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“And I have been supported under trials and troubles of every kind, yea, and in 

all manner of afflictions; yea, God has delivered me from prison, and from bonds, 

and from death; yea, and I do put my trust in him, and he will still deliver me.” 

-Alma 36:27 (Book of Mormon) 
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PREFACE – TRIAL IS NON-DENOMINATIONAL 
 

 The subject matter for this book started with an article I wrote 

and subsequently published by the Mormon Times magazine in 2010, 

entitled “The Sweetness of Trial.”  The article was written as a 

reflection of my personal thoughts and feelings in response to the 

trials that were upon me and my family at the time.  I am acutely 

aware that I do not have a corner on the “trials market,” but I do have 

first-hand experience, as do you the reader, in receiving trial as a 

tool to help prepare, tutor, and perhaps open spiritual horizons 

unattainable without having had such trials. 

 

TRIAL IS NON-DENOMINATIONAL.  It spares no race or color.  While 

my views of trial have changed significantly since converting to the 

Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints (www.mormon.org), the 

subject matter for this book applies to all residents of planet earth.  

(“That ye may be the children of your Father which is in heaven: for he maketh his 

sun to rise on the evil and on the good, and sendeth rain on the just and on the 

unjust.” – Matthew 5:45)  

 

Rain falls upon all men and women alike, in the form of trial and 

blessings.  My purpose in writing this book is to share my personal 

testimony of trial and its place among the many “aids” our loving 

Heavenly Father has provided as part of the Plan of Happiness, with 

the goal of returning to His presence, having attained eternal life and 

exaltation (1 John 2:25; Moses 1:39).  Perhaps also, the testimonies 

and experiences reflected within its pages may, in some small way, 

serve to radiate hope … and make a difference in your life.  

 

Trial is a journey.  It started the minute we were born into this life, 

and it will end the moment we take our last breath.  None of us know 

how long our journey will last or where it will take us; but our 

“choices” made as our journey takes twists and turns, highs and 

http://www.mormon.org/
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lows, will impact greatly what we learn along the way … and in large 

measure who we will become. 

We are not alone on this journey, although each of us must bear the 

burdens of this stage of our eternal progression individually.  We can 

learn much from the trials of others, to gain hope that all is not lost 

even though we cannot see the end at this moment.  Each resident of 

planet earth has trial in his/her life, even though it may appear 

through your eyes that the perfect family with perfect children who 

always appear so … well, perfect – do experience trial.   My hope in 

writing this book is to provide you, the reader, with a better 

understanding of the nature of trial and how to recognize, even 

experience the sweetness of trial, even when we are in the eye of the 

storm. 

 

Come with me now, let us take courage together in our individual 

trials, as we observe clouds of another trial yet beginning to build on 

the horizon.  Let us walk together through the pages of this book with 

the intent of gaining an appreciation of trial, a necessary part of our 

earthly journey, to test us, to build us, to make us wiser, stronger 

children of a loving Heavenly Father … and to gently guide us into a 

secret place of sweetness, experienced only during the most humble 

of attitudes, when we finally reach that point in our trial when we 

recognize a power greater than we; and with bowed head and 

bended knee, having fought the fight, now accepting the atoning 

sacrifice of our beloved Savior, Jesus Christ, we allow His shining 

radiance to enter our life and strengthen us and give us hope that we 

shall overcome. 

 

Tomorrow, when the sun rises and blankets the earth with its rays of 

warmth and fills even the darkest corners, it is my prayer that you 

will embrace those rays in the form of renewed hope that your 

current trial will soon pass and once again the sun will shine within 

your heart having survived yet another trial of your faith. 
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Mormon Times 

Reader Voices: The sweetness of trial 

Author: Chuck Malone  

25 May 2010 12:18am  

 
As I knelt by the side of my bed, at the conclusion of the Sabbath, knowing that Monday would 

bring another week of endless job searching, I recognized a sweetness that is not present during 

times of plenty; tears that form today, are absent when ritual overtakes sincerity and purpose. 

 

Much has been written about the "good" that comes from trial. I have read much of it. In addition 

to reading about it, I have experienced firsthand the change that comes from being served with 

trial, so that we may prove ourselves. A loving Heavenly Father promised only to "tee it up," but 

left it up to us to hit it straight and true and experience the benefits of "reacting positively" to 

negative inertia. 

 

Yet, my trials seem to last long into the night of nights, far reaching and deep. My pain is not 

dulled knowing others have similar trials, some even worse, having escalated into loss of 

business, home, family and friends. This is my Gethsemane, my personal walk through the valley 

of darkness, my cross to bear. 

 

Could I retrace my steps during times of plenty, I would remember how I reacted to trial then 

also. These were different trials, one affecting health of a loved one ... or a wayward child 

stumbling without light, trials that hurt and caused me to react, and read, pray and grow. But it 

was trial, nonetheless, that found me kneeling by my bedside, or tearing while driving and 

having to pull over into a vacant lot, and not just praying a prayer, but crying a prayer, a pleading 

prayer, for guidance and light. 

 

At first, early on as a young convert of 18 years of age, I prayed to be released from my trials — 

for God to solve my problems; to interfere, make things better. But as I aged, and gained 

experience in trial, I realized there was a sweetness found during times of trial that were not 

experienced in times of plenty. 

 

"Learn of me, and listen to my words; walk in the meekness of my Spirit, and you shall have 

peace in me" (Doctrine and Covenants 19:23). 

 

Over the years I have tried to define the "sweetness" that comes from trial. I know that for me, it 

did not come easily or soon. When the trial first hits, it seems to come as a thief during the night, 

unexpected and swift. We are often confused and lost, unable to find a bearing that will give us 

hope. But if we are able to stand firm in the faith — however impossible it may seem at the time 

and "seek" our Father in Heaven in humble supplication, study his words, allow ourselves to feel 

the atoning sacrifice of our elder brother Jesus Christ on our behalf — we will start to feel a 

peace, a sweetness, a hope, that "this too shall pass." 

http://www.mormontimes.com/author/Chuck%20Malone
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It is during these times of being in our "most sincere" persona, where we begin to taste the 

sweetness of hope and of peace to the soul. Perhaps the effects of the atonement are felt more at 

this time than any other. We truly approach our loving Heavenly Father with a "broken heart and 

contrite spirit" asking from the depths of our soul to be saved, for mercy to be extended, for the 

hurt to be withdrawn. He answers that his son was sent to die for all, to absorb the hurt, to heal 

the broken, and to offer hope to the weary and downtrodden.  

 

If we will but believe — believe in him, our benefactor, even our Savior, Jesus Christ, we will 

come to know that the sweetness we taste during the deepest of trials is his love for us, for me 

personally. He willingly took upon himself this darkness I have felt. He bled for me, that I might 

have hope. He allowed himself to be nailed to a cross and to experience agony of the flesh, so 

that during my own Gethsemane, I might taste the sweetness of his love and sacrifice for me. 

 

One day the bonds upon me will loosen, I will once again experience the satisfaction of 

providing for my family ... the cold night of nights will give way to a brighter, sunlit day. Hope 

and restitution will replace the emptiness and self-incrimination that has occupied my being 

these many months.  

 

Yet, the belief in a brighter day has already produced a dread inside my heart that with the 

passing of trial, the natural man will replace the sweetness I now feel. But mortal life is all about 

experience ... and with the passing of time, that sweetness of trial will take its place among the 

effects of previous trials that served to draw me closer and deeper into the loving arms of my 

Heavenly Father and elder brother Jesus Christ. I will have survived another test. My faith and 

hope are still shining strong as a beacon to the world that they too, will survive to live again to 

taste the sweetness of trial. 

 
 

Chuck Malone is a member of the Durango Ward, Gilbert Arizona Highland Stake 
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REFLECTIONS 
REFLECTIONS 

 
As a young boy, I loved visiting my Grandma Leopold.  She wouldn’t 

throw away a thing … including her back issues of Reader’s Digest© 

magazine.  It was small in size, but it contained stories of bigger than 

life hero’s who found themselves caught in the jaws of hell, or in the 

clutches of a man-eating bear, only to miraculously survive to tell the 

story.  Now those were trials.  And they all seemed to have a happy 

ending, even with the loss of limb or some other bodily function. 

 

But in our story … yours and mine, we are not certain of the outcome 

of our trial.  Ours is unlikely to be published in Reader’s Digest for all 

to read with wonder and amazement … most likely we will endure our 

trial in quiet anonymity.    

 

Trial is unique to each one of us.  I do not consider it a trial that I 

cannot throw a fast ball 98 miles per hour and hit the strike zone 

seventy-five percent (75%) of the time.  But to Florida Seminole State 

College pitcher Jordan Underwood, losing an eye to a direct hit from 

a batter during a college game was a life altering trial.   

"Your first thought was, 'Is he alive?' said Ky Burgess, Underwood's 
catcher that day. "He was not moving. He didn't make a noise. All 
you heard was the sound of the ball hitting the bat, the ball hitting his 
face and the ball trickling off." 1 

Jordan’s trial could have been life ending, let alone a promising 

career as a major leaguer … but Underwood’s passion for baseball 

and his drive to again compete drove him past his trial and into 

victory lane.  Two years following the loss of his left eye, Jordon 

Underwood appeared on the mound as Southeast Missouri State 

University’s ace pitcher as well as one of the top left-handers in the 

Ohio Valley. 
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For Jordan, the thought of losing his dream of playing baseball was 
greater than losing an eye. "I still had the urge to go back and give it 
a shot," Underwood said. "But I didn't think things would work out as 
well as they have for me." 1 

Jordan was offered a two-year scholarship to Southeast Missouri 
State University by Coach Mark Hogan, only two months after 
Underwood’s devastating injury. "I was so impressed when I met 
him," Hogan said. "I told him, 'Jordan, I don't know what's going to 
happen here, and you don't either. But I like you, your desire to get 
back on the field is real, and I'd like to be a part of it.' 1 

"At the time it was less about baseball and more about this guy's 
desire to pursue his dream. To go where it has gone is off the chart," 
says Hogan.1 

Ace Pitcher Jordan Underwood was presented with a life altering 
trial.  Life happened.  Choices were made.  Jordan could have 
chosen instrumental music instead of sports to pursue, and chances 
are Jordan would still have his left eye.  But he chose baseball … and 
pitching.  And life threw a curve ball at Jordan Underwood that day, 
unexpectedly altering his choices in life … or not. 

None of us go looking for trial.  In fact, when trial finds us we often 
consider it the “enemy” and look upon it with disdain, only wishing it 
to leave as quickly as it came. 

But what if trial was actually meant to be a blessing in our lives? Sent 
to teach us, to prepare us for something far greater than we could 
have achieved on our own?   

What if, in the eye of the trial, we could experience a “sweetness,” a 
feeling unexplained in our time of need and challenge, yet desirable? 
Not bitter as the world defines trial as tasting from the bitter cup, but 
sweet and filling … yielding to hope and peace. 

How is such a feeling possible, you ask … when all I feel is an 
emptiness and grief … almost a state of mourning over that which 
was lost as a result of my trial? 

It is possible by first understanding some basic truths. 
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I was raised in a small town in Northern Arizona, known for the gun 
fight at the Bucket of Blood Saloon.  Holbrook hosted the Navajo 
County Fair each year, and I, as a cowboy want-to-be tried 
desperately each year to win the barrel racing event … without 
success. 

One year, my own horse was having health problems and my Cousin 
Buzzy Dobell came through for me by loaning me his prized barrel 
racing horse they affectionately called “One-Eye.” While practicing a 
few turns, I realized why the horse was aptly named … he was 
indeed blind in one eye.   

Before the race began, I took the horse out into the neighboring field 
to become better acquainted and then headed back to check in with 
the rodeo officials.  That is when I realized I had a bigger problem 
than a one-eyed horse in a barrel racing contest.  I had only one 
spur.  Now that wouldn’t have posed much of a problem except that 
my brother in law, Pete Lewis, loaned me a set of spurs that had 
been given to him by his Uncle Dodge … and it was indeed “one of 
his few earthly prized possessions,” he warned, as he handed them 
over for me to wear earlier in the day. 

You were probably wondering if I was going to use the one-eyed 
horse as an example of one who had the trial?  No, it was the cowboy 
want-to-be with only one spur, who was about to learn the biggest 
lesson of his young life … that there is a God, and He cares about 
me. 

Once I realized I had somehow lost the spur, I mounted my horse and 
headed back to the field where I had been only a couple of hours 
earlier and started a meticulous search for the spur.  After about an 
hour of searching, I began to feel the wrath of my brother in law that 
would surely come once I conveyed the terrible news of what I had 
carelessly done. 

While sitting on the horse, a thought came to me that I should pray.  
As a young boy I did believe in God.  I attended Methodist Sunday 
School and when I wasn’t entertaining the rest of the class, I was 
actually listening … and feeling.  I knew there was a God, and I 
prayed often, mostly about girls and important things like that.  But 
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this was different.  I was in a real jam and I had no way out.  I had 
searched everywhere and came up empty handed.  I could hear in 
the background race officials announcing for all the barrel racing 
participants to check in prior to the starting time of the race.  I was 
beginning to panic even more.  I needed help and I needed it now.  I 
bowed my head and prayed a very sincere prayer.  Short, but 
sincere. 

I started looking again … but there was no spur to be found.  But just 
as I was about to give up and resign myself to being on the receiving 
end of my family’s wrath, a thought came to me that I should look in a 
field not far from where I was currently looking.  “But the tall grass 
and weeds made it almost impossible to see the ground,” I argued 
with myself.  “Besides, I don’t remember even riding over here.”   Yet 
again, the feeling came over me that I should pray.   

As I ended my prayer … I can remember as if it were yesterday.  I 
opened my eyes with my head still bowed, and there on the ground 
just between some grass and weeds lay my missing spur.  I could 
hardly believe my eyes.  I jumped off the horse, fell to my knees and 
sure enough, it was “the” spur.  I would live another day.  I was so 
excited that I nearly forgot to tell my Heavenly Father “thank you.”  
But I did tell Him, over and over again.  With tears running down my 
cheeks, I realized then and there that all those stories told in Sunday 
School were true, about how God knows us individually, and cares 
for us, and even cries for us.  He loved us so much that He made this 
beautiful earth for us to come and learn.  And once in a while, He 
even peeks through the curtain of Heaven and helps a young boy 
avoid disaster by pointing him right to where he lost his spur. 

As Paul Harvey would say … “Now for the rest of the story ...” No, I 
did not pull off a miracle with the one-eyed horse and win the race.  I 
didn’t even place.  But later, as I thought back on my feelings about 
finding the missing spur … a warm, but piercing reflection came into 
my mind.  I saw myself sitting on the horse … and looking across at 
the field where I had been led to find the spur, I gulped as I realized I 
had not even rode in that field.  How?  How could my missing spur 
turn up almost a football field away from where I had been riding?  I 
guess I will never know.  But this I do know, “I am a child of God, and 
He has sent me here; has given me an earthly home, with parents 
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kind and dear.  Lead me, Guide me, Walk beside me, Help me find the 

way. Teach me all that I must do to be with you someday.” (òI am a 

Child of Godó LDS Hymns #301 ) 

If a loving Heavenly Father would take the time to help me recover 
something so small in worldly significance, I promise you that He is 
near and ready to help you through your trial.  Although I can’t 
promise the return of “your” lost spur, as I could not fathom the 
return of mine ... I can promise He will aid in your search for 
answers, and will lead and guide you, help you find the way, maybe 
even become a source of strength which teaches you all that you 
must do to be with Him someday. 
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SOME BASIC TRUTHS 

Just as the stories previously told imply, it is easy to become so 
engrossed in our own hardship and trial in the moment, that we 
become somewhat “spiritually blinded” to some basic truths that if 
remembered and acknowledged should help put us back on course.  
The foundational doctrine taught in this book may not be accepted 
by all religious faiths in its entirety, but that does not mean it is not 
true. I invite all who read the pages of this book to satisfy themselves 
as to the truths taught herein.  My mother used to say, “listen to your 
body, it will tell you what is right and wrong.”  My purpose in writing 
this book is not to defend my doctrinal beliefs, or to put my readers in 
defense mode protecting their own interpretation of basic beliefs.  
Rather, my intent is to provide an atmosphere that invites you back 
into these pages as trial strikes, to gain perspective, to feel comfort, 
to feel loved. You do not need to leave the safety of your own beliefs 
to embrace the thoughts and feelings expressed by myself and 
others quoted herein; just “listen to your body” as you read with an 
open mind. 

You chose to bring this book home to read because you are most 
likely going through a major trial right now yourself.  Perhaps you 
have grown weary of the constant struggle of just making ends meet, 
you feel alone and vulnerable … and you are wondering if all “this” is 
worth it.  Maybe you have experienced the passing of a loved one, or 
witnessed a senseless death of a stranger, as in the horror of 9/11.   

Maybe you have returned from combat, defending our personal and 
national liberty, where you were faced with taking the life of another.  
Maybe you have questions about your standing with God, having 
made some choices while away defending your country, that now 
haunt your conscience and you seek answers on how to rid yourself 
of that guilt. 

Maybe a child has strayed and you are questioning your choices and 
practices as a parent raising children.  Or perhaps you have lost a 
spouse to divorce. “What could I have done differently?” you ask, as 
you seek for answers.  Self-incrimination is such an easy trap to fall 
into. 
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Trial is as diverse and unique as we are.  A particular trial to one may 
seem a walk in the park to another.  Although we may not have 
complete control over what trial lies in wait around the corner, each 
of us possesses the power to control our reaction to each trial.  Will 
we use this experience to refine us, teach us, prepare us; or will we 
strike out against God for not intervening?  Will we choose to let this 
trial win, or will we defeat it by overcoming in spite of the odds 
stacked against us?  How do we want our legacy to read?  What if 
those who settled this country had given in to the monumental 
obstacles before them?  What if those who fought in the trenches for 
our freedom had allowed the trial to win?  Are we not on the front 
lines of our own personal war against mediocrity?  Against apathy?  
Against becoming all we can become while occupying our personal 
space on planet earth? 

I chose the field of entrepreneurial real estate as my vocation.  Each 
time a financial cycle would take away much of our material gains 
over a 10-year period, I would question myself and my ability to earn 
a living for my family.  Lifestyle adjustments would follow, inviting yet 
more proof as to my ineptness as a provider.  Soon, these self-
incriminations began to affect personal relationships with others … 
building a wall between myself and those I love.  Even to the point of 
affecting the sincerity of my prayers.  They took on a sort of caustic 
edge, almost accusatory in tone, which eventually led to the loss of 
the spirit.  When the spirit does not feel welcome it departs, leaving 
us unprotected and vulnerable to the buffetings and lies Satan would 
whisper in our ear. 

You may be reading this book because you have worked all your life 
following the American dream of retiring from the day to day 
employment regimen into a life of daily golf, fishing, time with the 
grandkids, travel, and other dream-centered activities that kept you 
punching the time clock year after year, only to now realize that such 
a life is unattainable.  You feel disappointment and regret.  A feeling 
that you are “too old” begins to set in as life in our society today 
provides visual proof that age “is” relative to our acceptance into 
corporate America.  Jobs that you are fully qualified to hold are 
somehow never filled by someone 60 and older, because society has 
determined that you should be out there “living the dream.”  Well, 
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what if “living the dream” isn’t what we were sent here to earth to 
do?   

The media has done a superb job of creating visual images of what 
success means.  It’s the slim look in a pair of faded jeans, a certain 
hairstyle or fashion.  In my day, it was the “Marlborough® Man.”  
Here was this cowboy hunk, sitting atop a beautiful horse, holding a 
Marlborough® cigarette.  The message was clear … “Come to 
Marlborough® country and life as you know it will change for the 
better.” 

Today’s messages are still the same, supporting Satan’s claim that 
our life as we know it is dull, mundane, of no particular worth … until 
we start drinking a particular brand of beer, eating a particular 
brand of food … and then we become surrounded by friends we 
didn’t know we had, happier than we have ever been before; all very 
innocent and often entertaining.  But at the root of it all, still serving 
to feed the self-incrimination and dissatisfaction with our current 
state, masked as the price to pay for success … we begin to buy into 
the whole “I am what I drive, wear, live, and drink, persona.”  Yet, 
when we find ourselves in the middle of Marlborough® Country and 
the friends we didn’t know don’t come knocking at our door laden 
with food and drink, the jeans that looked so slim don’t look that well 
on us, and life hasn’t given us riches and health, we find ourselves 
drifting back into the self-incrimination rut, until the next fad or pill 
comes along. 

What if our choices in life’s employment pool … what we wear, drink, 
or drive, have less to do with our “real” success in this life than the 
media would have us believe?  Consider with me for a moment the 
possibility that earth life as we know it has purpose; that after we 
progress from this earthly experience, the “after” life knows no age 
restriction, nor does our happiness depend upon what we wear, eat, 
or drink? 

Is it possible that all the stress we impose upon ourselves for not 
“keeping up with the Joneses” was all for naught?  What if to take 
away our need to fight and work and re-invent ourselves, would 
actually serve to muzzle our eternal growth and keep us from 
becoming all that we were sent here to become?  What if fighting and 
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losing, and fighting and failing, and fighting more to survive actually 
brought out qualities in our character that would never have 
surfaced had we not been put to the test, not once, not twice … but 
over and over again.                          

Listen to your body. 

My testimony of basic truths came to me as a child.  I was raised in 
the Methodist faith, with my parents and older sister.  I can’t 
remember my parents teaching me to pray, but I can remember the 
pictures of Jesus hanging about the little Community Church in 
downtown Holbrook, AZ. we attended. I can remember the Minister 
leading the congregation in prayer.  I “wanted” to believe there was 
someone “up there” who could hear and answer my pleadings. I 
listened to my body when it said “pray.”  

My conversion as an eighteen year old young adult to the Church of 
Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints was a direct result of prayer.  They 
seemed to have answers to questions that had lingered in my brain 
as unresolved.  I could not have written this book with the offer of 
hope and peace to your soul without the assurances of my own 
testimony that my questions have been answered.  That the “added” 
scripture often quoted herein, is also from God and was meant to 
give us further guidance and insight into the purpose of life. 

All I am asking is that as you read the words on each page of this 
book listen to your body.  If you feel confused or threatened by what 
you read because it is new to you ... PRAY!  Then listen to your body.   

Our basic instincts tell us there is more to this body than just a 
robotic shell; that there is something “inside” this shell which is 
impressionable and real.  Most want to believe there is purpose to 
our being here, together, on this remarkable planet, equipped with 
bodies that defy robotic duplication. They want to believe that our 
earth was not somehow just “blown” together with perfect living 
conditions. That all the trial and sorrow and joy and pain found on the 
earth is leading us somewhere; that it has purpose.   

Most approach death as they would an audit with the IRS.  It’s not “if” 
but “when,” and with about the same anticipated outcome.  My hope 
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is that when you finish reading this book (the first time), you will have 
gained at least an open mind to the possibilities that you lived before 
this earthly existence, that you came to earth to acquire a body and 
learn to master the controls, grow from the experiences called 
“trial,” and when you have endured to the end and your earthly 
experience has been fulfilled, however short or long, you are 
welcomed into the arms of a loving creator who whispers “well done, 
welcome home!” 

Would it not make sense that those who had experienced trial in their 
lives while in an earthly body … and had made choices in reaction to 
their trial that brought them “closer” to their creator, and had 
become “more like Him,” would be called upon to fill positions of 
eternal glory and service in the hereafter? 

NUGGET OF TRUTH:  You see, if one can develop faith sufficient to 
believe that there is purpose to this earth life and that what we 
experience here will work for our good in the life after … then we 
have a foundation on which to build when the rains come and when 
the winds blow.   

So let’s explore some basic truths … and listen to your body. 

THERE IS PURPOSE TO EARTH LIFE.   

άTrying to comprehend the trials and meaning of this life without understanding 
Heavenly Father’s marvelously encompassing plan of salvation is like trying to 
understand a three-act play while seeing only the second act.”  (Neal L. Maxwell, 
April 1997 Ensign Magazine) 

Adam and Eve had their agency while living in a perfect world in the 
Garden of Eden.  If Satan had had his way, we all would have lived a 
Garden of Eden lifestyle, a most perfect “Leave it to Beaver” family 
where beds are always made and dinner served on time ... with no 
one at risk and no one lost.   

But Adam and Eve would not have had children, thus they would not 
have learned unselfishness, nor would they have experienced true 
joy ... because they never would have felt pain or sorrow.  Yes, they 
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were denied continued residence in the Garden ... a most perfect 
life.  But how would that have accomplished the purposes of God?  

God knew that in order to experience all that earth life has to offer as 
a means of shaping us to become more like Him (Matthew 5:48) and 
to accomplish the purpose of preparing Adam and Eve for their 
return to their original state (living in the presence of God) we would 
need the freedom to choose, even if it meant that in some nations 
and civilizations the rights of others would be restricted.  It was all 
part of a heavenly plan that one day will be explained in its fullest ... 
when faith becomes knowledge and all is revealed.  

 But for now, our memory of a life before is hidden and in its place 

resides a “light of Christ” as revealed to the latter day Prophet 

Joseph Smith in Doctrine and Covenants Section 84:45-46: ά CƻǊ ǘƘŜ 

word of the Lord is truth, and whatsoever is truth is light, and whatsoever is light 

ƛǎ {ǇƛǊƛǘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ {ǇƛǊƛǘ ƻŦ WŜǎǳǎ /ƘǊƛǎǘΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ {ǇƛǊƛǘ ƎƛǾŜǘƘ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊȅ Ƴŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƳŜǘƘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΤ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 

Spirit enlighteneth every man through the world, that hearkeneth to the voice of 

ǘƘŜ {ǇƛǊƛǘΦέ 

This “Light” is the Light of Christ or the spirit of Christ and is given to 

all men (and women) at birth.  This spirit is a beacon, a homing 

device which, when exposed to the voice of the spirit (the Holy Ghost 

or Holy Spirit, the Comforter, as described by Jesus Christ to His 

disciples in John 16:7), will cause one to have feelings ... a 

conscience, between right and wrong.  The intent of earth life is to 

learn how to expand this Light within us, having mortal bodies and 

being subjected to physical pain, joy, noise, busy lives, and trial. 

When God placed Adam and Eve on the earth, He did so with the pre-
determined purpose of teaching them how to return to His presence, 
as referred to earlier.  He knew there would be trial in their lives and 
in the lives of their children. He knew they would fall when tempted, 
so he promised them a Redeemer, a Savior of all mankind who would 
take upon Himself the sins, the struggles, heartaches, unkind deeds, 
tragedies, and trials of God’s children as a means of removing their 



20 
 

stains collected from earthly life, with all its hidden traps, corners, 
twists and turns. 

In Heavenly Father’s “divine plan,” an atonement offered by the Son 
of Man for sins committed would be necessary in order to break the 
bonds of death, and through the resurrection of the Savior of 
mankind, make possible the eventual reunion of spirits and bodies of 
all God’s children who had ever dwelt on the earth. 

In our darkest moments we may find ourselves in agreement with 
Shakespeare’s Macbeth, that life is “full of sound and fury, signifying 
nothing” (William Shakespeare, Macbeth, 5.5.27-28) However, God’s love 

for us has presented itself in the form of scripture and prophets to 
teach us the fallacy of Macbeth’s empty declaration, helping us 
recognize for ourselves that life is a gift, a treasure to be spent and 
invested in the lives of others, and in return our own priceless bounty 
exceeds our greatest expectations as we find ourselves ready and 
willing to approach the next step in our eternal journey with a faith 
and confidence that would have never been possible without fighting 
the good fight here on earth. 

ALL HUMAN BEINGS ARE CREATED IN THE IMAGE OF GOD.  This 
really shouldn’t be a hard concept to accept for most of us, for the 
alternative to accepting the truth that we were created in the image 
of God is to open Pandora’s Box to “what then?”  Our belief in the 
origin of man is deeply rooted and supported by ancient scripture, 
albeit Christian or Jewish.  The first book in the Old Testament Bible 
declares boldly that God created man in His own image.   

The prophet Moses, speaking as an earthly mouthpiece for God, 
declares for time and all eternity how the world and its inhabitants 
were created, and by whom: 

“So God created man in his own image, in the image of God created he him; male 
and female created he them.” (Genesis 1:27) 

Truth is truth, from the beginning of time throughout all eternity.  It 
originates from one source, and all subsequent revelations of truth 
emanating from the heavens are in harmony with one another.  The 
omnipotent Creator of both heaven and earth had shown to Moses 
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the prophet, great lawgiver of ancient Israel, everything pertaining 
to the construction of this planet.  He declared such in writing for all 
to know.  

It has always fascinated me how ancient scripture could have 
survived the passing of time, exposure to the elements, thievery, etc. 
without losing parts and pieces that would be instrumental in 
providing the “whole” truth.  Yet, even with guidance from the hand 
of God in preserving these accounts for later translation(s) into one 
common work of scripture, there are parts of the Bible that are 
lacking in definition and content.  The partial obscurity of “missing 
parts” has basis, no doubt, in the loss of those “plain and precious” 
truths of ancient and sacred writings, which have been removed 
from original scripture and lay forgotten and undiscovered down 
through the centuries. 

But God would not have his children live on this planet without 
evidence of their beginnings … even if it required some faith on the 
part of the reader to accept and believe. 

Some of these missing parts were restored by the modern day 
Prophet Joseph Smith, under the spirit of revelation … resulting in a 
more complete account of our origin as spirits in a life before this, 
and of the Creation.  Lost scripture written by the hand of Moses and 
revealed by God to the Prophet Joseph Smith, is contained in the 
book of Moses, a writing contained within the Book of Mormon.  The 
following is an excerpt from those revealed writings: 

òAnd every plant of the field before it was in the earth, and every herb of the 

field before it grew. For I, the Lord God, created all things of which I have 

spoken, spiritually, before they were naturally upon the face of the earth. For I, 

the Lord God, had not c aused it to rain upon the face of the earth. And I, the 

Lord God, had created all the children of men; and not yet a man to till the 

ground; for in heaven created I them, and there was not yet flesh upon the 

earth, neither in the water, neither in the air;  

òBut, I, the Lord God, spake, and there went up a mist from the earth, and 

watered the whole face of the ground.  
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òAnd I, the Lord God, formed man from the dust of the ground, and breathed 

into his nostrils the breath of life; and man became a living soul,  the first flesh 

upon the earth, the first man also; nevertheless, all things were before created; 

but spiritually were they created and made according to my wordó (Moses 3:4 ð

7; see also Moses 1  and Moses 2 , and compare with Gen. 1  and Gen. 2 ). 

Additional accounts found in the New Testament support the early 
Christian and Jewish accounts of man’s origin and image.  Jesus 
Christ, the Son of God, is the “express image” of His Father 
(Hebrews 1:3).   

I love the interaction between Jesus and his early disciples found in 
the Book of John, the fourteenth chapter.  The disciples are curious; 
excited to know themselves that Jesus Christ is truly the Son of God.  
Jesus answers their questions, but leads and teaches as He does so.  
He establishes the true order between His Father and Himself.  
Jesus declares in verse 6:  “I am the way, the truth, and the life: no man 
cometh unto the Father, but by me.ò  The way to the Father is through 
Jesus Christ, who will pay a ransom with the giving of His life for you 
and I.   

Phillips asks, wanting to believe the words spoken of Jesus … but 
still lacking the faith to do so:  “Show us the Father and it will satisfy.” 

And Jesus responds with, “If you have seen Me, you have seen the 
Father.”  

This response from Jesus should be sufficient for most of us who are 
seeking to strengthen our faith.  We believe Jesus was created in the 
image of God.  When Jesus was resurrected, He maintained that 
image after his crucifixion, as evidenced by those who saw Him, 
spoke with Him; ate with Him. 

These are just a few of the scriptural accounts recorded for the 
world to read and gain their own testimony of our life before earth. 
We are God’s offspring.  We were created in His image and likeness.  
He loves us, each one of us, no matter the spiritual condition we find 
ourselves at this time.  As my mother taught over and over again, 
“listen to your body.”  My humble request is that you do just that.  But 
pray first,  “... and if ye shall ask with a sincere heart, with real intent, having 

http://www.lds.org/scriptures/pgp/moses/3.4-7?lang=eng#3
http://www.lds.org/scriptures/pgp/moses/3.4-7?lang=eng#3
http://www.lds.org/scriptures/pgp/moses/1.title?lang=eng
http://www.lds.org/scriptures/pgp/moses/2.title?lang=eng
http://www.lds.org/scriptures/ot/gen/1.title?lang=eng
http://www.lds.org/scriptures/ot/gen/2.title?lang=eng


23 
 

faith in Christ, he will manifest the truth of it unto you, by the power of the Holy 
Ghost.  And by the power of the Holy Ghost ye may know the truth of all things.” 
(Moroni 10:4-5) 

THERE WAS A WAR IN HEAVEN [OVER AGENCY].  As spirit 
intelligences we lacked certain qualities and characteristics that 
would allow us to progress as eternal beings.  We needed a physical 
body and a mortal experience to test us and to strengthen us to 
become like our Heavenly Father, in both character and form.  We 
know that there was a “war” of sorts among God’s children, and that 
a “plan of salvation” was presented (Revelations 12:4, 7-9).  John, 
while on the Island of Patmos writes of a great war in heaven in 
which Lucifer, a Prince of the Morning, and one-third of Heavenly 
Fathers children were cast out because they would rob man of the 
freedom of choice.  The scriptures say that we … you and I, “clapped 
for joy” (Job 38:7) when it was announced we would embrace free 
agency on earth as part of the full earthly experience; a chance to 
prove ourselves, to be tested and tried ... to choose right from 
wrong, even if it meant some might be lost. 

I can only imagine the joy ... and apprehension felt as we anticipated 
our sojourn into mortal life. I would expect that we still had concerns 
and reservations about what lie ahead from the often heated debate 
between the differing factions of God’s children.  The topic of agency 
was presented by Lucifer (Satan) as an unwarranted risk ... a “flaw” 
in an otherwise perfect plan. Yet, it is that agency which makes the 
plan work as intended.  

I do not believe life is “deterministic” or “pre-set” by a God who 
determines in advance the outcome of our earthly experience.  I do, 
however, believe in a God who knows us so well, our character, our 
weaknesses, and is so perfect in His love for us that He has perfect 
foreknowledge of the choices we, His children, are most likely to 
make.  We as parents have a similar, albeit less perfect, insight into 
the character of our children.  We watched with happiness and pride 
when they made choices in life we agreed with, and we were filled 
with sore anticipation of things to come when choices were made 
that did not fit the “correct choice” category.  We learned from our 
own choices, from experience, that certain roads traveled lead to 
unhappiness and pain. Because we love our children we want to use 
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the benefits of our experience to save them from similar trial and 
hardship. 

Heavenly Father also loves us, more than we could even imagine. 
And He also wants us to be happy and have joy in this life, and 
knowing our potential He sometimes uses His perfect knowledge of 
us to guide us, prompt us if we will listen, by means of the Holy Spirit 
or the Holy Ghost.  But He won’t take away our free agency to 
choose.    Elder James E. Talmage (1862-1933) of the Quorum of the 

Twelve Apostles explained it this way: ò[God] knows what each will do 

under given conditions, and sees the end from th e beginning. His 

foreknowledge is based on intelligence and reason. He foresees the future as a 

state which naturally and surely will be; not as one which must be because He 

has arbitrarily willed that it shall be.ó 

So what purpose does agency have in giving me comfort and 
direction in the trial I am currently going through?  The answer lies in 
the choices that were made prior to the trial … and after.  

One of my significant trials happened as a direct result of choices I 
made regarding the purchase of a business.  I love ice cream, most 
any flavor, with or without nuts, cookies, or raw dough. I just love the 
sensation of cold moving through my lips, mouth and throat, with just 
a hint of sweetness ... not too sweet or fruity, but rather a smooth, 
could eat the entire carton, kind of sweetness.  You know what I 
mean.  Anyway, apparently I thought this love for ice cream meant 
that I should own my own ice cream franchise, because when a real 
estate friend of mine called to tell me one was available in my area, I 
jumped at the chance to own it. 

Now what I should have understood at the time was that it wasn’t an 
ice cream store, complete with lease, leaks, broken windows, break-
ins, equipment maintenance, employee issues, taxes and bills to pay, 
that I wanted ... but rather, I wanted to play real estate agent full time 
and wanted “another income” to support us while I built my real 
estate business.  I blindly saw a love for ice cream as a means to 
semi-retirement.  Instead of semi-retirement, my wife and I “fondly” 
refer to this period in our life as “three years in hell.” 
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Making light and somewhat self-incriminating reference to this trial 
in our life years later shows that even the worst of circumstances 
eventually end up a distant memory ... some even laughable.  But yet, 
even with this trial we can look back and see some good.  For 
instance, although my wife had never aspired to work professionally 
outside the home, she was nevertheless “dragged” into this 
experience with me.  I could not run the crew of fourteen young 
teenagers by myself, do the necessary marketing to grow the 
business, and all the other demands of running a small retail 
business.  I needed help!  With a little extortion (little red sports car 
for transportation) she agreed. 

Linda proved to be an excellent manager.  She has abilities that I 
don’t have and they seemed to be perfect for managing the 
hormones of 15 year old girls who thought of her as their surrogate 
mother.  She proved she is dependable and consistent in her work 
ethic.  She was never late, she didn’t have to be reminded of her 
responsibilities … and soon it became as much “her” business and 
her staff as mine.  I gained a new respect for my wife that would 
never had been possible without her coming to my rescue and 
departing from her safe and secure role at home, to become a 
temporary retail manager. 

And of course she wanted to bring home every stray girl with a hard 
luck story that entered our life.  She would put them right to work 
and become a self appointed guardian … even to the point of chasing 
off scruffy young men that would come around trying to flirt with 
“her” girls. 

Linda is passive by nature, non-confrontational, and a peacemaker.  
Yet, I have seen her hair stand on end as she fought to pull one young 
girl out of the abusive grasp of her boyfriend.  She wasn’t afraid to 
stand up to anyone who might injure her charges.  As her own 
children will attest, “don’t wake the sleeping bear.” 

Another benefit and blessing was the opportunity to provide an 
outlet for our older children to learn how to work outside the home 
and interact with the paying public.  Our three oldest children 
learned how to cook a basic fast food fare, create marvelous ice 
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cream confections, and even exchange currency on our less than 
digital cash register.  

As for the younger Malone’s … it was all about the food. They 
thought they had just inherited Disneyland when they came to eat.   

We increased sales over twenty five percent (25%) each year we 
owned the franchise, but that still wasn’t enough to overcome the 
inherent obsolescence of the building, hidden between a tire store 
and a two story hotel, restrictive cooking area, and no interior 
seating.  Really, had I done my “due diligence” before I offered to 
purchase the business I would have realized it was a 24/7/365 day 
operation that “someone” would need to manage.  It was “after” we 
had purchased the business that I realized the impact my choices 
would make upon my family and our current lifestyle. 

We purchased the business on a Thursday, left for two weeks of 
franchise school, and returned home to start making money. As we 
drove into the parking lot behind our new business, the back door 
flew open, and out raged this woman tearing off her apron, throwing 
it in the air as she screamed “I’ve had enough.”  We watched as she 
started her car, while almost running us over … and with foot to the 
floor managed to relocate one ton of crushed granite from one part 
of the parking lot to another.  All we could do was watch the drama 
unfold, like two little statues frozen in time.  We soon learned that she 
was the shift manager, and we were on our own. 

Three years later, the business was sold and a chapter in life was 
closed. 

I often think about what might have been had I chosen a “less risky” 
career … such as a Chiropractor.  Well, I actually did choose that 
profession first, but just as we were loading the car to head back to 
Michigan for Chiropractic School, our first child was about to be 
born ... early, and my wife was confined to immediate bed rest.  I had 
quit my job, sold our home, had several garage sales and sold our 
couch, kitchen table ... but not our bed, thank goodness  (This is 
beginning to sound like a country western song).  I had to go beg for 
my job back, convince the buyer of our house to tear up the contract 
... and it was a while before we could replace the couch and table.  
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My longing to be a Chiropractor was put on the shelf.   I stayed with 
my current employer for a few more years and then jumped into my 
real estate career and entrepreneurship.  I would not change a thing, 
but as each 10-year cycle of financial gain somehow ended up in 
financial loss as one chapter closed and another began, I wondered 
what life would have been like as a Doctor of Chiropractic.  Could I 
have foreseen the lower back issues that started to plague me in my 
late 30’s?  Who could have known?  I wonder what would have 
happened to our livelihood once I was unable to treat patients.  

You see, in our case trial was waiting on both roads of travel.  It was 
just which one would I choose to walk. Both or either would serve the 
purposes of earth life as we understand it. 

I think Matthew 7: 24-27 gives us good insight into free agency and 

lessons to be learned.  As you know, Jesus taught in story form or 

parables so that those who were prepared to hear would hear.  His 

messages were not always clear to the multitudes but his intent was 

directed to all that would hear.  At the conclusion of His Sermon on 

the Mount, Jesus declared a parable of the wise man who built his 

home on top of a rock. “25 And the arain descended, and the floods came, 

and the winds blew, and bbeat upon that house; and it fell not: for it was founded 

upon a crock. 

26 And every one that heareth these sayings of mine, and doeth them not, shall 

be likened unto a afoolish man, which built his house upon the sand: 

27 And the rain descended, and the floods came, and the winds blew, and beat 

upon that ahouse; and it bfell: and great was the fall of it.  

You see, the rains, floods, and winds of life are promised to come 
upon us all in order to fulfill the purposes of God in preparing us for 
life after death.  We have our agency as to how we will prepare ... 
and how we will react. (We will address later in this book how those 
who are born into restrictive government rule or into extreme mental 
or physically challenged circumstances still have agency). 

http://lds.org/scriptures/nt/matt/7.24-27?lang=eng
http://lds.org/scriptures/nt/matt/7.24-27?lang=eng
http://lds.org/scriptures/nt/matt/7.24-27?lang=eng
http://lds.org/scriptures/nt/matt/7.24-27?lang=eng
http://lds.org/scriptures/nt/matt/7.24-27?lang=eng
http://lds.org/scriptures/nt/matt/7.24-27?lang=eng
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In the parable referenced above, Jesus is teaching agency.  He 
counsels those listening to prepare for the time when challenges will 
come upon them … by developing their faith upon something solid, 
such as the word of God.  He asks them to follow His teachings and 
believe in something greater than the passing “in” thing or fad.  He 
likens those who hold such beliefs to building a foundation of sand.  If 
our faith is built only upon that which we can see with our eyes, then 
when the storms of life do come, we are most likely to fall, perhaps 
strike out at God, even other human beings, in reaction to and 
retaliation for our loses. Our own self worth is certainly one of the 
most formidable casualties of this action. 

BASIC TRUTHS REVIEW.  So before we move on … let’s review what 

we have learned thus far:  We lived as spirits before coming to earth.  

We had a relationship with God.   There was a war in heaven over 

agency which divided Heavenly Father’s children.  In order to 

become more like God, we must experience life in a mortal body, be 

tested and refined, make choices, and learn from the consequences 

of those choices, and one day when our mortal journey on earth is 

through, be welcomed back home, into the loving arms of those who 

love us. There is purpose in coming to earth.  If we could see the 

beginning from the end, as our Heavenly Father sees it, and as 

others privileged to see in vision have also recorded as scripture, 

there is no end to our growth and development.   
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TRIAL IS A NECESSARY PART OF GOD’S PLAN 

Trial is a necessary part of God’s plan for His spirit children.  Satan 
was allowed to inhabit this earth, along with his followers, but cannot 
and will not experience a body of his own ... except when we allow 
him into ours. 

“There must be opposition in all things,” taught Lehi, a Prophet in 
ancient Jerusalem.  “Otherwise, righteousness could not be brought 
to pass, neither wickedness, neither holiness nor misery, neither 
good nor bad. Wherefore, all things must needs be a compound in 
one; wherefore, if it should be one body it must needs remain as 
dead, having no life neither death, nor corruption nor incorruption, 
happiness nor misery, neither sense nor insensibility.” (Book of 
Mormon -2 Nephi 2:11) 

 So as we begin to put the pieces of basic truths together we learn 
that the design of the creator from the very beginning was for you 
and I to experience joy and pain.  If there was no opposition, there 
would be no temptation, no wrong choices, no learning, no growth, 
no wisdom gained.  With opposition we can exercise free agency.  
Exercising free agency allows us to see the results of our choices.  
Sometimes we see the results immediate ... such as receiving a 
speeding ticket or overeating.  Sometimes we don’t see results for 
years ... such as choice of careers, health habits, relationship 
choices, etc.  Each choice plays a role in defining our experience 
while here on earth. 

ñNo pain that we suffer, no trial that we experience is wasted. It 
ministers to our education, to the development of such qualities as 
patience, faith, fortitude and humility. All that we suffer and all that we 
endure, especially when we endure it patiently, builds up our 
characters, purifies our hearts, expands our souls, and makes us 
more tender and charitable, more worthy to be called the children of 
God é and it is through sorrow and suffering, toil and tribulation, that 
we gain the education that we come here to acquire and which will 
make us more like our Father and Mother in heaven. éò (Orson F. 
Whitney) 
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It is agency that unlocks the door so that trial may enter the school 
house called life.  It is trial which presides as school mistress.  She is 
hard, unyielding at times.  But she is necessary to our education. 

As human beings, we would gladly turn away this school mistress 
called trial and seek a more comfortable education.  Yet in doing so, 
we would remove the very curriculum that is necessary to produce 
“saints” of the children of God.  As we experience sorrow and pain, 
learn patience, and endure long suffering, we begin to master the 
“natural man” within us, as we become prepared ... even refined 
through the refiners fire, for the next and final stage in our earthly 
education, called death. 

Robert D. Hale at 2011 Oct General Conference of the Church of Jesus Christ of 

Latter Day Saints, asked:  òDoes this mean we will always understand our 

challenges? Wonõt all of us, sometime, have reason to ask, òO God, where art 

thou?ó14 Yes! When a spous e dies, a companion will wonder. When financial 

hardship befalls a family , a father will ask. When children wander from the path, 

a mother and father will cry out in sorrow. Yes, òweeping may endure for a 

night, but joy cometh in the morning.ó15 Then, in the dawn of our increased faith 

and understanding, we arise and choose to wait upon the Lord, saying, òThy will 

be done.ó16 

As I am writing this book, I am made aware of breaking news all over 
the LDS Internet Network: “3 LDS Missionaries Hit By a Car in TX.  2 
are dead, 1 critical.” 

As Elder Hale reminded us in General Conference referenced 
previously, we will not always understand our challenges.  How do 
the parents of these young men deal with the emotion of losing a 
child in such a brutal manner?   Questions will be asked if not by the 
parents, for certain by the media, perhaps even well intentioned 
friends and family:  How could the Creator of this earth allow such 
fine young men to be killed while they are on the Lords errand of 
bringing souls to Christ?  If anyone deserved to be protected and 
perhaps excepted from the results of free agency imposed by 
another, it would be a young missionary, they add. 

http://lds.org/general-conference/2011/10/waiting-upon-the-lord-thy-will-be-done?lang=eng#14-PD50029123_000_4020
http://lds.org/general-conference/2011/10/waiting-upon-the-lord-thy-will-be-done?lang=eng#15-PD50029123_000_4020
http://lds.org/general-conference/2011/10/waiting-upon-the-lord-thy-will-be-done?lang=eng#16-PD50029123_000_4020
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Lucifer will jump on the band wagon and beat the “unfair” drum into 
the minds of those who dwell on this tragedy, hoping to chip away at 
their once solid foundation, but now being challenged by something 
close and personal, with no apparent answer(s) to help heal the 
broken heart.  Compounding this grief is the knowledge that one of 
the missionaries was due to come home a week before the accident, 
but extended his mission by three (3) weeks. 

“When the trial first hits, it seems to come as a thief during the night, unexpected 

and swift. We are often confused and lost, unable to find a bearing that will give us 

hope. But if we are able to stand firm in the faith ð however impossible it may 

seem at the time and "seek" our Father in Heaven in humble supplication, study his 

words, allow ourselves to feel the atoning sacrifice of our elder brother Jesus 

Christ on our behalf ð we will start to feel a peace, a sweetness, a hope, that "this 

too shall pass." (Charles P. Malone - “The Sweetness of Trial”) 

Satan is fully aware when opportunity arises to challenge our faith.  
Seeds of doubt, anger, and disappointment are sown as part of our 
mortal make-up.  But it is the “watering” of these reactionary 
emotions which give them life and allows Satan, the master of lies 
and deceit to gain a firm footing in our heart. 

But we have a choice.  Remember free agency?  No one is forcing 
these emotions to stay.  Just as quickly as they come ... and they will 
come, we may choose to stand firm in our faith and not assess 
blame, for it will do little good in restoring the lives of those we love 
so much.  

It is at this crossroad that the sufferer begins to experience the 
“sweetness” available from trial.  Just the experience of choosing 
“not” to travel the path of retribution and finger pointing and second 
guessing, places us in front of the biblical “door” referenced in the 

New Testament, which states:  ñAsk, and it shall be given you; seek, 

and ye shall find; knock, and it shall be opened unto you.ò(Matthew 7:7) 

ñAnd whatsoever we ask, we receive of him, because we keep his 

commandments, and do those things that are pleasing in his sight.ò      

(1 John 3:22) 
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Not all who experience trial will taste of its sweetness.  Jesus Christ 
taught in his Sermon on the Mount, that we must first be willing to 
acknowledge that someone else, greater than we, has the answer.  
In the spirit of that humble attitude, we must be willing to “ask” ... 
even though at first our questions may be full of “Why’s” fueled by 
the natural emotions mentioned above.  But in the attitude of prayer, 
approaching God as a child seeking understanding and 
reassurance, our hearts are calmed, our mind becomes aware, that 
we have an audience waiting upon us ... me, you ... to “seek” that for 
which we have come looking. 

The Apostle John reminds us that keeping God’s commandments is 
an essential key in unlocking answers to our trial.  That does not 
mean we must be perfect to approach God, but it does mean we 
must be aware that God is most pleased when we “do” keep His 
commandments because it is more likely that we can “hear” the 
answers as they come. 

Those who have had the blessing of raising children in this life, come 
to understand over time that giving a child “what they want” or 
solving their problems immediately often deprives them in the long 
run of learning how to think for themselves.  One does not 
experience the sweetness of trial if the answer is immediate and 
sure.  Nor do we learn the process and ultimate rewards of 
“seeking.” 

Relating back to the recent accident in Texas involving the death of 
two missionaries; there are certainly instances where missionaries 
are warned ahead of time and barely escape death … such as in the 
case of the March 2011 earthquake and subsequent tsunami that 
devastated parts of Japan.  “All missionaries are safe and accounted 
for, and moved to a location safe from any radiation concerns,” 
reported Elder Jeffrey R. Holland, of the Quorum of the Twelve 
Apostles, in a press release shortly after the tsunami.  Who is to say 
that God’s hand did not stay the elements in favor of those 
missionaries who were serving at the time right in the path of the 
earthquake and flood? 

Our earthly walk will rarely experience a black and white 
demonstration of God’s hand in our lives, such as the appearance of 
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a heavenly being.  Yet we see evidence of His hand in our lives if we 
so choose.  My wife and I can both testify of God’s tender mercy in 
helping prevent serious harm, even an untimely death to both of us:  
One evening we were traveling in the White Mountains of Arizona to 
our vacation home in Lakeside, AZ.  We had sold the home and were 
on our way up the Mountain to load up our belongings.  It was dusk at 
6:05pm that evening.  The sun had set in anticipation of another 
beautiful starlit night in the White Mountains.  We had our satellite 
radio on and tuned to “Fiber McGee and Molly,” enjoying the memory 
ride back to a simpler time, when out of nowhere ... and without 
warning, there was an incredible “explosion.” 

My beautiful midnight blue Silverado extended cab pickup “exploded 
upon impact” with a majestic bull elk with “trophy-like” antlers.  It is 
usually those antlers that end up killing or maiming the passengers, 
coming through the windshield with galactic-like force taking out 
whatever attempts a challenge.  When the highway patrolman 
arrived on the scene only moments after impact, he anticipated the 
worst, and called for an ambulance, “stat.”  But when he opened the 
passenger side door, he found two shaken but calm people covered 
not in blood, but in glass shards from the front windshield.  
Apparently the elk did have as his target the driver behind the wheel, 
but other than the damage to the truck, there was no evidence that 
his deadly antlers ever made it past the windshield. 

A nurse finished with her shift at the local hospital also arrived at the 
scene in time to offer aid.  She took our vitals while we still sat in the 
truck then offered “you might want to come out and look at what 
tried to kill you.”  It was heart wrenching to see the lifeless carcass 
of such a beautiful creature, whose life had been taken 
unintentionally in a no-win contest between nature and the 
mechanical beast called truck. 

Yet, even more amazing was the fact that our truck had not left the 
road after impact, but rather “coasted” to a safe stop at the side of 
the road, as if it had run out of gas and just came to a halt. 

Even more amazing yet were the accounts of what happened during 
the collision.  In a huddled embrace while waiting for our real estate 
agent to give us a ride into Lakeside (we refused transportation from 
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the ambulance or subsequent treatment ... probably not the smartest 
thing, but at the time neither Linda or I felt we had been injured) I 
said softly ... even reverently, that “I felt as if I was in a cocoon of 
sorts, when the accident happened.  I could see the glass flying in 
slow motion, but there was no pain, no fear ... It was as if everything 
was happening in slow motion and I was an observer rather than a 
participant.”  My wife gave me this strange look and said “I felt 
exactly the same thing ... surreal, removed, protected ... as if I was in 
a vacuum, or as you said, a cocoon.”  

Emotionally, I added “we have just witnessed a miracle.  There is no 
doubt in my mind at all that Heavenly Fathers Angels ... our 
guardians, were present.”  We had been spared, for whatever 
reason. 

I have pondered the happenings of that night, over and over again.  I 
still see the images floating around in my mind’s eye, the feeling of 
Heavenly Fathers love, and my choice to believe it was divine 
intervention rather than some random coincidence. 

A trial of this nature could have been devastating, leaving either of 
us without use of limb or worse yet, without life.  But it didn’t end that 
way.  It was not our time. I don’t dwell on what could have happened, 
I use the outcome as a reason to draw closer to Heavenly Father, to 
be more thankful, and to give Him the glory for our safety.  Yes, the 
truck was totaled and I no longer have my dream vehicle, but I still 
have transportation.  And I still have life.  I want to say from this 
experience I suppose I have learned there is something from each 
trial that we can find to be thankful for ... and I do believe there is.  
But the trial of losing a prized belonging pales when compared to the 
loss of a loved one.   

Yet, if my faith rests not in what I can see, but in my Lord and Savior 
Jesus Christ, then I have faith in His teachings of life before and life 
after.  And I know that our parting will be but a brief period before we 
are once again reunited.  The parents of these fallen missionaries 
didn’t ask for this trial.  They would have done anything to have 
prevented it, even at the peril of their own life, if necessary.  But it 
was their time.  Their sons were not spared, for whatever reason, 
and they are left to deal with the loss without visible assurances that 
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there wasn’t something that could have been done to prevent these 
deaths ... that someone must have been at fault. The “why” questions 
that cannot be answered in this life ... and the constant aching of the 
heart mourning the loss of a loved one continues to be present, 
covering the soul like a dark, wet blanket. 

The time is 9pm on Wednesday night, the 24th of November, 2011.  A 
roomy twin engine plane takes off from Falcon Field ... a functional, 
but small airport located amidst orange groves at the north side of 
Mesa, AZ., carrying a father and his three children, between the 
ages of 5-9 years old; each anticipating a fun Thanksgiving weekend 
with their divorced father at his home in Safford, AZ.   

One of the children, the youngest daughter was having a hard time 
with the whole experience ... leaving mom alone for Thanksgiving, 
being strapped into a seat, in the dark; the vibration and noise of the 
plane as it moves into place for take-off into black space.  In an 
instant choices are made, free agency is exercised, and the pilot 
father who flew the plane in to pick up the children, responded to his 
fatherly love for this daughter and moved to the rear of the plane to 
comfort her, thus turning over the controls of the plane to another. 

No one knows for certain why it happened.  There is no evidence to 
suggest mechanical failure.  The airplane mechanic at Falcon Field 
said the pilot(s) did the customary “walk around the plane” and other 
pre-flight procedures.  But it did happen.  The plane successfully 
lifted off the runway and headed due east ... a route that would take 
them back to Safford, and over the majestic Superstition Mountains. 

A family who witnessed the tragic scene said they were enjoying a 
mild evening in the desert, paying little attention to two planes in the 
dark sky above, when a “fireball erupted on the mountain.” 

"The one little plane kept going straight and the other one turned and came 
back and disappeared for a minute. All of a sudden, it hit." 
 
All accounts reporting suggest that the pilot may have misjudged the 
height of the Mountain and at the last minute swerved to miss what 
might have looked like a dark finger pointing heavenward.  Perhaps 
they wanted to show the children the silhouetted forms of the 
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Mountain against the darkened background of night.  But agency 
was exercised, choices made. It was to become a legacy, a part of 
who we are as we make our way through this earthly experience; the 
loss of part of a family in mortality, to be re-united instantly in 
immortality. 

But what about the unfairness of taking a mother’s only children, 
leaving her alone ... and on a day traditionally reserved to give 
thanks?  Many will ask: “How could a just and loving God permit such 
unfairness to happen?” Without the understanding of the purpose of 
trial, belief in a before and after life, and faith sufficient to carry us 
through, one could ask those piercing questions and feel satisfied to 
condemn the very condition that will bring the effects of the Saviors 
atonement right to the doorstep of our soul. 

When Adam and Eve partook of the forbidden fruit and were cast out 
of the Garden of Eden, the effects of that action were necessary in 
order for mankind to experience both joy “and” pain.  Adam and Eve 
would now have children ... and experience both emotions, to feel as 
God, our eternal Father in Heaven must have felt when one-third of 
His children made choices that cast them out of Father’s presence.  
“How could a just and loving God permit such actions to happen?”  
Because they and we are free to choose. 

The truth is we are not left alone to face such trials.  Prophets of old 
and of this last dispensation have declared “the good news of the 
gospel,” that Jesus Christ, the same son of God in the Heavens who 
offered himself as a ransom for all, came to earth and somehow 
through the great mercies of God took upon Himself the sins, 
disappointments, tragedies, unfairness, and heartache of the 
world’s inhabitants.  He served among the people of Galilee, chose 
his disciples to build the Church of God upon the earth, and 
promised them “a Comforter” who will come when I am gone. 

As the Comforter, the Holy Ghost, could only come once Christ had 
departed mortality, the “sweetness” spoke about as the focal point of 
this book can only come during ... and after, the trial of our faith.                             

A father tells the story of his youngest daughter making choices 
while yet in high school that continued to earn his distrust and 
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concern for her well being.  She started dating a young man whom 
the parents felt was not well suited for their daughter.  They wanted 
their daughter to go on to college and earn a degree or obtain a skill 
that she could use to support herself if necessary.  The daughter 
continued the relationship with the young man, even at the 
insistence of the parents that she not see the young man again.   

On graduation night, the parents observed their daughter “hanging 
out” with the young man after the graduation ceremony and the 
father “lost it.”  The altercation carried forward once they arrived at 
home, with the father giving the daughter an ultimatum … a line in 
the sand was drawn, opening the door for the daughter to walk 
through it.  Within minutes, the daughter was out the door, carrying 
only a small suitcase. 

What followed still haunts me to this day [Remainder of this story 
saved for the book] 

The above personal story reminds us that trial is not always “sent” to 
refine us, but is also a result of our own choices and actions.  If we 
are disobedient to the laws of God or of the particular country we live 
in, we open the door to adversity and trial.  Because we are subject 
to the free agency of others, we may escape for a time the demands 
of justice for breaking said laws.  But eventually, a price will be paid, 
whether in this life or the life hereafter. 

For this young man, the price would be paid sooner.  Toby (not his 
real name) grew up in a fairly stable LDS home, in southern Idaho.  
He was popular among his classmates, played sports in High School, 
active in his church, and was “on track” to lead a productive and well 
balanced life.  That track, however, took a turn. Toby’s parents 
divorced during Toby’s junior year in High School, opening the door 
to “choices.” 

Toby and I met one Saturday morning as I had responded to my High 
Priest Group Leader’s email the night before, reminding his charges 
that we had an assignment to clean the church early the next day.  
My assignments on the high council over Prison Ministry and the 
Young Single Adult Ward, prevented my attendance in my home 
ward, so I looked forward to spending a couple of hours with friends 
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and neighbors I had grown so close to years prior.  But when I 
spotted a young adult about 30 something working alongside the 
other high priests, I introduced myself.  He told me his name, but 
when I asked if he had relatives in the area, he lowered his eyes and 
said, “No, I don’t have any relatives here.”  Then he said, almost in a 
whisper, “I have been in jail and was recently released.”  He 
proceeded to tell me he had become involved with drugs, which led 
to incarceration in the County jail.  He was quick to add, however, 
that this experience had come as a blessing to him.  He now looked 
me straight in the eyes and proceeded to open his heart to me, a 
stranger.  Toby had made some poor choices in his life and began to 
look for ways to cover or hide the results of those choices by taking 
drugs.  In prison ministry for the LDS church we are taught not to ask 
for details of the crime, but to accept the inmate for who he is today, 
not for his prior choices.  I applied that counsel to Toby; I did not ask 
what landed him in jail.  I was focused on who he had become as a 
result of his trial. 

Toby expressed his gratitude for his incarceration in the County jail.  
He had broken laws of the land and was punished for his crimes.  
“Jail is a rough place to be,” mused Toby. “It is full of hardened 
criminals and tough guys looking to control you, even in such a 
controlled environment.  But I survived by using that experience to 
change my way of thinking and to realize it was my own choices that 
led me here.  I can start making correct choices now and when I am 
released.” 

So here he was, released and making correct choices.  I think it is 
interesting that God sent one of his earthly angels to connect with 
Toby right after his release.  A local farmer, retired now, had visited 
Toby in jail as part of his prison ministry assignment.  He recognized 
Toby as someone who needed a friend.  When Toby was released 
from County jail, this good man invited Toby to live on his farm until 
he could get his bearings following incarceration.  Toby slept in the 
5th wheel parked on the farm, and did chores for his keep.  It was at 
the suggestion of his landlord and friend that he provide service in 
the way of helping clean the church that Saturday morning. 

Toby was on his way again, making correct choices, and having 
gained from his trial. 
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 “When you face adversity, you can be led to ask many questions. Some serve a 
useful purpose; others do not. To ask: Why does this have to happen to me? Why 
do I have to suffer this, now? What have I done to cause this, will lead you into 
blind alleys. It really does no good to ask questions that reflect opposition to the 
will of God. Rather ask, What am I to do? What am I to learn from this 
experience? What am I to change? Who am I to help? How can I remember my 
many blessings in times of trial? Willing sacrifice of deeply held personal desires 
in favor of the will of God is very hard to do. Yet, when you pray with real 
conviction, “Please let me know Thy will” and “May Thy will be done,” you are in 
the strongest position to receive the maximum help from your loving Father.” 

“This life is an experience in profound trust—trust in Jesus Christ, trust in His 
teachings, trust in our capacity as led by the Holy Spirit to obey those teachings 
for happiness now and for a purposeful, supremely happy eternal existence. To 
trust means to obey willingly without knowing the end from the beginning (see 
Prov. 3:5–7). To produce fruit, your trust in the Lord must be more powerful and 
enduring than your confidence in your own personal feelings and experience.”(4 
Elder Richard G. Scott of the Quorum of the Twelve Apostles –as quoted in the 
Ensign Magazine, November 1995) 

Choices and trust - two eternal principals of truth that have amazing 
influence upon who we become while on this earth.  Even if we made 
correct choices most of the time, close to perfection, we would still 
have trial in our life.  It is free agency which holds the key to the 
doorway of trial, remember?  But now factor in trust, as mentioned 
above by Elder Scott.  Can you begin to see how developing trust in 
the Lord when trial does strike you, putting your hand in His, 
knowing that He would not intentionally hurt you or give you more 
than you can handle, can aid in developing your ability to sort 
through the feelings and hurt of trial and see more clearly the good 
that comes from the pain suffered. 

Trial doesn’t always come as a result of our individual choices; 
sometimes they come because of changes in society’s thinking. 

I am a casualty of the broken real estate industry starting in 2004 and 

continuing with its slow recovery even today.  In 2008 and 2009 the 

doors to real estate development closed and after 10 years of 

building yet another business, my hopes and dreams closed with it. 

http://scriptures.lds.org/prov/3/5-7#5
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I woke up to the realization that all I knew was real estate and would 

need to reinvent myself if I was to continue providing for my family.  

Simple enough?  Well, let’s factor in a new element into this 

reinvention of self, called “age.”  I was then 64 years of age, healthy, 

energetic, full of life and desire to continue learning.  I first pursued 

anything related to my chosen field of real estate.  I considered real 

estate property management; working for a bank overseeing new 

construction; working for a local, county, or state government 

agency in some form of real estate; I even offered to be someone’s 

“executive assistant” at a much reduced wage, only to discover that 

for some unknown reason never explained my resume or request for 

an interview never quite found its way to the person responsible for 

filling that position. It wasn’t that I wasn’t qualified, or that I didn’t 

meet their standard set for the new hire … it was as though I didn’t 

exist.  I wasn’t even a blip on the screen of possible hires.  I never 

secured one interview in all the months of trying.  I sent out resumes, 

filled out website applications until I was blue in the face; attended 

job fairs, called HR departments, stalked bank presidents, hand 

delivered and sent resume’s certified delivery … and still no 

interview.  Not even a “wonder what this guy is all about” interview. 

 

So against all odds, I accepted a commission job selling credit card 

services for a nationally recognized company.  The person who hired 

me was a friend and the territory manager for this company.  I spent 

9 months learning a new industry, earning $4,000 for my efforts, and 

when I confessed to having to seek a part time janitorial job or 

something to make rent, I was terminated.  Ha!  Can you really be 

terminated from a commission only, no expense to the company, 

job? 

 

So where is this going, you ask? 

 

We are likely to be engaged in some form of income producing effort 

along the roadway of life.  It might be called a job … or it might be 
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self-employment.   We tend to rely heavily upon our choice of career 

paths to define who we are, and it is often such choices that expose 

us to trial and test.  I would not likely have had my finger severed if I 

had not pursued ownership of a small restaurant.  It was a mindless 

second of curiosity which placed my index finger inside a cylinder 

shaft to pick out some grease which had formed at the top of the 

ring.  It was free agency and timing and choice that led to my finger 

being in the shaft at the very time the piston engaged to shove air 

into the line … and my finger was severed.  

 [More on this story in the book] 

 

My choice of career paths has given me perspective that only comes 

from living, and losing, and gaining again.   

 

But what if you choose not to?   

 

After many years of serving his fried chicken in a local restaurant, 

and developing a secret recipe, Colonel Harland Sanders reached 

the age of 65 and began to collect his social security.  When he 

realized his check in the amount of $100 would not cover his 

expenses, he wondered how he was going to survive financially.  

 

What many people do not know is that Harland’s father died at an 

early age, creating a severe hardship on the family’s ability to 

survive.  Harland was too young to work outside the home, so the 

household chores of cooking and cleaning fell upon his shoulders 

while his mother worked to support the family.  This trial allowed 

Harland to develop unique cooking skills that would likely never 

surfaced had he not been forced to learn them. 

 

Harland choose the entrepreneurial path, after working in several 

dead-end jobs.  He ran a service station in Kentucky and began 

serving his special brand of fried chicken to his customers in the 

small dining area inside the station.  In time, his dining room 



42 
 

business was relocated to a restaurant which gave him even more 

exposure to build his customer base as he developed his secret 

recipe of eleven herbs and spices.  He even added a motel to the 

business. 

 

I am living testimony that financial cycles seem to run in 10-year 

increments, but Colonel Sanders would learn that lesson much 

earlier than I did.  Between the years of 1940-1950, Harland was 

dubbed the “Kentucky Colonel” by the governor of the state of 

Kentucky, in recognition of his unique cooking skills.  It was during 

this period that Harland patented his “Original Recipe©” and 

Sanders Court and Café, located in the town of Corbin, Kentucky 

was a hit among travelers and locals alike. 

 

Now let us bring into the mix, the law of free agency.  This law 

operates often independent of our best intentions or practices.  It 

affects young and old, rich and poor.  It knows no boundaries.  The 

law of free agency was at work when interest rates rose to 21% 

during the 80’s … right at the peak of my home building career.  It 

was impossible to continue for very long under those constraints.   

For Harland Sanders … it would be progress.  The same traveler who 

couldn’t get enough Kentucky Fried Chicken© also couldn’t get to 

his Florida destination fast enough and the construction of a new 

interstate bypassing the little town of Corbin, Kentucky, proved to be 

a financial disaster to the popular Court and Café, causing Harland 

to sell his business and retire. 

 

When we are faced with trial, we have generally two choices … We 

can move forward or move backward.  There is no standing still.  If 

we let the trial dominate us, we will most certainly move backward.  

If we can muster the courage to move forward, using the very free 

agency that put the trial in front of us, perhaps altering our life 

forever … we can also open the door to opportunity.  When Harland 

received his first social security check and with it the realization that 
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it wasn’t sufficient, he faced those two choices.  He chose to move 

forward with what he knew.  He knew how to cook chicken.  He took 

a chance and hit the road using the proceeds from the sale of his 

restaurant, to try and sell his delicious recipe to restaurant business 

owners across the United States. 

 

The Harland Sanders story is well known from here in.  It is used by 

motivational speakers world-wide to show the benefits of 

persistence, overcoming discouragement, the law of numbers, etc.  

It took over 1,000 presentations, often at the expense of being 

laughed at, to finally convince South Salt Lake, Utah resident Pete 

Harman, to partner with him.  Together, they launched the first 

“Kentucky Fried Chicken” site in 1952 … and the rest is history.   

 

What might have happened to Harland Sanders if his restaurant 

business had not failed?  Would he have been motivated sufficient to 

put in the long hours of travel and face 1,000 discouraging 

responses before he found the one man who would believe in him?  If 

he had been operating a successful restaurant, with a comfortable 

income, would he have dug deeper, to his very core to extract a 

dream and pay the price necessary to see it through? 

 

When I tried desperately to find work for two years following the 

collapse of the commercial development industry, I encountered an 

unexpected prejudice called “age.” I wasn’t prepared for the 

reaction of society to a person who wanted to work, to continue 

growing, developing, sharing his learned skills with others.  Society 

wanted no part of that.  Lines had been drawn, policies written, 

attitudes formed.  How in the world was I going to climb over this 

one, I asked?  Again, two choices … I could stop growing, which 

meant moving backward … or I could choose to move forward and 

engage Heavenly Father in my quest to not just survive, but to grow 

and prosper.  I decided to enlist my Father in Heaven and His 
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resources to help me discover the hidden talents and gifts that still 

lay dormant beneath this aging exterior, and move forward. 

 

Trial often becomes the catalyst for success when one’s ability to 

dream is not sufficient or passionate enough to carry the vision of 

success forward.  If we, as earthly parents, can have a vision of who 

our children can become … is it not as feasible to believe that loving 

heavenly parents could also have such a vision for their spiritual 

offspring? 

 

Because He knew the benefits of trial in our lives would far outweigh 

any price we would pay, our loving Heavenly Father created this 

earth and everything within, and allowed free agency to preside, and 

Satan to tempt and try … so that we “could” become all that we could 

be in this life, as we prepare ourselves for the next, with this one 

safety net covering each and every one of his children:  God will 

never give us more trial than we are capable of handling.  Satan will 

only have power to tempt us and try us, but we have the power to 

crush his head by using our free agency.  It may seem like the end of 

life as we know it at the time we are going through the trial, but “in 

hindsight,” having moved past the trial in terms of a space in time, 

somehow we got through it and survived.  And maybe … just maybe,  

if we dug deep enough, we might even see a “twig” of growth 

stemming from the trial. 

 

Now that I have you about ready to tear the pages of this chapter out 

with your bare hands … reflect with me a moment before you do that. 

Think of a particular trial you experienced in the past and try to 

remember the point at which you felt time standing still, a heaviness 

crushing down upon you that took away even the attempt of 

breathing in; a “my life will never be the same” trial.  Wasn’t there a 

time during that trial season, during the eye of the trial, perhaps, 

where you realized God had not left you to face this trial alone?  

Oftentimes that sure knowledge comes “after” we stumble through 
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the anger tears of loss and disappointment, only to find ourselves 

kneeling in prayer calling upon our Father in Heaven to take away 

the hurt, to heal the broken heart, and restore that which was lost.  

He answers by sending His spirit as a calm assurance that He is 

near, His arms outstretched to welcome your sacrifice … of a broken 

heart and contrite spirit.  He sent His son to pay for your sins; to 

absorb your hurts, your disappointments, and your losses.   If you 

will but accept His gift, surrender your hurt, lay aside your bitterness 

and disappointment knowing Christ has paid the ultimate price for 

YOU, it is then you will fully and completely taste the sweetness of 

trial as it encompasses your entire being.      

 

(Now let’s bring it back to what might lie ahead for “us” if we can 

shed the dark blanket of discouragement and depression and look 

upward for strength to move forward, re-inventing ourselves, no 

matter what society would define as our last remaining years.  I 

choose to believe that I haven’t even “become” yet.) 

 

You see how easy it is to become passionate over a cause you didn’t 

even know you had?  Agency allows us to pursue causes we are 

passionate about, but following that passion with reckless abandon 

will certainly lead you into the camp of trial.  But it is with this journey 

that you will discover amazing things about yourself and perhaps 

uncover talents that lay dormant or unrealized until called upon.  Life 

as you know it today could change in an instant, with the formation of 

an idea, a phone call, or a prayer. 
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ENDURING TRIAL     

The doorbell to our home in Mesa, AZ., rang late one winter night, to 
reveal the presence of my good friend Lyle Knight so visibly excited 
about something, I could hardly keep up with him.  I caught a few 
words … “T-shirt,” and “Fiesta Bowl” and “Fun,” and … 
“MARATHON.”  I found myself pulling ten dollars out of my wallet, 
giving it to this deranged man, and the door closed behind him, 
leaving me in a state of stupor.  What did he say?  Why did I give him 
ten dollars? What does start training and see you at 4:30am have to 
do with … “MARATHON.”  Oh my golly, Lyle wants me to run a 
marathon with him! 

Up to that point I had only participated in 10k runs, 6.2 miles.  As part 
of my daily routine, I started out each morning at the Mesa High 
School track running 3-5 miles a day.  Needless to say, running a 
marathon, 26.2 miles, was the furthest thing from my “got to start 
training for,” list of goals.  But there I was … money paid, 
commitment made to a friend, and at 4:30am the next morning the 
beginning of a journey that I would never forget, and lessons of life 
that would forever remain etched in my heart and soul of the 
tremendous ability of the human body, mind, and spirit to be 
stretched beyond its capacity to even comprehend.  

Just how far is 26.2 miles when compared to 6 miles?  When faced 
with a trial never before encountered, it may appear bigger than our 
capacity to endure.  I could relate to the physical and mental strain of 
running in a 10k race … and of the daily “runner’s high” that results 
from the training for such a race; but I could not relate to a race four 
times further than my longest quest.  I could only see in my mind’s 
eye the exhausted and physically challenged condition of those 
runners crossing the finish line as shown on national TV.  Of course 
they were running at what appeared to me a blistering speed (the 
current world record time for men is 2 hours 3 minutes and 38 
seconds, set by Patrick Makau of Kenya on September 25, 2011 in 
the Berlin Marathon), but that didn’t matter.  I could only relate to 
how I felt crossing the finish line after giving my best at a 10k race.   
The thought that I could endure “four” 10k races … back to back, 
was not even reasonable at the time. 
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Earth life is much like a marathon race.  I call it a race because it is a 
race against time.  How many grains of sand remain in our personal 
life hour-glass is not known, but we do know one day the last grain 
will pass through and our life as we know it on earth will end … in 
order for our life on the other side of the veil to begin.  We draw our 
first breath in this life as infants, unable to walk, talk, or even feed 
ourselves.  With the passing of time, we are able to exercise our free 
agency and start making choices that will define our earthly legacy.  
We don’t think much about how this race will end at that time in our 
lives … or that it even will end one day.  But because we have a wise 
Heavenly Father who designed this entire earthly experience for our 
benefit and growth, He has encouraged us to build our faith … as a 
means of support when trials come and we cannot see beyond our 
past or present experiences.  Faith is built … not just conveyed or 
passed on from our parents.  It is built by having desire, adding 
prayer, and acting upon impressions received, even if the space 
ahead seems dark and not defined.  In other words, development of 
our faith muscle builds endurance against life’s trials. 

When Lyle and I met on the race track that first morning at 4:30am to 
begin our training, I was so skeptical.  I had no confidence in my 
ability to endure such rigorous training, let alone get through the 
infamous “wall” that is known to discourage even the best from 
completing their goal of finishing the race.  We had only 6 weeks to 
train for the first Fiesta Bowl Marathon. It would take commitment 
and persistence to be ready in such a short time.  It would take faith 
that we could finish the race coupled with careful conditioning that 
we didn’t injure ourselves in the process of training. 

Training went well, actually.  We set as our daily routine, a five mile 
run, with a slow 10 mile run on the second Saturday, just to see how 
it felt.  We increased to a 15 mile Saturday run … with the goal of a 
twenty mile run a week before the marathon. 

Here is where life’s marathon and our Fiesta Bowl Marathon closed 
ranks.  With only two weeks to go, we were on our last stretch of the 
15-mile run and my legs felt as if they weighed 100 pounds each. As 
we crossed the railroad tracks at Southern Avenue … only five miles 
from home, my shoe caught the edge of one of the tracks and I went 
down.  My ankle and knee sustained the most impact, along with my 
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hands trying to break the fall [Find out what happened … by reading 
the book]. 

I have also experienced a runner’s high of sorts, when embracing 
trial.  Trial can place us in a most humble attitude if we so choose; an 
altered state of consciousness, allowing us to taste the sweetness of 
the atonement, and its far-reaching benefits to both spirit and mind.  
When I am able to put aside the pain of disappointment and anger, 
and replace those feelings with complete faith and trust in my Savior 
and focus on my love for Him, and to feel the effects of His love for 
me as evidenced by His willingness to atone for my sins, I have then 
crossed over the threshold into the realm of inner peace … a 
sweetness begins to fill my soul, and a sureness of hope that this too 
shall pass.   

Now back to the story … 

“For it must needs be, that there is an opposition in all things.”( 2 
Nephi 2: 11)  

For me this day, it was “the Wall.” 

I had heard about it; stories of heartache and dreams smashed as if 
there were a visible barrier set up across the road.  With no warning, 
legs crumble, muscles cramp, minds freeze, momentum stops, goals 
not achieved. 

I can’t remember when it started, but it might have been when I left 
the comfort of the runner’s high and started listening to the wails of 
my own body.  Every step became an irritation; any sound became a 
distraction as if pins were being dug into my head.   

The obstacle became larger than the prize at that moment.  I could 
not see the finish line. 

A trial that comes as if a thief in the night, unexpected, dark, ugly, 
smelly, and intent on doing harm can expose the weaknesses of our 
faith … even weakness in our core beliefs.  

I see myself as if it were yesterday … sitting down on the side of the 
curb.  The morning sun was warm … there were no homes built yet 
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along the temporary marathon raceway, just cactus and dirt.  My 
racing companion encouraged me until the very end and then he cut 
me loose.  I sat, dejected that I had let him down, and my wife and 
kids … what will they think if I don’t show up?  They were waiting for 
me at the finish line.  They had faith to wait.  I had lost my faith to 
finish. 

I believe in angels.  I didn’t call for one, but one showed up. [She is 
famous around the Malone household … and this account is even 
found to be repeated within the men’s locker stalls at the temple, 
even to this day – But you’ll have to read the book “for the rest of the 
story”] 

Overcoming trial in our lives often stands as a defining moment and 
says much about whom we are … but even more about who we are 
becoming.  Unlike crossing the finish line after running a marathon, 
our earthly trials are not over.  There is no stopwatch to clock the 
exact time it ended, usually no celebration or ribbons for victory 
handed out; only a quiet assurance that we did our best.  We speak 
almost in reverence of our trial, if we mention it at all … almost afraid 
to wake the embers still smoldering, from the fires of trial passed. 

Yet, we have to remind ourselves that we did “sign up for trial.” 

I may not be able to provide all of life’s questions in this small writing, 
even if I did have all the answers.  But this I do know … and you can 
know it too, that our Heavenly Father, your God in Heaven, knows 
you, loves you, and is fair and kind.  His mercy is infinite and 
unblemished in every way.  All will be made right in the afterlife; the 
scales of justice heavily weighted with what appeared to be 
unfairness during our earthly experience, will be balanced and made 
whole in the end. 

One of my most favorite scriptures embodies what I personally feel is 
my own mission statement, personal mantra, maybe even an epitaph 
for my headstone… is a cited in the Book of Mormon, by a prophet 
named Nephi, who saw in vision the people of our time and wrote 
words of incredible insight about our earthly experience of being 
tested: 
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“Wherefore, ye must press forward with a steadfastness in Christ, having a 
perfect brightness of hope, and a love of God and of all men. Wherefore, if ye 
shall press forward, feasting upon the word of Christ, and endure to the end, 
behold, thus saith the Father: Ye shall have eternal life.” (2 Nephi 31:20) 

Nephi testifies that that there are conditions to our returning to the 
presence of God as opposed to just passing from this life to the next.  
All men (and women) will be resurrected … uniting spirit with a 
perfected body.  But there will be a judgment rendered at this stage 
placing each of us in a state of happiness according to our 
faithfulness while on earth.  Nephi gives us several “keys” necessary 
if we are to live “with” God in an exalted state and not just under 
God’s influence.  As a side note, I suppose for those who never had a 
chance to know better, they must have been so valiant as spirit 
children that they did not need to be tested as you and I. Nor was 
their time on earth extended. Or maybe we are the blessed ones 
because we get a chance to become all that we could ever dream of 
becoming, born into a free country, with rights to choose which 
religion we will follow, with the freedom to make dreams a reality.   

Nephi goes on to teach that God expects us to be patient in our 
afflictions and have “faith” that whatever our circumstances in life, 
we can get through it and in the end it will have been for our good.  
To be “steadfast” in something is to be unwavering, constant, and 
strong, as we “press forward” in life.  When I read this passage I 
think of an oil painting I have seen over the years depicting a pioneer 
family crossing the plains in a blinding snow storm … but “leaning 
forward” and moving on.  That is how I want to be in confronting trial 
in my life … steadfast and moving forward in faith that all will be for 
my good, eventually. 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.lds.org/scriptures/bofm/2-ne/31.20?lang=eng
http://www.lds.org/scriptures/bofm/2-ne/31.20?lang=eng
http://www.lds.org/scriptures/bofm/2-ne/31.20?lang=eng
http://www.lds.org/scriptures/bofm/2-ne/31.20?lang=eng
http://www.lds.org/scriptures/bofm/2-ne/31.20?lang=eng
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WHY BAD THINGS HAPPEN TO GOOD PEOPLE.  

I can remember as if it were yesterday … through the dark, hollow 
sound of night it pierced as if a messenger from hell, sent to change 
our lives forever. 

Actually, it was a text message.  But it was 11pm.  We were in bed, 
not sleeping soundly, but asleep nonetheless when the alarm came 
from clear across the room.  How does a mother know?  She just 
does.  My wife bounded out of bed, which was an anomaly in itself … 
to confront squarely, bravely, whichever child or grandchild 
challenge lay ahead.  However, she was not prepared for this.   It 
simply read: [You must wait for the book to read this precious part – 
You won’t want to miss it]. 

How do you first react when trial enters your life?  The element of 
surprise is an advantage of free agency.  It strikes when we least 
expect it, with no time to think about how we might react should that 
first punch land with such force that your very core is shaken.  For 
most of us, the word “why?” follows the first punch in lightning speed 
… first a left and then a hard right: “Why her? Why now?” 

Sometimes when trial hits, our first reaction might be confusion or 
fear.  We can’t breathe, we can’t see, we can’t hear.  It’s like a train 
rushing past and we are left standing inches away from falling off the 
platform into its metal jaws. 

But we don’t fall. 

In the motion picture film “Rocky,” a man in the corner of the ring 
was always there to shout encouragement to Balboa.  His name was 
Mickey.  You might remember he was the gym owner and a 
somewhat grizzled former boxer who took a liking to Rocky early on 
and ultimately became his trainer.  During some intense fighting 
scenes, when Rocky had become either dazed or confused after 
being assaulted with a battery of blows at the hand of his bigger than 
life opponent, it was Mickey the trainer who was heard by his charge 
above the noise and confusion of the moment. “You can do this,” he 
would direct.   
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As part of our mortal experience, Heavenly Father has provided for 
our own personal trainer.  He is the 3rd member of the Godhead, 
often referred to as the Holy Ghost or Holy Spirit, because he is a 
personage of spirit without flesh and bone as are the Father and the 
Son. 

[More on this to come] 

When I reach a period of confusion in my life that I just can’t get a 
grip on, it helps if I combine study of the scriptures with prayer.  In 
the case of not understanding why God’s arm didn’t extend out in 
favor of my daughter ... I recalled the account in the Old Testament 
of Habakkuk, a very passionate prophet of religious depth and 
insight who saw what appeared to be an injustice at the hand of God 
and sort of called Him out on it.  If you read the first chapter of 
Habakkuk, you can tell that even a prophet of God gets frustrated 
sometimes, when prayers are not answered in what he considers a 
proper timeframe. 

ñO Lord, how long shall I cry (pray), and thou wilt not hear! (answer my 
prayers in a way I can understand) Even cry out unto of violence, and thou 
will not save! ò  (Habakkuk 1:2) 

And I paraphrase ... “Lord, I am thy prophet and have been praying 
with great fervor because my people, the people of Judah, have 
grown wicked and slothful in keeping God’s commandments ... and 
now are in a violent state of mind, and you are not responding with a 
solution.” 

The Lord responds in Verses 5-11 with (my version) ñOk, you want a 
solution? Watch and wonder; a miracle is about to happen.  I will send the 
wicked Chaldeans of the kingdom of Babylonia  to punish them.ò 

When Habakkuk learns that the borders of Jerusalem will be purged 
and overrun by the wicked Babylonians he expresses shock over the 
method the Lord chooses to punish the Judeans: “Thou that art of 
purer eyes than to behold evil, and that canst not look on perverseness, 
wherefore lookest thou upon them that deal treacherously, and holdest thy 
peace when the wicked swalloweth up the man that is more righteous than 
he (?)ò (Habakkuk 1:13) 
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Habakkuk just could not understand how God could use the wicked 
to punish people who were more righteous than their invaders, just 
as we are often temporarily blinded when bad things happen to good 
people.   

I can sense as I read this account, that Habakkuk, a prophet of God 
who had devoted his life to the preaching of God’s word was feeling 
quite alone as he perceived that God had turned a deaf ear to his 
prayers and pleadings on behalf of the people of Judea.  He called 
for a solution, but not at the hand of these ruthless barbarians. 

Jesus Christ, the most perfect mortal who ever lived, had moments 
when all was not clear before him.  Even the Savior, as he hung on 
the cross, cried out, ñMy God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?ò 
(Matt. 27:46 ) 

The prophet Joseph Smith, while incarcerated in Liberty Jail under 
false charges in 1839, plead with the Lord for deliverance from his 
capturers as he learned of the murderous and inhumane treatment 
of those who professed membership in the restoration of Christ’s 
church.  Feeling alone and abandoned, he cried:  

 ñO God, where art thou? And where is the pavilion that covereth thy 
hiding place? 

ñHow long shall thy hand be stayed, and thine eye, yea thy pure eye, 
behold from the eternal heavens the wrongs of thy people and of thy 
servants, and thine ear be penetrated with their cries?  

ñYea, O Lord, how long shall they suffer these wrongs and unlawful 
oppressions, before thine heart shall be softened toward them, and thy 
bowels be moved with compassion toward them?ò (D&C 121:1ï3.) 

I once hired a ward member who was experiencing a stretch of 
unemployment, to help me fulfill a commitment to a client of mine that 
involved painting a spare room for one of their parents to occupy.  As 
we were painting he happened to notice a fancy European made car 
pass by with the driver apparently enjoying a rather large cigar in 
one hand and what looked like an alcoholic beverage in the other.  
My friend stopped painting and just looked defeated.   “Why is it,” my 
friend exclaimed, “that my efforts to live the gospel, obey the word of 

http://lds.org/scriptures/nt/matt/27.46?lang=eng#45
http://lds.org/scriptures/dc-testament/dc/121.1-3?lang=eng#0
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wisdom, and try to obtain an honest living for my family, go unnoticed 
by God?  It is as if He doesn’t care.”  

It is hard not to notice others apparent success when we are 
screaming inside for help.  Yes, we become somewhat disturbed 
when we witness immorality and drug use being sung about by 
popular recording artists and portrayed on the big screen as 
fashionable and acceptable behavior ... while these individuals rake 
in enough money to shield them pretty much against anything that 
life can throw at them.  Yes, it is hard at times to keep everything in 
perspective when we have more month than money to cover it. 

I once had occasion to meet the parents of a young man 
incarcerated in a County jail for drug abuse and criminal behavior, in 
connection with my assignment on the stake high council.  This 
faithful couple could not understand how their son could have taken 
this road of destruction when they had always tried to set the proper 
example for him.  They held family home evenings each Monday 
night, attended church regularly, and sacrificed considerable time in 
support of their son in church and school activities, while families 
who appeared to be less active and less involved with their children 
had son’s in the mission field and college.  “What good did it do?” 
they questioned.  

It certainly does appear at times that incongruities exist in our lives, 
especially when we begin to compare ourselves with others … and 
because we do not possess insight into the future, we cannot always 
see the designs of the Lord or the long term fruits of our faithfulness.  

[Habakkuk’s lesson will be an important lesson for us all to 
understand … stay tuned] 

Actually, as I look back on those terrifying moments from the time 
that text message cut through the dark at 11pm on that memorable 
night ... I am quite relieved that we chose to kneel immediately and 
turn to our Father in Heaven, as wave after wave of bad news kept 
coming in over the next few days.  We never know for certain how we 
will react when faced with such paralyzing thoughts as possibly 
losing a child, grown or otherwise.  We think we are prepared, but 
that is only dress rehearsal.   When the actual curtain opens, the 
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heat of the spotlight is felt knowing all eyes are on you ... it is “action 
time, baby” (to paraphrase a well-known call to action). 

Another example of a people taught to be patient in their afflictions 
and to suspend judgment for a time, were the saints written about in 
the book of Malachi.  I usually turn to the 3rd chapter of Malachi for 
God’s instruction regarding the principle of “tithing.”  But it also 
contains pertinent advice to us even today, as we struggle to 
understand when bad things happen.   
 
It appears from the tone of this scripture, that the God of Israel is not 
pleased with the saint’s observance of the laws and ordinances of 
the gospel instituted in generations preceding theirs, commonly 
referred to as “your fathers.”  God teaches a great principle in Verse 
7 that is important for us not to forget as we forge through trial.  He 
states simply … “… Return unto me, and I will return unto you, saith the Lord 
of Hosts.”  I believe God is always on call, 24/7/365.  It is not in His 
perfect nature to desert us in time of need or any other time.  Yet, we 
often get caught up in the emotion and stress of trial and “forget” He 
is there, ever willing to provide comfort if we would but “return to 
Him.”  I suppose this means more than just send me a prayer once in 
a while so I know you are ok.  I believe He wants us to repent of our 
anger, our hesitancy to forgive, our actions against the 
commandments as handed down by Moses the Prophet of God to the 
children of Israel.  In other words, give me a reason to bless you.  
Make it easier by giving me your heart and your very soul, because I 
sent my Son to pay for those sins you are now committing. There is 
no reason for you to keep carrying them around. 
 
The saints described in the book of Malachi were not convinced that 
serving God returned blessings.  The Lord told them to write down in 
a book of remembrance those things that mattered to them and then 
hold off making judgment about the future until after the Lord 
gathers the righteous from the unrighteous and then you shall see 
the benefits of being on the Lord’s side. 
 
Our earthly vision is mostly blurred when seemingly unfair and unjust 
things happen to us or to those we love.  It is as though our ability to 
see clearly has been distorted as when our eyes are dilated by our 
Optometrist during an eye exam.  No matter how distorted our vision 
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when we walk out into the sunlight, we will recover full use of our 
senses with patience and in time. 
 
Trial can also distort our vision, blur our spiritual senses … causing 
us to grope and stagger away from Heavenly Father’s plan of 
happiness and assurances of comfort and peace.  When we allow 
anger and blame into our heart, it is as though our spiritual senses 
become dilated, unable to see clearly the pathway we were on 
before trial hit.  We must remember God’s words when we feel this 
happening: “… Return unto me, and I will return unto you, saith the Lord of 
Hosts.” (Malachi 3:7)  And give it time. 

Do you see why we spent so much time in previous chapters building 
a foundation of faith and understanding about “where” we came from 
before this life and “why” we must receive trial in our lives?  Because 
of that understanding I am acutely aware that things could have 
turned out differently.   

It's not what happens to you, but how you react to it that 

matters. Epictetus  

I love “quotes.”  They say so much with so little.  As I look around my 
writing “la-bor-a-tory,” the quotes printed in bold type expose my 
state of mind at the exact time I decided to pull myself up and dust 
myself off after being without job or income for over two years.  They 
read: 

 “Without Goliath There is no David.” (Author unknown) 

 “Wherefore, ye must press forward with a steadfastness in 
Christ, having a perfect brightness of hope, and a love of God 
and of all men.  Wherefore, if ye shall press forward, feasting 
upon the word of Christ, and endure to the end, behold, thus 
saith the Father: Ye shall have eternal life.” (2 Nephi 31:20)         
*Although he probably never read this scripture, I believe Doc 
exemplified the content as much as anyone I have ever known. 

 “Ok, I’ve hit bottom ... I decided I don’t like the view, so I’m on 
my way back up.” (Charles P. Malone) 

http://quotationsbook.com/quotes/author/2318/
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 “History’s most notable winners won because they refused to 
become discouraged by their defeats.” (Author unknown) 

 “Fear is overcome through repetition.” (Author unknown)  

I have used the quote by “Epictetus” many times ... and usually as a 
clarion call to remind myself that in the school of “What happens to 
us” our grade is determined by “How we react.” 

So I did a little research on the subject Epictetus to see if he really 
did understand what he quoted; you know, did he really suffer; was 
he really tried? 

I suppose born into slavery and then banished for the rest of his life 
does give one license to quote on the subject: 

ά9ǇƛŎǘŜǘǳǎ (Greek: ό́ ɑəŰɖŰɞɠ; AD 55 ï AD 135) was a Greek sage and Stoic 

philosopher. He was born a slave at Hierapolis, Phrygia (present day Pamukkale, 

Turkey), and lived in Rome until banishment when he went to Nicopolis in 

northwestern Greece where he lived the rest of his life. His teachings were noted 

down and published by his pupil Arrian in his Discourses. 

Philosophy, Epictetus taught, is a way of life and not just a theoretical discipline. 

To Epictetus, all external events are determined by fate, and are thus beyond our 

control, but we can accept whatever happens calmly and dispassionately. 

Individuals, however, are responsible for their own actions, which they can 
examine and control through rigorous self-discipline. 

Suffering arises from trying to control what is uncontrollable, or from neglecting 

what is within our power. As part of the universal city that is the universe, human 

beings have a duty to care for all fellow humans. The person who follows these 

precepts will achieve happiness and peace of mind.ò                                                   

(From Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia) 

The Philosopher Epictetus caught a glimpse of what we know to be 

free agency at work when he wrote: “... all external events are 

determined by fate, and thus beyond our control ...” He realized “life 

happens,” whether we are good, righteous, and attend Sunday 

School every Sunday and twice on Monday – or if our feet have never 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ancient_Greek
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ancient_Greece
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Philosophy
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Stoicism
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Philosophy
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Slavery_in_ancient_Greece
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hierapolis
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Phrygia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pamukkale
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Turkey
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rome
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nicopolis
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Greece
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Arrian
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Discourses_of_Epictetus
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Destiny
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Eudaimonia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ataraxia
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touched the holy tile of a sanctuary. “But,” he goes on to say, “... we 

can accept whatever happens calmly and dispassionately.” Or as 

quoted above, “it is how you react to it that matters.” 

I like what Epictetus had to say about individuals being responsible 

for their own actions. We have “choice,” and with choice and agency 

to choose we bear the responsibility for those choices.  I think 

sometimes we really take out the baseball bat on ourselves on this 

principle.  We love to look in the rear view mirror and criticize 

ourselves for our choices in life.  If there is anything I hope to instill in 

you the reader – and perhaps settle in your mind, is the principle of 

“life is one eternal round,” and that our choices are meant to teach 

us, test us, stretch us, and school us.  Good choices confirm our 

beliefs; bad choices take us to school.  Now I am not telling you to go 

out and start making bad choices ... but I am telling you to stop 

beating yourself up for making “what now appears to have been a 

bad choice,” looking in hindsight. 

God knows our intentions, our thoughts, our desires, and our 

weaknesses.  He knew you would make poor choices along with 

good ones.  He knew earth life would be full of temptations for this 

mortal body.  He knew we would fail, and He provided a way back.  

The key to all this discussion about choice and responsibility for our 

actions is that in the end, “it is how we react to our trial that matters 

most.” 

Those who choose to ignore the evidences discussed as “Basic 

Truths” herein seem to have more difficulty in accepting life’s trials 

as “good for us,” as do others whose faith-o-meter may be 

registering below the “add” line.  Sometimes our trial seems to be 

more like the marathon experience and we just get worn down, and 

our “faith threads” start to show.  [More on this in the book] 
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ñCharacter cannot be developed in ease and quiet. Only through 
experience of trial and suffering can the soul be strengthened, vision 
cleared, ambition inspired, and success achieved.ò 
ð Helen Keller, American social activist, public speaker and 
author (1880 -1968  
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THIS TOO SHALL PASS [CONCLUSION]   

Ecclesiastes 3:1 [To every thing there is a season, and a time to every purpose 

under the heaven] 

 

“As we pass through the trials of life, let us keep an eternal perspective, let us not 

complain, let us become even more prayerful, let us serve others, and let us 

forgive one another. As we do this, ‘all things [will] work together for good to 

[us] that love God.’ ” Dieter F. Uchtdorf, “Continue in Patience,” Ensign, May 

2010, 57 

 

As I walked hurriedly alongside the gurney carrying my nephew, my 

knees threatening to give way to shock and disbelief, I chanced a 

glance at the burned figure which had no resemblance to the 

handsome, dark haired, Elvis impersonating character I knew and 

loved.  How could this happen, I thought?  This man had it all – looks, 

intelligence, ambition, values, integrity.  Why him? [I left out the 

beginning of the story which tells “what happened”] 

 

At least if you have read this far, you know the answer yourself to the 

question, “why him?”  If you have forgotten, read again the words 

and thoughts expressed in the previous chapter entitled, “Why Bad 

Things Happen to Good People.” 

 

So let’s use this final chapter to put the previous chapters in 

perspective … and provide some solutions and hope. 

 

I love life!  I really do - because without it, you’re dead!  So the good 

news is, if you are still reading along, you are ALIVE.  There is still 

TIME.  Isn’t that a wonderful thought to build on? We are alive – and 

we have time. 

 

For my nephew, time would actually stand still, or so it must have 

felt.  Once it was determined he would actually survive the accident, 

then came the lengthy process of reconstruction – painful surgery 

http://www.lds.org/scriptures/ot/eccl/3?lang=eng
http://www.lds.org/scriptures/ot/eccl/3?lang=eng
http://www.lds.org/ldsorg/v/index.jsp?hideNav=1&locale=0&sourceId=5317b73f64838210VgnVCM100000176f620a____&vgnextoid=2354fccf2b7db010VgnVCM1000004d82620aRCRD
http://www.lds.org/ldsorg/v/index.jsp?hideNav=1&locale=0&sourceId=5317b73f64838210VgnVCM100000176f620a____&vgnextoid=2354fccf2b7db010VgnVCM1000004d82620aRCRD
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after painful surgery.  The terrible trauma relived in each frightening 

nightmare, fueled with pain killing drugs, would be enough to do 

most people in, but this man was no ordinary man.  He chose his 

response to this tragedy.  Let me repeat that … he chose his 

response to this tragedy.  And it was to fight. 
 

“Nobody is trial free, but we have a choice. 

We can choose to allow our experiences to hold us back, and to not allow us to 

become great or achieve greatness in this life. 

Or, we can allow our experiences to push us forward, to make us grateful for 

every day we have and to be all the more thankful for those who are around us.” 

-Elizabeth Smart 
Child Advocate and Abuse Survivor 
 

I chose to entitle the last chapter in this book of encouragement with 
the phrase, “This Too Shall Pass,” as a way of connecting us, you 
and I, to the purposes of earth life and beyond … and to one another 
as you eventually close the cover of this book and open your eyes 
and heart to the possibilities that lie ahead. 

What power these four words bring to any writing of encouragement 
– a reminder to us all that life is not motionless, but rather always on 
the move; that trial has its season, as does sunshine and peace. 

There seems to be some consensus among historians of poetry and 
the written word … and Joe around the corner, that this popular 
phrase had its origin in Persian poetry and Jewish folklore.   

The Persians tell of an Indian Maharaja who sentenced three wise men in his 
court to death.  Not wanting to be judged by his people as heartless, the great 
king provided a way for them to escape death. “If, by tomorrow morning you can 
give me something that will make me happy and sad … both at the same time, I 
will spare your lives.” 

The condemned men thought for a while and then called for the royal jeweler. 
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The next morning, the three wise men were summoned by the Maharaja to 
report their efforts, the king expecting only a brief delay of their execution.  
Instead, they presented him with a ring. 

 
"Do you think a mere ring will save your lives?" he asked. 
 
"Read the inscription, your Greatness," said one of the wise men. 
 
The Maharajah looked, and there, engraved on the inside of the ring, were the 
words, "This too shall pass." 
 
He was sad, because he realized that in spite of all his wealth and power he 
would one day pass away and all would be lost; but he was also happy because 
he realized that when bad things happened, they too would pass. 
 

I love this proverb, etched in the sands of time, for it is an eternal 
principle wrapped in simplicity, yet complex in its content.  To the 
one enjoying a season of prosperity, it brings sadness to think the 
season will end soon.  To the one enduring trial, it brings hope and 
sunshine to a troubled soul. 

Abraham Lincoln even used this phrase in a speech given in 1859 
before the Wisconsin State Agricultural Society in Milwaukee:  “It is 
said an Eastern monarch once charged his wise men to invent him a sentence, to 
be ever in view, and which should be true and appropriate in all times and 
situations. They presented him the words: "And this, too, shall pass away." How 
much it expresses! How chastening in the hour of pride! How consoling in the 
depths of affliction!” (Collected Works of Abraham Lincoln, edited by Roy P. Basler.) 

Whether or not this phrase stemmed from the artistic minds of 
Persian Sufi poets, or Jewish folklore passed from one generation to 
the next naming the eastern monarch as one King Solomon … or 
even as used by “Honest Abe” to drive home a point, the phrase has 
eternal roots reaching far beyond this earth life to a time of great 
excitement when God’s mortal plan of happiness was announced, 
and the subject matter of trial took center stage (See chapter on 
“Basic Truths”).  Trial would become the schoolmistress; and even 
she would need a break now and then. 

http://www.hti.umich.edu/l/lincoln/
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Hope is also non-denominational.  It can reside in all men (and 
women) but takes work sometimes to see through the dark shadows 
of trial and find a little hope.  Satan has found that if he can cause us 
to lose hope, that the natural man in us has almost no bounds.  But 
with hope, even those confined in the darkest environment or facing 
the most severe of trials can find light. 

I have the opportunity of being involved with prison ministry as part 
of my current church calling.  Because of this “experience” I have 
seen the Apostle Paul’s teachings in Romans, Chapter 5 come to life.  
Many of those incarcerated in the state prison system face lifetime 
sentences for their crimes.  If anyone would have license to lose 
hope, it would be John (not his real name).  John is a sex offender. 

Sex offenders, in the ranking of crimes against society, place near 
the bottom according to inmates I have spoken with.   Even if their 
crime was not the taking of a life, the label “sex offender,” remains 
their constant companion through mortality.  I have discovered that 
our society has no place in its heart for sex offenders, even if they 
have successfully served their “time” as administered by a court of 
law.    

Yet, I have seen light of hope enter the heart of a man serving back to 
back life sentences; not hope of release from incarceration, but hope 
of forgiveness.  John looks forward to his ray of sunshine arriving in 
his mail box once a month from his church mentor, sometimes 
referred to as a “home teacher,” as they are called in the Church of 
Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints.  John has received many letters of 
hope from his mentor, as well as personal visits on a monthly basis.  
Each letter and each visit is intended to bring hope of forgiveness 
and promise that Christ’s atonement covers them as well.   

Bruce Herr, as the Poston Butte Branch President, oversees the 
prison ministry efforts in three sections of the Florence, AZ prison 
system, for the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints:   

“It has opened by eyes to the fact that even for those who have 
committed crimes and are in prison for an awfully long time, some for 
a lifetime, I have seen firsthand how much Heavenly Father loves 
these men and wants them to return home,” says President Herr 



64 
 

after serving in prison ministry for over two years (As quoted in the 
Beehive newspaper). 
 

Mel Willis, serving in a similar capacity as the La Palma Branch 

President, oversees the Florence Processing Units and Pinal County 

Jail inmates.  Commenting on Sunday services offered by members 

of his Branch to any inmate wanting to participate, a member of the 

church or not, had this to say: 

 

“It’s interesting, but it happens every single time.  We have fourteen 

(14) different classes at 14 different times, but when you slide the 

gate open, and then the men and women (inmates) come in, there is 

such an obvious spirit that they are loved by Heavenly Father and 

that they are very, very elect.”  President Willis goes on to say, 

“Elder Lees quoted Elder [David A.] Bednar as having said, working 

in the prison offers “a front row seat to the workings of the 

atonement of Jesus Christ” (As quoted in the Beehive newspaper). 

 

Indeed, hope is attainable, necessary, and vital to our continuing 

with faith that “this too shall pass.” 

 

No discussion about hope would be complete without something 

about the life of a famous President of the United States. 

 

You and I will need to develop faith, in order to see trial the way I 

describe it in this writing.  It was designed that way in the beginning, 

and you and I agreed to it.  We would have free agency to choose … 

but if we developed faith in more than that which we could see, and 

grew to understand the Savior’s words to his apostles, that He would 

send the “Comforter” in times of trial, to guide us … to see us 

through to the other side of trial, the bright side.  But the purpose of 

this book, written as a guide to help you understand more fully the 

nature of trial and how to use it to help fulfill your legacy, is to be 

right by your side through whatever trial or opposition you might be 

experiencing at this time, reminding you that “this too shall pass” 
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and the bright sun will shine again in your life.  But before it does, 

learn to taste the “sweetness” offered by trial, as you experience the 

Saviors love for you by accepting His atonement for YOUR sins and 

YOUR struggles, and allow the Comforter to fill your heart and soul 

with evidence of life before and life hereafter, as one eternal round.  

We were before, we are now, and we will become. 

 

I offer my solemn and sincere testimony to those who took the time 

to not only read and turn the pages, but who also found the strength 

to fall to their knees in humble supplication and invite the spirit of 

God to enter and to reside.  I promise you, as one who has traveled 

and is traveling the journey of life with trial as my guide, that God is a 

fair and loving Heavenly Father who resisted “the easy and sure 

way” that would have meant no pain, no suffering, no struggle, no 

choices, no faith, no trial, no growth; but instead provided a way 

back to Him that would be a journey of twists and turns, deep valleys 

and steep hills … and roadblocks, so that we would learn.  Yet, He 

would not leave us “comfortless.”  He would send His spirit to guide 

us, but we would have to live in such a way as to invite this 

personage into our lives; to be willing to repent of our wrongdoings 

and submit ourselves to becoming better. 

 

Our loving Heavenly Father would also send us instructions in the 

form of personal revelation to help us in our journey, but we would 

need to learn to recognize it when it comes.  He would allow trial into 

our lives as an opportunity to develop ourselves to hear this personal 

revelation. 

 

He would choose leaders on earth to act as prophets, seers, and 

revelators, to act as His mortal representatives in revealing and 

interpreting truth.  They would write His word, in the form of 

scripture, to be used in the life-long pursuit of learning how to make 

our way back into His presence, after our earth life has ended.  If we 

would learn His word as spoken to us in the scriptures, He would 
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send us hope, through His son, Jesus Christ, that ALL mankind may 

be saved through His grace and by our works in keeping the 

commandments. 

 

It is my testimony that Heavenly Father has provided a way to 

become reunited with our loved ones who have departed before us.  

There is no cause to mourn the complete loss of a loved one taken by 

death … but only a temporary separation.  It would be cruel to 

imagine ourselves being allowed to love and then to not have that 

love continue and to be built upon.  As the scriptures testify, all 

things have been created spiritually before they were created 

physically.  All living things shall live on.  

 

I have struggled with a closing for this book.   I have never 

experienced such a hunger to finish something, yet find myself 

unable to finish because there is more to write.   

 

[You won’t be able to wait for the concluding story …] 

 

 

Thank you for taking the time to read portions of my first book.  I hope I 

didnõt frustrate you by leaving out so much that what I did leave in didnõt 

make sense.  I wanted to provide you with a taste, but hopefully create a 

desire for more.  That will tell me if I am on the right track or not. 

 

If you think you have a talent for proof-reading, I would be happy to 

provide you with a full copy of the book draft in exchange for noting 

typos, sentence structure, inconsistencies, etc.  And if you think I need to 
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add more / less to a section, I would appreciate your thoughts on that as 

well. 

 

I will be happy to provide you a free copy of the book when it is 

published, for your efforts. 

 

Again, thank you for taking the time to read portions of the book.  If you 

feel you would like to share references to the blog where this condensed 

version can be found, please do so.  At this stage before publication, I 

would love to see lots of input. 

 

Please visit http://thesweetnessoftrial.wordpress.com and leave a comment. 

 

Gratefully, 

Chuck Malone 

http://thesweetnessoftrial.wordpress.com/

