouragement for 
members to develop a close personal relationship with the 
Spirit, one necessary to guide us through the enveloping mist, 
and a bishop who insists I trust him over my own revelation 
about a particular calling, are two very different approaches to 
the same challenge, “Who do we believe?” 

I learned one very important lesson during my personal 
faith crisis, and that was that I really hadn’t had a faith crisis at 
all. My connection with James had been intentional, planned 
and purposeful in a way that served to awaken me to some very 
important realizations about the relationship between Father 
and Lucifer. I found myself emerging into a new line of thought 
that served as the foundation for The Opposer. 
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It had been a frustrating and difficult process for me, a 
spiritual evolution of sorts, but I was satisfied with the outcome. 
I believed I was in good standing with my Father in Heaven. 
Indeed, He continued to bless Kim and I in accordance with our 
united purpose and mission here on Earth. We learned a great 
deal working together, but one of the most important personal 
lessons I learned was that Joseph Smith was far from perfect, 
and I loved him even more for it. 

His imperfections and frailties communicated an importance 
of purpose beyond the songs of praise we sing about him. I felt 
connected to him as a brother and appreciated his service to 
me. Father knew Joseph would face unimaginable challenges, 
but I believed Joseph was the right man, for the right job, at the 
right time. If Father was ok with Joseph’s imperfections, then 
who was I to judge Joseph on my own scale of imperfection?  

Joseph Smith taught that, “We believe all that God has 
revealed, all that He does now reveal, and we believe that He 
will yet reveal many great and important things pertaining to the 
Kingdom of God.” Even he knew there was more to learn. I 
added italics to the word “yet” because as members, we tend to 
forget we don’t truly have the fullness of the gospel, and that 
we’re not better than God’s other children who are also striving 
to be Christ-like in their lives and interactions. There’s so much 
more to our coming to greater understanding and awareness as 
we move further into the mist of the last days.  

I pray I didn’t offend anyone by revealing what I’d 
discovered, but I’d been strongly prompted to share my feelings 
about the importance of perspective and humility, to not judge, 
but also not to venerate God’s servants on Earth. Like us, they 
had a specific mission unique to their purpose, and we’re all in 
this together. It’s also important to remember that none of us 
are beyond the reach and range of the adversary if Father 
permits the influence. With that in mind, all we can do is say, 
“Father, thy will be done,” and hope to understand the 
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significance of our personal trials and sacrifice relative to the 
fulfilment of the plan of salvation for all His children. 
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16 
 
The more I saw and learned about Heaven, the more I 

realized how little we know about it. We were given a “fulness” 
within the capacity of our understanding, just enough to 
progress with the opportunity to ask for more. But because of 
the limitations of our physical minds in relation to the veils, we 
can’t hope to comprehend the expanse of the Kingdom of God 
while in a telestial setting. I’m not saying that I can, but I’ve seen 
spiritual things that are very hard to explain within the confines 
of the Mormon box.  

Then again, I’ve always had an open mind. When I was a 
young man, I often wondered about Father’s Father, or Heavenly 
Grandfather as it were. Were there Gods with or above our God, 
and if so, how far back did the divine hierarchal line extend? 
Were there other Fathers’ like ours, doing what they do but with 
their own children in a distant galaxy at the far end of the known 
universe? It made sense to me in a way that’s still hard to 
explain. 

The vision I’d had with the white door – where I had stood 
before a council that was hidden behind a curtain and asked to 
reveal the number 14 – was not Father’s council. I knew Father’s 
voice, and the man who’d challenged me for the number had 
not been Him. I’m convinced I’d been called to appear before a 
versal council (I prefer the word “verse” to universe because it 
rings of music and harmony, of an orchestra of sound that binds 
us together as a cosmic family). If he wasn’t Father, then who 
was he? I believe he might have been someone higher than 
Father. 

That opens other interesting ideas and possibilities, but 
most Christians can’t even get their minds around the existence 
of a Heavenly Mother, let alone a Heavenly Grandfather. At the 
same time, I was also seeing things that made me believe I’d 
lived more than one physical life – which is not the same as 
reincarnation. I would later come to call the separate stages of 
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physical existence “life phase,” but I was still trying to 
understand what I was seeing, learning bits and pieces of truth 
through the Spirit over time. 

My appreciation for Father’s timing had evolved from being 
date-driven to event-driven. That’s a significant truth that 
everyone should consider, especially those who try and convince 
the world that a disaster is going to occur on a specific date. 
Father’s timeline is not our timeline.  

Another thing that was becoming clearer to me was that 
Earth was not my first life phase. I don’t know how many life 
phases I’ve lived in the service of Father, but I know the number 
is more than one. I also know it’s nowhere near the number of 
life phases the Savior lived to reach His level of perfection. 
We’re given opportunities to learn and grow in a variety of 
environments that are compatible with our personal plans of 
progression. Personally, I’m glad Earth isn’t our only 
opportunity. If that were so, very few would be satisfied with 
where they’d end up when Earth is finished, me included. 

I was also learning more about the one-third, our dear 
brothers and sisters who’d followed Lucifer or were led away by 
his influence. Many people believe they’re damned, that they’ll 
burn in a “Lake of Fire,” for all eternity. I find it strange that 
we’re given so many opportunities for forgiveness, but they are 
not. We don’t even understand all there is to know about the 
“War in Heaven,” let alone pass judgment on the one-third’s 
apparent termination of progression. Is it so hard to believe that 
the Savior’s atonement won’t apply to all of Father’s children? If 
it doesn’t, it represents a huge population of lost souls. 

It was estimated that by 2017, more than 108 billion people 
will have lived on Earth. To keep things simple, let’s say the end 
has come, and 36 billion of Father’s children had followed 
Lucifer. By definition, that means 36 billion of our brothers and 
sisters are subsequently doomed, having no hope for 
forgiveness, reconciliation and progress beyond this life. What a 
shame that would be if it were true. 
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Indeed, I’ve seen and learned things that are very hard to 
explain, which makes them hard to understand and accept, but I 
can’t deny how they made me feel. With the help of the Spirit, 
I’d discern them as truth. Even the dreams I’d had all served to 
communicate some element of truth to my mind. Differentiating 
my previous life phases from my present life could be difficult 
because there were similarities. Not always, but enough to make 
me realize it was easy to confuse the difference. I believe many 
of Father’s other worlds were very much like Earth, that it’s 
more a difference of space and time rather than physical variety.  

Thus, my childhood vision of being shot in the chest had not 
been a dream, but rather a previous life phase memory. I’d 
somehow remembered an earlier adult experience from my 
time on another one of Father’s worlds. But I’ve had other, more 
pronounced experiences of differences that have helped me 
confirm the truth of life phases. 

A common denominator in three specific life phase 
memories is dying. As I’d already mentioned, I’d been shot in the 
chest and killed, but I also remember drowning in a river while 
trying to rescue my child, and also dying as a child with a 
sickness. However, one of the strangest life phase memories I 
had involved me working in a place that was very different from 
life on Earth, or on an Earth-like world.  

 
I was sitting among a crowd of people in a large and 

stately courtroom. A hearing was under way, and I listened 
intently to the conversation, a security beam began to scan 
the faces of everyone present. I wasn’t a part of the 
assembled council, nor had I been invited, but I was there 
on official business. I’d been sent to investigate the actions 
of the council. So, when the security beam hit my face, I 
stood up and walked down to stand in the center and 
address the court. 

There were many surprised shouts and challenges to 
my presence, but I was there on Father’s authority, so I 
began to address the collective council. After a brief 
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exchange that included a few threats to my safety, of which 
I wasn’t worried because I remember telling them I could 
handle anything they threw at me, the president of the 
council stood and invited me to meet with him in his private 
chambers.  

During the conversation with the council, I’d somehow 
broken my weapon against the wall. I don’t remember how 
it happened, only that it had been a long white ceramic rod 
when I first arrived, and now it was just a small piece in my 
hand. I tossed the piece to the side and followed the 
president out of the courtroom.  

On my way to his office, I passed a bathroom and 
stopped to use it. While washing my hands in a sink, I saw 
myself in a mirror and was surprised by my appearance. I 
was tall, about seven feet in height, which was about two 
feet taller than the other people in the council chamber. My 
eyes were also different colors; the left was a light brown 
and the right a more greenish brown. However, the most 
unique quality of my appearance was the coloring of my 
face. At the center was a diamond, powdery white, that ran 
from my upper lip to my eyebrows and to both sides of my 
face just beyond the eyes. Curious, believing the diamond 
might be paint, I touched my face with my fingers. I heard 
the Spirit tell me that the white diamond reflected my 
lifelong appointment and authority in the service of Father, 
which was good enough for me, and left the bathroom. 

When I entered the president’s chamber, I found him 
reclining on a black couch and talking into a communicator. 
I jumped over the couch to sit with him, which was the 
custom, and I began to explain why I’d come. I told the 
president that I’d been sent to stop an unauthorized 
assimilation into slavery, that the treatment of the people 
on his world was in question by Father. I told the president 
that we knew he’d been offering his people a better 
lifestyle, better than the one they had on the surface, but 
that they had to agree to submit to total control by the 
corporation, one that was personally run by the president. 
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I remember looking at the president’s face as he 
argued against my inspection, but he had no choice. The 
force that I could levy against him if he didn’t conform to 
universal law was that I could remove him from power. It 
was enough to convince him to cooperate, and he smiled 
broadly at me, revealing a set of teeth that looked very 
much like those of a parrot fish, that being they were like 
little pebbles forming one tooth. With business concluded, 
the president offered to show me the conversion process in 
the plant. 

Next, I was in an unfamiliar and unconventional craft 
that lifted and flew me around the conversion facility. The 
assimilation process involved several steps in different 
buildings, and I wanted to start at the first building. When 
we reached that building, I saw another ship descend and 
dock nearby. It was crystalline in appearance and red in 
color, which meant it was Kim’s ship. She’d come to join 
me for the inspection.  

Together we began to tour the initial processing stage, 
and when we talked to the people, we confirmed that they 
were not being told the truth about the conversion process, 
that they would be little more than cyborgs under control of 
the president. When we learned that the people had been 
deceived, we shut down the entire project. 

 
I was intrigued by the vision because I’d never seen any of 

my off or other-world reflections. I’d been obviously humanoid, 
with two eyes, a nose, mouth and ears, but my face was longer, 
almost stretched, which made me look much taller and thinner 
than I do in this life. Also, the difference in eye color, in contrast 
to the pale-white diamond shape on my face, added a different 
dimension to the experience. I hadn’t seen through the eyes of 
an alien. I was that alien.  

The strangeness of the airships and the surrounding 
landscape were unlike anything I’d ever seen or read about in 
science fiction novels. Had my mind fabricated the entire event? 
It’s possible. But it’s also likely that I could have remembered 
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something from my past, from a previous life phase while 
serving Father. I had seen something so different from this life, 
so strange and fantastic, that it seemed more fantasy than real. 
But then, I was basing my perception on Earthly standards; 
where men didn’t have parrot fish teeth, fly around in vehicles 
that could levitate without thrusters, and where law 
enforcement personnel didn’t adorn their faces with white 
diamond-shaped badges. 

I understand how such things could either inspire or 
threaten the mental peace of anyone who experienced similar 
recall events, which reminded me of a woman I’d known in 
Texas. As a young child, she had an out of body experience and 
was subsequently able to see spirits, but the experience 
frightened her so much that she shut it down. I’d been surprised 
that she’d shared her story with me because I had no idea that 
she was spiritual, but then, she really wasn’t spiritual at all, only 
been opened to the possibility.  

She didn’t want to see spirits, and there’s a lot of people 
just like her. We’re not a culture that embraces spiritual 
experiences. We’re not even a church that embraces them. It’s 
why, whenever I saw something fantastic, I rarely shared it 
beyond Kim. 

My sister Lynda was comfortable with all things spiritual, 
but then, she’d been caught up in all the spiritual attacks we’d 
had before Kim and I were married. Also, her oldest son had an 
NDE during a dental appointment that had untethered him from 
his body. As a result, my nephew could traverse the spirit world 
quickly and easily by slipping into a light trance, which meant 
Lynda and her family were no strangers to spiritual events.  

But where my sister and nephew boldly shared their 
spiritual experiences with the world, Kim and I remained 
cautiously silent. We didn’t want people to know we were 
different, at least more different than we already considered 
ourselves. We also didn’t want to be called into our bishop’s 
office and explain what we were doing. There was nothing to 
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explain. People who aren’t open to spiritual activity and 
experiences are quick to condemn those who do. I’ve seen it 
countless times. 

I wanted to be free, to be able to leave my body like my 
nephew and work spiritually without having to enter a 
meditative state, so I asked Father for the experience of 
separation, thinking that it would make it easier. While I sat on 
the edge of my bed, two angels came and stood beside me. 
Then, taking me by my arms, they began to lift me out of my 
body. But the feeling of separation was so disconcerting – it felt 
like a nauseating vertigo – I resisted their help and slipped back 
into my body. I didn’t like that feeling one bit, and I decided I 
wasn’t that interested in leaving my body after all. Besides, I was 
already learning how to work in the spiritual dimension without 
leaving my body.  

In the scientific community it’s called Astral Projection (AP), 
but then that’s for people who don’t necessarily recognize 
they’re a part of Father’s realm. In short, it’s projecting your 
spirit as energy to perform work. With practice, I learned to see 
and do things with my spirit while my body remained in a state 
of rest like meditation or pre-sleep. It’s a remarkable experience 
that demands discipline, self-confidence, and a strong working 
relationship with one’s own spirit. 

Like everything else in this world, not all applications of this 
ability are good. Some people attempt to exploit others through 
their gifts. I’ve had to contend with their attacks on many 
occasions. Keep in mind, I’m not talking evil or lost spirits here, 
but attacks from other physicals meant to do me harm through 
AP. It’s a very different form of defense against those we’ve 
come to call “Earthers” in that it almost always involves help 
from Father or the Savior.  

Over the years, I’ve spent countless hours protecting people 
and defending physical places from dark forces. One example of 
this occurred while I was on a ministering visit with a family not 
far from my own home. It began as a normal visit. My 
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companion delivered the gospel message and asked the family if 
they needed anything. While we talked together in the living 
room, I felt a sudden blow to my lower back; my physical weak 
spot and most common target for the enemy (They know right 
were to go to get my attention). 

As pain began to radiate through my body, I grew quiet and 
tried to listen to what was spiritually happening around me in 
their home, but what I really needed was to lay down and close 
my eyes, which was the only way I could reach the necessary 
theta brain wavelength to work back then. However, one just 
doesn’t lay down on the floor in a stranger’s house, not during a 
ministering visit anyway, and not without a lengthy explanation 
of the ins and outs of how I did spiritual work. So, I swallowed 
the pain and tried to concentrate on the conversation. 

As we prepared to leave, the family asked that I offer a 
prayer. I like leaving prayers with the families I visit because I do 
more than pray, I set protection and healing upon the family and 
their home and do other work as prompted by the Spirit. For 
some reason, my back was hurting me more than usual, but I’d 
bowed my head and tried to pray through the pain. I admit, it 
was the worst parting prayer I’d ever given. I couldn’t hear 
anything. It was like I’d been cut off from the Spirit. My thoughts 
and words were such a jumbled mess that even I was confused. 
When I finished, the silence and stares said everything. 

The family noticed how I struggled, but none more than my 
companion because he’d heard me pray many times before. He 
knew my prayers were always heartfelt and meaningful, and he 
was obviously confused and worried about me.  

When I headed to my car with my companion, I explained 
that I was in pain, that my lower back was killing me, and that 
seemed to reassure him. But I knew it was something more, that 
something was going on inside the family’s home that needed 
my attention. So, as I drove home, I made plans to spiritually 
return and check on the family after Kim cleaned and healed me.  
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She’d found the cause of the acute pain in my back, a crystal 
shard had been placed into me by an unknown attacker, and 
safely removed it. The spiritual crystal attack was unique, but 
not entirely uncommon. Attacks with enemy spiritual weapons 
came in all shapes, sizes and types, to include acid and poison, 
but most of the time it was manifest by tangible foreign bodies 
like the crystal. I could always tell when something was in me 
when it shouldn’t be, but I could always count on Kim’s help to 
remove it. I tried removing them myself once, but it was a 
disaster. I’m not as good a healer as Kim, especially as a self-
healer. 

Because of our connection, Kim and I could often 
experience the same things when we spiritually projected to 
help people. Most of the time, because I’m much less sensitive 
to enemy attacks than Kim is, I’d go first and clear the area of 
evil spirits and dark energy.  

So, after Kim helped me, I returned to the home I just 
visited. I entered a meditative state while laying on my bed, and 
immediately saw the family’s driveway in my mind. I descended 
from above and when I settled to the ground, I was immediately 
surrounded by several dozen evil spirits. I quickly raised my hand 
to the square, a practice I no longer need to follow because of 
my understanding of authority and my relationship with God, 
and I ordered the host to assemble before me. Unable to resist 
my order, they fell quickly into formation after spilling out of the 
home and other nearby objects where they tried to hide. When 
they were standing before me, I began to bear my testimony, 
one that urged them to return home to Father. 

Kim’s gifts had often required her to contend with legions of 
evil spirits wiling to return, and she’d send them back to Father 
for a second chance by the thousands – by the tens and 
hundreds of thousands even – where they’d assemble in a 
special spirit prison meant to prepare them to return to the fold. 
Lucifer knew what Kim had been doing with his followers, or the 
misled as she prefers to call them, and he was fine with it. It was 
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his opinion that, “If they didn’t want to work for him, they could 
leave.” Lucifer was also aware that if Father wanted them home, 
there was nothing he could do to prevent it, so he capitulated to 
their desire to leave his army and return to Father. 

I was always surprised by how many misled wanted to 
return to Father rather than return to Lucifer. It was awesome to 
see so many of them leave the fight and return to Father, even if 
it meant a long period of healing and preparation before they 
could reenter the Realm. 

So, when I finished bearing my testimony of the Savior’s 
work and mission here on Earth, I asked the evil spirits to raise 
their hand if they wanted to return home. Many hands shot up, 
and they were immediately lifted away in a streak of light to 
Heaven. Only eight evil spirits remained, and they were surly, 
defiant, annoyed and angry. Wasting no time, I quickly bound 
them with light energy and sent them back to hell. With the last 
of the evil spirits gone, I turned to enter the house to give it a 
blessing. But then something caught my eye, a small gray kitten 
sitting in the middle of the road where the formation had 
recently assembled. There was something off about the kitten. I 
didn’t know the specifics of my feelings about it, but I knew it 
represented a dangerous threat, so I quickly formed a giant war 
hammer from energy and brought it swiftly down onto the 
kitten. 

My intent was not to flatten an apparently defenseless 
creature, but to crack the deception that had been enacted 
through it. Very few evil spirits could ignore the power of the 
Savior that I’d invoked, so I knew it was a serious threat, and 
when the war hammer flashed down to crush the kitten, a large 
dragon sprang up in resistance to my stroke.  

The beast towered over me some fifty feet, but without 
overthinking the situation, I quickly rose up into its height, and 
with my sword of light drawn, I separated the dragon’s head 
from its body before it could strike. In a flash of light, the beast 
was gone and the area clear of threats. 
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Did I destroy it? Not hardly, but I resolved the problem at 
that particular place and time. Spirits are obviously different 
from physical things. As a spirit, one can literally be torn limb 
from limb and still live. A true spiritual death is not something 
anyone below Father can facilitate, at least not to my 
understanding. There are laws and conditions that must be met 
to face true spiritual death. But then, Father doesn’t give up on 
any of His children, which is one of the things I love most about 
Him. He wants all of us to have the opportunity to be like Him; 
an opportunity of a lifetime, as it were.  
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Despite the work we did to establish protection with light 

energy and daily prayers, Kim and I continued to contend with 
evil spirits and disembodied troublemakers who followed and 
tried to ambush us at every turn. It was a literal effort on their 
part, and we learned to carefully discuss our plans so as not to 
give the enemy an advantage over us. We were also contending 
with the gifted physicals that we’ve come to call “Earthers.”  

“Earthers” are like Kim and I, but with a very significant 
difference, we recognize and work for Father and they don’t. In 
most cases, Earthers work within a framework that is indifferent 
to Heavenly law. I’m convinced some are led to believe they’re 
working for Heaven. However, if they don’t personally answer to 
Father or the Savior, they’re most likely being deceived by dark 
agents disguised with light, or even something beyond that.  

From my perspective, anyone who spiritually attacks 
another person isn’t working for God. I don’t go around 
attacking people physically or spiritually. When it comes to 
personal accountability, I literally see no difference between the 
two types of attack. I’ve learned I have the right to spiritually 
defend myself, as does everyone else on Earth. Although I tend 
to seek Father’s permission before spiritually responding 
because it guarantees success. By so doing, I’d sometimes learn 
that the attacks were permitted to help me learn and grow. 
Thus, checking in with Father or the Savior helps keep things in 
perspective.  

Most people don’t even recognize when they’re being 
spiritually attacked. They might rule it out as old injury, exertion 
or even stress. Sensitivity to such things is also a gift – and a 
curse. For me, Earther attacks are most often manifest through 
dreams or nightmares. While they don’t necessarily frighten me, 
the most common signature marker for Earther attacks is the 
presence of spiders, snakes and flies. I’ll share an example of 
one such nighttime attack. 
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I was walking through a vegetable garden with a man 

who was showing me around his camp. I couldn’t help but 
notice how everyone was doing very well for themselves 
despite the hardships. Their crops were large and healthy, 
and everyone looked well fed. But when we reached the 
end of the garden, I saw that the cabbages looked 
damaged. On the nearest cabbage, the outer leaves were 
completely riddled with insect holes. One cabbage was 
even humming with activity, and I pointed it out to my host. 
He calmly bent and lifted the cabbage from the ground, 
cracked it open, and inserted his hand up to the wrist. I saw 
a few flies when he cracked the cabbage, but when he 
removed his hand from the cabbage it was covered with 
thousands of loathsome black flies. I watched in surprise as 
the man then shoved the ball of flies right into my face. I 
stepped back and began to wipe at them frantically. 

 
I’ve recorded several other examples, but this one revealed 

the attacker and his methods, which they don’t always do. Some 
Earthers are very proficient and not to be trifled with. I’ve 
learned to retreat long enough to compose myself and ask 
Father if I can respond to the threat. Sometimes I’m allowed, 
and sometimes not. Which is fine with me because I trust 
Father. On occasion, the worst attackers have been called up to 
stand before Father and be marked or limited. That’s the way I 
see it, anyway. All that mattered to me was that Father 
intervened on my behalf.  

Kim and I don’t always understand why Earthers attack us, 
but we believe it has everything to do with our work. We’ve 
learned that some are connected to the Antichrist, but many are 
independent operators acting against us through personal 
motivations. We’re not their only targets, but we certainly don’t 
ignore them when they make themselves known. Point being, 
because they’re physical and spiritual, we can’t just send them 
away.  
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Dangerous or threatening creatures don’t always 
communicate an Earther attack. I’ve learned that if I allow the 
attack to continue long enough, the man or woman behind it will 
be revealed and I can more effectively respond to the threat. In 
some cases, I don’t need to respond after the fact because I was 
able to respond through the dream. Here’s an example. 

 
I was standing on the side of the road, my broken-down 

bicycle next to me as I looked around for a recognizable 
landmark; something I could use to direct my wife to come 
pick me up in her car. I’d broken a wheel spoke and 
couldn’t repair it with the tools I had. Since I didn’t want to 
walk all the way home, I needed a ride. I thought I knew the 
area, but something was wrong. I recognized nothing.  

Thinking I could find a recognizable landmark further 
down the road, I began walking. I saw a sign with a name 
of a town on it, one I’d never heard of before. I knew I was 
completely lost, so I pulled out my mobile phone to make a 
call as a tan colored Jeep pulled over and stopped beside 
me. The driver of the Jeep offered to help me if I’d first help 
him rescue a stranded woman. I agreed and climbed into 
the Jeep to join two other men who were also passengers 
in the vehicle. The other men didn’t say anything to me as I 
climbed in. 

I remembered looking out the passenger window as I 
rode in the Jeep and trying to identify my location, but the 
landscape was entirely unfamiliar to me. Everything was 
dead looking, as if it had been parched by a hot sun. The 
trees, bushes and grass were yellow, reminding me of 
drought conditions in the South. I didn’t know where I was. 
I’d never been to such a place before, but I was hopeful 
that I’d eventually see something I could recognize and find 
my way home. 

A short time later, the driver turned onto a side road 
that descended sharply down into what looked to me like 
an abandoned gravel quarry. In moments, the road had 
narrowed and was hemmed in by steep earth walls to 
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either side. But the man continued to drive into the quarry, 
offering no explanation for his detour. 

I continued to watch and wait as the Jeep descended 
deeper and deeper into the quarry. We entered a huge 
cavern, faintly lit by the setting sun shining behind us, and 
came to a stop. At the very back wall of the cavern I saw a 
woman. She looked small and scared in the distance, 
standing with her back against the wall afraid to move. I 
then noticed why she was afraid.  

An assortment of large threatening creatures encircled 
the Jeep and stood between us and the woman at the back 
of the cavern. On the left side of the Jeep was a giant crab, 
one the size of a small car. There was also an equally large 
crocodile nearby. On my side of the Jeep prowled a large 
gray timber wolf and a snarling black tiger, also several 
times larger than normal.  

The creatures posed an obvious threat to the woman, 
so the man drove past them toward the back of the cavern. 
I remembered having a brief discussion with the driver 
about the vehicle accommodations, namely how the 
woman and her three children, who’d appeared out of 
nowhere, would all fit into the Jeep. When the driver said 
noting, I realized intuitively that I was not meant to leave 
the cavern with them. 

When the driver reached the woman, he and the front 
passenger climbed out of the Jeep and left me alone in the 
back with the remaining passenger, a large but soft-looking 
man with black hair. Fortunately, I’d been alerted to my 
danger and watched, as if in slow motion, as the man in the 
Jeep pulled a knife from his coat pocket and tried to stab 
me with it. 

I stopped the attack, took the knife from the man, and 
cut his throat with it. My attacker began to bleed profusely, 
so I reached across and opened his door to push his body 
out. The man plopped to the ground dead, and I heard the 
driver say, “Oh, Wally,” as if disappointed the man couldn’t 
kill me. With the knife in hand, I opened my door and began 
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walking around the Jeep to contend with the other two 
men, intent on killing them and then saving the woman and 
her children. But I woke up when I stepped around the end 
of the Jeep. 

 
I don’t know how or why the dream ended there, but I’d 

managed to neutralize at least one of the men who was sent to 
attack me. After recording the dream, I went to respond to the 
other men, but some are very powerful and not to be trifled 
with. In such cases, we’ve asked Father for help, and the 
attackers have been called to stand before Father and have their 
abilities limited or removed. It must work because they didn’t 
return to bother us.  

Even though it was just a dream, or more accurately a 
nightmare, such attacks are very real to Kim and I and often 
manifest through physical pain and emotional distress. We’ve 
learned to fix the damage through blessings or prayers for 
angelic healing, but something about the three-man conspiracy 
to murder me made me angry. I don’t understand why they 
were working together, but I was intent on eliminating them 
because I didn’t want them to see them again, and I didn’t want 
them to hurt anyone else.  

Apparently, Father only wanted me to send a message, 
which is why I woke up before I could finish off the other men. 
Or maybe they were more than I could handle, and He protected 
me by having me wake up. I’ve been harmed in dreams and 
visions before, but never killed. I’m not exactly sure what would 
happen if I did die, or if such a thing is even possible in dreams. I 
always seem to wake up just before I reach the point of my 
imminent death. 

In this case I hadn’t been harmed, but I did spend a lot of 
time considering the craft they’d employed to lure me into that 
ambush. By my reckoning, Earthers, probably because of their 
physical connection to Earth, approach spiritual attacks 
differently; they’re subtler and more devious in using 
environments and props relative to this physical life. But as I 
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considered the attack, I began to consider the suspected puppet 
master behind it all. More than one man had tried to attack me, 
and I wanted to expose and neutralize the enemy by taking out 
the leader. 

Attacks like this raised questions in my mind about the role 
of evil and opposition in the world, and how it fits into the grand 
plan. I recognized that Father had carefully and systematically 
progressed me through spiritual stages to help me understand 
the nature and balance between light and darkness. He taught 
me about evil spirits and their effects on man, of the lost or 
disembodied spirits who died and didn’t return home, and finally 
of the Earthers. All three were challenging in their own ways, but 
there was something interesting about their relative 
independence that suggested complexity far beyond anything I’d 
been taught by man. In other words, the nature of Heaven and 
Hell were far more complex and detailed that I’d ever imagined.  

The line separating good from evil wasn’t as precise as I first 
wanted to believe. What I’ve seen reminded more of the player 
classifications used in the game Dungeons and Dragons, where 
characters would align on a scale ranging from lawful-good and 
lawful-evil, to chaotic-good and chaotic-evil. Interestingly, I’ve 
seen evidence of such alignments in my spiritual experiences, 
but the link between man and his or her spirit-self remained 
unresolved. I’m just glad I had Kim by my side to help me 
through that learning process. 

I researched the nature of evil while writing The Opposer 
and read numerous philosophical arguments about evil and 
man’s relationship with it. None of them rang entirely true for 
me. It wasn’t because I didn’t understand their arguments, I just 
didn’t agree. Aside from the example mentioned in the Book of 
Job, I’d seen and talked with Lucifer while in audience with 
Father. I listen as Lucifer cursed and complained to Father about 
the various conditions and parameters set against him and his 
work as the opposer. I learned that Lucifer was powerful, but 
nowhere near as powerful as Father. 
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As I previously mentioned, I never believed Lucifer could 
overthrow Father. He clearly didn’t like Father’s plan for Earth, 
but he lacked the glory to do more than rebel. It’s important to 
note that Lucifer is very intelligent, and though the highest to 
ever rebel, he’s still very much loved by Father. 

As I prayed to better understand the “War in Heaven,” 
specifically how and why Lucifer had fallen, I had no idea where 
it would lead me. I began to piece together a story one chapter 
at a time, feeling the Spirit work though me as I typed on my 
computer keyboard with nimble fingers. I knew the writing was 
important, but more for me than anyone else. I really wanted to 
know what happened, and as The Opposer began to take shape, 
I was visited by someone I hadn’t anticipated despite my many 
prayers for further light and knowledge. 

 
It was dark outside, nighttime, and I was sitting in my 

truck with Kim talking about something I can’t remember. 
During the conversation, I turned to look out the driver’s 
side window and saw a soldier standing nearby. I say 
soldier because the man was wearing a camouflage 
pattern duty uniform and a Kevlar helmet, which was 
common for the soldiers while I served. The man’s 
presence startled me, standing there in the dark beyond my 
window, so I reached for a flashlight to get a better look at 
who it might be. 

When I shined the beam of light on the man, I noticed 
that his face went from normal looking in the dark to a 
hideous mask in the light. To understand who I was seeing, 
I passed the light over the man’s face several times, but it 
was obvious he looked better in the darkness, so I turned 
the light off. I then had an impression I knew the man, and 
when I searched my feelings, I realized it was Lucifer. 

He seemed interested to speak with me, so I turned to 
Kim and told her I wanted to roll down the window. She 
didn’t like that idea, but I told her that I just wanted to speak 
to him, that everything would be okay, and rolled it down. 
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Lucifer immediately put his hands on my arm at the 
window, but I didn’t feel threatened by him in any way.  

He was very smooth and calm while we talked, friendly 
even, as if he knew me, and he wanted me to come with 
him. When I thought to agree, Kim and I were no longer in 
my Tahoe, but in an open and featureless space, some 
kind of dimensionless zone. I was talking to her about 
going with him. I don’t remember the exact words I used 
while talking to Kim – I recall only images and feelings 
about the conversation – but I remember telling her not to 
worry, that I wasn’t afraid of him and that everything would 
be alright. 

I then turned to Lucifer and asked if we’d been friends 
during Earth’s pre-existence. He shrugged and said 
something to the effect of, “Oh, I don’t want to talk about 
that time.”  

But I persisted and asked, “What of the pre-existence 
then? Can you show me some of it?”  

His reply was cheerful and direct, “That I can do … just 
come with me.” 

I remember trying to release Kim, but it had been hard 
to let go of her. We’d been holding hands throughout the 
meeting, but now she was holding on to my arms and 
afraid to let me go. But I was eager to learn more about my 
pre-existence, and for some strange reason I trusted 
Lucifer not to harm me. I then kissed Kim, again told her 
not to worry, and we released each other.  

As soon as I broke contact with Kim, I felt myself being 
lifted from my body by Lucifer. At first, I felt light and 
strange, like a feather, followed by the vertigo I’d felt 
before. However, this time, I was ready for it and let the 
feeling wash over me as I began to separate from my body. 
I was almost completely free of it when I was suddenly 
jerked back. I noticed that I had been bound to my body at 
my left ankle, shackled to it as it were, and the sudden 
arrest of my departure surprised me and angered Lucifer. 
When he realized what had happened, that I wasn’t being 
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allowed to go with him, he screamed in anger and 
frustration. 

 
I snapped awake and reached for Kim in the darkness of our 

bedroom. “Am I still here?!” I asked nervously. 
She sat up and asked, “Your spirit?”  
“Yes,” I said, with my heart beating rapidly while I tried to 

catch my breath. 
She closed her eyes for a moment to spiritually look before 

saying, “Yes, you’re whole. There’s something around your left 
ankle though. What happened?” 

I explained the vision to her, and my willingness to leave 
with Lucifer, and she grew quiet and thoughtful.  For Kim, 
contact with Lucifer had always been terrible. Almost every one 
of her NDEs had involved abuse or horror by Lucifer’s hands, and 
to think I wanted to go with him, to learn some supposed truth 
from him, was disconcerting for her. 

In retrospect, I was also worried about my willingness to 
travel with Lucifer. He was, after all, Satan, the ruler of the 
underworld, a powerful dark angel capable of terrible things. 
The only thing that then made sense to me was that it had all 
been a lie, that he’d wanted to imprison and torture me like he’d 
done with Kim. I didn’t say all this to her, but I did ask, “Would I 
have been in danger if I had gone with him?” 

Kim was quiet for a moment before saying, “No. Father says 
he would not have hurt you.” 

That relaxed me, but more importantly, it revealed more 
truth about Lucifer’s role in opposition. However, Kim wasn’t as 
relaxed. If you knew her story presented in Thrown Out of 
Heaven, how my sweet, beautiful wife had many NDEs and could 
recall some of her pre-existence, then you’d understand the 
significance of her reply. She had every reason to believe Lucifer 
would have hurt me, but I knew she’d spoken the truth. I would 
have been fine, and most likely seen some very interesting 
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things, but it would have violated my Heavenly contract. For 
some reason, I was supposed to tell the story without help. 

I had already begun to look at Lucifer’s role as Satan 
differently than most. For one, I wasn’t afraid of him, which was 
significant because I’d been taught to fear him and everything 
about him, to consider him the worst possible enemy ever. He is, 
after all, the epitome of all evil, our clear opposition to Father. 
For all intents and purposes, Lucifer was the enemy, but being a 
former intelligence officer, I began working to better understand 
him. I wanted to know what made Lucifer tick, to stand strongly 
against him, and expose him to the world as the quintessential 
fear monger. Dangerous ground for most, but I felt prepared and 
protected enough to handle the mission with the Spirit’s help. 

My not being interested in writing the last book in the 
Gatekeeper series was for a reason. I was being regularly 
prompted to write a story about how Lucifer came to be Earth’s 
opposer, which was no small thing. For one, I felt it could 
jeopardize my standing in the church, that my bishop would call 
me in and threaten me with excommunication. In a word, I was 
afraid. The resulting conflict between the promptings to write 
The Opposer, and how family, friends and the church would 
respond to it, troubled me. I was learning things that weren’t 
clearly taught in church doctrine, and I resisted.  

But I also couldn’t get what I’d learned about Lucifer out of 
my mind. It had become something of an obsession, one that 
wouldn’t go away until I wrote about it. The information 
downloads waiting to come forth was like living with a dozen 
books stacked on my head. The story had to be told. I’d either 
written it in my pre-existence, or I was remembering things 
about it that were relevant to the story. I couldn’t ignore it. 

I began to write The Opposer, releasing individual chapters 
on our lightprepare blogsite as I wrote them. With each chapter 
written, interest in the story continued to grow, but I also felt 
lighter, as if the burden of the story was releasing me. I didn’t 
know where the story was going. Typing it out on my cheap 
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laptop computer was like an experiment in mental translation, 
where I’d watch the story unfold before my eyes. It was all very 
strange, but then I had experienced the same effect while 
writing the Gatekeeper series. I was tapping into a connection I 
didn’t understand, but I accepted it because it worked for me. 

As a former army Inspector General (IG), I learned that 
there were always two sides to a story, but more importantly, 
that the truth was usually somewhere in the middle. This is a 
hard thing to learn because most people tend to believe the first 
thing they hear. Considering the opposing view takes awareness 
and discipline, two things that are lacking in our veiled world. Be 
that as it may, I knew the Biblical account of Lucifer’s fall was 
lacking, that the “war in Heaven” had been paraphrased, made 
simple for simple minds where the presence of God wasn’t clear. 

But I knew God lived. I’d seen and talked with Him. I also 
knew that Lucifer, or Satan, was real, and that he opposed God’s 
plan for Earth. Given that, I found myself exploring the case 
between good and evil on Earth; believing truth could be found 
somewhere in the middle. It wasn’t a debate on the philosophy 
of evil between smart men like Nietzsche, Kant and Arendt 
because I’d seen what they hadn’t, and it changed everything for 
me. I wanted to tell a story that I believed really happened, at 
least one that happened according to my best recollection of 
events, and I couldn’t stop writing about it.  

But then, hearing Father, the Savior, or any other divinely 
appointed source of inspiration, is always subject to the veil, and 
translation. Understanding their intent isn’t always as easy as it 
sounds. Things get in the way, like our individual thoughts and 
biases. For me, inspiration, like promptings, are best heard when 
I’m calm and quiet. But then, sustaining the required degree of 
calm and quiet isn’t exactly easy. It’s why I began to rely on my 
writing. Something happens when I write that doesn’t always 
happen when I’m walking, talking, driving or whatever.     

As the story The Opposer began to unfold before my eyes, I 
was literally learning about Father and Lucifer’s relationship as I 
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worked. I receive a download, and when I finished writing a 
chapter, I’d be so tired that I needed to rest. The entire book 
progressed along those same lines, but not without more 
significant spiritual experiences along the way.  

While at work waiting to begin the day’s business, I was 
suddenly and forcibly overcome by a very dark and oppressive 
force. The attack was so fast and heavy that it bent my body 
over in the chair. I felt as if the entire building had just fallen in 
on me, and I couldn’t speak, and could barely breathe. 

I’ve never experienced such a physical response to a 
spiritual attack before, but I knew what was happening. I’d just 
been ambushed by demonic forces and had been caught entirely 
off guard. I didn’t even have time to think about why the attack 
was happening to me, only that I had to do something before I 
was overcome and destroyed. There were three co-workers in 
the office with me, but they were completely oblivious to my 
struggle. Had they looked at me in that moment, I believe they 
would have thought I was having a stroke, but they were all 
silently pre-occupied and had no idea what was spiritually 
happening in the office.  

I knew I was on my own and had to act fast if I was to 
survive the attack, so I imagined in my mind reaching for a hand 
grenade at my waist, pulling the pin, and then letting it roll to 
the ground. I waited a second for the explosion, and when the 
grenade detonated, a blast of bright white light threw the 
oppressors off and away from me. I quickly sat up, put a 
protective spiritual barrier around myself, and began to breathe 
again. A minute later, I stepped outside to call Kim and tell her 
what happened. The attack left me dazed and confused for 
several minutes. All I could think about was how the attack 
reminded me of Joseph Smith’s attack in the Sacred Grove. I 
believed I’d just been given an experience that would help me in 
the future, I just didn’t know why. But then, the ‘why’ wasn’t 
really that important to me at the time. I was just happy I was 
able to defend myself. 
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Kim and I would end up talking about the attack for hours, 
but I was still very confused about it. For reasons of His own, 
Father had allowed it to happen, and asking why revealed 
nothing pertinent to my veiled mind. I was meant to figure it out 
on my own. We later learned that Father had aided my research 
and prepared me to write The Opposer through pertinent 
physical and spiritual experiences. Indeed, Father had given me 
all the necessary experience I needed to reconstruct a story and 
present it in a way that was singular and vastly different from 
what I’d learned in Sunday School. 

Several people have asked me about the story because it 
aligns with Kim’s true personal account in Thrown Out of 
Heaven. For the one to be true and the other not, confused 
some of our more spiritually developed readers. They reported 
feeling truth while reading both stories and wanted to know 
how I’d come by the information in The Opposer.  

I sympathized with their dilemma because I felt the truth of 
The Opposer as I wrote it. But having no contextual evidence 
beyond my spiritual experiences and personal revelation, I 
couldn’t present it as nonfiction. I had to count on the Spirit to 
help communicate truth on a personal level. However, one thing 
is true about that story: I learned a great deal while writing it.  
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I felt myself drawn to Father more in 2017 than in any other 
year since moving to Washington and marrying Kim. I would 
soon learn that I would need Him more that year because it 
seemed my descent phase would never end. I felt like I’d been 
falling for most of four years and I wondered if it would ever 
come to a stop.  

At times I felt that the price of my awakening was not worth 
the cost. I’d learned so much, but I was afraid I was losing my 
way. Mentally, I was in a mansion with many halls and doors, 
but most of them were closed and locked to me because I was 
too busy trying to survive as a physical man in a physical world. I 
had bills to pay, financial obligations to my family, and Father 
wasn’t answering my prayers.   

When I wasn’t selected for a managerial position at work – a 
position I was more than qualified to handle – I knew it was time 
for me to move on and do something else. I didn’t know what it 
would mean because our financial situation hadn’t changed, but 
I knew it was the right thing to do. My time in the shipyard had 
come to an end, and I’d trusted my feelings on the matter. It 
also helped that I’d had a dream about the job interview two 
months before it was announced.  

 
I was touring an ugly and poorly constructed house that 

sat on a large plot of land adjacent to a beautiful, clean 
flowing river. Around the house were acres of beautiful 
forested land with snow-capped mountains in the distance. 
It was a beautiful spot for such an ugly and unkempt home, 
one even threatened by the river which had undercut the 
home’s foundation at one corner. It reminded me of 
Washington State landscape. I was there to consider 
purchasing the home, and I hadn’t even looked inside.  

While touring the interior of the house, I realized that I 
was with one of my shipyard co-workers. He was also 
interested in buying the house, and we split up to look at 
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the house in our own way. I remembered seeing many 
problems, all of which would require work and money to 
make the home livable for Kim and me. For one, the floor 
was covered with a hideous green and orange carpet that 
would have to be replaced. There were many other 
problems as well, such as the water damage in the kitchen, 
the cracks in the fireplace, and the bedrooms were small 
and oddly shaped. It was a mess, and I hated it.  

My co-worker, on the other hand, absolutely loved it. 
He raved about how beautiful the home was and how nice 
it would be to live in it. He literally couldn’t stop talking 
about making an offer on the home. I was surprised by his 
reaction, but I was happy for him. As far as I was 
concerned, he could have the house. The only thing I liked 
about it was its location, and even that was dangerous 
given how the river was slowly undercutting the home’s 
foundation. 

 
I woke up knowing exactly what the dream had meant. I 

wanted the manager’s position because it would pay more, but 
that wasn’t to be. Father had other plans for me, and I’d learned 
to trust Him. Shortly after the announcement was made that my 
co-worker, the same one I’d dreamed about, had been given the 
position, I quit. Twenty people had interviewed for that job 
position, and I wasn’t at all surprised by the outcome because I’d 
already seen it in a dream. 

At that same time, I was also applying for an increase in my 
service-connected disability with the Veterans Administration 
(VA). Twenty-two years of active duty service had been very 
hard on my body and I was beginning to show signs of rapid 
deterioration for someone of my age. Since retiring in 2008, I’d 
endured countless treatments, procedures, examinations and 
hearings to establish a full compensation, but the VA simply 
wouldn’t budge. As far as they were concerned, I was capable of 
working despite how the VA prescribed medications that 
affected my job performance. 
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When I left the shipyard, I began looking for another job. 
Once again, I felt myself being pushed in a direction that I hadn’t 
before considered. One day while driving through town, I passed 
a sign advertising a need for school bus drivers. I’d seen the sign 
a dozen times before and hadn’t given it a second thought, but 
this time it was different. It was like it was talking to me. 

It had been a very long time since I’d been on a school bus: 
the first time as a little boy in Livermore California, and again 
when our family lived in Japan. But I knew immediately it’s what 
I needed to do. I had a dream involving school buses and 
couldn’t figure it out. Now I had something to work with, a 
possible explanation for why I had such a dream. 

 
I was standing in an open field with Kim as we watched 

a freight train roll quickly by on elevated tracks a couple of 
hundred yards in the distance. It was an innocent enough 
dream until the engine derailed and sent the long line of 
freight cars flying into the air. Two of the freight cars had 
been carrying school buses, and four of those school 
busses were now sailing toward us. As the school busses 
bounced and rolled violently across the ground, I didn’t 
move because I was certain they’d stop before they 
reached us, which they did. 

We began walking toward the train, to help anyone that 
might have been hurt, but as we reached the damaged 
school busses, a large commercial travel bus was plowing 
through them and coming directly toward us. It had come 
out of nowhere, and I had just enough time to push Kim 
clear of its path before I jumped aside and narrowly 
avoided being run over by the charging bus. 

 
Remembering dreams like this was almost as easy as 

remembering the visions I’ve had; once I’d cue in on a specific 
element, such as the four school busses, the rest of the dream 
would come to me. When I saw the advertisement sign, the 
dream came to mind and I decided to apply for a job as a school 
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bus driver. When it comes to my visions and dreams, they’ve 
hardly ever been literal. Most of the time, they’re filled with 
symbolism that I find difficult to discern. In most cases, only the 
passing of time explains their true meaning, which tells me that 
my conscious understanding isn’t as important as my 
subconscious understanding. In other words, I’ve gotten the 
message and react accordingly, I just don’t let myself get in the 
way with conscious thought. It’s like listening to myself, my 
divine self, is akin to listening to the Spirit. 

I didn’t know if the four school busses equaled a number of 
days, weeks, months or years, but I knew it meant something. I 
also knew the charging commercial bus meant something, but I 
didn’t have a clue what it meant. What I did know is that the 
school bus job was something I needed to do, and that I would 
discover the significance of it in time, so I went forward with it. I 
completed training, earned my class-B license, and began as a 
substitute driver hoping that I’d be hired into a fulltime position 
by the end of the school year. My job with the School District 
lasted four months.  

I didn’t quit at the end of that four months, but I was “let 
go” for medical reasons. With an upcoming surgery and 
subsequent recovery period, coupled with my inability to obtain 
a medical waiver from the VA to drive while on pain medication, 
the school district asked me to reapply the following year. But I 
knew better. My last day of school bus driving had been my 
worst with a minor accident, an unhelpful teacher’s aide who 
allowed a special needs student to run off the bus while I 
buckled another one in, and a policy violation when I stopped to 
help a fellow school bus driver who needed help turning her bus 
around. It was a perfect storm that reminded me of my last year 
in the army. It was enough of a connection to realize Father 
didn’t want me driving school busses. So then, why all the fuss 
with the dream, the direction and the work? 

It turned out that my being let go was evidence the VA 
needed to approve my full disability, and it changed everything 
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for me. I went from being concerned about finding another job, 
of having to work through my medical issues in another low-
paying job, to having time to write. For me, writing was 
medicinal, it cleaned me in a way that’s hard to describe. I was 
still struggling with certain aspects of the church, but not having 
to worry about finding work and still being able to pay the bills, 
was all I’d ever really wanted. The plan had gone exactly as 
Father had intended, and I thank Him for it continuously. 

I had another dream that taught me something more about 
time. I’d since learned that Father isn’t bound to time, at least 
time as we know it. As previously mentioned, the “Round” is 
Father’s way of reckoning time for us; He can literally see from 
the beginning to the end of our physical lives. But it also means 
that, unless there are some mitigating circumstances or 
parameters He’s agreed to follow, He can also see the span of 
our entire life phase, one that includes our before-life, during-
life, and after-life time, if you will. 

I also learned not to trust myself when it comes to 
deciphering timelines. You’ll not catch me making any hard and 
fast predictions based on something I’d learned or saw in any of 
my visions or dreams. It’s why the four busses remained a 
question in my mind, or the number 14 in the 2008 vision an 
open-ended variable. If I wasn’t given clear meaning about 
anything dealing with time or timelines, I’d learned to stop 
fabricating an answer. 

But there’s another factor of time that I’d never considered, 
and it’s that its fluid. Kim had already learned the importance of 
handling time within the parameters of her spiritual 
experiences, but I hadn’t. I didn’t think it was possible. But then, 
I’d never been in a situation that demanded it. Every spiritual 
attack I’d faced had involved, at least by my perceptions, real 
time. That was all about to change.  

 
I found myself walking through an abandoned 

suburban neighborhood, one made up of single-story late 
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model homes with large front yards and a wide front street. 
It reminded me a bit of my home town neighborhood in 
Concord, except behind the houses to my right was a thick 
forest of tall pine trees. It was early morning. The sun had 
just peeked over the horizon behind me, but the 
neighborhood was entirely quiet. There wasn’t even a 
breeze to rustle the fallen leaves that had accumulated in 
the street where I walked. 

As I considered the nature of my isolation from other 
people, namely where everyone in the neighborhood had 
gone, I heard the distinct sound of a howling wolf. I wasn’t 
worried because wolves had always intrigued me. I think 
they’re majestic, but I also feel connected to them through 
Jacob’s blessing to Benjamin, one that said, “Benjamin 
shall ravin(sic) as a wolf: in the morning he shall devour the 
prey, and at night he shall divide the spoil.” (Genesis 
49:27). I feel an affinity with them that’s hard to explain, so 
even when the first howl was accompanied by several 
more, I was more curious than afraid. I wondered why they 
were interested in my presence.  

I continued walking down the street, passing a few 
abandoned vehicles and other forgotten things along the 
way. I was heading somewhere, but I didn’t know 
specifically why or where. I heard movement and turned to 
see a mottled brown and white wolf running behind the 
homes. I only caught a quick glimpse of it as it passed 
between two homes, but I decided to take a closer look and 
left the street to investigate. When I passed between the 
two houses, I stepped onto a service alley lined with 
trashcans and other debris, but I didn’t see the wolf.  

I looked to the right to try and follow the path of the 
brown wolf, but it was gone. So, turning left to continue my 
journey, I saw a carport with about twenty empty spaces for 
cars. At the end of the carport stood two large black 
animals, both watching me closely from a distance. The 
animal on the right was a large black wolf, his fur specked 
with a few long white hairs that made the animal look old, 
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wise, and very dangerous. The one on the left looked like a 
panther from a distance and was larger and more solidly 
built than the wolf, with sleek jet-black fur. The animal’s 
face was oddly different, sort of torpedo shaped. It was like 
no creature I’d ever before seen.  

As I paused to consider if they were a threat to my 
safety, the black wolf leaped forward in answer to my 
curiosity. And it moved insanely fast, faster than a wolf 
should have been able to move. In less than a second, the 
beast was leaping up in front of me, its mouth open to grab 
me by the throat.  

I didn’t have any time to react, to grab my pistol and 
shoot the wolf, and in a moment of panic something 
remarkable had happened. I somehow froze time. I don’t 
know how I did it, but I did. Time had frozen in place and 
the wolf was hanging in the air in front of me as if it was 
suspended by invisible wires. 

Then, as if I’d done it a hundred times before, I began 
to back up time. I watched in amazement as the black wolf 
returned to its previous spot at the end of the carport. This 
time, before releasing the flow of time, I drew my pistol and 
made ready to shoot the wolf before it reached me. When it 
charged, I shot it dead and it collapsed at my feet. 

But as soon as I’d killed the wolf, the panther-like 
creature made its move and began to charge. However, 
unlike the wolf, the cat somehow managed to evade my 
efforts to control time. It phased in and out in flashes, each 
time appearing closer to me. For some reason, I couldn’t 
control time with this creature, and it leaped up and pinned 
me to the ground, knocking my pistol away in the process. 

It was then that I got a closer look at the creature’s 
face. Its mouth could split open four ways, left to right and 
up and down, like pedals of a meat-eating flower. Each 
pedal of its mouth contained row upon row of razor-sharp 
teeth, designed especially to shred meat like that of a 
shark, and it was zeroed in on my face. The beasts two 
black marble-like eyes were set far behind its mouth, and 
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they communicated an unmistakable glee over my 
imminent destruction. I could feel the creatures resolve, 
knew that it was convinced it had won, that the fight was 
over, and it was time to eat. 

I was surprised by the strength and ferocity of the 
attack, but I had in no way given up. With my left hand, I 
struggled to keep the creature’s snapping jaws away from 
my face, and with my right hand I tried to free my knife 
under my long coat. I was close to losing that battle, but 
then I managed to grab my knife, and with a powerful 
thrust, I drove it deep into the creature’s chest through my 
coat. The animal died on top of me, and when its last 
breath expired, I pushed it off me and stood up. 

It was then that I noticed two men standing in front of a 
short chain-link fence, not ten feet from where I’d almost 
died. The younger man was dressed in what I’d call normal 
period hunting clothes, but the older of the two men was 
dressed in a Tirolian hunting outfit, complete with feathered 
cap. It would have appeared comical had the outfit not 
made the old man look powerful and distinguished. A flash 
of annoyance filled my heart, that they’d only watched while 
I struggled with the creature, but then I realized they had 
only just arrived after I’d killed it.  

The old man asked me what had just happened, and I 
explained everything to him, including how I’d controlled 
time to kill the wolf, but that it didn’t work on the alien 
panther. He seemed pleased with my work, so much so 
that he walked up to the panther, and using his own knife, 
he cut the creature open and removed its heart. I’ll never 
forget the sight of that old hunter holding the creature’s still 
warm heart in his hands, looking very pleased with my work 
and the trophy he now held. 

  
I’ve had other dreams involving time manipulation and 

began using it while fighting against evil spirits. It proved to be a 
very handy gift to possess, especially when I found myself vastly 
outnumbered or after having been surreptitiously injured. I 
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haven’t tried to understand the quantum implications of it all, 
but there’s a certain freedom in embracing one’s capabilities 
without worrying about man’s scientific explanations or 
relevance. The surest way to crush one’s abilities is to say, 
“That’s impossible.” For me, anything’s possible when I’m on the 
other side. When it comes to fighting and defeating our spiritual 
enemies, we’re only limited by our own creativity.  

Before I learned how to control the flow of time, I fell prey 
to many evil and vicious attacks that required Kim’s healing arts. 
I’m talking major spiritual healing, with severe damage and deep 
wounds. As I’d previously mentioned, spiritual wounds are 
nothing like physical wounds. In fact, the latter doesn’t affect 
the former, but the former does affect the latter. We can lose a 
limb in this life and still feel like we’ve got it because, 
energetically, spiritually, we still do. But when we’re attacked 
spiritually, there are physical manifestations. Not necessarily any 
outward signs, but I can feel every stab, poke, slash, cut, jab, 
burn, or break as if it physically happened.  

I know people who feel nothing when they’re spiritually 
attacked, but I can feel everything to somewhere between 30 to 
50 percent of real. It’s like the thinner the veil becomes for me, 
the more sensitive I am to such attacks. But the inverse is also 
true, the more the veil thins, the more effective I am at 
combating the enemy. At one time, I was feeling pretty bold 
about my ability to contend with the enemy, and like all good 
examples, my pride proceeded a fall. 

 
In this dream, Kim and I were standing together in what 

seemed to be like a mall Starbucks. We weren’t drinking 
anything, just watching the people around us as they did 
their thing. I noticed that I was holding in my right hand a 
small piece of thin, flat plastic. It was green in color and 
bent at a left angle like a boomerang, but also thin and 
spoon-like. I was flicking the end of the spoon to the beat of 
a tune piped over the coffeeshop speakers. At every 
downbeat, I flicked the green plastic thing with my hand, 
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enough that Kim commented on my behavior. I don’t 
remember exactly what she said. She wasn’t annoyed, just 
worried that I was going to take the green thing with me. 

We left the shop and began walking around the store, 
which had now become more of a bazaar, with many 
foreign import stores. Little pockets of unique and area-
specific furniture and other items were all around us. One 
shop caught our attention and we entered it for a closer 
look.  

As Kim walked off to investigate items on the shelves, 
my attention was drawn to an unusual and intricately 
finished oriental table. The legs had been delicately carved 
and painted in a black glossy lacquered finish. The table 
top was even more unique, with two polished pieces of 
grayish-brown burlwood about an inch thick, one three 
inches above the other. It was also high, almost to my 
chest from the floor. It was in no way practical, but very 
interesting to look upon. 

Laying on the table was a large rectangular mat about 
three by six foot. It looked to be weaved of a stiff fiber or 
plastic, which made it thin but semi-rigid, like a sheet of 
plexiglass but opaque. When I examined the mat more 
closely, I saw that it was some kind of a game board. Upon 
it was drawn a border with mountains and other natural 
terrain features like a map. 

The strangest element of the map was its game wheel. 
I saw no three-dimensional parts for the game when I first 
looked, but the longer I studied it the more pronounced the 
smoky image of the game wheel began to materialize. I 
was somehow activating the mat by looking at it with 
interest. I was literally bringing it to life with curiosity, and 
the longer I looked the clearer it all became. Soon, the 
mountains and other terrain features were detailed enough 
to make the map look real from an elevated perspective. 

I somehow knew that most other people couldn’t see 
such details, that I had used some kind of special ability to 
bring it alive, which intrigued me, and I wanted Kim to see 
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it. I felt there was something dark and sinister about the 
mat, maybe even something evil. Still, I called her over to 
look at the mat with me.  

At first, she didn’t see any of the detail, but then it 
began to appear for her like it had for me.  She began to 
work her way around the table to my side, but after a few 
steps she collapsed to the floor face down. I quickly moved 
to her side and raised her head to watch in horror as her 
face began to transform into a hideous mask of raw flesh 
and scars. It was as if she’d been severely burned by the 
mat.  

I knew what was happening and tried to put up 
protection, but then her entire body, starting with her face, 
began to turn gray and wretched like in an accelerated 
death. The terrible transformation happened so quickly that 
I didn’t know how to respond to help her. While I lifted her 
close to me in desperation, a long, forked tongue shout out 
of her mouth and tried to burrow into my throat. I clamped a 
hand over her mouth and tried to move us away from the 
evil game mat before remembering to invoke the Savior’s 
name for help and protection. I commanded the evil spirit to 
leave Kim’s body, and I woke up. 

 
I haven’t had a lot of frightening nightmares. In fact, I’ve 

had very few when I consider the frequency and number of 
dreams I’ve had over the course of my life. Sure, I’ve had some 
troubling and tense action-packed dreams involving violence, 
but they were mostly me fighting to save myself or others. I’d 
had nothing like this dream before. Seeing Kim fall apart in my 
hands was one of the scariest and dreadful experiences I’ve ever 
had. When I told Kim about it, she considered everything I said 
and replied, “I’m more sensitive to evil than you are because of 
my sacrifice,” followed by, “Father said to remember that.” 

One of my former army commanders once said to me, 
“People learn in two ways. They learn by repetition or through 
significant emotional responses.” That nightmare had elicited a 
significant emotional response in me. Despite having been 
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imbued with light and power from God, I wasn’t the formidable 
warrior of light I believed I was. I carelessly exposed Kim to 
danger when it was my mission to preserve and protect her. I’d 
been a fool and needed to be put in my place, and that lesson of 
humility was deserving. 

There are certain things that seem innocent enough, but 
they’re actually dangerous traps. I’d never been one to dabble 
with the occult, not even as a curious kid. I avoid things like 
séances, Ouija boards, tarot cards and other practices because I 
feel the wrongness of them. Anything that invites dark 
participants is more dangerous than people realize. But then, 
we’re a culture that glamorizes horror and shuns the idea of a 
living God. It’s like when I walked into that adult movie theater 
as a teenager. I had stepped into the darkness, and I knew it. 

In the process of combating evil forces, I learned a lot about 
how things worked beyond the veil, and one of the most 
important lessons I learned was that beings of light, be they 
angels or whatever, don’t play games. They have or are given 
very specific missions, missions sanctioned by God. Good works 
do not include anything frivolous or patronizing. Heaven is a 
place of order, and those who reside in Father’s realm know the 
rules.  

As for help, the Savior stands ready. He was there for me 
while I slept, and He’s here for me now, while I’m awake. 
There’s literally no better friend and ally to have in our struggles 
against evil than our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ. He’s literally 
descended below it all so that He could ascend above it all. His 
love and sacrifice are boundless. He’s my brother, and I love 
Him.  

It took time for me to realize that God hadn’t walked away 
from me, but that I’d walked away from Him. Even during my 
lowest point, when I was at my greatest attempt to distance 
myself from Him, I still enjoyed the benefits of His love and 
guidance. Despite my pitiful state, I enjoyed the company and 
companionship of the Spirit, and I was blessed to receive 
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promptings that kept me on course. I felt I wasn’t the only one 
that knew this, but it still felt personal to me. God had never 
turned His back on me, not even once. 

In the church, we’re taught that blessings only come 
through obedience. I had a problem with that, especially after 
Kim and I had worked so hard to obey every aspect of the church 
and still felt like we had somehow failed. Before I learned that 
obedience to the church had nothing to do with blessings, I first 
had to learn that even obedience to Father didn’t guarantee 
blessings. But then, blessings are a matter of perspective. We 
tend to want more than we need. 

We learned a lot by regularly visiting the temple, but it 
didn’t change anything for us temporally. Father had us on a 
specific path, one that included a lifelong period of learning and 
growth that prepared us for a period of trial and sacrifice that 
would prepare us for the future. He’d given us everything we 
needed, and I hadn’t yet recognized it. Talk about an ungrateful 
son. I was about as ungrateful as they came. All I did up to this 
point was complain about everything I’d done for Him, and not 
thank Him for everything He’d done for me. 

Because I’d obeyed Father, I was learning life changing 
things, spiritual things not written about in scripture that I knew 
were true and too real for me to ignore. That might change 
things for some church members because we’re taught never to 
deviate from the scriptures, but that mindset serves the enemy, 
who’s the master of fear mongering.  

Fear of the unknown, of being deceived and falling prey to 
the enemy, contributes to the wall that forms the box around 
the culture of Mormonism. We’ve been given many great and 
marvelous truths, truths about the pre-existence, about the 
Gospel, about God the Father, but still we fear to climb over the 
wall and ask the right questions. What a silly world we’ve made 
for ourselves when we can’t even question the validity of the 
church without fear of being excommunicated. Personally, I 
can’t wait for the Savior to return and set His house in order. 
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The enemy is winning. It’s not a reflection of disobedience, 
but rather an inevitable outcome of the plan. Father knows that 
evil will progress to the point where His saints, His children, will 
be made to suffer greatly, greater than anything they’d ever 
before had to endure. But it’s a necessary part of the refining 
process. My paratactical blessing warned that I’d literally see 
blood flow in the streets of the cities in America, but it doesn’t 
frighten me because I know how the story will end. 

Though I struggled to commit my time to the church, to 
participate in member fellowship with people who openly 
judged and ignored me, I wasn’t doing it for myself. It’s where 
Father wanted me to be despite treating everyday as a Sunday. I 
was still learning obedience, to do what Father wanted me to 
do, not what I wanted. I’m still learning that lesson. I don’t know 
if I’ll ever reach the Savior’s level of obedience, certainly not in 
this life, but I believe I’ll have more opportunities to prove 
myself to Father if that’s what I decide to do. I believe in agency, 
that it’s a very real law here on Earth and in Heaven.  

The closer Kim and I drew to Father in building a close 
personal relationship, the more attention we seemed to attract 
from the enemy. Our personal light was building, growing in 
intensity, which meant we began to stand out spiritually. We 
were picking up lost or disembodied spirits like strays and 
contending with evil spirits annoyed by our presence almost 
everywhere we went. We’d become portable beacons of light, 
and those interested in our light were either attracted to us for 
help in returning home, or to hinder our efforts. 

Not all of them hitched a ride, but enough did to weigh us 
down and make it unpleasant to go anywhere. Every trip to the 
grocery store, every movie or dinner out, even our walks in the 
park, attract attention from lost spirits. Kim spends hours 
cleaning ourselves of strays. At first, I couldn’t tell when I’d 
picked them up, but Kim always could. She’d note even a subtle 
change in my personality and work to clean me.  
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Everywhere we went, we encounter them hiding, waiting, 
or harassing us as only lost spirits can. It’s worse when they 
know we can help them. Such a taboo thing might seem unfair 
or scary, but it’s the nature of our telestial setting. Fortunately, 
most people can’t see what’s spiritually happening around them. 
That will change when the veil is lifted, but until then, 
understanding that we live on an imperfect world in imperfect 
bodies might help put everything into perspective.  

One sunny afternoon, while walking in a city park, Kim and I 
passed a woman unloading two big dogs from the back of her 
small SUV; one was a German Shephard, and the other a Great 
Pyrenees. We watched with casual indifference as the woman 
closed the doors of her Subaru wagon while the dogs sniffed the 
ground around her. But then something odd happened, the 
Pyrenees looked up and began watching us with thoughtful 
intent as the Shephard continued to sniff the ground.  

I’d grown up with dogs and knew their behavior well. 
Regardless of breed, some are more alert and intelligent than 
others, but the big white dog seemed to possess more than the 
above average ability of both. It stared at us as if he’d spiritually 
recognized us. 

It reminded me of the day after Kim and I had been married. 
We stopped at a neighborhood pancake house for a quick 
breakfast, and everyone in the dining room stopped and looked 
up at us as the waitress lead us to our table. We’d never 
experienced anything like that before, nor have we since. It was 
a spiritual thing. People were looking at us with no conscious 
idea of why. It had been very strange.  

I was getting that same kind of vibe from the dog, that it 
saw something in us that made it stop and stare. There was so 
much intelligence behind those canine eyes that I wouldn’t have 
been surprised if the dog just suddenly stood up on two legs and 
walked over to introduced itself to us in proper English.  

A moment later, the dog’s master got its attention and they 
walked away. With the connection broken, Kim and I still didn’t 
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discuss what we’d seen until we were many feet from the 
woman and her dogs. “Did you see how that big white dog was 
staring at us?” I asked, knowing she did but wanting to talk 
about it. 

Kim nodded and said, “Yes. It’s like he’d been taken over.” 
“You mean possessed?” I replied, stating the obvious, 

followed by, “Do we need to do something about it?” 
“I’m not sure,” she answered.  
We both grew quiet as we reached for guidance from the 

Spirit. When nothing came to us, we concluded that we weren’t 
meant to intervene. If the dog was possessed by an intelligent 
dark or disembodied spirit, it wasn’t our problem to fix. It was 
even possible the spirit in the dog wasn’t evil. Dogs have been 
known to do remarkable angel-like things in the service of 
people, so maybe no harm was being done. We might have done 
more harm than good by involving ourselves in their life. I say 
“their” because the dog’s owner, the woman, was also a factor 
to consider. It’s why Kim and I ask permission before doing work. 
We don’t want to cause more harm than good, and only God 
knows the purpose and outcome of all things.   

Kim and I talked about that dog experience for a long time 
because we knew that some disembodied spirits liked to hide in 
convenient and unusual places. If they hadn’t been caught by 
the enemy and taken away, they’d try to avoid “collection 
teams” by hiding in people and the things they’ve made. 
Perhaps we provide a bit of camouflage for them, I don’t know. 
All I do know is that not all disembodied spirits are bad, and not 
all evil spirits enjoy working for Satan. The former had missed an 
opportunity to return home, and the latter, well, you can read 
about that in The Opposer. Point being, when we find them, we 
send them back to Father. 
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By late fall of 2017, I completed The Opposer and had 

released it through Amazon. Kim was also close to releasing 
Thrown Out of Heaven, a true story of her abduction, abuse and 
subsequent recollection of pre-existence memories. She 
suffered multiple childhood NDEs, which made the veil very thin 
for her, but her story had been a difficult one to write because it 
reminded her of so many painful memories. But finally, after 
more than eight years of hard work, she’d reached a balance, 
where love and forgiveness overshadowed the pain and horror 
of her story, and she was ready to release it. 

I was very proud of her. I knew how hard it had been for her 
to complete the project. Each time she’d worked on it, it had 
affected her by dredging up painful memories from the past and 
her pre-existence. All she had left to do was have the story 
digitally formatted and it would be ready for release. 

Though it might sound like an easy step, we’d encountered 
obstacles that delayed the release of her story. Something 
always happened to hinder our progress. First, the file was 
corrupted during a routine conversion process; and not just a 
little bit corrupted, but the entire document was mixed like 
something I’d never seen. Then, the person we contracted to 
repair and reformat the mess, began having family emergencies. 
What began as days in delay turned to weeks, and then months. 

We’d prayed to understand what was happening, for help in 
resolving the obstacles, but nothing seemed to work. Little did 
we know, we were asking for the wrong type of help. It wasn’t 
until Kim meditated on the subject that she’d received 
revelation about why her story hadn’t moved forward. We 
assumed the enemy was behind the delays of releasing Thrown 
Out of Heaven to the general public, when in fact it was Father’s 
plan. We needed to realize an important truth about the story, 
and Father didn’t want it out until we did so. When Kim realized 
that she was to offer her book free on our website, everything 
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fell into place. It was another example of faith that lead to 
understanding. Our two books, Thrown Out of Heaven and The 
Opposer belonged to Father, and He doesn’t charge money for 
information. 

It would be yet another personal sacrifice for Kim. Nothing 
like what she’d already endured, but still a sacrifice because she 
wanted to be recognized as a published NDE author. To make 
the story free ran contrary to both our dreams, but we knew we 
couldn’t deny Father. When Kim explained it to me, how Father 
had used obstacles to redirect and refine our focus, I was 
prompted to do the same with The Opposer.  

That next day, we offered both our stories for free as 
downloads on our lightprepare website. Everything about Kim’s 
revelation, and my subsequent prompting to follow suit, felt 
right to us. It wasn’t about making money, it was about telling a 
story for Father. He’d asked us to sanctify our work unto Him, 
and by so doing, we leaped another hurdle in understanding and 
relationship building.  

That decision would have an interesting impact on our work 
farther down the road, but at the time we wanted more. In 
retrospect, Kim and I had already accomplished great things 
together. We learned so much, but it still felt like we were trying 
to build a puzzle with most of the pieces missing. As we neared 
2018, it was beginning to feel more and more like we’d been 
placed in a holding pattern. If Father had been Air-Traffic 
Control, then He switched off all communications. All we could 
do was continue to fly in circles above the landing strip and hope 
that He’d restore communications. 

For two people who had grown accustomed to hearing 
Father’s voice over the past few years, suddenly not hearing Him 
was a hard thing to adjust to. It was as if we’d been cut free, and 
we didn’t understand why. I’d long since stopped annoying Him 
with my questions, but I took comfort in knowing He was there. 
Though I didn’t know it at the time, I believe He was helping me 
build a stronger relationship with the Savior.  
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Back in the beginning, not long after I’d seen Father in a 
vision, He asked me if I supported His Son, meaning, did I 
support Jesus Christ. I didn’t understand the question because I 
thought it was obvious. I was here, after all. Hadn’t everyone on 
Earth accepted Jesus Christ as their Lord and Savior? I’d 
answered yes, and the conversation moved on. But I’d never 
forgotten the question. I didn’t know what it meant, but it had 
to be significant. Father doesn’t say anything without a reason. 

In Kim’s pre-existence memories, we’d been recruited by 
Father to serve Him in some special capacity. What that mission 
is neither of us knows, but that was one of many elements of 
Kim’s story that resonated as truth for me. In fact, many of the 
elements I wrote into The Opposer were derived from Kim’s 
memories of her pre-existence. The rest of my story emerged 
from my personal spiritual experience and revelation – in the 
form of visions, dreams and promptings – and through 
downloads while writing. 

I knew Father better than I knew the Savior, but then, I 
couldn’t always tell the difference when talking to either of 
them because they can sound alike. They’re two different 
people, to be sure, but when they speak with authority, they 
sound like one, or of one mind. So, did Father’s question of 
service reflect on my present mindset about the church, or did it 
mean something more? 

To answer that question, I began to study the dreams I’d 
recorded. I’d already found a pattern in them. On more than one 
occasion, I’d seen things in my dreams that had offered portents 
of future personal events. The four school busses were a good 
example, but there was also the dream about the security 
manager’s position I’d applied for. 

I had dreamed about my friend James leaving the church, 
church callings, family matters, work matters, and a variety of 
other things ranging from this life to the lives I’d lived before, 
but I usually didn’t understand any of them until enough time 
passed to offer perspective. I found the next dream while 
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searching for meaning behind my growing frustration with 
certain practices, beliefs and cultural aspects of Mormon 
culture. I love the gospel of Jesus Christ and believed the Book of 
Mormon to be the word of God, but I wasn’t entirely happy with 
what we’d become as an institution. I was still going every 
Sunday, but I felt disconnected from the church itself. I was no 
longer seeing it as a perfect representation. I hadn’t yet done for 
the church what I’d done for Joseph Smith and accept it as the 
best Father could do given the imperfections of men. 

 
I was in my Tahoe driving on a paved road up a short 

hill. At the top of the hill stood a church building, but instead 
of aiming for the church, I turned away and took an 
unpaved, grass covered road to the right. The road was 
level for a short distance before it began to descend in a 
gentle slope. I soon felt the ground begin to slip away 
under my tires, and when I tried to brake, the truck began 
to slide down the hill. Afraid that I’d cause an accident, I 
tried to steer onto the grass road, but I noticed a gravel 
road and began to make my way toward it. 

I was back on solid ground, or so I thought. Not more 
than a few feet down the gravel road, the Tahoe began to 
sink into the loose surface. In moments, I was up to my 
fenders in soft sand-like roadway. The Tahoe continued to 
plow through the deep surface in four-wheel drive, but I 
was afraid of becoming stuck. I don’t recall how long I 
continued to drive like that, but in the next moment I found 
myself walking next to the road upon solid ground.      

I noticed two large bulldozers parked nearby, and I 
aimed for one and climbed into the cab. I saw a woman do 
the same in the second bulldozer, and as she pulled away, 
she scraped the side of my bulldozer to get my attention. 
She waved and we talked, but I wasn’t allowed to 
remember her face or what we’d said to each other, but I 
believe it was Kim. 

We seemed to have joined some kind of crew that was 
laying road surface for vehicles to use. I remember 
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climbing out of my bulldozer and seeing two women talking 
by the other dozer. One woman had been the operator of 
the other bulldozer, but I didn’t know the other woman. Not 
wanting to interrupt them, I walked away, passing 
alongside a tall wooden fence. Just over the fence I could 
hear someone playing a guitar, but I couldn’t see who it 
was.    

I made my way to a shopping center, and after passing 
through what seemed to be a hair salon, I stepped into a 
nighttime setting. I was carrying what looked like an 
emergency survival radio in my hands, and it squawked 
with police chatter that revealed I was being hunted. I don’t 
know why they were looking for me, but I turned the radio 
off and climbed into a parked, red big-rig, started it up, and 
began to drive down the road, not caring what I hit along 
the way but worried that someone might try and shoot me 
in the cab.  

I saw a string of police cars approaching and knew it 
was time to ditch the truck. I climbed out and made my way 
to a nearby mall as an unmarked car pulled up and two 
agents climbed out to begin questioning people in the area. 
One of the agents, a female, approached me and asked for 
my name. I told her I was John Adams, and she let me 
pass. A minute later a male agent stopped me and asked 
my name. I gave the same name and he let me pass, but 
then he stopped me and offered me a candy bar wrapped 
in light blue paper. I declined the offer and entered the mall 
to avoid capture in the crowd of shoppers. 

 
There’s more symbology in this dream than I care to 

speculate on, but the part about turning away from the church 
and losing traction on a slippery slope is obvious, so too was my 
slogging across a soft road before eventually finding solid 
ground. I’ve done that now, found solid ground, but then I’d had 
this dream before I’d “turned away.”  

My dreams are like that. For every clear interpretation I find 
after the fact, there’s a collection of other symbols that continue 
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to make little or no sense. For instance, what does me driving a 
bulldozer with Kim, hearing the guitar music behind a fence, and 
avoiding capture in a mall after being offered a blue-wrapped 
candy bar, all have to do with me? Only time will tell.  

I kept reminding myself that it took 27 years to better 
understand the significance of my Modesto vision. The same is 
true for the “14” or “White Door” vision I’d had in 2008. It’s 
been ten years since that vision and I’m still no closer to 
understanding it that when I’d first had it. For some reason, 
Father’s content with me knowing just enough to keep going in 
the right direction, and that’s good enough for me. 

Back in the early eighties, I’d been drawn to books about 
dream interpretation. It didn’t take me long to appreciate dream 
interpretation as a gift from God. There was no template or 
formula that would fit with what I was seeing in my dreams, so I 
stopped wasting time trying to understand them through other 
people’s references to symbology.  

My mind was interpreting what my spirit saw and did 
through a lens of experience unique to me. Its why dream 
interpretation is problematic at best; understanding them 
without Father’s help leaves it mostly to guesswork. But that’s 
why I record my dreams, so I can read them later and with a 
different perspective. For me, time always seems to be the best 
tool when it comes to personal dream or vision interpretation.    

In this next example, you’ll likely recognize some familiar 
symbolic references, but breaking out the familiar references 
hardly explains everything. My point is, I’ve come to appreciate 
what I’ve been able to glean from my dreams, and to worry less 
about what I can’t. 

 
I was standing in a commercial building lobby with 

several dozen other people standing around with me. We 
were all looking through the front glass windows and 
watching the weather turn ugly. In moments, the sky had 
turned a dark gray, and large golf ball-sized hailstones 
were violently smacking against the building. In less than a 
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minute, the ground outside was covered in a thick layer of 
crushed ice. Everything outside, from trees to cars, was 
severely damaged by the brutal storm.  

As soon as the storm passed, I left the building to 
return home. My car was too damaged to drive, so I began 
walking home knowing the journey would be long. When I 
saw a man drive up in a pickup, I waved him down and 
asked for a lift. He agreed and I climbed gratefully into the 
back of his truck and joined four other people who’d also 
asked for a ride. 

I looked into the truck’s cab through the back window 
and saw an old man sitting in the front passenger seat. I 
didn’t see his face, but there was something about him that 
interested me. I considered tapping on the window to get 
his attention but decided against it and began watching the 
passing storm-damaged landscape. 

After we’d driven past a rather long line of damaged 
and abandoned cars, I looked to the right and saw, in the 
distance about a mile away, the Statue of Liberty. The only 
problem was that our national landmark was no longer 
intact. It had been completely broken apart. The head, arm 
and body were lying in pieces on the ground where it had 
once stood. I didn’t know how it had broken apart, but there 
was a large construction crew working with heavy 
equipment to try and weld it back together again. I then 
remember turning to the people sitting in the back of the 
truck and saying, “Look … this is of things to come.”  

When the truck reached my home, which in this dream 
was a structure that looked like a college building, I climbed 
out and walked inside. When I entered the main lobby, I 
saw that the recent storm had caused the roof to collapse. 
Curious to see if my living quarters were still intact, I made 
my way down a long hallway. People were busy trying to 
salvage what personal property they could, and when I 
reached my living area, I found the same thing happening 
there. I joined in with about forty other people and tried to 
recover my personal property.   
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When I looked up, I saw a lady with a clipboard. I 
asked her if she knew where my stuff was, and she told me 
I needed to fill out a request form. I wasn’t interested in 
filling out a request form for my own stuff, so I turned and 
walked away. I remember her calling after me before I 
woke up. 

 
I couldn’t figure out what most of my dreams meant, but I 

was growing in confidence in my relationship with the Spirit. 
Whether I was being prompted by Father, the Savior, the Spirit, 
my guardian angel, or perhaps even my own subconsciously 
tuned divine self, it didn’t really matter. What mattered was that 
I was learning to hear and recognize truth. Every lesson I’d 
learned from promptings had helped change me. I’d learned to 
stop doubting and believe, and this dream had been another 
testament of things to come. 

As a rule, I’ve learned that I was being prompted when the 
Spirit asked me to do something I really didn’t want to do. It 
always involved something good, but inconvenient or off 
subject. For less clear promptings, those subtle whispers of 
influence, the “still small voice” of inspiration as it were, I’ve no 
doubt taken credit for most of the good ideas I’ve received. I 
wanted to believe they were all my thoughts, that I was the wise 
and charitable one on the surface, but I’m sure my divine self, 
the part of me that remains spiritually connected to Father, 
should be given all the credit. I’d be a much better man if I’d let 
him do all my talking. But then, that’s the nature of flesh. 
Influence, be it light or dark, literally defines our thoughts and 
behavior, and the more we commit to one, the other becomes 
more obvious. In other words, the more truth and light one 
accumulates, the more pronounced and aggressive comes the 
darkness to try and bring you down.  

I was beginning to learn the difference, discovering that the 
danger area existed between the two extremes; we’re most 
vulnerable to dark influence when we haven’t committed to 
following God. I say this because the enemy is very good at 
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passing himself off as a friend, encouraging us to do things that 
don’t demand anything of us. If I’ve got a choice to make, I’ve 
learned to seriously consider the harder of the two choices. 
While its more demanding, even sacrificial, it always resulted in 
the greater reward. Not because I see the reward before I 
decide, but because I’ve learned to trust God through the Spirit. 

That summer I returned to Texas to visit my kids and empty 
my last remaining storage unit. After spending a fun week with 
my children, I picked up my brother-in-law at the airport and 
rented a small moving truck. He agreed to help me drive back to 
Washington, and had taken time off to help, which was very 
generous of him. I wouldn’t have been able to do the move 
without him. It was a long difficult drive, made all the longer and 
more difficult because I’d been repeatedly given bad equipment.  

The first moving truck broke down less than a mile from the 
storage unit. We ended up sitting along the side of a highway for 
six hours waiting for help to arrive from a distant service center. 
The mechanic decided our truck was inoperable and arranged 
for an equipment change, but it delayed our trip by a day. 

We departed the next morning with another moving truck – 
I was frustrated with how things had turned out. I’d forgotten 
my personal maxim of, “Everything happens for a reason,” and 
complained to Father in silent prayer. Despite all my previous 
spiritual experiences, it was like I hadn’t learned anything. It 
wasn’t until the Spirit reminded me of a similar road trip delay, 
one that I’d had back in 1983, that I woke up to my ignorance 
and asked Father for forgiveness.  

The 1983 road trip had been an important lesson for me, 
and I’d completely forgotten about it. Not long after I left the 
army as an enlisted man, my brother came up to Washington 
and convinced me to return with him to Modesto. As I’d said, I 
thought it was a pretty good idea, so I made the life changing 
move based entirely on my feelings.  

When we reached Tacoma Washington, he encountered 
heavy traffic. Believing I knew a shortcut, I directed my brother 
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off the interstate to bypass the congestion. I got us lost, and we 
spent the next forty minutes trying to find our way back onto 
the interstate heading south. I was embarrassed and angry with 
myself. The drive to California was long enough without me 
adding any unnecessary delays in our overall travel time. 

Later, as we neared the Oregon border, we hit more heavy 
traffic, which was odd for the late hour. With no bypass to 
consider, all we could do was slowly inch our way forward. 
When we reached the delay, we saw that it was from a horrible 
vehicle accident. Southbound traffic was barely squeezing by the 
scene where an 18-wheeler had forced a car into the girders of 
the bridge, literally flattened against the heavy steel I-beams. I 
knew there was no way anyone could have survived that 
accident. 

When we passed the accident, I heard the Spirit say, “Check 
the time.” I looked at my watch and realized that we’d been in 
traffic the exact amount of time we’d spent driving around lost 
in Tacoma. Had I not convinced my brother to leave the 
interstate and avoid Tacoma traffic, we would have reached the 
bridge at the same time, or very close to the same time, when 
the accident occurred. Through a miracle of time management, 
my brother and I had been spared a very dangerous close call. 

Whenever I encounter heavy traffic or grow impatient with 
a slow driver in front of me, I try and remind myself of that 
important lesson. It doesn’t always work because I forget about 
it, but that’s why I’m so grateful for the Spirit in my life. The way 
I see it, Father’s plan for each one of us is tailored and specific, 
planned down to the very smallest detail. I can’t imagine trying 
to make it though this life without trusting Him.  

As it turned out, the second moving truck also broke down 
on me. Fortunately, I’d listened to the Spirit and turned west at 
Denver instead of north, so when we broke down again, we 
were less than two miles from a big-rig towing service. I couldn’t 
have planned it better if I’d tried. We were towed to Salt Lake 
City, given a third truck, and sent on our way. 



PROMPTED 
Kenneth Cary 

 

239 
 

We finally made it to Washington, and as soon as the truck 
was unloaded, I quickly returned it to the local rental office 
before it could also break down. It had been a long and tiring 
trip, but not without blessing. For one, the rental company 
refunded my entire rental fee, which was a literal gift from 
Father. Apparently, it had been His plan from the beginning. I’m 
not saying He sent angels down to tamper with the trucks or 
permitted the influence of rental agents to give me faulty 
equipment, but either option was possible. Indeed, with God 
anything is possible. All I know is that I’d been blessed with the 
mechanical problems, and for turning west at Denver. 
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Having released The Opposer, I decided it was time to wrap 
up the Gatekeeper series. The desire to finish John Anderson’s 
story wasn’t mine alone, many fans of the Gatekeeper series 
longed for the happy ending I’d promised, and I really didn’t 
want to disappoint them. The problem for me was that the 
previous books didn’t generate enough income to justify the 
effort. I would have been happy just to break even. But 
production costs and advertising are expensive, and I didn’t have 
the luxury of frivolous spending. But I had also learned a few 
shortcuts and discovered ways to save money by doing my own 
internal formatting and cover design, two very expensive paid 
services. As such, I decided it was time to consolidate the first 
four books of the Gatekeeper series into one complete novel 
and call it Gray House.  

After seriously redacting the original story, I managed to fit 
the first four novels and an ending into one 800-page book 
(which fell just short of the maximum number of printable pages 
for independent production). I managed the project without 
going into debt, but readers have politely pointed out my 
“many” grammatical errors. I had addressed them when I could, 
but I’ve never been able to afford professional editing services. 
Grammatical errors are, in a sense, at least for independent 
authors, proportional to the professional services they can 
afford. It’s an investment that hardly ever results in a noticeable 
return. I make no excuses for such mistakes, but I’ve asked my 
readers to enjoy the story and not fixate on the imperfections. 

Revealing myself through writing costs me in ways that’s 
hard to explain, but I love it too much to stop now. It’s cathartic 
for me, a way to cope with life that exceeds all other efforts to 
do the same. Cycling, shooting, cooking, running and painting 
are all great stress relievers for me, but writing does more than 
all the others combined. I feel connected to myself when I write, 
as if I’m channeling energy from my spirit though my fingers. 
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That’s the best way I can describe it. Something just happens 
through me when I write. 

Before I’d even finished Gray House, I received several 
promptings to write a story about my personal spiritual journey. 
Ideas were coming to me steadily, and I recorded them in a 
notebook, but I was also nervous. It’s one thing to write fiction, 
but another entirely to write a personal memoir. I wouldn’t be 
able to hide behind the pretense of fantasy fiction, even if that 
fantasy fiction had been inspired by my spiritual experiences. 
Indeed, slapping a “true” label on my story would expose me to 
criticism and judgment beyond the range of my previous fiction, 
and I wasn’t eager to begin. 

I’d hear the Spirit respond to my doubts with, “Kim did it,” 
and know that I had a responsibility to follow suit. He was right, I 
remembered how troubled Kim had been about releasing her 
personal spiritual journey, about deciding whether or not to use 
a pseudonym, of what to include and what not to include in the 
story. It had been a very difficult process for her, and she’d 
bravely followed through with it. Now it was my turn, and I was 
the bigger chicken. 

Kim recognized my reluctance and worried about what 
writing this story would do to me. Dredging up old stuff can be 
taxing on emotions. Things long buried and forgotten would 
come to the surface as I wrote about events and experiences 
that affected me. But then, as Kim would say, it’s better to get 
everything out in the open, to shed light on things and address 
them with a clear perspective. I’m not proud of everything I’ve 
done in my life, but I also had nothing to hide. I wanted to 
believe that telling my story would be therapeutic, an important 
part of the healing process, and something I needed to do 
before I left this world.     

I’d learned things that weren’t exactly taught to me in 
Sunday School, but I knew they were true. However, I still found 
it difficult to reconcile my motivation out of fear from judgment. 
I ignored the main purpose of The Opposer and submitted 
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myself to fear over love. I knew the value of trusting Father but 
communicating that trust through a story, one read by man, is 
something else entirely. Man doesn’t see the world like God 
does. If anything, man is more likely to see the world through 
Lucifer’s eyes, than Father’s, which makes anyone declaring 
personal revelation as truth, a risky venture.  

In one example, while visiting an active member couple 
during a ministering visit, I experienced an interesting difference 
of opinion about blessings. While talking to the husband about 
his birds – he was a serious canary enthusiast – I asked if he’d 
ever blessed them. His response was quick and to the point, 
“We’re not a cult. We don’t bless animals.” 

I personally never felt that way about blessings; to me, 
everything was open to them, even man-made objects like cars 
and homes if I felt so prompted. If I was concerned about safely 
reaching my destination, or protecting my home from a storm, 
I’d offer a blessing. The way I saw it, it couldn’t hurt. Afterall, 
everything’s composed of energy, and I’d seen how that energy 
can be influenced through prayer and blessing, which is why I 
was surprised by the man’s dismissive response. I thought 
everyone had reached the same conclusions that I had about 
blessings. Then again, I might not have even suggested the 
blessing if I hadn’t had a powerful spiritual experience with my 
dad. 

Sick with pneumonia, my dad asked me to come and offer 
him a healing blessing in his home.  It was during that blessing 
when I heard the Spirit say to me, “Include your dad’s fish in the 
blessing.” I’d never received such a prompting during a blessing 
before, especially while offering a healing blessing, so I ignored 
the prompting and concluded the blessing in traditional fashion. 

Just to clarify, my dad’s fish were special to him, more 
family than hobby. He’d built a large decorative pond in his back 
yard which was home to a dozen large koi, most of them 
measuring over 24 inches long. He’d had those fish for more 
than twenty years, and I carelessly ignored a prompting to 
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include them in his blessing because I thought it would sound 
silly. 

The following day, my dad called to tell me he felt better, 
but also to share tragic news: all the koi in his pond had died 
suddenly following a catastrophic algae bloom. He was 
understandably upset because he’d felt connected to Janice 
through those fish. They’d cared for them together, and with 
them gone he lost another memory of her. Feeling responsible 
and wholly sensitive to my dad’s feelings on the matter, I 
apologized. I told him I’d received a prompting to include his fish 
in the blessing, but I’d ignored it.  

Knowing I was responsible for the loss, I bought my dad 
young replacement koi, but we both knew it wouldn’t be the 
same. What had been done through omission could not be 
undone. I learned another important lesson from the Spirit, that 
I should trust what I hear and deliver it with confidence. It also 
reinforced my belief in blessings because I know the fish would 
have survived had I just followed the prompting.  

I’d felt the power of my testimony when I shared that 
experience with my ministering couple. I don’t believe that 
brother ran outside and blessed his canaries, but I know he’d felt 
the truth behind my words. A seed had been planted in his heart 
about the power of blessings and our right as God’s children to 
care for that which we’d been made stewards over. I know they 
were meant to hear that story, and I’m convinced it will mean 
something to them one day.  

Indeed, I’d been blessed to learn from the Spirit through 
significant emotional spiritual events, but my memory of sharing 
the story about my dad’s koi prompting made me realize I had 
more to say on the matter. I’d learned a lot and finally began to 
understand why I’d been prompted to share my story with 
others. I’d shared a few of my personal spiritual experiences in 
talks and during priesthood and Sunday School lessons at 
church, but not enough to add context to the learning process 
that I’d been through. 
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I find it interesting that some members lean entirely upon 
church leaders for direction and answers. I don’t fault them in 
this, but I will say the consequence of our choices will always fall 
upon our own heads, whether we follow the dictates of our own 
conscience, or the guidance and direction of others.  

I’ve always taken that responsibility seriously, and though I 
listen to the words of righteous men, I’ve learned to confer with 
God on a personal level before deciding anything significant and 
life-altering for myself and my family. I say this because, had I 
listened and followed my bishop’s advice over Father’s, I would 
have never divorced and found my path to Kim, a path that 
offered true love and a spiritual awakening.  

There’s certainly risk involved in following one’s heart, but 
not more so than allowing someone to dictate my course 
through this life. If Joseph Smith could be influenced through 
deception and engage in plural marriage, then how could I 
believe anyone on Earth could give me better spiritual advice 
than what I could get directly from Father through personal 
prayer? It’s a simple answer for me, and one that’s been proven 
time and time again.  

I respect and honor the service of righteous men who work 
hard to share the Gospel of Jesus Christ with the world, but I’d 
seen things that altered my perceptions about the accessibility 
of God regardless of what religion man adhered to. The 
associative cost of such understanding could be construed as a 
faith crisis by members within my religion, but not in any 
traditional sense of the word. I’d never lost my connection to 
Father. How could I? I’d seen him in a vision. I know that He lives 
and knows me personally. More importantly, I never stopped 
believing in the truthfulness of the Book of Mormon, and 
through my spiritual experiences, even managed to achieve a 
balanced testimony of Joseph Smith’s work. 

However, because I’d been raised in a church that defined 
my spiritual experiences as personal – not to be shared with 
others – I felt like an outsider; like I didn’t belong to the family 
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I’d been raised in. It didn’t matter that my spiritual blinders had 
been removed, only that I continue to follow the established 
traditions of worship established and run by imperfect men. I 
wanted the church to acknowledge its imperfections and 
recognize the over-arching struggle of all humankind to operate 
with agency and veils within a telestial framework. But more 
importantly, I wanted members to separate Mormon culture 
from Christ’s doctrine of love and see that they are not one in 
the same. 

I’m clearly not a prophet, nor do I consider myself Father’s 
personal mouthpiece. However, I do consider myself a witness 
of Him, and of His work and glory. I’ve shared many personal 
dreams and visions in this story because I’d come to realize I 
didn’t need to be afraid. Father wanted me to tell my story, to 
reveal myself as Kim had done in her story, and I decided to 
begin working on Prompted.  
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If everyone could see the spiritual activity going on around 

them, at a minimum, they’d have a very different perspective 
about what it means to be physical. That’s because most of the 
activity going on around us includes the presence of 
disembodies spirits, those who didn’t return to Father after 
physical death, or the misled, those who belong to Lucifer’s one-
third. We’re also visited and influenced by angels and other 
spirits of light, but their presence is sometimes limited to our 
willingness to maintain ourselves in a state of light. 

Imagine Earth as a prison, with Satan being the shot-caller 
and his followers the various gang members submitting to his 
leadership. Being that we’re living on the same world that is his 
prison, it makes us a bit like blind trustees. I say “blind” because, 
though we can’t see the enemy, we can usually hear him well 
enough to follow his enticings if we’re not disciplined to know 
the difference. It may be a crude example, but it makes a point 
about where we live and what we have to deal with on a daily 
basis. 

I’m often asked how I see and interact with spirits on the 
other side. The question almost always stems from the belief 
that if I don’t see them with my “naked eye” then I’m really not 
seeing them. People tend to forget that the physical eye is only a 
lens. The mind must still interpret the data it receives through 
the eye. Our “spiritual eyes” aren’t different in that regard, but 
they are different in how they see. For me, it’s very similar to 
hearing the Spirit. It takes practice and experience when the veil 
is mostly still in place like mine. For me, nothing comes clearer 
to my mind than when I’m sleeping. On occasion, I’ve had a 
waking dream or vision, but most of my spiritual activity comes 
to me while I’m asleep.   

I dream a lot, nonstop really, which means my spirit is 
mostly busy when my body rests. At times, I wake up in the 
morning feeling more tired than when I first went to bed. I’ve 
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learned to adapt to those sleep patterns, but I don’t complain 
about it because I’ve seen and done some marvelous things 
while sleeping. I’ve also had some remarkable experiences while 
in a meditative state. 

I’ve learned there are five brainwave frequencies of the 
mind, namely gamma, beta, alpha, theta and delta. Gamma is 
important for learning. Beta is when our brain operates normally 
when we’re awake. Alpha is the frequency bridge between the 
conscious and subconscious minds. Theta is reached when the 
mind is in a state of light sleep and dreaming. Finally, delta is 
deep sleep or apparent when we’re unconscious. Of them all, 
theta is the brain frequency I attempt to maintain during 
meditation because it opens holes through the veil. However, 
it’s not an easy frequency to maintain because its balanced 
precariously between alpha and delta. There are things to do to 
help reach theta, but they’re easy enough to find and use if 
you’re interested. The point being, to interact spiritually, I had to 
learn how to achieve a theta frequency and hold on to it while I 
worked.  

Once, while meditating with Kim, I was approached by a 
man that Father had sent my way. He needed my help in saving 
his daughter who’d been in the “Death Stream” for a very long 
time. I didn’t know anything about the Death Stream and wasn’t 
sure what the man was talking about, but I listened as he 
identified himself and told me about how his young beautiful 
African daughter had been kidnapped by a gang of evil men that 
abused and killed her. 

The man’s daughter had preceded him in death by many 
years, but when he returned to Heaven and couldn’t find her, he 
went to Father for help. For reasons I didn’t yet understand, 
Father sent the man to me. When he finished telling me his 
story, I told him I’d figure it out and get back to him. 

I’d never heard of the Death Stream before, let alone know 
how to find it, but if Father believed I could help this man and 
his daughter, then I knew I possessed the ability despite the 
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efficacy of the veil. After talking to Kim about the man’s request, 
I returned to a meditative state and went straight to the Death 
Stream. 

I was shocked by what I saw. Below me, moving through 
dark space, flowed a long putrid-looking band of yellow energy 
like a river. I knew instantly that it was the Death Stream, and I 
saw countless men and women caught up in it, floating helpless 
in the current. Some of the people were moaning and crying out 
in agony over being lost and forgotten, but others seemed to 
have given up entirely, as if they’d come to accept their fate and 
made the Death Stream their home. It was a horrible, desperate 
scene, and I was there to rescue only one woman. 

At the time, I didn’t understand the purpose of the Death 
Stream; I didn’t know if it was a type of limbo for those who’d 
found themselves stuck between Heaven and Hell, or if it was 
truly a level of Hell itself, like one of its entryways. Regardless, 
seeing it filled my heart with dread and sorrow for those who’d 
been caught in it, and I didn’t want to spend a minute longer 
there then I had to, so I began to search for the man’s daughter. 

I found the girl easily enough because her father had given 
me her name, a name that I’ve since forgotten. But at the time, I 
just thought of her name and a small light appeared directly 
above the woman’s head. I flew quickly toward her and called 
out her name, but she didn’t respond. She’d resigned herself to 
her misery, believing that she’d deserved to suffer because of 
the atrocities that had been committed against her. Despite 
being wrongheaded, her feelings of unworthiness nevertheless 
contributed to her awful placement in the Death Stream. She’d 
left the physical realm believing she didn’t deserve Heaven, and 
in that belief, she’d found herself in the Death Stream. 

But Father had sent me to pluck her from the Death Stream, 
and that’s exactly what I intended to do. I called her by name 
again and she looked up at me, her eyes empty but searching, 
wanting to believe that I was real, that I’d come for her, but still 
uncertain. I extended my hand to her, told her that I wanted her 
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to come with me, that I was going to take her home to her 
father. 

The look in her eyes changed and she took my hand. I 
immediately began to lift her from the Death Stream, as I did, I 
felt an imbalance of weight. I looked down and saw that the 
men who abused her in life were clinging to her ankles, trying to 
draw her back into the Death Stream. I encouraged her to let go 
of the horror of her experience and helped her shake the men 
free. I don’t believe they were really there hanging from the 
woman’s ankles, but she’d let the thought of them torment her 
for a very long time. 

I left the Death Stream and took the woman to Father’s 
infirmary, a place intended for deep spiritual healing, where I 
met the woman’s father once more. He’d been waiting eagerly 
for my return, and he wept with joy at his daughter’s 
homecoming. He thanked me repeatedly before I left to return 
to my body and tell Kim about the experience.  

I’ve been to the Death Stream several times since, helping 
people on the other side by finding and returning their loved 
ones to Heaven, but it’s important to know that I never go 
without Father’s blessing. There are dangers in dealing with dark 
and troubled spirits, especially when they don’t like me 
meddling in their affairs. With Father’s permission, I’m armored 
and strong, free to move about in the darkness without fear of 
vulnerability or reprisal. In fact, my light while I’m above the 
Death Stream is enough to repel trouble. 

For my own peace of mind, I learned from Father that the 
Death Stream is not a permanent fixture, that it will be 
eliminated, and the spirits caught within it will be returned 
home to Heaven at an appointed time. I don’t know when that 
time is, maybe before the Savior’s return, maybe during, but 
knowing that it’s not a permanent thing helps me deal with the 
dread of that place. It’s one thing to tell someone about it, 
another thing entirely to go there and only be allowed to save 
one at a time. 
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I kept reminding myself that physical time was different 
from spiritual time, that Father and the Savior could heal us in 
ways that I was just beginning to appreciate and understand. I 
was also learning more about my spiritual abilities, that I’d been 
limited by my faith, a faith that had institutionally defined my 
beliefs through the physical and spiritual parameters of man. 
The dreams and visions I experienced exposed me to ideas 
beyond those parameters. Without them, I would be like so 
many others, lost and confused about who I was and why I was 
here.  

Well, I still actually can’t answer the “why” with any degree 
of accuracy. Every passing day I learn something new about my 
purpose, and I try desperately to align it with what I’ve already 
learned. Such things have become the norm for me, but I believe 
I’m on the right track, that I’m doing what Father wants me to 
do. 
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As we draw closer to the more obvious entry into last days, 

I’m convinced more and more people will experience powerful, 
revealing dreams and visions as the veil thins. Personally, I’ve 
had way too many dreams about future events to believe we’ve 
got years to prepare. The last days are upon us. We’re literally at 
the doorstep to the ushering in of the millennial reign, and many 
great things will happen to awaken the world to the truth of 
God, Heaven and even Hell.  

The change will affect things we’ve long considered 
indominable and resolute. I’m not talking just about our country 
and the Constitution, but also the Church of Jesus Christ of 
Latter-day Saints. I believe it too will undergo a significant 
change or shift to as it evolves to become the Church of the First 
Born. 

 
I was in Salt Lake City. I saw the impressive outline of 

the temple, but it felt different to me, like it was more a 
bank rather than a holy place of worship. I was standing in 
what seemed like temple square, leaning against a short 
stone wall while looking at the temple. As I watched, a thick 
white fogbank began to roll in and engulf the temple from 
behind. In moments, the temple was completely enveloped 
by the white fog, spilling over the spires and hiding it from 
sight as it rolled down onto the street toward where I stood. 

I watched with interest, curious but unconcerned, at 
least until I saw an evil spirit step out ahead of the fog and 
come forward as if on point. I knew the spirit was evil 
because they often assume dark sinister shapes, mostly 
humanoid, but always distorted or disfigured. This one was 
no different. I challenged him, but he ignored me and 
headed off into the city.  

When the fogbank settled in around me, my visibility 
was limited to about fifty feet, but there was enough 
diffused light to see because the sun continued to shine 



PROMPTED 
Kenneth Cary 

 

254 
 

above the fog. I also saw several dozen lost spirits 
gathered around me, with many more walking toward me 
from all points of the compass. In moments, more than a 
hundred were gathered around me, and I knew what they 
wanted, that they wanted to return to Father. After 
identifying the leader of their group, I asked him if that’s 
what they wanted, and he said yes. 

Speaking to the entire group, I then had them look at 
me and close their eyes. When all had done what I asked, I 
instructed them to run their fingertip from the top of their 
forehead to the tip of their nose, and then hold that same 
hand in the air and say, “Father, I want to return home.” 

I watched as the group performed this task and waited. 
At first nothing happened. I began to doubt myself, but then 
my confidence was restored when the people in my group 
began to streak up and away in beautiful beams of light 
toward Heaven. I saw that it was happening in other areas 
about the temple and knew that other people were also 
being sent up. 

Alone again, I turned and began walking in the 
direction the fog was traveling. When I walked but a few 
steps, I saw a small, elderly woman walking toward me. 
She looked normal, dressed in contemporary clothing for 
her age, but her face had been marked over with black ink, 
as if someone had taken a permanent marker to her face. 
Something was wrong with her, and I felt the need to 
address it. 

With a walking stick in my hand – I’ve had a lot of those 
in my dreams – I held it up as she walked near and 
challenged her. I told her she wasn’t welcome here, but she 
ignored me as if she couldn’t hear. When she tried to walk 
past me, I held up my hand to stop her. 

It was then that I felt the powerful malevolent force that 
possessed her. I immediately began to clear her of the evil 
spirit, using hand movements and words, but it was very 
difficult, more difficult than ever. The demon inside the 
woman was very powerful, powerful enough to reject the 
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light, but after a lengthy struggle with the demon I was 
finally able to excise it from her body. 

Free of the demon, I could finally see the woman’s 
face, and it was streaked with green pea soup-like tears 
down both cheeks. Still, she smiled in relief and thanked 
me for helping her. That respite lasted only a moment when 
the demon returned, angry and more determined than 
before, and repossessed the woman. Once again, I was 
caught up in a battle against darkness. 

 
There are several ways to decipher this dream, one that has 

so many layers of symbology and meaning that nothing is 
entirely clear. I will, however, say two things related to it. The 
first is that it’s difficult to clear and keep someone free of evil 
spirits if they’re open to them in the first place. I’ve seen it 
before. I’ve helped people rid themselves of a dark presence in 
their homes only to have to go back and clean it again in a day or 
two. As strange as it sounds, some people welcome the 
company of earthbound or evil spirits, which is very different 
from unwittingly picking them up when out and about. 

I’ve learned that the brighter and cleaner a person’s light, 
the more likely they are to attract attention from earthbound 
spirits, be they from the one-third, or disembodied lost spirits. 
While the former is bent primarily on influence, the latter often 
tries to do more, maybe even benefit from the light in some 
way. There are other factors involved because nothing is quite 
as simple as one possible explanation. On the flip side, as a rule 
of balance, the brighter we are the more options we have for 
protecting ourselves. 

The second element in the dream that troubled me most 
was the presence of the church’s hallmark temple in Salt Lake 
City, and how the fog had overtaken it. The fog could have 
represented the world, like the mist in Lehi’s well-versed tree of 
life vision in the Book of Mormon, or it could have meant 
something else entirely. I don’t know. What I do know is that 
every dream and vision I’ve had about end-time events, even 
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the highly symbolic ones, gets filed away in a mental and 
physical record for future reference. I’ve resigned myself to the 
fact that I won’t understand everything I’ve seen until I pass 
through the veil, but I’m ok with that. Until I converge with my 
spirit, I consider myself more a passenger than he is. 

Personally, my gift of discernment has been, without a 
doubt, the greatest blessing in my life. Whenever I feel I need 
more, or more of anything necessary to know truth, I ask for it 
from Father in prayer. There is a wealth of knowledge He can 
bestow upon us if we only ask it of Him with a sincere heart. It’s 
also important to believe that we have a right to know more as 
we grow ever closer to Him. 

I draw strength from God, and I’m no longer afraid of the 
enemy. I’m excited to return to Father’s house, to put the flesh 
behind me and serve Him to my full ability and capacity, with no 
veils or deceptions to overcome. I’ll not break from the 
covenants I’ve made with God because I know my time here is 
set. Maybe that’s the key reference in my “14” vision, that the 
white door represents my return to Heaven? If it is, then I must 
have had a say in that plan, which gives me a great deal of hope 
for my future.  

If I am judged poorly for this account, considered 
contemptuous or irreverent in any way, I offer my heartfelt 
apologies. There’s a lot in this account that might seem strange 
or foreign to most, but it’s the truth for me. I didn’t fabricate any 
of it, it’s as real to me as anything else that’s transpired in my 
life. If just one person reads and understands my story, finds 
some purpose or takes meaning from it, then perhaps I 
accomplished my mission. As I said many times before, 
everything happens for a reason, and those reasons exist to 
serve God’s will and the plan. 

I want to end by sharing two last examples; one a dream 
and the other a prompting. The dream was recent, recorded 
while I was nearing the end of this project. I don’t know if the 
dream is reference to this project or our work as a whole. All I do 
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know is that something will come of it in time, and to not be 
swept away I’ll need to hold true to the rod which I believe 
represents my relationship with God.  

 
I was standing outside, in an open field during the 

middle of the day. Off to my left front was a big red 
farmhouse filled with family and friends. Just past my red 
farmhouse was another property with a large field, like the 
one I was standing in, with another farmhouse in the 
distance. A wire fence divided our two properties, but in the 
right or eastern corner of my pasture along the fence line 
toward the house was a large body of water, made even 
larger by recent heavy rains. 

Though I wasn’t standing near the lake, I saw that the 
water wasn’t normal. It was a chalky light blue-green color, 
milky and cloudy even, but seemingly normal because it 
didn’t bother me. I turned south and began to walk away 
from the farmhouse and came upon a large twenty-foot 
hole in the earth. At one time a wooden cover protected the 
hole when it was smaller, but with the heavy rains the hole 
had been eroded and the cover fell in and blocked an 
underground culvert. The blue-green water was only 
trickling around the cover, which meant the excess lake 
water was not properly draining. 

Desiring to clear the blockage and resume the normal 
flow of water, I used a heavy wooden rod in my hands and 
moved the cover. It took some effort, but I managed to 
move the cover and watched contently as water resumed 
flowing.  

But as I watched, the amount and speed of the water 
increased dramatically. In mere seconds the hole was filled 
with turbulent, churning water. The strength and pressure 
of it became so great that it started to cut an open channel 
in the earth. Before long, it was gushing out of the hole and 
began flowing over the ground at my feet. 

I realized then that the board had been holding back all 
the water in the lake, not just the water flowing through the 
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culvert, and in moments I was wading through water up to 
my knees. I tried to make my way to the dry ground at the 
farmhouse, but the water was rising and moving much too 
quickly. I could feel it tug strongly at my legs and it 
threatened to sweep me off my feet and carry me away.  

Again, using the wooden staff, I stabbed it deep into 
the earth at my feet in the water. I could feel the staff grind 
through dirt and rock as I set my anchor point. Safe, I 
watched as the water flowed steadily by, even noting that 
the neighboring farmhouse had been caught up in the flood 
and was being swept away. I don’t know how long I stood 
there holding on to my staff and watching, but I waited until 
the last of the water flowed away and I was on dry ground 
once again. 

Curious about the lake, I walked to it and saw an empty 
bed where the water had been only moments before. At the 
bottom of the lakebed flapped a few surprised fish, but 
there also exposed debris; some of it junk, but also stuff 
that looked new and interesting. It was then that I noticed 
people pouring out of the farmhouse. They joined me at the 
edge of the drained lakebed and began to explore that 
which had been exposed at the bottom.  

I joined them and found a finely preserved Japanese 
sword which I picked up to keep. The other people were 
also picking up things to keep, like coins and other 
valuables. Satisfied with the sword, I walked along the 
lakebed toward the back corner and noticed several fist-
sized holes in the lakebed, holes that ran deep into the 
ground. In the far corner of the lakebed I found the largest 
hole, one wide enough to swallow a man. It was very deep, 
and felt threatening, like it ran to Hell itself. It could have 
been the drain point for the lake, but it felt more like an evil 
passageway, like the enemy had been using it to infiltrate 
our world. 

When I was ready to leave, instead of climbing up the 
gentle bank I’d used to enter the drained lakebed, I instead 
wanted to climb the steep nearly vertical southern bank. I 
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managed to climb all but the last ten feet of the bank which 
was more like a wall and got stuck. Then I thought to use 
the fine sword I’d found at the bottom, so I jabbed it into the 
earth and used it as a step to reach the field and exit the 
lakebed. 

 
As for the final prompting experience, I’ve saved my 

personal best for last. A short while ago, while flying back to 
Washington from a trip to visit my children in Texas, I had a long 
layover in Denver. My plane had arrived early, and as I entered 
the terminal, I stopped to look at the departure board before 
heading off to grab something to eat. I usually always checked 
the board before heading to my connecting flight, and when I 
noticed that an earlier flight to Seattle hadn’t left yet, I began to 
jog toward the different terminal. 

When I reached the gate, I approached the agent behind the 
counter and asked if there was any chance that I could board the 
plane. The middle-aged woman was clearly annoyed with my 
request, but she looked at my boarding pass and began to click 
around on a computer keyboard. A minute later, she looked up 
and said tersely, almost dismissively, “Sorry, I can’t help you. You 
have to wait for your scheduled flight.” 

I wanted to feel annoyed with her rudeness and felt 
compelled to respond in kind, but I didn’t. She had a difficult job, 
and probably had a difficult day, so I accepted her words with 
patience. I’d learned that when dealing with such people it was 
always better to be sweet and defuse their emotions, not add to 
them. I didn’t want to be another reason why she was annoyed 
with her job, so I thanked her for her time and turned to walk 
away. 

I had passed an airport restaurant while walking through 
the main concourse, and now that I had plenty of time on my 
hands, I decided to go back to it and enjoy a meal. However, 
after walking just a few steps from the counter, I heard, “Stay in 
the area.” 
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I acknowledged the prompting and looked for someplace to 
wait, someplace casual but conspicuous. I was literally the only 
person in the entire boarding area, but I wanted the gate agent 
to see that I was sticking around without annoying her. I found a 
spot near a large concrete support column, fished a paperback 
book out of my backpack, and opened it to read. 

About a minute later, the gate agent called me up to the 
counter by name. Her demeanor had completely changed, and 
she smiled and said, “I can get you on this flight, but you’ll have 
to check your bag at the gate, though.” Checking a carry-on 
suitcase at the gate was never a big deal for me, especially if it 
meant I could arrive home two hours earlier. I thanked the 
woman several times for helping me, and Father for the 
prompting to remain in the area.  

But one very important lesson remained, by not allowing 
the woman’s attitude to upset me, by not being rude to her in 
reply, I’d been blessed with more than a prompting, I’d been 
blessed with her change of heart. I have no doubt that had I 
been the slightest bit angry with her, or shown frustration with 
her demeanor in any way, I would not have received that 
prompting, or enjoyed the blessing of her desire to help me.  

When I boarded the plane, I called and told Kim about the 
earlier arrival time and closed my eyes to silently thank Father 
for all He’d done for me. It wasn’t about avoiding some terrible 
accident – I’m sure the later flight would have gotten me home 
just as safely – but rather the convenience of it all, that Father 
was there for me in all matters, great and small. 

That experience also gave me a new level of confidence 
with my personal connection to the Spirit. I wasn’t always at 
peace with my surroundings, but I was at that time, and I’d 
heard His prompting loud and clear, better than I’d ever heard it 
before. I couldn’t help but wonder how many other promptings 
I’d missed by being at odds with my dark emotions Like a very 
dear friend, I knew the Spirit had always been there for me; not 
just for the big important decisions, but for the little helpful 
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thing that helped make my life easier. I love and thank Him for 
that help every night.  

As a preparedness consultant, I encourage people to 
prepare for disasters in two ways, one is physical, to have food 
and water on hand for an emergency, and the other spiritual, to 
develop a close personal relationship with the Spirit. As the 
coming change draws near, I’ve added more and more emphasis 
on the importance of spiritual preparedness.  

There’s no guarantee I’ll have access to my physical supplies 
and equipment after the disaster, but the one person I’ve 
learned to count on, who’s always there for me, is the Holy 
Spirit. If He will help me catch an earlier flight home, then I know 
He will have my back in more serious life-threatening situations. 
There’s no better friend in preparedness than the Holy Spirit. 
This life isn’t easy, but it’s much harder when we try and go it 
alone spiritually.  

In the book, Visions of Glory, the author shared three 
elements or truths needed to develop a strong relationship with 
God: absolute trust, flawless obedience, and spiritual purity.  

I’ve learned more about trusting Father, but absolute trust 
hints at perfection, and I’m far from perfect. I’ve learned to trust 
in layers. Every time I thought I had it down, Father would set a 
new challenge before me, one that demanded I climb up yet one 
more rung in the ladder of trust. The same is true for obedience. 
The Savior displayed flawless obedience, and I clearly haven’t 
reached His level of perfection. If I had, I wouldn’t be here.  

Obedience can also be a personal pitfall; not when we focus 
it on Father, the Savior and the Holy Spirit, but when we focus it 
on the precepts, philosophies and traditions of men. In my 
opinion, there’s nothing on Earth that we should take for 
granted when it comes to truth. To stay true to my purpose, I 
turn to God for answers because I know He will never lead me 
astray. 

Religion is an important vehicle for learning about and 
drawing near to God, but the antithesis to flawless obedience is 



PROMPTED 
Kenneth Cary 

 

262 
 

blind obedience. If we accept everything we hear from our 
leaders, religious or political, without turning to God for 
affirmation or direction, we’ve made ourselves vulnerable to 
deception. Like trust, deception is also a process of layering, and 
the more layers we apply, the harder it is to see the truth.   

Of the three elements mentioned in Visions of Glory, 
spiritual purity is the most important to me. By making myself 
clean and working constantly to stay that way, I’ve come to 
better understand the relationship between light and dark, to 
recognize the effects of both upon me. In the process, I’ve 
drawn closer to my Heavenly Father, which has also allowed me 
to better understand the role of opposition in this life. By 
working constantly to keep myself spiritually pure, I’ve been able 
to magnify my spiritual gifts and discern truth from lies. It’s also 
allowed me to remain more strongly connected and open to the 
promptings of the Spirit, and to my divine self, the spiritual part 
of me that’s eager to work for Father while my body sleeps. 

In truth, the three precepts are synonymous; without trust 
there is no obedience, and without obedience there can be no 
spiritual purity. But it all begins by developing a close personal 
relationship with God. As I’d done with the gate agent in the 
airport, I’d shown an effort to love my fellow man without 
judgment. It didn’t matter that she’d had a bad day. What 
mattered was that I didn’t add to it. In that, my obedience was 
rewarded with a clearly heard prompting from the Spirit, and 
the subsequent charity of a tired gate agent. This is the key to 
my personal spiritual growth, to render myself pliable and 
willing to serve God in whatever capacity He asks of me, even if 
it means my life.  

This life is clearly meant to try and test us in hard and 
difficult ways, but not impossible and insurmountable ways. 
We’ve all been given gifts and whisperings of truth meant to 
help guide us along the way, it’s what we do with our gifts that 
matter most to Father. If you struggle to trust your thoughts and 
feelings, or hear seldom receive answers to your prayers, don’t 
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abandon hope in your spirituality. My life experience, my 
personal spiritual journey, was designed specifically for me, as 
your journey was designed specifically for you.  

No one is perfect, which is why we’re never left entirely 
alone. While in the lowest levels of my disobedience, I still 
acknowledged the existence of God. I knew that He’d seen 
everything I’d done, and wasn’t always pleased with me, but I 
knew that He loved me unconditionally. Such knowledge kept 
me connected to Him in a vital way and was instrumental in 
defining my life. I don’t know what will come of this story, but I 
share it with you in the hopes that it will touch your heart and 
reveal truths through the Holy Spirit of God. 

 
Adieu. 

  



PROMPTED 
Kenneth Cary 

 

264 
 

  



PROMPTED 
Kenneth Cary 

 

265 
 

ENDNOTE 
 

Thank you for reading Prompted, a true spiritual journey of 
a Soldier who continues to strive to be a good Latter-day Saint. 
The story doesn’t include all my mistakes and spiritual 
discoveries, but enough to testify about the importance of 
personal revelation and developing a strong working 
relationship with God and the Holy Spirit. Those two things 
literally changed my life and opened my eyes to the importance 
of our active participation in the plan. I’m grateful to God for His 
direct personal involvement in my life. 

For those who perceive discontent in my story, I profess 
having a concern for anyone unwilling to explore their own 
individual spiritual potential through God. Today, many people 
are quick to either accept or ignore the spiritual experiences of 
others without fully exploring them as potential truth. With that 
in mind, understand that my story is as unique to me, as yours 
will be to you. Indeed, we’re imperfect people living in an 
imperfect world during an imperfect time.  

I truly believe there’s more to learn before the Savior 
returns in all His glory, and I pray my story will inspire you to 
develop your own personal relationship with God and the Holy 
Spirit. I have a firm testimony of God’s love and existence. I also 
acknowledge the work and words of Joseph Smith’s in that “we 
believe all that God has revealed, all that He does now reveal, 
and we believe that He will yet reveal many great and important 
things pertaining to the Kingdom of God.”  

As we enter the last days, I believe inspired information will 
come forth that will polarize the world. Only those with a strong 
bond to God, truth and light will endure it well. 

 


