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'Would I like to know more about the Mormon Church? I can't believe my friends are 
asking me this. I'm sure they realize that I grew up in Salt Lake City and already know 
about their religion." Such were my initial thoughts one evening in New York City when 
some Mormon friends sprang the golden question. Yet I found myself saying that I 
would take the missionary lessons. I was almost surprised to feel an urging within 
myself to more thoroughly investigate something which I had rejected so long ago. 

As I went home that night I mused about why, at 25 years of age in New York City, I 
would take another look at a religion which I considered to be a small and somewhat 
eccentric branch of Christian fundamentalism. The main answer I came up with was that 
I had investigated about everything else under the sun; so why not take one more hard 
look before I dismissed it for good. 

My Life to that point seemed like a never ending search for some deeper reaIiiy than I 
found readily apparent in my day-to-day environment. At first I was fascinated by the 
frontiers of the mind. By the time I was eleven I had read most of the books in the Salt 
Lake City Library on extrasensory perception and mental telepathy. During junior 
high school years I became an expert in hypnotism and the power of suggestion and 
did research on optical illusions. 
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As a child I attended an Episcopal church, but developed an increasingly cautious 
attitude about religious conversion. My studies of the mind had revealed to me how 
prone individuals are to self-deluding leaps of faith. Consequently, I vowed that I 
would resist such leaps to the utmost of my ability until I had searched as honestly 
and thoroughly as I was able and until what final leap might eventually be necessary 
would be based to the extent possible on knowledge and self-knowledge. This 
attitude resulted in most of my youth being spent as a skeptic and a aitic of others' 
beliefs. If I was outwardly tolerant it belied the processesof my mind which were 
constantly analyzing and pi- apart what I felt were the inadequacies of the world 
views of those around me. By the time I graduated from college, however, I realized 
that somehow I must find some affirmative belief of my own. 

Soon after I started doing graduate work in Germany, I decided to put myself through a 
self-analysis. I wanted to see if there was some common denominator within me which 
could mognize personal truths. 

After about a month of trying to purge myself of all elements which had been imposed by 
others or picked up by habit rather than emerging from some truth or essence within, I 
began to feel as if I were falling into nothingness. The sensation was like jumping into a 
well, falling further and further into darkness with the light at the mouth of the well 
representing all that was recognizable and secure, becoming less and less distinct, and at 
the same time falling into a dimensionless void without parameters or signposts to orient 
oneself. Eventually I felt that I had hit bottom and then began to rebuild. I was surprised 
how few perspectives I had that seemed to be purely in tune with what I felt was an 
inner essence that I had discovered. 

This intemal mechanism was not like a book which I could open at will and read what 
was right and what directions I should take in life. It was more like a tuning fork. When 
thoughts or experiences rang true to me or at the right pitch, to use the simile, the tuning 
fork within would begin to resonate, to signal that I was receivng ideas or directions or 
concepts which were in harmony with this internal signal. 

I wasn't sure if this dimension within me was a synthesis of all my intellectual, emotional 
andinstinctive faculties or whether it found its source from something more universal. In 
any event I came to trust that this signal should be the source of the final discernment of a 
matter after all thoughts and emotions had been consulted. In the next several years I 
learned by trial and error that not paying attention to that beacon was a mistake. 

I now had a firm sense that if there was a way of life that was true or right, I would 
recognize it if I found it. So I began a renewed effort to review different moral, 
philisophical and religious outlooks as well as scientific, particularly psychological and 
behavioral views of man. After a year in Germany, I spent a year working and thenbegan 
attending law school. Every moment I could spare from my legal studies 1 pursued my 
personal investigations. Sometimes I would stay up an entire night pouring over the 
writings of an original thinker such asNietzshte or a particularly penetrating moralist. I 
finally became rather discouraged about the prospect of finding any kind of absolute 
answers. So I put my search in low gear for the time being and began to pursue more 
immediate concerns. 

Yet, I still could not deny the force within me which somehow told me that I should 
persevere in my search for more universal perspectives. More than anytiung else in the 
last year my inner beacon had responded affirmatively to C h r i s Y  s message of b e .  I had 
a  cult time conceiving of his actual divinity, but I felt that I probably needed to 
reconsider the implications of his life and ministry. I was in the process of doing so when 
my Mormon friends asked me if I wanted to investigate their church. When I recalled the 



past several years, I had to admit I had given about everything else a chance. Now was 
the time, I thought, to make a final appraisal of even this unlikely Church. 

During the first several missionary lessons, it was reconfirmed that I was already 
reasonably well informed on the basic doctrines of the Church. In hter lessons I became 
more aggressive in trying to contradict the two young men who were teaching me, and 
pointed out many of the strongest arguments against the Church that I had learned so 
well growing up as a non-Mormon in Salt Lake City. Yet despite the ease with which 
I could sometimes bring their arguments to a dead end, I was impressed by their 
reaction to my analytical sorties. They would always fall back on their personal 
testimony, that they had an inner knowledge that what they taught was true as 
though they were in tune to their own inner beacons. I was well aware that a clever 
arguer can seemingly make a shambles of any message, whether it is true or not, and 
began to think that perhaps I was trying to be a little bit too clever. 

I was skeptical, though, because when I analyzed the church and its claims from a purely 
intellectual point of view, it was my honest assessment that the whole thing was simply 
not believable. From what I had read it appeared that there was not a prominent 
non-Mormon archeologist who felt that there was much of a possiWty that the 
civilization described in the Book of Mormon existed. As far as I knew, similar 
conclusions seemed to hold true for non-Mormon anthropologists who had looked 
at the Mormon claims that Indians are direct descendants of OldTestament Semites. 
I also had a hard time understanding why the Mormon Church should be the only 
group or institution I had ever found that denied privileges to the Negro on other 
than man-inspired discriminatory grounds. In short, it seemed that if one was going 
tobe rational by 20th century standards, there was not much of a likelihood that one 
would end up believing in the claims of the Church. 

In spite of such questions I decided to try to live their religion. I thought that if there 
was a chance in the world that it was true in spite of my best rational assessments to 
the contrary, I was going to let that inner beacon, or what the missionaries called the 
Spirit of Christ, give me feedback on the matter. 

To my surprise, over a few months, my commitment to living their way of life increased. 
Each step I took in living the tenents of this church led me to take another. I was by no 
means desperate to leap into something just to find s d t y ;  as a matter of fact, it was 
with reluctance at some points that I decided to make additional commitments. For 
instance, going to church had been a distasteful thing for me ever since I was quite young 
and had noticed the piousness that some people exude this one day a week only. Yet 
before long I began to go to church regularly. In each case when I took another step in 
living the gospel as taught by The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, Icould feel 
the seed that was planted there grow and yield satisfaction and fulfillment. 

Learning to pray was the most diflicult initial step for me. Getting humbly on my knees to 
pray about material, some of which I assumed down deep was nothing but fantasy, to a 
God I couldn't conceive of, seemed almost absurd at times. Yet still having faith in 
that urging within me which kept telling me that there was truth to be discovered 
which was better and truer than what I had yet found, I bowed my head and prayed. 
It was a fatal exercise at first. Eventually, though, I felt a longing to return again and 
again, to come in tune with the currents in the depths of myself in search of the 
eternal within and a sense of the infinite beyond. 

I soon began to feel a polarity within myself. My mind would go over it again and again, 
but I could not escape the conclusion that the claims of this church were simply not 
believable; they just seemed too unlikely. On the other hand, I had never before 
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experienced such a constant and growing satisfaction from anything in which I had 
previously been involved. I began to feel that whether or not final truths were ever 
discoverable in a pure form I should grasp that which best brings me most in harmony 
with what I feel in my inner essence of with the Spirit of Christ. In other 
words, whether or not the claims of the Mormon Church were literally true, I was 
beginning to feel that there was no reason not to embrace their way of life since it was 
superior to all other philosophies, religions, or outlooks I had yet found or manufactured. 

After I reached this conclusion I began to pray more fervently concerning the 
truthfulness of this church. One evening after reading one of the last sections of the Book 
of Mormon, I decided that more than ever before I must completely absorb myself in 
prayer, somehow communicate with God, if he was there. I knelt in deep supplication 
for a few minutes, then found that thoughts and temptations began to enter my mind. I 
felt as if some force was trying to keep me from praying. I tried in vain to break out of a 
darkness which engulfed me. After some time I lay on the floor of my apartment 
exhausted but free from this iduence. The next two evenings much the same type of 
occurrence ensued when I attempted to pray for an answer to my questions about the 
Book of Mormon and the Mormon Church. 

On the burth evening I completed the Book of Mormon for the first time since I had 
finished the missionary lessons. With all the earnestness I possessed I prayed once again. 
Almost immediately a power came over me that was so strong it pulled me out of the 
concentration of my prayer. I got up to see if someone was in the darkness of my mom, 
for I felt something there. Finding nothing, I dropped to my knees again, but 
immediately felt completely engulfed in a suffocating darkness. I had the sensation of 
being thrown by someone or something, and fell against the wall by which I had been 
kneeling. As I struggled to get up off the floor, I had never been in such despair in my life. 
With every ounce of strength that I still possessed I returned to my knees and called for 
my Father in Heaven. 

At that moment a warm, burning sensation came flowing into my body. In concurrence 
with this feeling a light surrounded me and filled my entire being. Then a voice spoke to 
me which filled me as completely as the light and the burning. It said, "John, the Book of 
Mormon is true. Let your Uncle Joseph know that I have a n s w e ~ d  your prayers. You 
will see him before he leaves this earth." Then the light and the burning subsided. 
Exhausted, I went to bed. 

In the morning I got up and wrote a letter to my great uncle, Joseph Fielding Smith, 
President of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, whom I had never met, 
explaining who I was, that I had received an answer to my prayers and was joining the 
Church. Instead of mailing the letter 1 pushed it to the back of my desk and went on to 
my responsibilities. As the letter lay on my desk for several days, 1 went over and over 
what had happened. I explored the possibility that I had become so worked up in my 

I desire to receive ananswer that my unconscious had fabricated the sensations that came 
1 over me and the voice which spoke to me. On the other hand, that force within me that 
1 had pushed me my entire life and had never let me rest or be satisfied with that I had 

found said, 'Yes, you have found the truth." As usual, I gave in to my inner 
promptings. I mailed the letter to President Smith and communicated to the local 
bishop that I had decided to join The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. 

I was in an interesting predicament. It seemed as though I had progressed from faith or 
hope to real personal knowledge that the gospel as taught by this Church was true, but at 
the same time there was my critical intellect which still questioned various claims of the 
Church. I had never expected that faith and knowledge would precede belief, but in 
some respects, it had happened. 
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A short time after my baptism 1 experienced a confirmation of the truthfulness of the 
communication I had receivedin response to my prayers. I recalled that the voice had 
toldme that I would seepresident Smith"before heleft this earth." President Smith had 
not responded to my letter, but I thought that perhaps someday Imight be able to shake 
his hand. Shortly after I was baptized, however, I was in Salt Lake City and an aunt of 
mine said out of the blue, '111 bet you would like to meet and talk with President Smith, 
wouldn't you." I was so surprised, but within a few days I had the singular opportunity 
to meet him and to sit down and converse withhim for about an hour. A few dayslater he 
suddenly died. I thought back to the promise of the voice and felt humbled and gratified. 
Doubts were gradually dispelled frommy mind after that event, not, Ibelieve, because I 
had given up maintaining a aitical intellect, but because I would better allow 
communications from God to reach me and the blessings and realities of the gospel to 
take their proper perspective in my mind as well as in my heart. 

It may appear to a non-Mormon reader that I have fallen victim of self-delusions of a type 
that I had wanted so much to avoid, a spiritual conversion through emotional catharsis 
based on an overwhelming desire to confirm what I wanted to believe. All I can say to the 
skeptic is that living the gospel of Jesus Christ as taught by the MonnonChurch works. It 
changes one's life for the better and one receives spiritual confirmation of the comxtness 
of this commitment. 

I searched my entire life as much as was humanly possible for me to discover truth. 
Armed with the best theories of man and a skepticism that had kept me from accepting 
any other religion, philosophy, or definitive outlook during periods when I needed 
security much more than when Iinvestigated theMormon Church, I had to face spiritual 
reality when I found it. I feel I have continued to maintain a critical intellect. The result has 
been that my commitment and conversion to this Church and to Christ have kept 
growing, for I have received confirmation many times in many ways since then of the 
truthfulness of this Church. 

It is difficult for many people today to bow their heads and humbly pray about a "new 
church with claims that are so dramatic. Yet it is my firm belief that whoever plants the 
seed of this Church in his heart and humbles himself just enough to let it grow, will travel 
down the same road that I have. As so many people in all walks of life al l  over the world 
are experiencing, he will come to know that Christ's true church exists onthe earth today: 
The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. 




