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“Ye Who Are Weary –
Come Home": a 'Mormon'
Werewolf
Bruce T. Forbes,
written 2009

There are two paths to take with a werewolf story – the first
path is spilled over with blood and carnage, while the second path
carries the themes of being Foresaken and then Redeemed. I’m a
Sunday School teacher – which route to you think I’m taking? I
think Redemption and Deliverance are far more important than all
the exciting violence and blood and gore such a story could
contain … Aren't they?

My proofreaders tell me that you deserve to be warned that Edgar
Rice Burroughs and H. G. Wells are two of my favorite authors, and
since this takes place in much the same time period in which they
were writing, I have tried to emulate the language of that time,
which means it's pretty long-winded for today's readers. It is also
stuffed full of religion – the 'Mormon' culture to be exact. Some
things that are talked about are very sacred to we Latter-day
Saints, and I think I have carefully balanced the attempt of
keeping the sacred while writing a good story. If you think some of
the sacred is silly I only hope you can show it the respect you
would wish we would show to your sacred things.

It's only right to warn you that is not a children's story.
Although worded just as tactfully as possible, there are some
startling images of immorality in this story – worded as tactfully
as the Bible but more than you would find in something written
specifically written for a Christian audience. Children will not
understand exactly what's going on, but grown-ups will understand
the tactful wording for exactly what it is – and I hope those same
grown-ups also realize just how it is all followed up with the
cleansing power and light of repentance and redemption.










“Ye Who Are Weary – Come Home"


 

August 1, 1927 - Letter From
Job Tyler, Junior, 

to the First Presidency of the LDS Church

Dear Brethren:

I’ve been requested by my bishop and stake president to write an
account of my life to accompany their letters to you, asking for
your direction on how to proceed with my most unique of
situations.

My name is Job Tyler, Junior, and I was born in Salt Lake City
in 1876 but when only a few years old my parents were called to
join the United Order colonizing missions in the Arizona
territories, settling first in Brigham City [now called Winslow] in
the Little Colorado missions but eventually being called to settle
the Gila Valley in south-eastern Arizona. My earliest memories are
the farms and communities of Latter-day Saints of that territory,
particularly in that most fertile valley where I grew into manhood
– you'll recall that as the farms and cattle ranches blossomed
there, our leaders sent photographs to church headquarters of
sixteen-foot tall corn plants and sunflower stalks so tall and
strong they were used as fencing material – such are my earliest
memories. My parents are some of those who stood by those corn
plants in said photographs to give the viewer a sense of proportion
as well as truthfulness to the claims of those photos.

My father being a dairyman, I learned more of bovines than of
plants, although we had several fields of hay to feed our dairy
herd. I say 'our', but in those days we were still endeavoring to
live the United Order, so they were 'ours' in the sense that we had
stewardship over them until the Order was disbanded and we then
became the official owners.

As a child I helped my mother with the garden and the chickens,
but about the time I was able to milk a cow I was doing a young
man's work in the milking barn, the garden and the chickens
remaining my sisters' and younger brother's domain.

I was an average student in school who loved to learn but loved
the outdoors more. My mother was a taskmaster when it came to
homework, and every Sunday she took time to have each one of us sit
and read the scriptures aloud so she could ensure we were learning
to correctly read those treasured volumes – she often stopped us
and asked: “Do you understand what you're reading? Do you feel it
in your heart?” And with a mother's love she'd discuss those books
with us, imparting her love for the Gospel on those lazy Sunday
afternoons. The day would conclude as we sang as a family around
the piano, where mother's voice and love for the hymns were the
final testimony borne to us on the Lord's Day.

At what I thought at the time as the very mature age of nineteen
I was called to preach the Gospel in the Pacific Northwest. Making
the long trip to the railhead in Phoenix, a distance of more than
200 miles, I then rode the train to Los Angeles, Oakland and then
to Salt Lake City, where I spent a week becoming acquainted with
grandparents, uncles, aunts, and cousins I had only known through
letters and photographs. I was then endowed in the temple,
accompanied by grandparents, and then set apart as a missionary and
was on my way to the next of life's great adventures.

I found missionary work to be as difficult and yet as rewarding
as I'd been told it would be. I learned to love the people I taught
and, as they felt this love I was able to teach them about a Lord
and Savior who was the Author of that love. As my understanding of
the scriptures increased, I came to realize that this was indeed
the message we held for all the world to hear – that simple yet
overused word 'Grace' being but another word for God's divine Love
for His children – after all, doesn't every Book of Mormon passage
using this word speak solely of His love for us and what He’s done
for us because of His love?

At the end of my two-year missionary service I returned to Salt
Lake City to report on my missionary efforts, again greeted by
extended family – and by my fiancée, Miss Lydia Teeples, who'd come
to Salt Lake City to greet her returning hero and to renew our
courtship within comfortable distance of a temple – we both knew
that with the two-year separation our lives and personalities could
have grown away from each other, so we determined to get to know
each other again before taking that most sacred of steps into
Matrimony. Within a month, however, it was obvious that we were
still in love and of a same mind and heart. Immediately following
this realization our marriage was solemnized within the sacred
walls of the Salt Lake temple, and we then spent another month in
that city, returning to the temple nearly every day as we both knew
that once we left for home we might never see the inside of a
temple again.

The train ride to Oakland, Los Angeles, and then to Phoenix was
as long and tedious as it had been when I'd left as a missionary,
but the company we found in each other's arms made the trip both
pleasant and bearable. We were met at the station in Phoenix by my
elder sister Rachel and her husband, residents of Mesa where he was
a school teacher. Lydia's brother (and my friend) Matthew had
traveled by wagon to Mesa to bring us the rest of the way home, so,
after a few days in company of my sister and her family, we left
for next, ten-day leg of our long journey – and for me, the end of
all happiness Life had to offer.

Three weeks after leaving Salt Lake City – seven weeks after
becoming Man and Wife – we were camped a mile past the mining town
of Miami, having run out of money for a room for the night. Being
October, however, the nights were cool enough that reptiles of the
more-unpleasant sort had already forsaken night hunting in favor of
the warm holes they were claiming for the winter. Plus, we had
blankets to keep us comfortable, and we slept with the rifles
Matthew had brought in case of night predators of the animal or
human varieties, Lydia being as handy with a rifle as we two men.
Another day's ride and we would reach Globe, where Matthew had
rented the wagon and horse and where we would board the Gila
Valley, Globe, & Northern Railroad for the final journey to my
parent's home in the town of Central; a short distance from
Thatcher and, a little further distance, Safford, where Lydia's
family lived and ran a small department store.

We were to room and board with my parents until we could build
our own home, and as with so many young people we were full of
dreams and hopes – and to add to those dreams and hopes, Lydia
confessed that night as were were wrapped in a shared blanket that
she believed her brief illness that morning was not an illness but
a sign that we had begun to fulfill the command given to Adam and
Eve in the Garden – that of multiplying and replenishing the human
race.

“A child?” I whispered; almost dazed with the thought of a child
so soon in our marriage. I looked at her, not sure whether I should
be surprised or what. “It must have been your – your time when we
got married; I could have… ”

She brought a finger to my mouth. “I didn't want that to be how
we made our decision.” I nodded. “You're not angry?” my Lydia
asked, the first true look of worry I'd seen on her face since our
marriage. I smiled and let the love and gentleness I showed her
that night demonstrate that I was anything but angry.

Eager as we were to reach Globe and complete our journey, we
were all three awake long before dawn and ready to move on. Lydia,
however, escaped briefly into some bushes as her stomach was again
upset.

“Two days in a row,” Matthew whispered in my ear; “Does this
mean… ?”

“We think so, Uncle Matt,” I whispered back, and we
both smiled.

Lydia called me and so I followed to where she'd gone, my rifle
in hand. I found her kneeling, her hands shaking but having
completed what she'd gone into the bushes to do – that of emptying
her stomach. I was so involved in making sure my wife was stable
enough to continue on and giving her what comfort she would allow
that I never heard anything coming upon us until it was literally
upon us.

Something landed heavily on my back, knocking me to the ground
and away from Lydia while also knocking the rifle from my grasp. It
was on my wife so quickly she that was barely able to scream before
it had griped her throat in its jaws and ripped it from her body. I
was up in an instant, but it had let go of her and was lunging at
me, slashing at my throat and chest as it knocked me against a
rock, rendering me unconscious before returning to my Beloved – the
last thing I heard as my body went limp and my mind shut down was
Matthew shouting as he ran toward us as the beast roared and turned
again to my wife.

I awoke in a jail cell in Miami – the town had no hospital and
there was a bed available in its sheriff's office, so that's where
I'd been taken. Matthew was beside me, his hand gripping mine and
his head on the bed, asleep.

“Lydia,” I whispered but it was too painful to talk. Matthew was
awake instantly, relief on his face and in his eyes that I was
still awake. “Lydia?” I tried to speak again; “Lydia?” I tried to
call her name again but the agony of speaking through a throat the
doctor had sewn back together was too much.

The pain on Matthew's face and the pale of his skin as he shook
his head told me the answer to my calling for my wife. We wept like
brothers sharing a single pain.

I wasn't allowed to see my wife's body. Matthew told me the
undertaker had sewn the pieces together and dressed her in her
wedding dress and had nailed the casket shut as, in Matthew's
words, there would be no healing after seeing what had been done.
And his face looked as if there would be no healing. Matthew had
telegrammed our parents while the doctor worked to save me, and
when they arrived even they weren't allowed to see what had been
done to my Beloved – Matthew even took them away from my bed to
describe what had happened, and it wasn't until after her burial
that he could bring himself to describe it to me.

Few are the men whose hearts are so plunged into the depths of
agony and darkness so quickly after reaching the heights of joy and
happiness as I had experienced in the brief time Lydia and I were
together. Despite the best efforts of my parents, Lydia's parents,
and Matthew, who himself needed healing and was rarely out of his
mother's arms while we waited for me to heal enough to continue
home, there was no longer any light in my life or reason to live.
As speaking was still so very difficult due to my wounds, Matthew
was the one who told our parents, with my permission, that Lydia
had suspected she was with child, news which weighed them down
again just as they were climbing out from under the burden of
sorrow they had been carrying.

I didn't have the chance to go unnoticed from the train station
in Thatcher to my parent's house in Central and hide from the world
- a sea of faces met the train, and childhood friends boarded as
soon as it came to a stop to gently carry me to a waiting wagon in
which I could be laid out. Orson and Parley Bryce, identical twins
and two of my closest childhood friends, were waiting in the wagon
bed and took me from those on the platform and carefully reclined
me on cushions and then sat themselves on either side of me to
steady (and comfort) me as the casket bearing my bride was gently
slid in beside us.

Rebecca Bryce, their sister and a year younger than myself, was
in the driver's seat and holding the reins. She was known to be the
best wagoneer in the valley - it was rumored she could make the
drive from Safford to Globe and never hit a bump or rock; it was
also rumored she could do it without a single profane exclamation!
She proved both rumors true to my satisfaction as she pulled away
from the station platform as smooth as if on ice and delivered us
to the cemetery without so much as a bump or jarring, the rest of
my family following behind in carriages.

It is of note that one of the few things I remember of that day
is that Rebecca Bryce wore a white dress, had hitched two white
horses to the wagon, and had covered the straw we sat on with white
blankets. She told me some time later that white is what we wear in
the temple, and she wanted my experience that day to be as clean
and pure and sacred as the temple. “It was what I could do for you
and for her,” she'd explained simply. Lydia and she had been best
friends, and rumor had it that she'd been sweet on me once upon a
time; a rumor I had never pursued.

Despite the best efforts of family and friends, the depths of my
despair and hopelessness were beyond expression as this service was
conducted, and it was only through the love and support of family
that I survived it. Unable to speak due to the violence done to my
throat, my father gently asked me who I would like to stand and act
as my mouthpiece in dedicating my bride's grave. I motioned at
Brother Teeples; it seemed proper that her father do it, my father
nodding that I'd chosen well. Despite my weakness and injuries, I
insisted on standing next to my father-in-law as he rose to fulfill
this ordinance and had to be literally held up by both my father
and father-in-law to do so. They understood the gallantry being
displayed and did their best to honor my attempt. I managed this
act of love, only to slump heavily against their shoulders as the
casket was lowered, weeping for several minutes until my mind gave
out and I fainted, waking in my father's arms in the back of
Rebecca's wagon as she pulled to a stop next to the porch of my
parents' home. I was told that Parley stayed at my bedside the rest
of the day and into the night, his brother relieving him at
midnight, allowing my family to attend an extended family dinner
and so they could have more time for themselves and their own
grief.

When I woke the next morning I knew a member of the Bryce family
was in the room without opening my eyes. You see, their mother's
absolute cure for any illness includes pulling the sick child's bed
to the window where God's sunlight can pour down on them; she
swears by the healing properties of not only the priesthood but the
bright Arizona sun as well. Well, when I came to my senses that
morning, I laid there without opening my eyes, feeling the warmth
of the just-rising sun on my face, so I knew my bed had been moved
to the window. As the sun rose further, someone slowly pulled my
sheet and blankets down and carefully unbuttoned my undergarments
nearly to where I'd have to admit I was awake to stop them and
gently pulled them open so God's sunlight could pour in on my
bandaged chest and stomach. Yes, there was definitely a Bryce in
the house!

“Thank you,” I murmured, still not opening my eyes, as the sun's
warmth even worked its way through the bandages. Maybe their mother
was right – it did feel good! “Orson? Parley?” I whispered
painfully.

“Rebecca,” a young man's voice replied, attempting to
imitate a more-feminine set of vocal chords.

“Orson,” I concluded, knowing that falsetto well.

My father slowly began to lay chores and duties back on me,
giving me time for more healing before loading me down with a full
load. I appreciated his concern and struggled to meet the tasks he
gave me. When he could see I would be useless on any given day, and
useless in helping my mother with the garden or the chickens, he
pointed to the Pinaleno Mountains south of our farm and told me to
go for a walk, he being a firm believer of the psalm -

“I will lift up mine eyes unto
the hills,

from whence cometh my help.”

I'm afraid I learned to love solitude more than I allowed
healing to occur. Very occasionally my ten-year-old brother Charley
was sent to go with me, and he managed to do all the talking for
both of us as he told me everything that had happened while I was
gone on my mission and how the farm was going and what was
happening in Primary and that he hoped I'd heal soon as he thought
I'd make a good Primary leader for the boys. The unashamed love and
affection he showed even gave me the courage to peel back my
bandages one day and show him my wounds, which I'm sure increased
his status among the other Primary boys in at least three towns as
he was the only one besides my parents and Matthew who'd received
this rare, so-called privilege. As much as I appreciated my
brother, however, I still held myself back from what his kindnesses
could have done for me and instead chose to cling to the solitude,
even to the point of not allowing God to walk those hills with me,
which I'm sure had been my father's intent.

The mountains surrounding Gila Valley are much the opposite of
the green, fertile valley they enfold. Desert brush and cactus
mostly, they're barren hills and not a place where a man can hide
in a grove of trees to receive revelation. But in the vastness of
the desert openness one still feels surrounded by God just as the
bright desert sun seems to shine on you from all sides. On nearly
all of my walks into the hills I found quiet places in the sight of
God where one could have knelt and at least whispered the pains of
their heart, but I failed to take such opportunities as I had
become very angry with God for letting my Lydia die, and to die so
horribly.

Even on the days I was able to work I still took a walk at night
- either around the neighborhood or up into the mountains.
Nighttime seemed to sooth my soul – I think it was because no one
can see you and you can't see them – there is a solitude that is
had in no other way. One felt less exposed to the world when
wrapped in a comfortable blanket of darkness - I think this may be
why the depressed and the despairing became, over the centuries, to
be called lunatics - 'luna' being the greek or latin for
'moon'.

It was on one of these walks that Matthew found me one evening
and, his voice wavering, found the courage to tell me his account
of the unnaturally-huge wolf that had mauled us.

“It didn't even want to feed on its kill; all it wanted to do
was destroy and run away,” he explained. “Lydia was dead before I
was even there; before I could even… ” His voice faltered. “So I
concentrated on saving you.” And he squeezed my arm.

It would have been inhuman of us if we'd not shared tears once
his story was completed. And it was after that evening that
Matthew's healing began - while mine continued to stall.

—————

BISHOP: Job, time to put the pen down for the night.

JOB: I need to finish it.

BISHOP: Do you even know what day it is?

JOB: I've kind of lost track…

BISHOP: It's your birthday, brother. Jake's birthday, too; that's
why we named him after you. Huge chocolate cake waiting downstairs.
And presents. How long since you've had a birthday present?

JOB: Just one more line… Give me the pen back… !

BISHOP: You can finish in the morning. You have family again,
remember? (Bishop looks over Job's shoulder.) Where did you get
to?

JOB: To when you described the attack that left me wounded and
Lydia dead.

BISHOP: Those were awful days, weren't they? (He puts a hand on
Job's shoulder.) I thanked the Lord every night that we had each
other. I'd have gone crazy …

—————

August 2, 1927 - Letter from
Job Tyler to the First Presidency, continued

Thanksgiving Day approached, and with it the one-month mark of
my life ending. Only a month?! A lifetime of pain and sorrow had
been lived in a bare four weeks! With no end in sight!

Both families decided to join together for the traditional
Thanksgiving dinner, finding solace in each other's company and
hoping it would be yet another opportunity to show love and support
to me as a young, grieving widower.

Three days before the great day of feasting and thanks-giving, I
began to grow uneasy and restless – listless as well, as if
something were about to happen and my body was growing anticipative
of the occurrence, even though I knew not what it was. This feeling
of uneasiness and anticipation grew to be so strong that I couldn't
sleep – I couldn't sit still, even for a meal. I left the house the
evening of Thanksgiving Eve, thinking to walk down to the dairy
fields and milking barn but found myself continuing on, waving at
my father as he was on his way home.

“Don't stay out too late,” was my father's only remark as we
passed each other – he seemed to understand that I still needed
time alone. But then he turned and called back to me: “You know we
love you, Boy!”

I turned and smiled – perhaps my first smile since that horible
night, and waved as we both continued on.

“Good night for a walk; going to be a full moon!”, and then we
were out of earshot of each other.

The moon rose as I was halfway up the mountainside, as full and
as bright as had ever rose. I sat to rest and to watch the bright
white globe slowly peek out from beyond the eastern mountains and
slowly show its face as it rose higher and higher into the night
sky.

And as the full lunar globe spread its mysterious glow across
me, a pain began in my body. At first I thought it was simply from
over-exertion, but it continued to grow. The pain grew in severity
and it felt as if my body parts were shifting; reforming. I
screamed in agony and clawed at my clothes, thinking to claw at the
pain …

Hunger - hate; hate - hunger. Of the two, hate was suddenly the
strongest. My senses were suddenly sharpened to a degree I had
never thought possible as my hearing and sense of smell searched
for something to hate – to kill. I roamed the mountainside for
several hours on four legs, the heightened senses following a trail
that was unfamiliar but promised the newly-unleashed animal inside
me the chance to hate and kill. I was moving steadily on all four
limbs, moving with a gait that only an animal could have moved
with.

I spied my prey – a mountain lion. That's why it smelled like
'cat'! I stalked it for another hour, careful to keep downwind as I
crept closer and closer. Finally I lept from a boulder and felled
it as I grasped its throat in my great, canine jaws and ripped life
from its body. Then I began to mutilate the carcass … I never
fed off the great cat; I only wanted to destroy … And when the
hunger of killing and mutilating was done, that pain began
again …

… And then I wondered where I was and who I was. I was laying on
my side, naked, next to the mutilated carcass of a mountain lion,
and I was covered with blood as if I'd been drenched in it with no
memory of how this had happened.

I stood and stumbled towards a stream I recognized and followed
it to a familiar pond where more than one childhood summer day had
been spent swimming with friends; our 'secret swimming hole', we
called it, although every boy and man in the valley probably knew
about it. Once there, I waded in to wash the dried blood from my
body. I finished washing my limbs and torso and brought water up to
the wounds on my neck, preparing myself for agonizing pain – and
felt none!

I leaned over to catch my reflection in the surface of the pond
and couldn't see the wounds that had refused to heal since the
attack four weeks previous. I knelt in the water to get a better
look – but they were still gone! The flesh of my neck was as normal
and unharmed as if the attack had never happened.

“What… ?” I asked aloud; the first words that had not hurt to
speak in the past month.

I held my hands to my face and could see in the moonlight that
little scars I'd had most my life and were as familiar to me as old
friends were also gone. I twisted my leg around to discover a huge
birthmark had left me. I also discovered that muscles I'd developed
through years of farm labor were now smaller and weaker than
before.

How could this be? By what magic – or devilry - had this
happened? It was as if my body had 'reset' itself, using some
unknown marker as its standard of what my body ought to be.

[Note by a Grandson: Apparently this metamorphoses
Grandfather went through was controlled by his DNA; the
body-building markers in every body cell – anything beyond the
'settings' of his DNA markers simply didn't carry over. Scars,
birthmarks, gunshot wounds - were all eliminated as if they never
happened.]

The following morning my father found me sitting crossed-legged
by the side of the pond. I looked up as he approached, a look of
relief on his face as he lifted his rifle and shot once into the
air – obviously a signal to others that I'd been found. I could see
him mentally counting and then he fired a second shot – once to get
the other searchers' attention and a second time for them to zero
in on the location.

“Where's your clothes, boy?” my father asked gently.

I shook my head. “I don't know.”

“Well, where'd you leave them?”

I shook my head again, rubbing my hand through my hair. “I don't
know; don't even remember most of last night.”

Matthew and his father came running over a rise, Matthew raising
a small bundle in his hand – my shirt and what was left of my pants
and underclothes; the shirt was intact but the rest looked as if an
animal had ripped them to ribbons, trying to find a meal in them,
perhaps? Or to claw their way out of them? His father was holding
my discarded shoes.

We fashioned a makeshift loincloth out of the shirt, its long
sleeves acting as a belt. Two of my brothers, who arrived just
after Matthew and his father, were sent to run ahead and bring
clothing from the house and meet us at the dairy barn. My healed
neck did not go unnoticed by any of the men and boys who
continued to answer my father's shot and centered in on the pond –
some twenty neighbors had been searching the mountains for me, and
all were quick to see that something had happened. My father turned
my hands over one by one and turned me around to look for spots on
my torso and for the birthmark on the back of my leg, and he shook
his head as he saw none of the familiar marks.

My mother's joy at my return could not be adequately expressed
in this letter. She accompanied my brothers to the dairy barn,
leaving Sister Teeples and the girls to continue with the
preparations of the day, and no sooner had my father got me into
one of the stalls in the dairy barn and I'd got my underclothes up
as far as my waist than my mother would wait no longer and rushed
in, throwing her arms around me with great emotion. She then took
my face in her hands and examined the healed neck. My father told
her about the missing scars about my body, which she immediately
verified, and I found myself pulling one leg of my underclothes up
so she could even verify the disappearance of the great birthmark
for herself.

Only after she was assured without a doubt that I was safe did
the lecture about roaming the hills at night begin, and it lasted
while I dressed and continued on up the road until we reached the
house and she was needed to both preside and conduct in the
kitchen.

After the dinner and all the required sociable events of the day
were winding down, I found myself out on the porch, enjoying the
calm of the sunset. Matthew joined me - “Pretty noisy in there,” he
commented as he sat on the porch railing, facing me. I just smiled
and nodded. “Job, I want you to understand something.” I waited for
him to continue. “I still consider you family. Even if Lydia is…
You're still a Teeples now; you're family - you're stuck with us. I
hope the friendship we had while you were dating my sister can
continue.” I nodded but didn't really answer. “Well, that's all, I
guess,” and Matthew got up to leave.

“Matt,” I said as he reached the door.

“Yeah?”

“I'd enjoy some company on a walk.”

Matthew smiled and leaned in the door, announcing that we were
going on a walk and that he'd make sure I kept my clothes on. And
at least twice a week after that we walked together after the day's
labor, slowly getting to the point that we could talk freely about
our feelings on the tragedy we'd both survived - we found in each
other a trusted companion who understood each other's heart - we
became the doctor for each other's heart and soul, and healing
began in both of us. I shortly realized he would always be my
brother - he had told me I was now a Teeples, and as far as I was
concerned he had slowly became a Tyler.

Word of my miraculous healing spread up and down the valley so
fast you would have thought the telephone had already arrived in
our part of the Arizona Territory and was installed in every home.
(Rumor had it that Alexander Graham Bell invented the telephone so
the non-Mormon community could communicate as fast as Mormons.)
Friends came first and then church members - everyone examined my
neck and hands and exclaimed the miracle. A giggly cousin even
pointed out that a scar along my jawline from my first attempt at
shaving was gone, stating that this truly restored, in her
words, my 'devastatingly good looks' (and her friends all giggled
their agreement, much to my embarrassment.) One Sunday I invited my
father, brothers, my five childhood buddies (including the Bryce
twins), and Matthew to come to my bedroom as a group, where, with a
towel held over my privates, I allowed them to see that the barbed
wire scars on my back from being thrown from a horse were gone; the
claw marks raking my chest from the attack that killed my Beloved
were gone; scars on my lower back and buttocks from being pushed
into a patch of beaver tail cactus (by these same five buddies!)
were equally erased. And of course the hideous birthmark on my leg
had finally moved on to a new home. My skin was as clean and
pristine as a newborn baby – although a bit hairier.

What I had yet to tell anyone, however, was that all the
fillings in my teeth were also gone; the bad teeth having been
replaced with healthy, 'virgin' teeth.

I wanted to say along with the rest of the community that the
Lord had healed me, but the peace I was feeling was not the calm,
tranquil Peace I felt when the Lord moved in my life. There was an
underlying trembling beneath that semblance of peace I did feel
that wouldn't let a complete, true Peace come – a trembling that
felt as if today was but a calm between storms; storms I felt would
come again. If this healing had been of the Lord there would have
been the complete Peace and Repose that comes through His Spirit –
but that was not what I felt.

Deep inside me the question lurked day and night: If it wasn't
of the Lord, how did it come about?

I also couldn't stop from wondering - what had happened in the
hours of the night that I couldn't remember? How had I become naked
and covered with blood and not remember? And the puma carcass – it
was a fresh kill when I had gained enough awareness to know it was
laying beside me. What had killed it and why had it spared me? Why
did I have a taste of meat in my mouth when I'd woke next to the
great cat?

Even prayer didn't bring answers.

December came and with it the Christmas season. Turning my mind
to the Savior's birth helped take it off of my sorrows and I felt
as if a veil was beginning to lift across my heart. My work at the
dairy barn picked up, and Father even commented on my progress.

Again I grew restless and nervous – the feeling of something
coming was a far different feeling from the anticipation of the
coming holiday; instead of joy there was dread; fear of pain as
opposed to the happy expectation of a day with family and
friends.

“You're not letting the holiday depress you, are you?” my father
asked on the third day of these nervous feelings building up in
me.

I smiled weakly. “Don't know; maybe.”

“Give it time. Grieve when you need to but know that days of
grieving will get farther and farther apart.”

I nodded. “Got some things I need to finish up before I head
back to the house,” I muttered.

“See you there, then.” He gave me a father's hug and then
started down the road, walking the mile and a half to where a hot
supper would be waiting for us.

As I worked to finish my few chores the pain came, and with it
memories of a month ago – I held a hand in front of me and watched,
horrified, as fingers began to shorten and fingernails grew into
claws. An instinct I didn't understand told me to get out of my
clothing as my body began to shift and change, a yelp of pain
escaping as pain I could not endure hit me. Struggling to a stall I
pulled my boots off and then unbuttoned my shirt and the first few
buttons of my underclothes and then literally pushed all my clothes
off my shoulders and down my body as an overwhelming itch came over
my body and hair sprouted and grew – and with it memories of the
metamorphoses at the last full moon came to mind - memories
released by what was happening now; ever so brief memories of
stalking and killing the mountain lion came back as my sense of
smell and hearing suddenly increased. A human scream was released
as I realized what was happening to me slowly turned into a wolf's
howl as the metamorphoses was complete.

The human was buried and the animal was in control as I realized
I was caged! - confined to a cage of thick, strong wood slats in a
strange cave that smelled of meat – fresh meat on the hoof waiting
for me to kill.

I unsheathed my claws as power flowed through my muscles – I ran
from the stall, pure animal emotion and instinct coursing through
my veins and driving all other thoughts into the recesses of the
mind where they would not be found. Adding my human anger for the
misery I was in to the animal bloodlust, I was literally a monster
as I threw the barn doors open and roared.

I came to my senses some time later, my face, hands, and feet
covered with blood and laying in the pasture in the cold night air,
the full moon quietly bathing the area with its light. Around me
were dead dairy cows. Although freezing cold, I stumbled around the
pasture, counting the carcasses. Nine dead cows out of a herd of
one-hundred; throats chewed through and then butchered.

I fell to my knees and screamed, my head in my hands, for not
all the memories went away this time as my human senses came back
to me; this time I had vague memories of who did this – Me!

I stumbled back to the barn and found my clothing mostly intact
and cleaned myself and was dressed before my brothers came looking
for me.

“Are you alright?” Peter, nineteen and readying to leave on a
mission, asked as he immediately saw my emotions and assumed it was
another grieving spell. “It's alright.” And an arm was put around a
shoulder. “It's alright.”

“No,” I mumbled, shaking my head.

“Let's get back to the house. Supper. Bed; I'll help you to bed
and bring supper up if you'd like… ” Peter kept the talk up in
order to get me home, and I let him lead me along without telling
what I knew was out in the pasture.

The dead cows were discovered the next day. Father asked me over
and over again if I knew anything and I swore I didn't; I even
denied hearing anything before my brothers had come to retrieve me.
But he'd found the pail of water I'd used to wash in the night
before and saw the amount of blood in the water. He looked at me
and he looked at the pail. He looked at me for a very long time and
then walked away.

Gila Valley certainly didn't have mental specialists in those
days, but Mother went to see Doctor Nelson, and the day after
Christmas he came to the house and invited me for a walk as a way
to put me at ease. We talked about nothing in particular and
everything in general. Then we talked about my missionary service
and my wedding, and I smiled as I told him how beautiful she was as
we knelt across the wedding altar from each other and looked into
each others eyes and maybe heard something the officiator said. As
he was not a Mormon and had never participated in temple ceremony,
I talked sparingly about my impressions of my time spent in the
temple, and I told him that I was praying for the day that there
was a temple far closer to the town of Central than the month-long
journey now required. He understood the importance of the temple to
his Mormon patients and nodded respectfully.

Doctor Nelson asked me how I felt about Lydia's violent death
and how I thought it was effecting me. He asked what I thought
about a newly-conceived baby's life ending so abruptly. We talked
about Lydia and I cried, and being an honest man, he shed a tear or
two himself. I knew he was probing me to discover my mental
condition as far as he could understand it, and I did my best to
give honest answers, but there was no way I could tell him what
happened on the last two full moons.

Unknown to me, letters were written shortly after New Year's
Day, 1898, to relatives in Mesa and Tucson and north in the Little
Colorado settlements, asking whether any of them would take me in
for a time, the feeling being that a change of location and scenery
would do me some good. A letter was even sent to grandparents in
Salt Lake City, thinking that the big city and regular visits to
the temple might set my spirit right - and that the presence of so
many eligible young ladies as the big city would have might bring
me back to life.

Then the waiting game began for replies, and it was when the
first two arrived that I heard that letters had been written. My
sister Rachel and her husband wrote that their small house would
afford me no privacy but three families in their ward were willing
and eager to take me in, one being a grandparent-age couple who
were in vigorous health and whose only child had also met an
untimely death – they thought that because of their journey through
the valley of sorrow they might be able to help me survive the same
dark path. An uncle in Tucson replied that he needed a new
apprentice in his blacksmith shop and the position was mine if I
wanted it; wages, room and board to be negotiated upon
acceptance.

Before letters could make the long trip to and from grandparents
in Salt Lake City, however, the time of nervous anticipation began
again. I had made a walk to the feed store to look through the
Farmer's Almanac and knew the date of the next full moon – the
nervousness had begun three days out, just like last time.

I slipped quietly out of the house before dawn the day before
the full moon, taking food for several days in a knapsack and
headed into the mountains. I did leave a note telling that
I had left for a few days and not to worry.

I hiked all day, camping that night over the mountains from our
farm, building a small fire big enough to take the chill out of the
air but small enough that it wouldn't be detected by a well-meaning
search party.

I dozed through most of the night and I must have dreamed as I
had odd memories of a coyote laying by the fire keeping me
company.

I hiked further into the mountains the next day, feeling the
mental and emotional waves that marked the coming of madness and
change. I stashed my clothing in the knapsack as the moon's rise
was eminent, and this time I was wide awake as a coyote did in fact
come into my little camp.

“Better leave before I turn into a wolf and eat you,” I warned
the animal, somewhat jokingly, my voice unsteady due to the chill
against my bare skin. The coyote, however, laid down and yawned.
“Don't say I didn't warn you.”

I didn't have long to wait before the pain and the metamorphoses
began. I screamed as the pain came faster than before and the
change rolled over me just as quickly as the pain; it was as if the
body was able to change quicker the more it practiced, and this
time around it wasn’t wasting any time. Through the pain I thought
I saw Coyote lift his head and come to his feet as if he'd been
waiting for this to happen.

Animal instincts took over as I growled a warning at the much
smaller animal and stepped towards it. From this point on my memory
is empty of what happened through the night until I came to my
senses and my human form, laying once again by a dead and mutilated
puma, my human shape devoid of any signs of battle except for blood
I hoped was the cat's blood and not mine.

I was lost, having run into a part of the wild I did not know. I
was cold; shivering uncontrollably until the coyote returned,
carrying my knapsack in his mouth – we'd ended close enough to
where we'd began that he'd fetched it easily. He came right up and
set it down and then sat on his haunches as if I was to pet him to
reward him.

First things first – the clothes! And when I could control the
shivering – then I reached out and pet the creature.

After a moment the coyote pushed my hand away with his muzzle
and with a yelp of pain began to change, and when he was done a
unclothed Indian sat before me, smiling; his black hair and bronze
skin glowing in the moon's light. And, he wasn't even shivering in
the cold air.

Recovering from surprise, I finally spoke: “Do you speak
English?”

“I speak any language I hear in your head,” he replied.

“Who are you?”

“You will call me 'Coyote'.”

“The Trickster?” I asked, and he smiled. Stories in nearly every
tribal folklore spoke of him. This wasn't real! But then, neither
was my life. “What's happened to me?”

“You already know.”

I paused – Obviously I needed to find specific questions.

“Why do I become human while the moon's still out? Most stories
say it lasts until the moon is gone or blocked… ”

“Once you have killed, She,” and he motioned at the moon, “She
has been given an offering and has no further use for you until She
is full again and needs another offering. “So,” he continued, “the
secret is to kill quickly and then get back to bed. Have a goat or
a cow tied to your mother's kitchen door so you barely have to
leave the house.”

I thought for a long time.

“How can I live like this? I can't keep up a normal life… ”

“This is your normal life now.”

I had no answer.

“Come with me.”

“With you?”

“With me. Tonight.” He paused. “Leave the human world behind and
run the world with me. We will hunt; we will feast.”

“I'm not an animal,” I whispered.

“You're not a human, either. She has released you from human
laws and has given you freedom to act of own instincts.”

“Where no law there is no joy,” I replied.

“We will make our own joy – joy of the hunt.”

“The 'natural man' is an enemy to God.”

“The 'noble man' is an enemy to your new Mistress,”
Coyote countered.

I stood and shook my head. “No. I will fight this. I am
human.”

“You are Wolf.”

“I am a Son of God!”

Coyote smiled as he shook his head. “No more his child. You are
now Her's and will make the sacrifice.”

“No,” and I shook my head, a choice made; a decision set in
stone.

I turned my back on the Indian, but then turned back to say one
more thing - he had squatted back down, smiling like a father would
smile at an argumentative child. “I will see you in twenty-eight
days.” The Indian became a coyote and bounded off into the
dark.

A day and a half later I opened the gate to my parents' house
with my head held high for the first time since the tragedy, my
mother running from the house, dish towel in hand, as my sisters
shouted that I'd come home. But she stopped short as she came up to
me, a motherly smile coming across her face.

“I see a brave young man in your eyes,” she said quietly. “It
becomes you.”

“I've been facing a devil recently,” I replied and she nodded
her agreement. “I think I'm on the winning side of the battle
now.”

Sometimes when a mother smiles it's as if God Himself is
smiling, and this was one of those moments. “I've just baked some
bread,” Mother said as she put an arm around my waist. “How do you
feel about having the first piece?”

Father caught me singing 'How Firm a Foundation' to myself the
next morning as I sat milking cow after cow and mentioned later
that it was the first he'd heard me sing since my return. A few
days later my sister Elizabeth was surprised as I gave her a hug
for absolutely no reason. And Charley was excited one day when I
let him ride home on my shoulders from our chores at the barn.

“Job's finally come home, hasn't he?” Elizabeth asked Mother
while washing dishes one evening.

“If the mountains have done this for him,” little Charley added,
“then I say we all move up there!”

I began attending to my prayers again, both in my bedroom and in
the mountains when I felt the divinity of the places I roamed.
Although I felt the beginnings of the Spirit attend while I prayed,
that underlining current of nervousness that precluded the awful
times each full moon rose up to stop it from manifesting itself
completely – the newly-unleashed animal in me was rejecting the
Spirit, and I couldn't control the animal as it was slowly learning
to control me. This became a source of sincere worry, added to all
the rest. But even though the Spirit didn't always get through, I
was grateful for the attempt – I knew my prayers, once again
flowing, were at least being heard.

A few days after what I felt was finally a 'triumphant return',
however, I was working with my father, mending out-buildings at the
dairy barn and pasture. Our conversation was casual and friendly; I
had gone several days without panic or pain once I'd been able to
turn my back on Coyote.

Out of the blue my father started asking childishly simple
questions which required equally simple answers: what kind of nail
is this?; what kind of hammer?; what breed of cow is that one?;
what is that horse's name?; that horse?; and he ended with “Who's
that gray dog in that corner of the pasture?”

Caught up in my father's game, I answered without thinking:
“That's the Trickster.”

Only after blurting out the answer did I realize what I'd done!
Father had always used this tactic when we were children to gain
confessions from us, and now as an adult I still fell for his trick
- Father was a trickster in his own right!

Father stood up straight, his eyes boring through me as if I
were ten years old and had emptied the cookie jar.

“Did Trickster kill the cows?” he asked quietly.

“No,” I stammered; “At least I don't think so. Why would he be
here like this if he did?”

“He could be challenging our resolve.” I'm reasonably sure
Trickster was testing someone's resolve, but it didn't have
anything to do with the cows.

I met the challenge in his eyes by grabbing the rifle from the
barn and brought it right up to shoot the coyote. But it was gone.
I ran further out but couldn't see it anywhere – the land is flat
enough there that I should have been able to see it running way;
there weren't even irrigation ditches to hide in … It was
simply gone.

“Who killed the cows, son?”

“Who?” I repeated back. “Had to be an animal; everyone agreed.
You saw for yourself the teeth marks – the jaws were too big for
coyote or even wolf; The claws too widely spaced… ”

I didn't finish; father was staring into my eyes. He knew I knew
something.

“I never told you about any of this,” he said slowly, “And we
took care of the bodies before you came to work that day. Who told
you about it? I ordered everyone not to burden you with it as you
had enough going on.”

My answer was slow in coming. “I guess I just heard things.”

There are times a father looks into his boy's eyes and extracts
answers through the joint gaze, and this was one of those moments.
I broke the spell by suggesting we get back to work. My father
silently agreed and turned away.

The happiness I'd felt since rejecting Coyote was gone. I hadn't
lied to my father in ten years; the trust between us was absolute.
I lied to him - he knew it and he knew I knew it.

—————

Dear Brethren – I apologize for the following portion of my
story, but I need you to understand the level of friendship and
trust that existed between myself and my brother-in-law Matthew
Teeples so you may be able to understand the depths of my feelings
concerning events that occurred shortly afterwards. As I have
written earlier, we had been friends before my mission but the
tragedy that had so affected both of us had cemented us into
brothers, and we were able to trust each other with anything -
except what happened to me every month in the hills. My silence was
a betrayal of his trust in me.

Days after I lied to my father, my family had gone to a church
social except for my father; he was feeling out of sorts and had
gone to bed early. And I had chosen to stay home and take a long
hot bath. Just as I was drying off and ready to drain the tub,
Matthew knocked at the door and came in. “You have indoor
plumbing?” he asked as he followed the sound of my voice to the
washing room, where I was gathering up my clothes from my bath, a
big bath towel wrapped around myself. “Father's not sold on it yet;
we still bathe at a wash basin.” The only time I've ever seen
undisguised lust on Matthew's face was when he looked in at our
washing room. I smiled and told him where the towels were and to
join me when he was done. And it was an hour before he finally
poked his head through my bedroom door, glowing pink from the hot
water and smiling as if he'd just visited Heaven.

We both sat on my bed, towels laying modestly across our laps,
as we made small talk – I could tell he was getting his courage up
to ask me something important. He finally sighed and took the
plunge. “I'm going to be asking someone to marry me.”

I grinned – he was twenty-three, devastatingly handsome, and as
shy around women as he was handsome. Half the young women in the
valley would scream 'Yes; oh Yes!' if only he'd ask! "Anyone I
know?" I pried.

"Yeah," and he blushed again but refused to name the lucky
maiden. “I want to know … I mean … even fathers don't
talk … But I want to know … ” He blushed deeply and I
understood. There were things young men earnestly want to know
before the marriage bed that only someone who's been there can tell
them. These same honest young men simply want to know about their
own bodies and clues about the mysteries of womanhood – not for the
thrill of knowing but because they're of the age and time of life
that they honestly want to know this most unknown of all unknowns.
And he was trusting me to give him answers that would dissipate
some of the unknown. I understood the sacred trust being shown me,
and I answered his questions as directly and modestly as I could
and assured him that it was a sacred, joyful thing. Trust was
further extended as he blushed and showed me why he was afraid of
hurting a bride - to put his unfounded fears aside, I showed him
equal proof in my belief that brides are far more resilient than
some men give them credit for. I believe when the blessed day came,
he entered the marriage chamber better able to dwell on happy,
joyous thoughts due to this talk.

From this time on we were brothers in a very real sense. There
were no more secrets except for why I took to the hills at the full
moon. In one evening we went from being brother-in-law's to the
love and companionship that David and Jonathon in the Old Testament
had for each other, so close had we become. Our hearts had spoken
and the association was complete.

The guilt this built in me for withholding my single dark secret
was as great as the guilt that I knew I'd lied to my father and
that my father knew it. Matthew had to know there was one thing I
didn't tell him, but he didn't say anything, which did not
soften my guilt!

I apologize again, Brethren, if this was indelicate even between
men, but I need you to understand how like brothers we were until
the events of the next full moon.

—————

February is the coldest winter month, March and April repenting
of their predecessor's temperatures by warming up far faster than
they do in more-northern climates, bringing on that dreaded Arizona
summer. Hence I wasn't looking forward to having to hike out into
the mountains in a few days but was assured in my mind it would be
warmer and warmer in the following months.

Before the dreaded time came, however, I approached my father
for a priesthood blessing. We talked as father and son, but I still
withheld my awful secret.

“Son,” my father said slowly. “You want a blessing for something
you aren't telling me. There are times the Lord requires his
messengers to know the whole picture to deliver His messages
correctly, and this is one of those times. To give the blessing you
want, you have to be honest with me. You have to confide in me and
trust me.” He paused. “Sometimes part of giving a blessing is
joining together beforehand with prayer and understanding. And then
following up with fellowship and support. I can't do that yet, can
I?” I said nothing. "I'll give a blessing and we'll see if the Lord
can do this despite us both."

I still couldn't tell him. He gave me a blessing anyway and it
did help me in many ways, but my silence was binding the Lord from
fully helping me. I hated myself for this, and this self-hate began
to feed a fresh anger … anger at myself, but anger
nonetheless. And anger wasn't good for me at the full moon. I was
grateful for Matthew's companionship, which kept the anger more at
bay than if I'd been completely alone with my thoughts.

The day before February's full moon I set out into the mountains
once again; this time with the knowledge of my parents, who
accepted the fact that my sanity required a trip into the mountains
- Mama had even packed food for me and ensured I had enough warm
socks. Looking up at Mount Graham I could see snow and I shivered
as I thought of the 'bare time' before the metamorphoses and knew
it wasn’t going to be pleasant, but the cold would be worth not
having to explain shredded clothing the family couldn’t afford to
replace.

“Job!” I head a voice call about a mile past the cultivated
fields. Turning, It was Matthew, horseback and with a bedroll tied
behind his saddle as if he were going camping.

Of all the folks in our area, Matthew looked like he was born to
be on a horse. He and any horse he rode moved as one – he
understood them and they understood him. He looked so natural on a
horse that one of his friends said he ought to have been born a
centaur. He could even shoot standing in the stirrups at full
gallop and still hit what he was shooting at. His dream was to
breed horses.

“Job!” he called again as he got closer. “Need company?”

“Not this trip,” I replied with a smile.

“What do you do up there that I can't tag along?”

“You don't want to know.”

Matthew reached a hand down from where he sat on his horse. “I
do want to know. Whatever I can do… ”

I patted his hand, smiling. “This is something I have to do
alone.” I looked up at him. “Believe me when I say it would
probably kill you to know… ”

Matthew slid from his saddle. “Kill me? To find out you're going
up there to let off steam? To scream and yell and curse? Job –
we've cried on each other's shoulders! We've shared - well,
everything.”

I shook my head as I started to walk away. “Not this.” I turned
to face him. “Matt, you gotta let me do this. I wish I could tell
you; I pray to be able to tell you someday. But trust me.”

Matt nodded. “Okay. I'll trust you for now; that's the best I
can do.”

“Promise not to follow me.” He started to object; I grabbed the
front of his shirt. “You gotta promise me.”

Matt help both his hands up. “Promise. For now.”

I let go of his shirt and nodded. “Trust me when I say I gotta
do this alone.”

“Love you, Brother,” Matthew said as he climbed back on his
horse and watched as I continued to climb the hills. I turned as I
topped a ridge and he was still there, standing in his stirrups and
waving. I waved back and continued on, a loneliness I'd not felt
before setting in.

The next day I found the same hollow in the mountains that I'd
come to the month before, it being protected somewhat from the wind
– it was cold enough without the wind! I waited for the evening to
come, watching and shivering as the sun set and then a few hours
later the familiar glow rose from the east, heralding the moon's
rise. With a sigh, and bracing myself for several minute's cold, I
slowly undressed, folding and packing the clothes into the knapsack
I'd brought that was big enough to even hold the winter coat.

“Mister Tyler,” a voice called out of the dark. I immediately
squatted to cover myself as Doctor Nelson rode out of the dark.

“Doctor - ”

“What are you doing up here, boy?”

“Doctor, I'm okay… ”

“You're not okay! Stark naked in the freezing cold of
the night. You're shivering!”

“Doctor: please leave!” I could see the first signs of the moon
behind the man!

“Let me help you,” he said in that gentle doctor voice.

“No! This you can't help with!”

“I'll find someone… ”

“Not for this,” I said slowly, “Please believe me when I say
your life will be in danger if you stay.”

Doctor Nelson pulled his rifle out of its scabbard on the side
of his horse. “How so? Meeting some Indians? Indian medicine? The
reservation's on the north side of the valley and … ”

But he didn't finish as something caught his eye on the rocks
above me, a surprised look on his face. I looked to see a lone
Indian squatting on the rock above us, his hair to his waist and
his eyes glowing like dog's eyes.

The moon was halfway risen.

“Doctor, please leave… ”

“Are you up here for some Indian ritual? A healing ritual? I'd
like to know about it. I've learned their herbs… ”

“Believe the boy, Doctor,” Coyote said as he stood to his full
height; “Few who witness tonight's ritual live to tell.”

“Are you threatening me?”

The moon had risen and I screamed in pain. The change was even
faster than the previous month – I leaned forward as I moaned and
even before my arms were on the ground the moan had turned into a
growl.

“What on God's earth… ?” Doctor Nelson exclaimed (so I was later
told) as the animal I'd become smelled him and stepped forward on
all fours. “This can't be! Devilry; Satan… !”

With a single leap I went for the doctor, but a bullet from
somewhere in the darkness hit my chest and my leap fell short of
the man and I took down the horse he was sitting on as I yelped in
pain. I pulled the doctor to me and bit the first thing I could –
his arm – as another bullet slammed through my shoulder and Doctor
Nelson screamed in pain and surprise from my attack.

I let go of the doctor to find my assailant, catching a
too-familiar scent. Until this event, I'd never remembered very
little of my human self while in wolf form (much of he memories in
this letter were pieced together after talking to family years
later), but as Matthew came into my view, standing in his stirrups
and his rifle trained on me, a human memory broke through as I
roared at him and took a step towards the puny human with the pain
stick; the human's face pale with shock at what he'd seen and what
he was then seeing …

Matthew shot again as he screamed my name, and I was slammed
again in the chest but still came at him. “Don't make me do this,
Brother!” his voice shook in horror.

I leaped, clawing Matthew's leg, as a coyote landed between us,
fur on end, ears back, and teeth barred. In my pain I obeyed it and
backed off until the humans were no longer in sight. It barked and
nipped at my heels until I moved the way it wanted me to go. I
roared my anger but it roared back.

Finally I collapsed in pain. Coyote brought a live rabbit it had
caught and held it close to my muzzle – I bit at it and it was
dead, pretty much that quickly. With a kill accomplished I began to
change back to human form, but Coyote, changing to human faster
than I, reached out a hand and placed in on my head before my
change was very advanced, his eyes closed, as if transferring
messages to my mind.

When I'd completed the change the bullet wounds were gone as
well as the pain. I was whole. But, I was a wolf. Not a werewolf,
but a big grey wolf.

“Now you are my brother,” Coyote smiled.

I got off my side and whined as I sat on my haunches and Coyote
stood over me.

I yelped my mental pain – for I remembered that the human Coyote
stopped me from hurting was supposed to be my brother.

“Now you've killed one of them; maybe two; they will
not let you back. They will kill you.”

I whined as I lifted an unfamiliar paw.

“You have no choice, Brother.”

Coyote, still in human form, turned to run, and, having no
choice – no other option – I ran at his heels. A man and his dog
disappeared into the night.

Years later I learned that Doctor Nelson committed suicide after
an undisclosed but horrific event at the full moon following his
mauling. His and Matthew's joint statements on what had happened
the night I disappeared involved an inhumanly-large wolf-human
beast and the doctor being mauled and Matthew saving him. My name
was not on any of the official records. It was only after looking
through my little brother Charley's magazines of 'Stories for Young
Men' sent by cousins in Salt Lake City that Matthew was able to
face my parents with a few copies of said magazines as backup and
tell them what he'd seen when he broke his promise and sought me
out. It was years before my parents spoke to Matthew again, and
Charley's magazine collection was promptly destroyed.

—————

BISHOP: How far did you get today?

JOB: To when I left with the Trickster.

BISHOP: My heart broke that day. (The bishop holds back a sniffle.)
You didn't tell him about our "women talk", did you? That is SO
going to cost you! You didn't tell them that we showed each other…
?(sighs) Don't forget - you promised you'd chase sticks for your
nieces tonight.

JOB: Yours wasn't the only broken heart, Matt. I was so
afraid … (He chocks) So afraid that I'd … That
you'd … For years I prayed …

(The two friends embrace)

BISHOP: But you didn't. It was barely a scratch.

JOB: Barely a scratch! But your leg …  !

BISHOP: STOP! I'm fine. You're fine. We're a family again. Does a
limp matter? NO! not another word. Now, you promised the
girls … Fetch!

—————

August 3, 1927 - Letter to
the First Presidency, continued

In wolf form my human memories surfaced – I knew who I was and
what I was doing. I had only one memory of the moments I'd been in
the monster's shape that night – Matthew's face and his screaming
my name; and I think I remember that because of the power of that
single memory – as I would find out over and over again, only the
very powerful memories of my time as a monster would be retained
and remembered when in a more natural shape.

Had I killed Matthew? I wouldn't know the answer to this for
twenty years.

I followed Coyote all night and into the morning. We ran
north-west, following the mountains into the Santa Teresa's and
crossing the valley only after we entered the reservation. Sometime
before lunch we came upon a village, Coyote coming to a standstill
in the middle of the village.

The Apache looked as if they knew him and all stood still as he
spoke and pointed at me. Coyote shouted orders in their language
and several women ran and came back with a bowl and a few baskets
of human food; one with a bowl of water. He reached down for my
head, me looking up at him as he did so. We connected and I was
human again, pulling my legs up to hide parts of me as Coyote
pushed the food towards me, and I ate and drank hungrily.

Coyote shouted again and other women bought simple garments – a
shirt and a pair of trousers, which I donned as my hunger was
abated.

Another order and several young boys stepped forward. Coyote
spoke to each of them gently, touching one or two of them before
choosing one and dismissing the rest.

“He has learned your tongue at the missionary school," Coyote
explained. “He is now your companion and teacher.” The young man, I
guessed sixteen or seventeen, then took me before the reservation
elders, he and others detailing the appearance of the Trickster and
his instructions. After a very long discussion, we were
dismissed.

"What's happening?" I asked the boy.

“Trickster say we to teach you and to hide you from white
soldiers. We to go to village deep in reservation. They will make a
place for time of madness. They also say your Apache name is 'White
Wolf'.”

"Why not?" I looked at him. "Your name?"

He grinned. "Little Wolf."

It took two days to reach the village that would house me,
staying in other villages each night. The night we were shown to a
small hovel that would be ours, I slept soundly under the several
blankets given me - somehow being among people who knew what I was
and who acted unafraid put me at rest, and I slept soundly…

… until a touch woke me. My whole body was freezing as Coyote
the Trickster was squatting by me, having pulled all the blankets
away and exposing me to the night chill.

"You say you are still a human, White Wolf," Coyote whispered.
"I say not."

"I am."

Without taking his glowing eyes off mine, he put an open hand on
my chest and pinned me to the mat I was sleeping on as he reached
out and cupped my loins in his other hand - there was a stabbing
pain I knew to be that of changing shape, and then Trickster smiled
even bigger. "I have set a challenge upon you, 'Human Who Is a
Wolf'. Behold." He pulled his hand away, and my loins were no
longer human but that of a canine. "Choose to be human and the mark
will go away. Choose to be an animal and the human form will slowly
be lost as the animal you will become takes over,
beginning with this mark. This," and he nodded at my lions, "this
is my challenge: make it go away or embrace your animal
nature."

The next sixteen months was spent deep in the reservation, being
taught to live with nature and how to hunt and forage and how to
hide from the occasional group of soldiers that patrolled to make
sure the Apache were obedient and docile. And, I was being hidden
from the sheriffs looking for me to question me about the attack on
Doctor Nelson. Coyote had left me with the ability to change from
Man to Wolf, and I slowly learned how to do so, and while in wolf
form I learned to hunt with all the instincts of that form. As the
time past, some of those instincts remained even while in human
form - my senses sharpened until I could smell prey as a human or
as a wolf. I was becoming a hunter.

The village that housed the Two Wolves (the Apache spoke of us
as one) dug a pit where I was lowered as the full moon came to make
her inspection of the world – once I was lowered I'd send my
clothes back up in a basket, which would be lowered back down to me
the next morning so I could rejoin the world of the Men. So
although I went through the change, the Apache were safe. The
chicken or other small animal they would throw down the pit for me
to kill so I could be human again was a token which I was expected
to eat and not waste. Little did I know that sharing the dead bird
with Little Wolf would have the effect it eventually had.

Something deep inside me dreaded the day there was no pit to put
me in while a monster and with all the newly-heightened senses. I
thought often of home and loved ones I could no longer see - that
world was gone, dead and buried and yet I mourned it everyday.
Matthew… dead or alive? I prayed as long as I could without the
animal inside me driving the prayers away and blocking the
answers.

I loved the physical contact of being a wolf and being petted
and rubbed by the humans around me; being able to lay my muzzle on
Little Wolf's stomach when we slept through a lazy afternoon;
something we could never do in human form. I decided it was easier
to be an animal as such pleasures as contact between two persons
did not have to be denied.

As I wrote above, I shared the token animal I killed on the full
moon with Little Wolf - we lived in the same house and shared a
common life; it was natural we ate together. But, to my sorrow, the
effect this had on the boy was not natural. My
understanding was that I would actually have to bite
someone while in werewolf form to curse them with the same curse,
but such was not the case. Sixteen months of sharing food I'd bit -
and covered with a monster's saliva - took a horrific toll on the
boy as on one full moon, as he kept a vigil at the lip of my pit,
he screamed in pain at the same time as I did and then began the
change even as I began to change. Terrified, the other villagers
who also kept a guarded vigil, pushed him into the pit. Enraged
through my horror, I attacked him. He, new to the form and his mind
at a level of horror I alone could understand, attacked back. In
the end he was dead and I was left weeping over his monster shape -
for his body didn't revert to human shape as he died; it remained a
monster, and for the first time I could see what I was when I was
in my monster shape.

The villagers left me in the pit even as the sun rose the next
morning. It was days before they even threw food down to me or
lowered water. When they did pull me out it was to banish me -
whether Trickster liked it or not.

I walked away from the village and out into the world while the
village filled the pit in over the dead form of Little Wolf. I was
now a wanderer.

I prayed many prayers that the spirit of he who had been Little
Wolf had returned to its Maker as a Human and not as a Beast.

—————

BISHOP: Job, let Jake start writing for you - your hands
just aren't up to all of this.

JOB: Would he be willing?

BISHOP (smiling): You've been here a few days and already he'd do
anything for you! Because of you he has girls talking to him for
the first time!

JOB: You may not want him hearing some of these stories.

BISHOP: Tell them to me as you would have them written and I'll
decide.

—————

August 4, 1927 - Letter to
the First Presidency, continued

Dear First Presidency - Uncle Job asked me to start writing
for him as I have a strong hand and good penmanship, although
probably not as good as yours, President Grant. Uncle Job's hands
are not entirely human-shaped anymore and they tire easily and he
wishes for this letter to get written quicker than he can on his
own. Uncle Job is a good man and I am willing to help him in any
way. Please excuse any misspelled words as Language was not my best
subject in school. - Jacob Teeples

(Uncle Job's words) Dear Brethren, I do not wish to
prolong this already-lengthy letter with my entire sojourn in the
wilderness, but there are a few stories I must tell so you might
have an idea of how low my life plunged into the depths of base,
"natural-man" ways before I was able to reclaim a more noble
nature.

When I left the reservation I learned I could spend no time in
human settlements as law officials throughout the territory had my
description and were still after me for the mauling and death of
Doctor Nelson. I traveled into New Mexico and followed hunting
trails. Learning to migrate, I went for the most part north in the
summer and south in the winter. The occasional traveler would share
a meal and an evening with me, but most of my association was with
animals who were hunting me or I was hunting them. I became starved
for human companionship but knew to find a place far away from it
when the moon began to fill.

I was a far better hunter in wolf shape than in human form -
therefore I spent most of my time as a wolf, despite Coyote's
warning. But I was a quick learner and as I learned to hunt and
trap small game I would try it before giving up and hunting as a
wolf. If I came out of the time as a monster near my kill I would
also have that to eat - if it was large like a deer or a cow I
could eat off it for a very long time, knowing how to smoke and dry
the meat - and how to protect it, in wolf form, if need be. But I
was careful not to share it with a passing hunter or traveler as I
did not want to infect another human with my affliction – this left
me bitter that I could not share a bounty with those in need, and
bitterness can become anger, which was not good for me come the
full moon.

One of the things fairie tales get very wrong is that clothing
and other items do not transfigure along with the poor
soul transfiguring – that’s done in fairie tales for the benefit of
an innocent child audience. I had to learn to stash clothing and
weapons and other tools where they wouldn’t be found by others when
the awful time came. I also learned that when I ran the countryside
as a monster I didn't always know where I was when I came to my
senses - hence I started marking the location of my stash in canine
fashion so my heightened senses could find them again.

I discovered that in those months that the moon is in the sky
during the day I would have some reprieve from the monster within,
but not a complete reprieve. If my anger was low the influence of
the Sun won out against the weaker power of the moon. But those
months were rare. Most of the time the moon would force only a
small metamorphoses so that I still walked on my hind legs but was
otherwise still a monster - I fear this may be the source of the
legend of the 'Mogollon Monster' as it was in that region that a
daytime full moon found me on more than one occasion.

Coyote the Trickster continued to haunt my life. He would cross
my path every few months and comment on my life. He seemed to know
how much time I spent as an animal as opposed to a human and
reminded me of the challenge he'd placed on me in the form of the
disfigurement that began the slow, gradual change of my human form,
the more I spent time as an animal. Through suggestion or even
leading me when in monster form he guided me into situations I
often thought were disadvantageous to my remaining human. What his
secret motives were I will probably never know, but I rarely
thought they were for my benefit.

I do not wish to dwell on the horrible things I did while a
monster - I was not in control of my mind or body in those
times and have very little memory of any of it. Although I do not
believe the Lord holds me accountable for such times, I have
confessed all I remember to my bishop that he might judge me
according to what the Lord thinks. What I do remember does fill me
with guilt and regret. I made every effort possible to be where
there were no humans at the full moon, and I only know of three
times I came to my senses next to a dead human - I have prayed
mightily for forgiveness and feel the Spirit has absolved me of
those crimes as I was not in control.

I should like to tell you of six specific events, in order,
pointing out that it was the year 1897 when my beloved and I were
attacked and 1898 that I became a wanderer.

—————

1903 - 1905, Somewhere in Colorado:

I tried to integrate into a mining town in the Colorado Rockies
after being led there by the Trickster. I knew nothing of mining
but found work cleaning buildings as a janitor - one of them being
the biggest saloon in town and the other being the only church; a
very small structure. I'd found an abandoned mine shaft that I
adopted as a hiding place from the moon as there were too many
people to roam the mountains as a monster. When the saloon owner
discovered I wouldn't drink his wares or associate intimately with
the women of his employ, he immediately accused me of being as
"pristine as a Mormon", something I did not confirm or deny as I
knew the Church would be judged harshly if I was ever caught in
monster form. My employers at the various buildings I cleaned all
understood that once a month I had to take to the hills due to a
'nervous disorder' I created in my mind to cover up the truth - but
such towns were so full of unique personalities that no one
suspected anything in my story.

My only mistake was to fall in love with a Miss Ruth Mullan, the
daughter of a widowed woman who cooked at a hotel in the town. A
most beautiful and innocent young woman, who until our marriage had
never been with or even seen a man undressed - hence my hope was
that she wouldn't know my disfigurement for what it was - and this
hope was realized, such was her innocence. I was also, by this
time, hairy in the chest and back even in human form (I had once
been so smooth of skin!) due to, as Coyote had prophesied, the
amount of time I was choosing to be an animal as opposed to a
human.

We lived in love and bliss - and without a child as my time as a
beast and her womanly time so coincided that a child simply could
not occur. But one month she followed me to my hiding place - the
refuge had sheltered me so well from the moon that I had not been a
beast the entire time I had lived there! My precious Ruth found me
in my tunnel, shivering and frightened from what little effect the
moon did have on me that she refused to leave no matter how I
pleaded, and she did everything she could to comfort her husband -
the result being that she was then with child.

I wrote that it was a mistake to have married this beautiful
woman - and so it was, because in her sixth month she was exposed
to the full moon and the child went through the same change as the
father, thus killing my beloved Ruth from within the womb - that
single place which was supposed to be the sacred cradle of Life
became the source of my Ruth's death. I left town immediately and
was sought after for her death. I never knowingly returned to the
Colorado's.

I am including with this letter all the information on my Ruth
and her parents that I have memorized, and I will be submitting her
name for vicarious temple ordinances so that our brief marriage may
be continued in that glorious day when Death is no more.

——————

August 1909, Star Valley, Wyoming:

I was doing my best to spend summers as a human, and this
particular summer I had clothing enough to boldly walk through the
town of Afton on the very day that a beautiful new tabernacle was
being dedicated. I silently entered with all the rest and found
myself sharing a hymnbook with a courteous young girl of no more
than nine or ten years of age, who giggled as she received a kiss
on the hand after the services for her kindness.

Oh, how I had missed the hymns of Zion! How I had forgotten the
power of music and of the words that speak the messages of the
Gospel! Every fiber of my being sang that day and I remembered the
testimonies that are born through the pipe organ and through the
most divine of musical instruments - the human voice!

I later identified myself as a wandering fellow Saint and asked
how I might earn the price of a hymnbook. A local man gave me a job
in his store, and before the full moon I had earned a hymnbook to
carry back out in to my lone, dreary world. I spent many days and
nights no longer in solitude as I believe angels came and sang with
me and comforted me, attracted by the music far more than the
quality of my voice. The animal in me still blocked the Spirit when
I prayed, but there was no blocking the power of the hymns!

I pray that all little children may know the divine power of the
songs of Zion and of all hymns. For if they could ease a monster's
way through the darkness, imagine what they could do for those
souls burdened with much more common ailments!

[Grandson’s Note: The hymnal treasured by our
grandfather was the 1909 'Deseret Sunday School Songs' –
more-widely used and loved than the congregational hymnal of the
time.]

——————

1916, Somewhere in northern Mexico:

Brethren, you will question my having my nephew write this
story, but he is of an age to understand the moral lesson and
writes it out for me with his father's permission.

I was a lonely man. It was eleven years since my Ruth died;
eleven years that I had not been held by a woman; that I had not
kissed or been kissed other than by a little child and then only to
bring a smile to their face.

I was determined to forsake sacred covenants to end my
loneliness and was led again by the Trickster to a place whose
wares were drink and immorality. The proprietor could tell
immediately he had a 'virgin' on his hands and announced it to the
room, and when I blushed I only seemed to prove the announcement. I
refused drink for nearly an hour until she whom I thought was the
most alluring of the women in the place coaxed one down my throat.
A collection was taken, as I have been told is often done, so the
'virgin' might be properly indoctrinated into the world of whoring.
Having been paid, she took me by the belt buckle and led me away
for what I had come for. As soon as she started removing my shirt
my mind shut down and gave itself wholly over to what was coming -
thus I did not think to guard my deformity from being seen. When it
was seen the woman began to scream, and I leapt from a window to
escape, running into the night as a wolf to escape the mob chasing
me to rid the town of a monster.

I was chased for several days, so superstitious was the mob of
my changing into a wolf. The chase only ended with the full moon
and the death of three innocent men who simply wanted to rid the
world of a monster. Three deaths - three widows and three sets of
orphans due to my lust and loneliness. I pray the Lord may, on the
day of Judgment, find some shred of Mercy and forgive this
slaughter of three of his sons.

Thus I had been kissed and held, but even though no more than
what I have dictated occurred, my desires and
intent had shattered the sacred covenants I had made
before God's sacred altars. I spent much time begging the Lord's
forgiveness and praying for an end of my suffering.

I do not blame Coyote the Trickster for my actions. He led me
on; he told me of my choices - he tempted me. But it was I, either
through strength or folly, who made the choices.

——————

1918, Greer, Arizona; one of the Little Colorado
settlements:

I was still mostly-human looking as I spent a summer and winter
working for a Mister - a Brother John Butler, who with his
wife ran a hunting lodge in the town of Greer; one of the Mormon
settlements of the Mogollon plateau region. His wife Molly was a
cook of great reknown, and if the Lord needs a witness to this fact
on the Day of Judgment I'll willingly push my way to the front of
the line of witnesses on her behalf!

John was quick to realize I was a good tracker - I was able to
smell out the exact animal a customer wished to hunt and then track
with with an accuracy he said was almost animalistic - how right he
was! One particular client, a Mister Zane Gray, whom I promised to
someday read his books, favored hunting with me as a guide over
Brother John himself. When there were no hunters to guide, I
cleaned the lodge to pay for my keep - and it was the cleanest
lodge in all of Arizona as our mother had taught her boys how to
clean alongside the girls.

Molly was not a woman to be fooled. She invited me to the porch
one night as she rested from the day's work. She told me she knew
my name wasn't really Job Tyler, but Job Tyler Junior, and
that I looked just like my father, which was a good thing as
according to her memory he was a handsome man. She asked why a
child of the Tylers was a wanderer, and my answers were as vague as
I could make them, which didn't fool the woman in the least.

"Does your Ma know where you are?" I didn't answer. "At least
give me permission to write them and tell them you're well." I
didn't answer that either, and I melted into the night when she
went to bed, knowing I had to move on. I would never know if she
had written my parents or not - I certainly didn't leave a
forwarding address!

[Author’s Note: Molly and John Butler are
historical characters suggested by my daughter, who married into a
family with roots in the upper Arizona Mormon colonies. Zane Grey
is of course an historical figure and was a regular guest at the
Butler Lodge until he built his own lodge near the Grand
Canyon.]

——————

1920, Somewhere in the North; Place Unknown:

Brethren, Bishop Matthew Teeples has sent his son on an errand
so he could write this portion of the story instead of his son. It
is a story I am most ashamed of. Even though my bishop has
pronounced me as having repented to the fullest, I wish to share it
only to illustrate the depths to which I had sunk before finding my
way home. Young Jake will read it when his father thinks he is able
to learn from it.

One of the absolutely few memories from the heated nights as a
monster was a night in which I had made a kill of an elk, only to
be confronted by another werewolf. Even though he was younger than
I, I was winning the fight to protect my kill very easily, and when
he turned to flee I gave chase. The fight continued even as he fled
into a small cave, where we both regained our senses and
our human shape, me on his back, my teeth in his neck and pinning
him in what is called in the animal world a 'submission
pose'. As you can see from the times listed, it had been
fifteen years of loneliness for me since the death of Ruth, and I
think many years for the other as well. And in our human weakness,
tainted by many years of animalistic thinking and living, we
succumbed to the touch and feel of another being in, at first, an
excited, desperate way, only for it to become something of which I
am horrified to detail further - it was, as the Book of Mormon
chronicled in a low, apostate time of that culture's time, a matter
of depriving each other "of that which was most dear and precious
above all things". So desperate we both were for the touch and feel
of another person that vile and filthy violence was done to each
other - when the madness ended I was torn apart with regret and
anguish. The other, a tall, young redhead of an Irishman by
descent, who by the collection of things in the cave had obviously
made his home there, did not have the same moral foundation from
which I'd fallen as he reveled in what happened and vowed to
continue with such 'release.' I fled from his company and have not
seen him again.

My heart and soul ached for many years as I sought the Lord's
forgiveness. Again, I am mortified at having shared this,
especially since my bishop has judged my repentance and has
forgiven me of this vileness, but I want you to know to what depths
I had descended before my ascent finally began.

—————

1925-26, Near Prescott, Arizona:

(Jake Teeple's hand returning to the paper) My final
narration is of the final winter spent away from home and hearth.
As snow began to fall I was found in the woods by an old woman
named Elsa who knew what I was and invited me to her cabin to help
fill the lonely winter to come. Her oldest son was "one such as
you", as she put it; her younger son being a cattleman who had
little time for a strong old woman whom he couldn't force to obey
him. He lived a mile away in "the new house", but she preferred her
independence in the sod cabin she and her husband had built many
years before.

By this time my human form was quite deformed due to all the
time spent as an animal. Elsa could see my deformity but, thinking
her lost son must look much the same, gave me a home for the
winter. She hid me in the old root cellar through the full moons
and when her daughter-in-law came to keep her company and to assist
her. All she asked of me was to listen to her stories and to read
to her what was her favorite book next to the Bible. PILGRIM'S
PROGRESS - what a volume! Each evening I would read its pages by
the firelight and then we would discuss. How close I felt to the
pilgrim named Christian; how similar to his pilgrimage did mine
seem - except in my story I was both Pilgrim and Monster!
I too had fallen into Sloughs of Despond and sought the Strait and
Narrow. How many times had I rolled down the Hill Difficulty, only
to pick myself up again and continue on. The Valley of the Shadow
of Death - it was as if I had spent most of my life there!

The pilgrim named Mister Fearing - what a hero he became to me
on those long winter nights! He was afraid of everything, including
his own shadow, but as it says in the book, "still he would not go
back." No matter how hard his life was and impossible and
frightening the trial, he "would not go back" - he kept his face to
the forward and trudged slowly on.

The old woman knew she was dying and had wanted to hear this
grand old book one more time before she died. As we finished the
book that spring (having read it no less than three times that
winter!), she gave me a knapsack with this book inside and made me
promise to read it again and again. In wolf form I walked away from
that grand old woman, knapsack strap held in my mouth, with a
renewed determination to earn the eternal crown of the righteous -
something I would have to find the courage to return home to
accomplish.

That is when I received word that my own mother had passed from
this life and into the next, for she appeared to me in spirit,
begging me to return to the family who loved me. She told me that
she had prayed for me all her life and would be my guardian if I
would only turn towards home.

With courage gained from Mister Fearing's determination to "not
go back", I traveled by night and hid during the day, knowing that
the sight of a wolf carrying a knapsack would bring far more
attention than I wished. I traveled east, past Flagstaff and on
across the Mogollon Rim and turned south at the Apache
reservations.

Finally, at the end of a hot summer day, I was home. But would
they accept me? Or would they hunt me? Trickster appeared, filling
me with thoughts of death at the hands of loved ones who would no
longer know me, but still I "would not go back". If I died it would
be into the arms of a merciful judge. If I lived it would be
surrounded by the arms of a loving family.

Brethren, this is my story. I pray that the Lord can inspire you
to direct my bishop and stake president in the way they should
proceed.






With regard,

Job Tyler, Junior

——————

JAKE: Uncle Job? Are you awake?"

JOB: Yes, Boy.

JAKE: No one told me I wasn't supposed to read the part of the
letter Pa wrote out for you. I'm afraid I read it.

(a long pause)

JOB: I'm sorry you had to read that.

JAKE: I'm not. That was so incredibly brave of you. Heroic!

JOB (after another pause): I'm no hero. Hercules;
Ulysses …

JAKE: They aren't heroes! Neither one of them could walk away
from … well; I mean … They gave in to every sin that
walked by them in a pretty skirt. The whole Odyssey was one long
act of … well, 'you know' … for Ulysses. Unfaithful to
his wife wherever his ship went. What's so heroic about that? But
you - Sure, you sinned. But you showed strength by walking away and
repenting and not doing it again. That's a hero.

JOB (his voice chocked): Thank you, Nephew.

——————

Jacob "Jake" Teeple's Account
of His Uncle's Return

It was the Saturday night before my seventeenth birthday, and Pa
and I were in the kitchen sharing a late snack of fresh-baked
cookies before turning the lights off for the night. Having nothing
but sisters, Pa was also sort of my best friend, and we found time
to spend moments such as this. I'd finished public school and was
working for my Pa as a delivery boy to earn money to go on a
mission, and it had been a long work day and I was glad for it to
be winding down.

We both heard the bark at the same time. Pa grabbed his cane and
we both went to the window to see whose dog was in our yard.

"Pa, that's a wolf!" I whispered, as if the beast could hear
though the walls and windows of the house - a large grey wolf was
sat on its haunches in the middle of our yard, looking at the house
as if waiting for us to respond. Before it lay a dirty knapsack. It
barked again, and Mama came down the kitchen stairs; she'd already
gone to bed but was always up for a strange noise. The wolf was
then up on all four's and barked again, its tail wagging slowly; as
if anticipating the reaction it might receive from the house.

"Don't even think it," Mama whispered.

"You don't know; you weren't there," Pa replied.

"Matthew… "

"Come with me, Boy," Pa said and we were out the door before
Mama could stop us, Pa grabbing the rifle as we stepped out in to
the cold desert night in nothing but our night shirts. As we did
the wolf laid down; even putting its muzzle to the ground - the
ultimate submission. We chose to sit on the kitchen step and watch
the wolf as it started to crawl towards us, ears up to catch every
sound.

"No, Matthew," Mama whispered from the doorway. "You know what
folks thought of you before you stopped talking."

"And I still don't care what they said," Pa retorted kindly.
"Look - he's got a knapsack!" Pa never asked Mama if she believed
his impossible story from so many years ago, and as far as I know
she never told him what she thought. Until tonight. "He was your
brother, Sarah."

Mama tried to stop him as Pa stood up and walked slowly and
heavily on his cane out into the yard. As Pa kept on walking she
was back in the house and had the other rifle back to the door in
case Pa did something foolish and needed back-up - or a sound
lecture.

Pa squatted in front of the wolf - I don't know what his heart
was doing, but mine was beating so loud I was reasonably sure it
could be heard in the next county! "If you're named Job," Pa said
carefully, "then shake my hand." And Pa put a hand out to the
animal, which sprang up from the ground and put a paw in Pa's hand
- it actually did it! "Now lick my face." The wolf leapt on Pa,
knocking him over and licking his face with an enthusiasm I'd never
seen but in high-strung puppies!

Mama dropped the rifle she'd had aimed at the animal, it
knocking me upside the head as she nearly went into a faint.

Pa was crying as he walked back to the house, the wolf leaping
and jumping all around him. When Pa sat back down by me the wolf
went for his face again, licking him about as clean as Pa's face
has ever been; Mama recovering and was kneeling beside us, a look
of wonder as she reached a tentative hand out.

"Remember the girl I was going to ask to marry me?" Pa said to
the wolf. "I never got to tell you it was your sister Sarah. And
she said 'yes'!" Was Pa crazy? I wondered this as the wolf sniffed
Mama's hand and then licked it once. "And this," Pa continued as he
pulled me over against him, "This is my only boy - Jacob Job
Teeples. Named for you." Oh good - I was named for a wolf; I'd
always been told I was named after an uncle who … And then I
began to remember the stories Mama had outlawed when I was little.
"But call him Jake," Pa concluded as the wolf sniffed my face and
gave me the barest of licks.

The wolf's ears came up and he whined. Pa let him past us and he
ran right in the house and to the washing room door as if he knew
what he was doing. Pa chased after him, opening the door so the
wolf could run right up to the bath tub and actually jump in,
wagging its tail in anticipation. Pa laughed and his face lost
years with that laugh. "He's the one who introduced me to
hot baths - right in this very room!" He hugged Mama and they both
cried as Pa told her to call the stake president and for him to
bring Grandpa Tyler and Uncle Charley, and as Pa closed the wash
room door Mama was on the phone to the stake president, barely able
to hold on to the candlestick phone because her hands were shaking
so badly as she relayed the request and told him to tell Grandpa
Tyler and Uncle Charley that it was "the happiest of all possible
news and to please come fast." Mama then ran down to the basement
and came up with an armload of things from one of the trunks,
speeding up the stairs to the bedrooms without a word. Pa called
out and asked me to bring one of my nightshirts for our guest, and
I could hear Mama start to cry all over again as she came back down
the stairs, a nightshirt already in hand.

Had the world gone mad?!

Then I heard Pa and another man talking and crying in the
bathroom, but the door was locked and the keyhole covered with a
bath towel hanging over the doorknob. About that time my sisters
were at the top of the kitchen stairs, whispering and trying to
figure out what was going on. Mama called for them and ushered them
into the front room, closing the kitchen door behind her.

"Jake, go get that knapsack," Mama said as she shut the door
between me and the girls. I did, and I laid its contents out on the
kitchen worktable. All this wolf had in it was an old hymn book
with worn, bent covers and many, many dirt stains, and a
gold-embossed edition of PILGRIM'S PROGRESS that looked like
someone's family treasure.

"Jake!" Pa called from the wash room. The door had been unlocked
so I went in, extra nightshirt in hand. Pa was kneeling at the end
of the tub, and a strange-looking creature of a man was in the tub,
his head laid back towards Pa, and Pa was gently shaving the
creature's face with his own straight razor, a look of pure joy on
both their faces. "Jake," Pa said gently, "Do you remember the
stories your mama made me stop telling?"

"I'm remembering them," I said slowly, eyes on the the strange
stranger. "About Uncle Job, you mean?"

"Jake, this is your Uncle Job. He's come Home." And you could
hear the capitol 'H' in 'Home'. "Leave the nightshirt on the sink
and tell your Mama we'll be out in a minute." I did so.

I sat and waited in the front room with Mama and my sisters
until Pa and the stranger emerged; Mama had already told the girls
what was going on, so we sat in silence. When they came into the
room, Pa had a protective arm fiercely wrapped around the man's
thin shoulders, his eyes ablaze as he gently lead him into the
room. Pa looked like an guardian angel in his long white nightshirt
and his arm protecting a lost lamb - it was the most magnificent
thing I'd ever seen to see my Pa do; Heaven was emanating from him
as he led his friend into the room.

"Girls," Pa began, and every one of my sisters knew the look in
Pa's eyes - they stood quietly and respectfully. "This is your
Uncle Job. He's had a hard life, and he's come Home to us now."

Ma approached and slowly took the man's face in her hands. "It
really is me, Sarah," the man said weakly. "I'm afraid I
am the monster Matt told you I'd become." But Mama was
hugging him and crying and he was crying too, and it was pretty
hard to keep from crying with them.

"You're not a werewolf," five-year-old Chrissie began. "You're
not scary at all."

"Uncle Job smiled. "Not at this time of month, I'm not," he
replied.

"I think you're a goblin," Chrissie concluded.

Mama started to say something harsh, but he raised a misshaped
hand. "No, she's right; I do look like a goblin."

Horses turned up our drive at full gallop and came to a stop.
Feet hit the porch and Uncle Charley and Uncle Peter and Grandpa
Tyler (who lived at the dairy farm with Charlie's family) came
through the door. "Where's my son? Where's my boy?" Grandpa Tyler
was crying. The creature under Pa's arm covered his face, ashamed.
But Grandpa Tyler dropped his cane and gently pulled the hands away
from the face and gazed into the eyes.

"I am not worthy to be your son," began the thing that was Uncle
Job.

"My son was lost but is found!" And Grandpa Tyler hugged the man
and wept. I cannot think of a more sacred moment in all my sixteen
years. And then Uncle Charley and Uncle Peter hugged their pa and
their brother.

I heard another horse and knew it had to be the stake president.
He'd taken the time to dress in a suit and walked in looking every
bit the priesthood leader he was.

"Bishop Teeples," he said, nodding at my father.

"President," Pa replied. "Job has come home."

The man had to sit down when enough hugging people moved out of
the way that he could finally see what Uncle Job looked like.

We talked as family for some time. But when the stake president
started to sound like a stake president and Pa like a bishop, the
girls were ushered back to bed. Nothing was said to me, so I stayed
on a sofa and listened as both church leaders determined that they
would 'interview' Uncle Job in the morning - they didn't use the
word 'interview', but I'm not dumb; that's exactly what they were
planning. Then Grandpa Tyler was hugging his son again and all the
grown-ups were crying again and wishing that Grandma had lived to
see this day.

"Mother is why I've returned," Uncle Job explained. "She came to
me and told me to come home." He paused. "Two Moons ago." Yeah;
more tears from everyone. Including me, and I'm not ashamed - two
Moons ago was when Grandma had passed away - she always told me she
would find Job, even if it was as a spirit.

My uncles went home after more hugs and tears, but Grandpa Tyler
was put up in the parlor for the night. Pa and I helped Uncle Job
up the stairs so he could sleep in the spare bed in my bedroom -
the room and bed that had been his as a boy. "I don't want to sleep
up there if I'm going to scare the boy," Uncle Job had
protested.

"No," I heard myself saying; "It's okay."

"These are my things!" Uncle Job said as he gently sat on his
bed and saw a small pile of books on the bed stand. His hymnbook
and PILGRIM'S PROGRESS was on the table, but it was the other books
that brought big wolf tears to his eyes as he held them to his
chest. "Twenty years without the scriptures!" I figured Mama must
had stored them in the basement and that's why she'd run down
there. Uncle Job laid down, holding the books to his chest like a
treasure. "You must think me a monster, Boy."

"No!" I paused. "Well, you do look like a goblin. But I'm not
normal, either. I'm shy. Mama says I'm every bit as shy as Pa was
at my age… "

But Uncle Job was already asleep, the scriptures still held to
his chest.

The next morning Uncle Charlie and Uncle Peter and their wives
came right after breakfast, dressed in their Sunday clothes. The
stake president came and he brought three of Uncle Job's childhood
friends: Brother Tanner who owned the bank in Safford, Brother
Cluff who was the doctor in Thatcher, and Brother Sessions who
farmed about five miles north of us. Pa stood and announced to
everyone that Uncle Job had returned and told them to brace
themselves for his appearance and even told them that Chrissie had
called him a goblin. Then Pa went to the kitchen and led Uncle Job
in under his arm and looking just as fiercely protective as he had
the night before. Uncle Job cried again as all these men hugged him
and greeted him and it was like last night all over again -
handkerchiefs all around.

"Orson and Parley?" Uncle Job asked. "Are they coming?"

"Killed in the Great War," Grandpa Tyler replied gently.

"There's been a war?"

Uncle Job sat by his pa and talked for well over an hour,
telling his story from the time of the attack that killed Aunt
Lydia. He reminded all the men in the room about when they'd come
to his bedroom to see the miraculous change in his body, a story
I'd never heard. When he finished with his return the night before
we all just sat, not knowing what to think or say or do.

Grandpa Tyler broke the silence. "Next Sunday - a week from
today - I will be giving my son a father's blessing. I will be
praying for Heavenly Father's guidance throughout the week. I wish
for all of you to return to assist. Come fasting and with prayer."
Every man nodded.

"Do you expect a complete healing, Job?" Brother Tanner asked
quietly.

"I expect a blessing from the Lord," Uncle Job answered just as
quietly. "The Lord did not do this to me. I would like Him
to heal me, and I have the faith and desire to be healed, but I
also have the faith and courage to accept the blessing He
chooses to bestow."

"A far greater faith than to expect the blessing we're
hoping for," the stake president commented.

Mama directed most everyone to the kitchen for refreshments as
Grandpa Tyler and the stake president and Pa began the promised
interview - Pa going upstairs first and putting on his Sunday suit,
visibly marking the change from ‘friend’ to ‘bishop.’ And the
interview went until supper and on to nightfall. I was nearly
asleep when Uncle Job crept into the room to go to bed.

Monday morning a grey wolf was in the wagon box as Pa and I left
for work. Pa owned a combined department-feed-grocery store, and I
was a general delivery boy for him. Pa told me that this week I was
only going to be doing morning deliveries and then helping Uncle
Job in the afternoons - he was going to be writing his story to
send to church headquarters in Salt Lake City so they could advise
Pa and the stake president on how to proceed with this very unique
situation. I dropped Pa off in front of the store and headed around
to the loading dock behind the store for my morning load, Uncle Job
jumping up into the seat next to me, panting and wagging his tail
as his eyes took in everything.

"That's a wolf!" Rebecca Bryce exclaimed as she walked up to my
wagon to say good morning - she also worked for Pa and made
deliveries to outlying communities. "Is it tame? Matthew's never
allowed you to have a dog; how did you talk him into a
wolf?"

"It was his idea," I replied, trying to be truthful as she
reached out and petted the wolf. "Rebecca Bryce," I tried to
whisper to Uncle Job.

"Huh?" Rebecca asked as Uncle Job leaned towards the woman and
licked her hand and then her face.

"I was just telling him your name."

"And your name, Sir?" she said to the wolf.

"Jake!" the supervisor barked; "Get goin', Boy!"

I was saved from having to lie!

If anyone had told me that a wolf as a friend could raise my
social standing in the community, I'd have searched for a wolf cub
to raise years ago! Everyone had to pet it. The girls had to 'ooh'
and 'awe' at my raw courage at having one sitting beside me. The
boys just glared at this turn of social events. Once Uncle Job
realized how he was helping my status, he joined in with
appropriate acts of fierceness towards the boys and submissive
weakness when the girls and ladies desired to pet him. We was a
true actor! I had to have moved up a dozen social pegs even before
noon. Pretty darn good for the shyest boy in the county!

Mama had suggested I take Uncle Job to the cemetery, so at lunch
I drove through the cemetery gates, and the wolf jumped from the
wagon and ran as if he knew where he was going. I caught up with
him at Aunt Lydia's grave, where he lay on the grass, whining. I
rubbed his back and his neck, and he leaned into me for even more
affection as he looked at the stone and whined again. The boy in me
who had always wanted a dog forgot for a bit this was actually my
uncle and I gave him all the affection a boy gives his dog.

When we went to leave, there was Grandpa and Grandma Teeples
standing at the gate, their eyes wide open with wonder. "Your Pa's
been to visit us this morning," Grandpa Teeples said as he put a
hand out to the wolf, who sniffed his hand and whined gently and
leaned forward as he allowed himself to be touched. "I don't know
what to think. I thought Matthew had gone crazy with that fool
story; didn't talk to him for weeks. But everyone else… !"

"He's forgiven you," I said courteously. “He's forgiven most
everybody. He knows how insane it had to have sounded.”

"Is it really… ?"

"Yeah. It is. You should probably come to the house tonight."
And they did, and there were more tears. Our house was going
through more handkerchiefs than you could imagine!

That afternoon Uncle Job began his long letter to the First
Presidency. Every morning he rode with me for my deliveries and
then in the afternoon he would write, and one day I took over as
scribe as his hands were so misshapen that he could barely write.
After four days the letter was done and, added to Pa's letter and
the stake president's letter, they were taken to the post office
and sent for the long trip to church headquarters.

The next Sunday came and all who were at our home the Sunday
before returned at Noon; most of them having attended their own
church meetings before arriving, and Grandpa and Grandma Teeples
also came. It was a sacred moment when Grandpa Tyler laid his hands
on Uncle Job's head and then brothers and father-in-law and the
stake president and three childhood friends all joined in the
circle around him. Mama had me sitting at a table to transcribe the
blessing, and she instructed that I record it in a journal for
Uncle Job but not here in this writing.

Latter-day Saints believe that the priesthood they hold is
literally the authority to act in the name of God. When a blessing
is given as was this day, the mouthpiece should seek the Lord out
beforehand through prayer and meditation so they're inspired to
give the blessing the Lord wants given - and so they can literally
be their Heavenly Father's mouthpiece. I could always tell when
Grandpa Tyler was filled with the Holy Spirit - his voice changed,
his demeanor changed; power emanated from him. I can't explain it
more; it just was. And all this happened as the Lord spoke through
Grandpa Tyler that day, and God said through him: "Be ye healed
from this affliction."

While all the after-blessing hugs were being done, Grandpa came
over to check my transcript and pronounced it good after reading it
slowly, his lips moving as he read. He asked about a little mark
I'd added, and I told him that it was at that point that he stopped
speaking and the Holy Spirit was speaking through him. He smiled,
set the paper down, and made a mark of his own a few phrases before
mine. "That's where the Lord tried to shut me up so He could
speak," he explained; "But your mark is where I got the hint and
allowed Him voice." I think I'll always remember that little
lesson!

It was literally as Grandpa Tyler handed me the sheet back that
Uncle Job's face went funny, and he said - "I feel funny." And then
he collapsed. Brother Cluff, who as I said is a doctor, was
kneeling by him directly, feeling his pulse and checking all those
things a doctor checks. He looked up at the rest of us. "Nothing's
out of place."

"Now faith begins," Mama whispered. "His and ours."

Uncle Job was able to stand again, and Papa and I helped him up
the stairs and to bed as he said he was feeling weak. Brother Cluff
followed us as did Uncle Charlie and Uncle Peter and of course both
my grandfathers. Well, all the men ended up following us and
crowded into the room as I helped him into a nightshirt and pulled
his sheets back so he could lay down, Pa placing the pillow in just
the right place. He took my hand as I pulled the sheets back up
over him and, putting the tattered old hymnbook in my hand, asked:
"Sing me some hymns?" The tired old book fell open to hymn number
26 as I tried to explain I had a terrible singing voice.

"You've the best voice in the ward, Boy," Pa countered. "You're
just shy."

"Like his Pa," retorted Uncle Charlie.

So with a shaky and shy voice I began:

As switfly my days go
out on the wing,

As onward my bark drifts over the sea,

O Father in Heav'n, this song I will sing:

And all the men joined in with the chorus:

The rock of my refuge is
Thee,

The rock of my refuge is Thee.

Rock of my refuge so sure,

Rock of my refuge so strong;

O hide me there-in from danger and sin,

While I am singing my song.

We sang the second and third verse, my confidence with singing
in a group and not a solo letting my voice ring out as strong as
the voices around me. As that hymn came to an end Uncle Job urged
us to keep singing. Pa tapped on hymn number 27 and we shook the
room with "Rock of Ages, Cleft for Me". And then we simply turned
the pages one by one and sang the hymns that men's voices could
sing so well - 'thunder out', Mama always called it - "O
What Songs of the Heart" and "Song of Triumph" and "For the
Strength of the Hills" and "Hope of Israel" and "'Tis Sweet to Sing
the Matchless Love" and "How Firm a Foundation" and "The Spirit of
God Like a Fire Is Burning" and "The Lord Is My Light" and "The
Battle Hymn of the Republic" and "Redeemer of Israel" and "Now Let
Us Rejoice" and "True to the Faith" and "Master, the Tempest Is
Raging" and "Onward, Christian Soldiers" and it was only at this
point that I realized I was the only one with a hymnbook - everyone
else was singing from memory, their faces glowing with the power of
testimony! I also realized that we weren't 'singing'; we were
'bearing witness' - raw, undisguised witness of the truths of the
Gospel! We were holding a Testimony Meeting; all sharing one grand
testimony with Uncle Job! I've never thought of singing hymns as
'just singing' ever again; not after the power and majesty of that
impromptu singing for Uncle Job, whose face told us just how long
it had been since he'd been in such company.

Mama told me later that to the women downstairs it sounded as if
every man-angel in heaven had come to earth to be part of our
choir. "If you didn't see angels while you were up there singing
it's not Heavenly Father's fault!" she exclaimed.

Uncle Job was looking poorer and poorer by the moment but begged
one more hymn from us - the calm and gentle "Lead, Kindly Light",
which we still managed to sing with great volume (but we also with
all the gentleness of the message) - we couldn't have sung it
quietly! The Spirit present in the room just wouldn't have allowed
for mumbling!

Brother Cluff announced that Uncle Job needed his rest, and we
obliged him as one by one we touched or squeezed Uncle Job's hand
or outright hugged him as we filed out of the room, only Grandpa
Tyler pulling up a chair to stay with his boy.

By suppertime Uncle Job was trembling uncontrollably. Mama
called Brother Cluff and asked him to come and look at him. He did
so and came back downstairs, a serious doctor look on his face.
"He's showing all the symptoms of withdrawal."

"From what?" Pa asked.

"From whatever his body's being deprived of." He paused. "It
could even be the Lord is healing him, which means a huge change in
his body. Whatever it is, it isn't going to be pleasant. It took
twenty years for him to become - well, to become what he is now. If
the Lord's healing him, the change is going to be horrific. To be
trembling uncontrollably this quick is a sign of a rough road
ahead."

"How long?"

"Week, maybe two." Mama and Pa both gasped. "If he survives it -
I know what the blessing said, but I'm talking like a
doctor right now. You're not going to be able to handle this
alone." He looked at Mama. "Your Pa isn't going to leave his boy's
side - he'll kill himself trying to care for him alone. Best we
call his friends back and organize something." He got up to leave.
"I'll call them all tomorrow; make up a schedule."

"Please Brother Cluff, I'm going to help." I spoke up.

"It's going to get ugly, Boy. He's going to go through Hell and
back… "

"He's my uncle and I'm not a boy." I stood. "And, he's my
friend." Pa started to say something but I continued. "He's my
friend," as if that concluded the matter. I gave my father the
determined look I'd learned from him.

"Okay, Son," Pa said, not calling me 'Boy' for the first time
ever. "I'll tell Joe you're not going to be delivering… "

"Are you going to stay home from work, too?"

"If I need to."

"I've told you I don't want special treatment just 'cause I'm
the bosses son. All I'm asking is to be worked into the
schedule."

Uncle Job started screaming about two in the morning. We
couldn't make most of it out but he was thinking something was
after him and trying to eat him. Mama was on the phone and Uncle
Peter's wife came to get the younger girls - "a surprise vacation
to Uncle Peter's dairy farm!" she exclaimed with a pretend smile as
she woke them up to get them dressed.

"Uncle Job's in pain, isn't he?" Chrissie asked.

Mama lost the pretend smile. "Yes, and it's going to be long and
hard and will keep you up nights and give you nightmares."

"Shall we pray for him?"

"Of course! You should pray every day… "

But Chrissie was already on her knees, and her sisters and Mama
followed her example.

Uncle Job didn't sleep for three days. During those three days
he lost control of his body, screamed his nightmares, and even
literally howled in his pain. I had been moved downstairs to sleep
in the parlor so those who were helping with him could catch naps
in my bed, and even when I wasn't scheduled to help I was up there
trying to not be in the way but be there to help.

Wednesday morning I drove the wagon to work alone; it was Pa's
scheduled time to be with Uncle Job. I must have looked in a sad
state because Rebecca Bryce came over to talk as our wagons were
being loaded.

"No wolf this week; your Pa make you get rid of it?"

"He's feeling poorly."

"I'm sure he'll get better. You never told me his name."

I looked her in the eye. "His name is Uncle Job."

The woman's face went hard; hard as an angry mother. "That's not
even funny." She let go of me and started to walk away.

"His name is Uncle Job, Sister Bryce." She stopped. "Pa
was right all these years. And now he's come home and he's dying
after getting a blessing to cure him. And… " I stopped, chocking.
She turned to continue listening. "And I'm scared."

Who would have thought Sister Bryce had a soft side? She wrapped
me in her arms and actually made motherly sounds. "Who gave him the
blessing, Jake?"

"Grandpa Tyler."

"Then it was definitely a blessing from the Lord. If he lives
it'll be to the glory of God, like the scriptures say."

"He was told: 'Be ye healed'."

Sister Bryce smiled at me. "Then what is there to fear?"

"You ain't heard him scream and seen him thrashing around the
bed. And he's seeing things - monsters; people he killed
when … when he was a … " I couldn't say the word!

"When he was a werewolf?" She asked quietly; calmly.

"Yeah. Brother Cluff says what he's going through is like
withdrawal - like, when someone's been on opium and is trying to be
free of it."

Sister Bryce's face paled. "How's your Ma holding up?"

"The younger girls are gone to Uncle Peter's; Mama and Elizabeth
are at the house but the men are mostly handling him. Grandpa of
course; Pa and my uncles and Brother Cluff and Brother Tanner and
Brother Session… "

"All his old friends. And they haven't said a word to me."

"And me; I'm helping." I held my head up. "He's my friend. And
Sister Bryce?"

"Yes?"

"Don't tell who you heard from. I just broke confidence."

She smiled. "When I'm done with your father he'll wish he'd told
me from the start."

Okay - now I was scared. I'd seen her angry
before …

When I got home from work that evening, Sister Bryce's buggy was
in the yard and Pa was on the porch, rubbing his forehead like he
had a headache.

"I'm not angry, Son," Pa said as I approached the porch. "I'm
actually glad you told her. Job's the one who didn't want her to
know just yet."

"Is she up there with him?" Pa nodded. "What did she think when
she saw him?"

Pa looked up at me. "She gasped; same as everyone. And then she
said: 'My poor Job' and went right to the bed and started holding
him." This was the first I'd noticed that there was no screaming
from the bedroom. "She held his head to her bosom and he calmed
down enough to pass out. Now, I don't want you to get the wrong
impression… "

"I won't. It's a mothering thing, isn't it?"

Pa smiled and nodded. "And, it's your shift tonight. Best get up
there. Your grandpa's asleep in your bed, so don't wake him. If it
doesn't bother you, Rebecca won't mind if you're in a
nightshirt."

I had the door halfway opened before I stopped. "'My poor Job'
she said?"

Pa smiled. "She's loved him for many years. Unrequeted love. And
if you tell anyone you know that I'll tan your hide 'till
you beg for death."

I opened the door to the bedroom quietly and saw that Sister
Bryce had pulled herself up onto the bed and was leaning against
the wall - Uncle Job's misshapen head against her bosom and his
body limp and still for the first time in days.

"Pull his sheet up, would you?" I pulled the sheet up to cover
Uncle Job as she nodded her thanks. "You need to understand… "

"I understand that you look as beautiful as any Ma sitting there
holding him."

Sister Bryce smiled. "Your father's good looks and shyness. And,
your father's smooth tongue. The girl's aren't going to have any
more defense against you than their mothers did against your
father."

"He says we just see things different than others and express it
that way."

"He's said that about his own flattering tongue since I can
remember. My brothers used to practice that line, too."

"Yeah, but you do look beautiful sitting there holding
him."

Sister Bryce stayed until midnight, during which time I learned
a lifetime of knowledge about my father and Uncle Job as teenagers.
When she left I took her place and held my uncle's head on my lap,
and he remained unconscious so I was able to get some sleep, too.
The screaming and thrashing didn't begin again until morning - but
it was Brother Session's shift, and being a big, strong farmer he
was able to physically cope with the challenge.

One evening, about a week and a half since the blessing; a week
and a half of pure Hell for all of us! - while I was upstairs with
Brother Cluff, who was checking on Uncle Job, His body went all
ridged and hard; he stopped breathing! And then his back arched as
if it were going to break.

"He's having a seizure!" Brother Cluff announced; "Get his legs.
Don't confine him but keep him from hurting himself!" After a
moment Brother Cluff was thinking of pounding on Uncle Job's chest
to get him breathing again, but before he could he gasped as if to
breathe all the air in the room in and then he went limp - limper
than when Sister Bryce had been holding him.

"Who's tending him tonight?"

"You are," I replied.

He nodded. "Good night for it. He should sleep - and maybe I
will, too."

Friday night I returned from work tired and knew tomorrow would
be even harder - Saturday was mostly grocery deliveries and it was
also the best day for tips from customers. I put the horse and
wagon away and headed for the house, glad I didn't have to make it
up the stairs but just to the parlor before falling asleep. But
Mama met me at the door. "Upstairs; you're needed upstairs." I
sighed, but Mama was smiling. "He's making it! He's making it
though!"

With that announcement I found the energy to leap the stairs two
and three at a time!

Pa and Grandpa Tyler were already in the bedroom, and I could
hear Uncle Job's voice - "No; No - dear God… " It sounded so much
like what he'd been screaming for two weeks now - but wait! He was
mumbling; not screaming or shrieking. "Dear God! Dear, dear God!"
He wasn't cursing; he was calling on God! "I have the
faith; I have the faith." A long pause as if he was listening. "Thy
will, Lord." Another pause. "Little Wolf? I'm so sorry… No; I am!"
Another pause. "Thank you, Boy. Thank you, Lord." Although Uncle
Job's eyes were open he wasn't seeing anything in the room - he was
seeing folks from his time of wandering, and he was speaking to
them and they to him. Pa told me to write it in the journal I was
keeping for Uncle Job to have when this was all done but it was too
sacred to share with just anyone. But this I can tell you: It was
like everyone he'd ever harmed was coming and talking to him. He
was apologizing and being forgiven. And even if Pa had told me not
to tell too much, I couldn't even share the love he expressed when
an unseen Ruth Mullan and a boy he called "my son?" came into his
sight! He promised that temple ordinances would be done.

Then he was talking to Heavenly Father or Jesus or maybe both.
"Thy will, Lord; Thy will." And then his body relaxed and went
limp; relaxing to the point that we were afraid he was gone. But
there was a pulse and a breath. Grandpa Tyler relaxed into his
chair, a smile of Peace on his face as he looked up at me. "Could
you tell your Ma I'd like to eat my supper up here tonight?" I ran
to bring some food up to Grandpa, but when I returned with a tray
Pa had carried the man to bed, where he was fast asleep.

"Is he alright?" I asked Pa.

Pa was nearly glowing with joy. "He's fine. It's just the first
he's been able to relax in nearly two weeks."

"But Uncle Job's still… "

"Uncle Job has made it through whatever he's making it through.
You heard who he was taking with. Now he's resting, and so should
we."

“He's still a goblin.”

“He's still your uncle. And my friend and brother. We'll find a
way to cope.”

Pa left and returned with two sleeping bags, rolling them out on
the floor, Mama following him with a big tray of food, Elizabeth
following her with another tray, and we ate quietly. Kissing us
both, Mama and my sister took the trays and left … and Mama
started making telephone calls to all those who'd been holding
vigil and helping out.

Pa undressed to his undergarments and stretched out on one of
the sleeping bags, so I followed suit.

"Jake, have you ever wished for a brother?"

"Yeah."

"Do you have friends you could consider a brother?"

I thought hard. "Don't think so."

"I have brothers - your uncles. And I love them. But they’re
brothers by birth. I didn't choose them; they were given to me.
Sometimes friends become so close they become brothers by
choice. A sacred bond; a brotherhood in which you can share
your soul and every secret you have. Closer than brothers by
birth." Pa paused. "That's what your Uncle Job and I were. Are." Pa
smiled. "When I was getting up my courage to ask your Mama to marry
me, I came to Job to ask things that only a married man would know.
What my body would do; what her body would do; would I hurt her? We
had so much trust that we sat on this very bed," and he pointed at
the bed Uncle Job was laying in, "in just our towels and talked
about these things. That was a lot of trust, Son. Enough trust that
we weren't ashamed to be with each other clothed or unclothed;
that's how close of brothers we were." He paused again. "Do you
understand what I'm trying to say?"

"I think so. You loved him like a brother. Like David and
Jonathon in the Bible."

"Yeah. And that means we can talk about anything." Pa grinned.
"And, we can joke about anything and neither one think
anything about it. About anything, if you know what I
mean." I wasn't sure I wanted details. “I'll warn you now that
we'll talk familiar-enough about things that we'll probably
embarrass you.” Pa reached out and put a hand on my shoulder. "And
I love you just as much as I do him. If I weren't your Pa and we
were of the same age, I'd like to think we could be that kind of
friend."

Sometimes a pa can leave his boy speechless!

I woke sometime in the early morning before dawn, curled up in
my Pa's arms. Now I'm not a boy anymore, but my Pa's a good man and
I felt a Pa's love waking up in his arms, not that I'd make a habit
of it. After a minute I realized someone had put a blanket over us
in the night - it was Mama's comforter. Pretty soon I also noticed
that someone had a light - Grandpa Tyler was awake and back in his
chair at Uncle Job's side. I crawled out from under the blanket,
and Grandpa motioned for me to be quiet - and it was good that he'd
motioned because I'd have yelped when I saw Uncle Job!

Uncle Job was laying on top of the sheets, and he was turning
human! I mean, his human form had been so twisted and misshapen
that Chrissie had called him a goblin and he'd even agreed! But
this wasn't a goblin! Sure, he was forty-one years old so he wasn't
as youthful as I thought he'd be if the Lord did cure him,
but laying there on his stomach I could see his spine was
straitened out and his legs were back to human form and his head -
his head was as human as could be and looked like a Tyler face and
nose and his hair was brown and thick and curly - and it was human
hair!

I fell to my knees in awe. Grandpa reached out and took my hand.
"Thank the Lord, Boy; thank the Lord!" Well, I did just that - I
bowed my head and thanked the Lord!

Pa woke just before the sun, and his awe made mine look like
nothin'!

"Pa", I whispered, "We gotta move the bed!"

"Huh?"

"The sun; shinin' on him for him to wake up." Pa understood and
we gently pushed the bed so the rising sun would shine on Uncle
Job. And in a minute the sun rose and filled the bed with its
light. We watched as Uncle Job's eyes fluttered, meaning he was
going to wake soon. He slowly rolled over, God's light illuminating
a perfect (for a forty-one year old) human form - where hours ago
there had been a goblin. No need to tell you Pa was crying as he
knelt and took Uncle Job's hand in his as Uncle Job sighed and
slowly opened his eyes. But I'm not telling on myself; done too
much of that in this story already.

Uncle Job seemed to curl right up around Pa's strong arm and
into an embrace and I saw for myself the love Jonathon and David in
the Old Testament must have had for each other. It wasn't that
'homo-erotic' garbage that sophisticated writers like to
call it - it was a Brother's Love.

When they finally let go of each other, Uncle Job stood, joy
radiating on his face, as he held his arms out as if to say “I'm
Human!” He then embraced his Pa, and I can't even record …

Then the man - and he was a Man! - turned and faced me, God's
own smile on his face and in his deep blue eyes. "Jacob Job
Teeples," he whispered.

"Uncle Job." The man reached out and picked me up in a huge bear
hug, and at this point I'll admit to some tears.

"You were brave enough to befriend a monster," Uncle Job
whispered.

"I befriended an uncle," I whispered back; "And I hope I've made
a friend."

He kissed my cheek. "You have, Jake; you have."

Grandpa Tyler cleared his throat while taking Uncle Job's and
Pa's hands in his. "You two need to go stand in a mirror together
and tell me if the good Lord is playing tricks on an old man's
memory."

"There's one in Elizabeth's room," I suggested. “She should be
downstairs helpin' Mama with breakfast.”

After I'd ensured the way was clear and 'girl-free', Pa in his
undergarments and Uncle Joe in just his body were standing side by
side in front of the full-length mirror.

"If I remember rightly," Grandpa began, "There's not a Tyler
whose ever had a hairy chest."

"I never did before," Job confirmed.

"Nor curly hair."

"He's right," Pa began.

"And, Job was several inches the shorter." He paused as the two
men realized they were now the same height. "And Son, that isn't
the navel you had as a babe."

Both men's mouths were nearly hanging open as Pa slowly
unbuttoned his undergarments and pulled them off his shoulder and
to his waist. They had their own faces; same faces as in the
photograph in the parlor. But their builds were so similar you'd
have thought them brothers. The growth pattern of their chest hair;
the same curls on their head although Pa was black-haired and Uncle
Job a chocolate brown. They shared the same kind of navel. I
blushed as Pa pushed his clothes to the floor and from where I was
standing I could see the same hairy legs and behind - as if they
were twins.

Grandpa, however, was seeing their front sides and grinned as he
whispered: "No change there!"

"How would you know?" Pa exclaimed.

"Because sometimes twenty-year-old boys whisper their secrets a
little too loudly during their “women talk” when they think their
Pa's asleep in the next room.”

That was my queue to flee the scene! Enought men-talk
for the day, thank you very much! Once I was dressed I helped Ma in
the kitchen so that there was a huge breakfast waiting for when
everyone else was finally dressed and down the stairs. There was
tears and hugs when Uncle Job took Mama in his arms, and then he
ate like he'd not eaten for two weeks - which he hadn't.

Pa and I were late for work that morning, Uncle Job sitting
between us on the wagon seat and wearing some of Pa's nicest
clothes. I pulled the wagon right up alongside Rebecca Bryce's
wagon and jumped down before Uncle Job or Pa could.

"Sister Bryce!” I called out, and when she came close I leaned
close and whispered: “My wolf's all better."

Uncle Job alighted from the wagon, a huge smile on his face.
"Becky?"

She slapped him! Just hauled off and slapped him!
"That's for licking my face!" An entire dock of working men were
speechless! And then she pulled Uncle Joe's face to hers. "And this
is to welcome you home." And then she kissed him. And we're not
talking a 'peck on the cheek' kiss; we're talking a Kiss. We're
talking about a 'turn the frog into a Prince' Kiss; we're talking
about 'coming up for air several times' Kiss. I mean - the lick
he'd done as a wolf was nothin' compared to what she was
doing to him now! And just about the time I thought I should be
covering my eyes Pa stood up in the wagon and started cheering and
clapping and everyone else joined in and Sister Bryce and Uncle Job
both blushed and came up for air - but they didn't let go of each
other.

No need to tell you that Sister Bryce had a passenger while she
made her deliveries that day.

The Brethren in Salt Lake had telephoned the stake president
several days previous, saying that if Uncle Job's bishop had
declared him sufficiently repentant of any sins they would abide
his judgment as to worthiness - as long as the decision wasn't
based on friendship. They said that although re-baptism was not a
normal ordinance when the subject had not been excommunicated, they
would authorize it if Uncle Job requested it - for the spiritual
healing aspect of it all. They also said they expected to meet him
at the temple dedication in October. The stake president concluded
by telling us that the Brethren had even left their offices and
gone to their council room in the Salt Lake temple to reread the
letters, wanting to make sure the Spirit was very clear in
confirming the truthfulness of the letters and that they were
not a prank.

So as to not waste time, the whole family and many guests rode
their wagons and automobiles up to the "secret" pond where Uncle
Job had been found so many years ago, and a solemn baptism was
performed, renewing Uncle Job's willingness to follow Jesus. A
reconfirmation was done, and then it was all hugs and kisses and
everyone departed except Brother Tanner and Brother Cluff and
Brother Sessions - Uncle Job's childhood friends. Me and Pa and
Grandpa Tyler also stayed … and as if on cue, all these men
(except Grandpa!) just stripped right down and jumped in the water,
swimming and playing as if they were all suddenly ten years old!
And men as big and round as Brother Cluff and Brother Sessions
frolicking in the water - well that's just scarry!

My entrance into the mysteries of Manhood was starting off about
as clouded and confused as my teenage years!

"There's two creatures inside every man," Grandpa began to
explain; "There's a beast just waiting to take control. And we have
to work to control that beast."

I nodded, remembering a scripture: "The natural man is an enemy
to God," I began quoting.

"Finish the quote," Grandpa urged.

"For the natural man is an enemy to God, and has been from the
fall of Adam, and will be, forever and ever, unless he yields to
the enticings of the Holy Spirit, and putteth off the natural man
and becometh a saint through the atonement of Christ the Lord, and
becometh as a … " I chocked on the next word.

"And becometh as a little child," Grandpa finished it for me. He
motioned towards the pond. "They all just seemed to think this was
a good day to let the child out to have his way for a while. And to
prove that they think you've shown yourself to be a man in
regard to your Uncle Job, you were invited to join in."

"Jake!" Pa yelled from the pond, where Uncle Job looked like he
was trying to drown him; "Come on, Son!"

"Welcome to Manhood," Grandpa whispered, grinning.

If any of you tell anyone that I joined in
with a bunch of middle-aged men in the swimming hole, you won't
live. That's it; you just won't live. But they are also now my
friends. Even Pa - we're more than just father and son. We're
becoming real friends. We've even had one of those 'in a towel'
talks.

It was about sunset when Uncle Job stood straight up out of the
water, a serious look coming over his face. I turned to see what he
was looking at - there was an Indian squatting on the rocks above
us, grinning like a coyote. Uncle Job smiled and waded to the edge
of the pond by the rocks, up out of the water enough that the
coyote could see his mark was gone from my uncle's body.

"I am a Son of God," he told the Indian; "Not
an animal."

Trickster smiled all the bigger, saluted, and then there was
only a coyote running away, yapping his reply to the wind.

—————

The next day Uncle Job rode between Mama and Pa in the front
buggy seat on the way to Sacrament Meeting, and no one had
ever sat between them in the buggy before! Pa was
conducting the meetings that month, and he gave Uncle Job a wicked
look when he announced he was changing the opening hymn to "I'm a
Pilgrim, I'm a Stranger" and the look was returned as Uncle Job's
booming baritone voice practically drown out old widow Smith, who
really should have been a opera singer.

When the deacons stood to pass the Sacrament, however, Pa was
just as serious as anything. Being the bishop, the sacrament was
brought to him first as is courtesy in the church. But this Sunday
he took the bread tray from the deacon and invited the deacon to
take his seat as he left the pulpit and walked down the aisle and
served the first of the bread to Uncle Job, who glowed in the
affection behind the gesture. Pa continued to pass the Sacrament
with all the young deacons, including taking the water cup to Uncle
Job first, and he only returned to his seat when the Sacrament was
done.

"By now most of you have realized that Job Tyler has come home,"
Pa began as he stood at the pulpit. "There are already rumors of
where he's been and what he's done. To my regret, some of those
rumors were started by me in my more excitable years." He paused.
"No one in this town knows the whole story, and most of you don't
know any of it." He paused again. "If Brother Tyler wants us to
know where he's been and what he's been doing, he'll volunteer to
speak in stake conference and announce it to the world. Meanwhile,
let's concentrate more on where he's going as opposed to where he's
been."

"Pa called himself a liar in front of the whole world!"
I exclaimed to Mama after the meeting.

"He did no such thing!" Mama exclaimed. "He simply said
he'd spread rumors; he did not say they were
false rumors."

"Why would Pa make himself look that foolish?"

"Because he loves your Uncle Job more than he loves
himself."

—————

Rebecca Bryce Concludes the
Story

Matt Teeples hired Job to be a janitor in his stores and to ride
with me for Saturday deliveries - he always was the matchmaker
type, and I certainly wasn't going to discourage him this time
around. As I was the only "delivery boy" who had taken the time to
learn how to drive that fancy motorized 'truck' he bought, I was
the one who made all the pickups of large items clear out in Mesa -
and so, once a week Job Tyler rode shotgun for the two-day drive to
Mesa and back.

We had a lot of time to talk on those drives, and slowly Job
told me his story - for good or ill. The pain and loneliness that
he'd gone through for twenty years made my spinsterhood seem as
joyous as a childhood county fair! The nights we stayed over in
Mesa we walked the temple grounds and even had the chance to tour
the building before the workers were done for the day - instead of
a formal open house, folks toured the building during the final
stages of construction and decoration. And it was in the Celestial
Room of that temple that I got my courage up:

"Job, I have something to say. I'm forty-one years old and don't
have time for a lengthy courtship if I'm ever going to have
children. If you'll have me I'm yours. As soon as the temple's
dedicated."

Job rode next to me on the drive home the next day - right up
against me to where the gear shift lever was knocking his knees
every time I had to shift gears. I don't think he felt it once.

——————

We returned to the temple with the rest of the family on October
23rd for the formal dedication of the Arizona temple. The
dedication was held outside on the lawn, the choir being seated on
the roof. To have a temple so close to home! Tears ran free as
President Grant dedicated the temple and pronounced it open for
ordinance work. No more two-week trips (one-way) to Salt Lake! No
more once-in-a-lifetime journeys to the temple! Here was a House of
the Lord, right here among the Saints of Arizona!

The Teeples, Tylers, and Bryce's were among the first to leave
the dedication and line up at the Baptistery door, as ordinance
work was scheduled to begin as soon as the first dedicatory session
was completed. A Brother Pomeroy, who held the position of what was
then called the Temple Doorkeeper, stepped out and called Job's
name and invited him to the door. We all went in with him, but only
Job was invited into a room where the Brethren from Salt Lake met
with him - they had said they wanted to meet him!

We were then ushered into the Baptistry, where Job led his
sister Sarah down into the water, where she acted as proxy for Miss
Ruth Mullen for the receiving of this sacred ordinance. As they
came up out of the water Job's face glowed as he knelt on the steps
of the font, talking animatedly with an unseen being - and he later
confirmed to me privately that he knew of a surety that his beloved
Ruth was accepting of the ordinance of that day and of what would
be performed the next day.

I received my endowments the following day, and as the wedding
party moved into one of the sealing rooms off of the Celestial
Room, another Brother Pomeroy, brother to the Doorkeeper, motioned
us to the altar to perform our marriage. I shook my head, however,
and told him I had a present for my husband first. Having been
prearranged between us women, Sarah joined Job at the altar - she'd
been proxy for the receiving of the endowment for Miss Ruth, and
now she knelt to be proxy for the eternal sealing.

"But this is your wedding day," Job protested; We can
do this sealing on another… "

"No," I said gently. "I can't claim you until Miss Ruth's claim
on you is sealed and completed according to the Lord. All things in
order, Job."

So the proxy sealing was performed first, making eternal the
love Job and Ruth had shared so briefly. Then Charlie joined them
at the altar, representing the child Miss Ruth had carried, and
they were organized into an eternal family.

And only then was it my turn. All things in order. I felt the
presence of Lydia and Ruth as I knelt and took Job's hand across
the temple altar. I felt they approved. And I discovered that it’s
true – the Bride and Groom rarely hear all the officiator is
saying.

We were leaving the temple just as another of the dedication
sessions was finishing, many, many Latter-day Saints walking the
lawns and reveling in the Spirit of the day and of the place. Jake
and all the nieces and nephews were waiting to greet us, and, as
Jake would write, handkerchiefs were again tested to their limits.
And I for one loved it when Jake hugged me and called me 'Aunt
Becky'.

A woman I didn't know came up right into our group and pulled my
husband to her. His face lit up as he recognized her and kissed
her.

"So the wolf has become a lamb," the woman, old enough to be our
mother, exclaimed.

"You knew?" Job asked, shocked.

"Molly Butler is not a stupid woman! John and I both
saw a lamb's heart in wolf's clothing, and that's why we kept you
on. And look here; our prayers have been answered."

"But you knew?"

"John followed you into the forest one night; saw everything. We
decided we owed it to your folks to hold on to you; your Pa saved
John's life once… "

Job looked at me and blushed. "I'm sorry - Becky, this is Molly
Butler. Molly, this is… "

"The Shepherd of a little lost lamb." And the woman hugged me
with a mother's hug. I think that's when I decided I'd like this
woman.

"So," Molly turned back to my husband, the entire family
watching and listening intently. "Job Senior, where are you? There
you are, and has handsome as I remember!"

Molly rejoined her husband only after getting an address from me
so she could send a wedding present - her recipe for chocolate
cake, which Job assured me would be the best wedding present
possible – except of course for my present of having the work done
for Miss Ruth. I watched Molly whisper in a man's ear, and that man
turned immediately to look at our party and in a second was among
us and hugging my husband while informing him as to a change in our
honeymoon plans.

——————

Job Tyler's
Conclusion

This will probably be the only time I interrupt by dear Becky,
but before she gets into details about a honeymoon suddenly changed
to the Butler Lodge (at no expense!) and how I got hired on as Head
of Housekeeping at the temple upon our return (my bishop and friend
had written a letter, unknown to me!), I would like to conclude my
story with the song sung at old Else's funeral. You see, I didn't
just run away into the night like she told me to after I finished
reading PILGRIM'S PROGRESS to her. I hid in the woods and, as her
burial plot was right on the tree line, I heard the song they sang
as she was lowered into the ground next to her husband's place of
rest. And that's what gave me the courage to go home - a hymn.

Softly and tenderly Jesus is
calling,

Calling for you and for me;

See, on the portals He’s waiting and watching,

Watching for you and for me.

Come home, come home,

You who are weary, come home;

Earnestly, tenderly, Jesus is calling,

Calling, O sinner, come home!


Why should we tarry when Jesus is
pleading,

Pleading for you and for me?

Why should we linger and heed not His mercies,

Mercies for you and for me?

Time is now fleeting, the moments are
passing,

Passing from you and from me;

Shadows are gathering, deathbeds are coming,

Coming for you and for me.

O for the wonderful love He has
promised,

Promised for you and for me!

Though we have sinned, He has mercy and pardon,

Pardon for you and for me.

Come home, come home,

You who are weary, come home;

Earnestly, tenderly, Jesus is calling,

Calling, O sinner, come home!

It was at the conclusion of this hymn that my mother appeared to
me, pleading with me to do what the hymn said and to go home.

And so, I went Home. Not only did I go home to my family but to
my Heavenly Father. And no son has ever kept such a clean house as
I did in that beautiful House of he Lord.

——————————

Final Thoughts From a
Grandson

The evening I finished compiling this account of Grandfather Job
I walked the quarter-mile to the temple that had meant so much to
him, a breathtaking Arizona sunset of red and pink and orange
bathing the grounds with the last of the day's light. I could
almost hear the dedicatory choir singing 'The Spirit of God' from
the roof and the shouting of 'Hosanna!' by hundreds of voices and
see the sea of handkerchiefs waved to celebrate the coming of the
Lord to His House.

I felt like I walked those temple grounds with Grandpa Job
beside me that night. With Lydia and Ruth; with the Bryce twins
whose grave markers I photographed when I was a young missionary
struggling with the French language. With Grandmother Rebecca -
strong but soft; powerful but gentle. With Matthew, whose prayers
for Job never ceased and who rejoiced when his prodigal brother
returned.

I thought about my house - I was the grateful inheritor of
grandfather's house; the house he bought when he began his work in
the temple and immediately added two bedrooms for family and
friends coming from the Gila Valley to spend time in the temple.
Twenty years later he and his family began to learn Spanish so they
could help those coming from Mexico to receive their temple
blessings.

After Grandfather died those two rooms continued to house temple
patrons who were traveling to the temple. But now, eighty-two years
after they were built, they are being converted into a craft room
for my wife and a computer-library for all of us – after all, there
are now twelve temples in Mexico and one under construction near
the old family home in Central – not to mention Phoenix and nearby
Gilbert! Even what was once the Little Colorado mission has a
temple in Snowflake!

The following morning my family and I left home well before
sunrise to make the three-hour drive to the Gila Valley. And, we
did it in a minivan with an on-board movie system and i-Pods with
headphones so no one would get too bored with the unbelievably long
drive, except perhaps the driver. How did the pioneers cross the
plains without on-board movie systems and i-Pods?

Even before the first movie was chosen and started, however, we
stopped in front of the Mesa temple, bathed in spotlights …
Then we headed off to see the new temple in the Gila
Valley.

“The temple we're going to see today is a small temple,” I
explained to the children. "Our temple in Mesa was smaller than the
big Utah temples so more temples could be built in far-away places,
and the Gila Valley temple is even smaller so even more
temples can be built in more places around the world. You
heard President Monson announce at General Conference that
eighty-three percent of church members now live within 200 miles of
a temple.” I paused. “And it's because we're building them so
little that we can build so many."

"Does being so small make it so they're not 'real' temples?” my
wife asked the children.

Six-year-old Lisa spoke right up: “The tabernacle Moses built in
the wilderness was just a big tent, and the Lord dwelt with them.
So if these new, little temples are at least as big as a tent, then
they're still a temple.”

I remembered a scripture to the effect of 'out of the mouth of
babes'.”

I'd told my children that they would know we'd arrived only as a
spire with a statue of the Angel Moroni came into view. And as we
drove through Central, that spire did come into view, and
we reverently joined the line of others who'd come for the open
house prior to the dedication. Later we ate our picnic lunch and
then drove through Safford and Thatcher and stopped at the cemetery
to look at headstones and read the names of family members and to
take pictures before the stones faded further.

“Dad!" my eight-year-old called out; “Here's Grandpa Job! And it
has your quote!”

I remembered I was a teenager when I'd first visited here and
I'd first read a quote on that very headstone that had caused me to
read what has become one of my favorite books - PILGRIM'S PROGRESS;
Grandpa Job's own treasured copy sits on the bookshelf right next
to my scriptures - and next to the old, worn hymnal of his
wanderings:

“He hath given me Rest by His
Sorrow,

and Life by His Death”

Grandfather had been a pilgrim in a Strange Land, just like the
character Christian who had spoken these words in that book. Like
John Bunyan's character, he'd traveled through the Slough of
Despond, the Depths of Humility, and on through the Valley of the
Shadow of Death and so many of the other places and situations in
that great volume. In the end he reached the shining city on the
hill as he'd returned to his family and to the House of the Lord
and felt the complete healing of the Holy Spirit. The temple was to
him that Shining Hill; the gates into the Celestial City and into
the presence of the Great King and His Son.

As I stood there and read that immortal quote again from the
stone where I'd first read it, I wondered if Grandfather's
pilgrimage through life would have been easier if the temple we'd
just toured had been in place in his lifetime – we Latter-day
Saints believe that a temple, no matter its size, is a place of
refuge - President Woodruff called the temple a fortress for the
Holy Spirit to emanate from and to bless the lives of those within
its locale.

Would Grandpa Job have been able to kneel at a temple altar,
feeling the Spirit of the Lord as free and unfettered as it is in a
temple, and found greater faith and courage to call upon the
priesthood he himself held to effect a restoration from his
terrible, terrible condition far sooner than when it finally did
occur? Could the spirit emanating from such a Holy House have given
him the courage to tell his father what was happening so the
priesthood blessing that purified and restored him could have been
given before his twenty years of wandering in the wilderness? Could
he have sat in that holy house and received more-clear and direct
answers to the questions that plagued him before his wanderings?
Could regular temple attendance have been an anchor for his
soul?

I don't think I'll ever know answers to these questions, but I
will still ponder them as long as Grandfather's questions were with
him. They will also remind me that the majestic terra-cotta covered
temple I see every as I drive to work and back is in fact the
'mountain of the Lord's house' and that I and my family will never
be without its influence as long we remember the words of Isaiah
-

“Come ye, and let us go up to

the mountain of the LORD,

to the house of the God of Jacob;

and he will teach us of his ways,

and we will walk in his paths… ”

_______________________________

 

For those who are not familiar with the Latter-day Saint temples
mentioned in this story, please go to:

 

http://www.ldschurchtemples.com/saltlake/

 

http://www.ldschurchtemples.com/mesa/

 

http://www.ldschurchtemples.com/gilavalley/
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When you visit Salt Lake City's historical Temple Square at
Christmastime and see millions of lights in the trees and bushes,
have you ever asked yourself: Are they lights or are they –
Faeries? If I find typo's, the corrected verions will be in my
"Grandpa Bruce's Gem Mine of Short Stories". If you enjoy this,
please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Night
Bird Canyon - a Story of Friends and Fiends (2010)
CORRECTIONS MADE April 2012 ... Subtitled 'A Vampire Among the
Mormons', this classical Gothic horror story takes place in
Northern Utah's Cache Valley in the early years of the Depression.
It's not about Mormons or Mormonism; that's just the setting for
this classical Good versus Evil tale. I apologize for the twist at
the end in the introduction of a well-known character, but I just
couldn't help myself. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss
at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Pilgrim's
Progress: Latter-day Sequels (2010)
April 2011: Short Story Added ... One book and several short
stories inspired by Bunyan's classic volume. The book is the story
of four of Christian and Chrstiana's grandsons on their pilgrimage,
looking through the field glasses of the Latter-day Saint branch of
Christianity. Those who believe Latter-day Saints are heretics and
Satan-worshipers, I ask that you read with an open heart and allow
yourself to be amazed at how much Christianity you're going to
find. Also includes short stories about attractions at Vanity Fair
as well as a brand new INDEX & CONCORDANCE for all the works in
this book. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


DAY
TRIPS to NARNIA (2010)
Story added September 2011 ... A collection of 'fan fiction'
short stories based on C. S. Lewis' world of Narnia. Although
written for fun, most are moralistic in nature - but I think you
will enjoy them anyway. Obviously, Narnia and anything to do with
it is owned and copyrighted; hence this is merely 'fan fiction' and
not copyrighted. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Men
and Depression: One Man's Journey (2010)
Having lived a lifetime of chronic and suicidal depression, I've
compiled things I've wrtten on the topic to be a guidebook and
inspiration to those following me along the path. This is in no way
a professional medical or mental health text; it is simply one's
man's expereinces and what he has learned. If you enjoy this,
please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Faith, Grace,
& Works: a Chord in the Hymn of Salvation (2010)
Christians have debated for centuries whether they are saved by
Faith, by Grace, or by Works. This author beleives each of these
princples plays a role and seeks to show the role each plays in a
Christian's progress towards salvation. If you enjoy this, please
come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Pilgrim's
Progress: People & Place Concordance (2010)
Updated Sept. 2010 ... In all my years of reading this classic
John Bunyan book, I've never yet found a people & place
concordanance ... so, here's my first draft of one. If you enjoy
this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Percy
Jackson - All Grown Up (2010)
Three short "fan fiction" stories written after "The Last
Olympian" and before the "Heroes of Olympus" series was even
announced. They are my take on what happened to our Hero after the
books and are based on the Percy Jackson books and NOT the movie.
If you enjoy this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Harry
Potter - Three Short Stories (2010)
Three short "fan fiction" stories that take place before,
during, and at the end of the books we've all read how-many times.
First a story about Professor McGonagall, then one about Charley
Weasley and dragons, and the last is my own 'final chapter' to the
last book (she didn't even give us a memorial service for our
friends!) If you enjoy, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


The
Power of Hymns (2010)
Music and song have a power like no other. Hymns, to me, are the
most powerful of all music. This is a compilation of my own
writings on the subject coupled with addresses and quotes from
others. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Grandpa
Bruce's Short Stories (2010)
Like a gem mine, you find rocks and you find gems. Hopefully you
find more gems in this book than rocks. If you enjoy this, please
come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


From
Boy to Man and Back Again (2010)
BOOK 1 of my Narnia "fan fiction" novels; takes place in the
months leading up to the beginning of the Hundred-Year Winter. It
tells how and why the Tree of Protection died and how the witch
Jadis came to power. It also lets you know something else that was
made from the wood of that tree from which the Wardrobe had been
built. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Camilla:
Warrior of Narnia (2010)
BOOK 3 of my Narnia 'fan fiction' novels. Taking place in the
time of Princess SwanWhite, a 10-year-old girl facing surgery for
major burns is taken to Narnia to learn real heroism. She and
Princess SwanWhite both learn why, as Father Christmas stated to
Queens Susan and Lucy, war is so very terrible when women must
fight. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Second
Chance (2010)
BOOK 4 of my Narnia 'fan-fiction' novels, this is dedicated with
deepest respect to my fellow brothers and sisters in the Armed
Forces of whatever country they serve. PARENTAL NOTE: This story is
about a grown-up going to Narnia and deals with themes that affect
grown-ups as well as children: healing from suicide, child abuse,
illegitimate birth, and the physical and mental scars soldiers
carry from their wartime experiences. These themes are dealt with
in a very straight-forward but tactful and respectful manner.
Parents may want to read this story first. I promise you it all
turns out good in the end - all the correct decisions are made by
my characters in regards to these topics - Aslan makes sure of
this. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


LDS
Lists & Figures (2010)
UPDATED APRIL 2012 - I created this file of information on the
Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints (LDS) simply to have
the material on hand in my own e-reader and am sharing it with you:
membership statistics; presidents of the Church; temples; official
proclmations; a few missionary tracts; statements concerning the
LDS Church and the U.S. Constitution. I will update as needed,
usually with each General Conference.



	


The
Whole Armor of God – A Latter-day Saint View (2010)
There are many Christians in the world today who object to the
'warrior view' of the Gospel of Christ. They won't let their
children read the military campaigns in the scriptures or even sing
the 'battle' hymns. Like it or not, we are in the midst of a war; a
battle begun before the earth was even created, and turning our
eyes away from it and pretending it doesn't exist is exactly what
the Enemy wants. This book is meant to be a 'field guide',
describing the battle at hand and those armor pieces the Lord has
provided for us to use in the battle. Please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Pilgrim's
Progress: Annotated (2010)
UPDATED Jan 22, 2011 - This is my personal working copy of this
classic John Bunyan book - hard words and old phrases &
expressions defined. I've never liked "modern language" versions of
this book; I would rather lift myself up to its language than to
dummy it down to mine. Enough of my friends have asked me to share
that, well, here you go. I have included Nathaniel Hawthorne's 1846
'The Celestial Railroad' as every reader of Pilgrim's Progress
ought to read it, too.



	


Horse
Boy of Narnia (2011)
BOOK 2 of my Narnia Fan Fiction Novels and a conclusion to Book
One, this takes place during the 14-year reign of the High Kings
and Queens and tells the story of Charlie, a boy Aslan brings to
Narnia to learn Courage, Sacrifice, and a bit of Wisdom. Charlie is
sure that if he were a centaur he could learn these things - be
careful of what you wish for because you might get it! If you enjoy
this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


DRACULA:
Jonathon Harker's Rebuttal (2012)
April 13, 2012: MASSIVE CORRECTIONS DONE! ... THIS IS NOT A
CHILDREN'S BOOK! Written in the Gothic tradition and with the most
delicate of language, there are still startling visual scenes you
don't want to explain to your children ... On the 125th anniversary
of his twenty-ninth birthday, my very old friend Jonathon Harker
agreed to break his silence and tell the full story of his
encounter with Count Dracula - things he was unwilling or too
ashamed to write at the time; things that can be told in today's
changed moral atmosphere that might not have been printable in his
day. He is also disgusted with how Brom Stoker, once he got hold of
a stolen copy of their combined journals, rewrote parts and made
him and his beloved Mina out to be wimps: “We were much stronger
than he gave us credit,” he insists. Also, he is sick over the idea
that Society has reached the point of madness wherein vampires and
other demons are being lauded as heroes, love interests, and sex
objects – he assures me they are anything but, and this interview
was given to explain why.
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