
Read & Download (PDF Kindle) 
Journey to the Veil

 Frank Hammond

http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GERQ/KqPw/byor/Journey-to-the-Veil
http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GERQ/KqPw/byor/Journey-to-the-Veil
http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GERQ/KqPw/byor/Journey-to-the-Veil


THE 'HOW-TO' BOOK TO 'VISIONS OF GLORY'! When doctors gave him 6 months to live, John
Pontius (author of Visions of Glory) created a blog to leave his testimony with his children.
However, thousands of followers of UnBlog My Soul were touched. Share in the journey as
Pontius expresses his love and understanding of the gospel in a clear, beautiful way. This book
compiles the most compelling blog entries and weaves the narrative of his journey to the veil.

A great and inspirational book. I cannot say how much I enjoyed it. I would recommend it to
anyone who wants to see the thoughts of a God fearing and Gospel loving man as he works his
way home to God --Ebook LibraryVisions of Glory led me to John Pontius' other books. This was
the next one I read, and it was a real eye-opener. I couldn't believe how someone like me,
growing up in the faith, could have been so blinded to the scriptures, and the promised
blessings, all my life. I feel like reading this book marked a major turning point in my life, and I've
recommended it to all my family and friends. It's a must-read. --Ebook LibraryThis is a fantastic
book! I have recommended it to many friends and I can hardly stop talking about it. It gave me a
new perspective on the scriptures, how to gain the mysteries of Heaven and the gospel of Jesus
Christ. It is masterfully written. --Ebook Library
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Praise for Journey to the Veil“For all who love to bask in the light of shared gospel experiences in
beautifully crafted language, I warmly recommend this book. Characteristic of John Pontius, the
pages are filled with breathtaking spiritual stories and doctrine described in actionable ways,
infused with the Spirit that tells us we can also partake.John Pontius is a masterful teacher and
painter of words. For those who have read previous books from John Pontius, followed his blog,
or are fellow seekers of Christ, this book gives a great last testament to John’s life work.”—Kevin
Ball, IT manager, Global Energy Company“Magnificent. Powerful. Beautiful. Poignant. Sublime.
I’ve loved all of John Pontius’s earlier works and consider his UnBlogs to be his finest writings,
the majestic pinnacle of a lifetime of faithful service to the Lord. The story line added by Terri is
beautiful and compelling, offering tender insights into the personal life of a truly amazing modern-
day giant. A highly recommended read for anyone who loves the gospel and desires to be
buoyed by the Spirit. My only regret was that as with our fellowship with Brother John, it ended
all too soon. I could have read and read and read, only wishing for more.”—Robert L. Bolick,
attorney“This magnificent collection of stories and writings from John Pontius, compiled after his
death by his wife, Terri, teaches important and profound lessons from a well-lived life that might
have been lost if he did not complete this final work. With Visions of Glory and now Journey to
the Veil, John Pontius enjoys the honor of being one of the most widely read LDS doctrinal
authors in the world.”—Lee Nelson, bestselling author“Journey to the Veil is, without a doubt, one
of the five best books I have ever read in my life. If you are ready to receive magnificent insights,
learn on a deep level, witness testimony, and be profoundly inspired, read this book. If you are
ready to discover how to be a humble follower of Christ and dedicate your life, your hands, and
your heart to Him, read this book. If you are ready to be taught how to use your divine gifts and
receive heavenly manifestations, read John Pontius’s book. When you do, you will never, ever be
the same.”—Dr. Paula Fellingham, founder of The Women’s Information Network, author, and
international speaker and trainer“Journey to the Veil, authored by John Pontius, is a beautiful
labor of love compiled by his devoted wife. Her personal input has provided an even closer look
into the spiritual and every day life of John Pontius.Not only did John’s faith-promoting true
stories remind me of the endless love for and strong testimony he had of the Savior, but it also
left me with a burning desire to lay hold of the great blessings and miracles the gospel offers to
us all. It has inspired me to reach for the true potential, as a disciple of Jesus Christ, in my own
journey to the veil. . . .Even after death, John found a way to, once again, offer the comfort and
enlightenment I needed to lift my very soul a little closer to heaven. I wholeheartedly recommend
this wonderful book.”—Amber Joy Giles, mother, lecturer, and cofounder and writer of the blog
“Eponym”“Journey to the Veil is a compilation of profound truths about the greatest blessings
promised to the extraordinarily faithful who seek to enjoy the literal presence of God in this
life. . .. Its insights will give us the context and perspectives we need to understand and enjoy our
journey to our ultimate destination: God’s presence.”—Eric Cawley, marketing and website



development professional“Journey to the Veil is a precious gift to its readers. It is an expression
of John’s love for Christ from beginning to end. Not many books I read add to my perspective on
life and the eternities the way this book has. It is original and provocative and motivates me to be
better. It is filled with great stories and personal accounts of the author’s experiences through his
sojourn on earth. His insights on so many gospel topics have broadened my thinking and
expanded my mind. This book has brought me closer to Christ as it is a beautiful tribute to Him
and His gospel. This book will change lives!”—Sandi Suarez, stay-at-home mom“A gospel of
Christ ‘How To’ book. Blessed by John Pontius’s counsel in Alaska, I am blessed again by
Journey to the Veil. He tells of changed lives filling me with the Spirit and compelling me to tears
of joy. Brother John teaches us how to achieve the glorious gifts of heaven while in mortality. He
testifies the Church is true, operating as Jesus directs, and that it will build the latter-day Zion we
seek. Thank you, Brother John, for a life full of love for the Savior and righteous living—we will
meet again in Zion.”—Neil “Kiwi” Holland, USAF Lt. Col., author of The USA and the Millennial
Kingdom of God, publisher“John’s desire was ‘I wanted them to know that God does answer
when asked, that He is found when sought, and that He does open when we knock.’ Journey to
the Veil [teaches] just that in a ‘come follow me,’ gentle, inviting way.”—Evan Swensen, author
and publisherAlso by John PontiusVisions of GloryFollowing the Light of Christ into His
PresenceThe Triumph of ZionMillennial Quest Series:Spirit of Fire (Formerly Angels in
Coveralls)Angels Among UsAngels Forged in FireAngels and a Flaming Sword, Part 1Angels
and a Flaming Sword Part 2We Three KingsAdditional books, essays, andfireside sound tracks
are available at:and on the UnBlog© 2013 Terri PontiusAll rights reserved.No part of this book
may be reproduced in any form whatsoever, whether by graphic, visual, electronic, film,
microfilm, tape recording, or any other means, without prior written permission of the publisher,
except in the case of brief passages embodied in critical reviews and articles.This is not an
official publication of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. The opinions and views
expressed herein belong solely to the author and do not necessarily represent the opinions or
views of Cedar Fort, Inc. Permission for the use of sources, graphics, and photos is also solely
the responsibility of the author.Published by CFI, an imprint of Cedar Fort, Inc.2373 W. 700 S.,
Springville, UT 84663Distributed by Cedar Fort, Inc.,Cover design by Shawnda T. CraigCover
design © 2013 Lyle MortimerEdited and typeset by Emily S. ChambersPrinted in the United
States of America10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1Printed on acid-free paperTo the UnBlog Family,
whose incredible love, support, and rich commentary made John's last few years so sweet. If it
were possible, I would have included all of your beautiful postings in this book as well.Heartfelt
thanks to Sanford Okura for answering John's call to help me and volunteering countless hours
of careful editing and invaluable spiritual perspective. I could not have completed this project
without you, my friend.ContentsFOREWORDINTRODUCTIONCHAPTER ONE: UnBlogging
DefinedAll the Precious FruitThe Journey Home Part I: The BeginningCHAPTER TWO: The First
and Greatest StepThe First and Greatest StepGetting the Hang of RevelationLearning to
FlyTime to SwerveThe Three VoicesStephanie, There Really Is a GodLiving Faith in



ChristPreach My GospelThe Law of the Celestial KingdomLive Each DayThe Journey Home
Part II: Of Pain and PillsCHAPTER THREE: It’s All TrueIt’s True—It’s All True!Choose Ye This
DayPeas Porridge HotFellow ChristiansHumble Followers of ChristThe Flames of FaithCalled to
ServeAnd Then I KnewThe Journey Home Part III: Good NewsCHAPTER FOUR: Believing in
MiraclesJust Believe!The Year of BeliefThe Gift of Tongues and EarsMiracle of the
CurryEntertaining AngelsFaith and BeliefAn Angel Turning the PagesI’m a PepperToday Is
EternityThe Journey Home Part IV: Off to the TropicsCHAPTER FIVE: Unlocking the
MysteriesThe Greater Portion of the WordThe Miracle of ObedienceReaching for Mighty
PrayerShe Still Lights Up the RoomMatriculation into EternityHave I Been Born Again?The Way
of GrowthGrace like a RiverThe Heavenly GiftOur Journey to the VeilA Loving WordThe Journey
Home Part V: On the EdgeCHAPTER SIX: Trials, Tests, and TribulationThe Fist of GodIn the
Arms of Christ’s LoveThe Right Thing to DoDeliver Us from EvilGethsemaneThen Begins the
FireLet Go and Let GodEvil Intent and Great MaliceAn Eye SingleThe Journey Home Part VI: Six
Months to LiveCHAPTER SEVEN: Feasting on the ScripturesThe Banquet of TruthWho Wrote
the Book of Mormon?Die Boek van MormonStudying the Scriptures 501Look and LiveScripture
Mastery KeyThe Greatest Volume of TruthOnce More into the BreachThe Journey Home Part
VII: The GauntletCHAPTER EIGHT: True Power in the PriesthoodPower in the PriesthoodLesson
from a Pig FarmerPriesthood Blessings That WorkI’ll Say What You Want Me to SaySpectacular
FailureThe Mantle of AuthorityThe Holy OrderGrace in Times of NeedThe Journey Home Part
VIII: Beloved Friends and FamilyCHAPTER NINE: Perfected in ChristPerfect in ChristA Goddess
in EmbryoPurity that Parts the VeilConsecration Made EasyDoing Less, Being MoreBe Ye
Therefore PerfectThe Comfortable DeceptionHoly and without SpotThe Doer of All Our
DeedsLight All through the NightThe Journey Home Part IX: Excuses, ExcusesCHAPTER TEN:
Ushering In the MillenniumHope for Our TimesBuilding a MansionThe Pure Love of ChristOur
Everlasting PrivilegeTelestial to TerrestrialThe Least among UsAnd Have Not Been
DeceivedThe Times of Easy PreparationLooking Back on the UnBlogThe Journey Home Part X:
Into the ValleyCHAPTER ELEVEN: The Christ-Empowered LifeThe Christ-Empowered LifeThe
Miracle of GraceFrom Rags to RichesSaved by the Law?Just Drink the MedicineGrace for
GraceElder BrotherAfter All We Can DoSacred and TrueCHAPTER TWELVE: Hurrah for Israel!
Hurrah for Israel!EPILOGUE: Until We Meet AgainUntil We Meet AgainThe Journey Home Part
XI: A New Journey BeginsAPPENDIXThe Path of the AncientsScripture Mastery Key: The Book
of MormonScripture Mastery Key: The Doctrine & CovenantsINDEXABOUT THE
AUTHORSBACK COVERForewordJohn Pontius came into my life very unexpectedly and exited
it a year ago (December 2012) in the same fashion. He was taken in the impeccable timing and
love and mercy of the Lord. We were not ready to have him leave us, but he lived out all the days
that were allotted to him from the beginning by the Father.He loved the Lord and endeavored
with all the energy of his soul to follow Christ’s precepts and indefatigably served him and
proclaimed his principles and teachings to all he met.Not many of God’s children have the ability
and opportunity to influence the world for good after they have laid their bodies down in the



grave; however, John continues to inspire, influence, and bless the lives of tens of thousands of
Saints and true believers from his present station on the other side of the veil. His words are still
resonating with those who seek after the truth and desire to follow the light into the presence of
the Lord.John knew sorrow and was acquainted with grief. He was stretched by that which he
suffered. He learned to reach to the highest heights and understood the lowest depths. He was
conversant with pain and suffering and could hold his own in a conversation with Job and
Abraham. He knew how to succor the weak and lift up the hands that hang down.With this newly
published compilation of his many wonderful and spirit-raising stories, experiences, and
writings, we are again lifted and refreshed by his faith-filled words and spirit. We again have the
blessing of becoming reacquainted with John, or for some, knowing and learning from him for
the first time.John, thank you for your life and faithful devotion to Christ and His gospel. We long
to be with you again and learn from you all that you now know, as you have had the opportunity
to search the depths of eternity and to learn firsthand from the Lord Jesus Christ and His Father
and our Father.We will continue to learn from you and will wait for the Time of Refreshing to
again learn from and with you at the glorious throne of God.Your eternal
friend,“Spencer”IntroductionFive months ago, my Johnnie left me.He didn’t mean to. He didn’t
want to. It was just his time. We both freely acknowledged, and discussed endlessly, the exciting
and glorious mission awaiting John on the other side. I called him my Captain Moroni . . . he
would prepare both sides of the veil for the latter-day Zion! Oh, but he was sick, so very sick.
And because he was my best friend, and we always did everything together, I unwittingly made
his sickness my sickness too. In the everyday busyness of serving this extraordinary dying man,
I couldn’t quite make myself believe that our earth life together was really coming to an end. I
have no excuse for such indulgence; six years to prepare should have been long enough.But I
was brave. I told him, “Don’t you worry about me! I am going to be just fine. I have my priorities
straight: I know in Whom I trust. Go on, get out of here, and have all that spiritual fun on the other
side of the veil, while I suffer and grovel down here!” I loved to tease him, because his tired,
brown eyes lit up when I teased. Then I would kiss the top of his bald head a dozen times while
my eyes filled with tears. I always tried to hide the tears, but he knew.We spoke endlessly about
—everything. When your husband has cancer, you have many bittersweet hours to talk about life
and what lies beyond. These conversations, much to John’s chagrin, were almost always late at
night. I’m a night owl; he isn’t. Right after I would give him his final morphine shot and fix his
pillows and blankets just right, the “talkies” would kick in for me, just as his sleeping pill was
kicking in for him.“You have to come back and see me!” I’d tell him.“I don’t know if I will be
permitted.”“Well then—gosh, John—beg! Come on, you’ve been so good . . . surely Father will
let you!”His eyes were gleaming now, but his voice was too hoarse to reply. I persisted, of
course.“At least—you gotta come back and give me a sign!”He smiled as best he could, and
brushed my cheek with his warm, now-trembling hand. “I will ask.”Then we would call our two
daughters at home to come for family prayers. As we three girls knelt by his bedside, John would
pray. During the last weeks of his life, he always wanted to be the one to pray. His faint voice



would suddenly grow stronger as he boldly called down the angels, cast out our fears, and
consecrated his all to God. The power in the priesthood that flowed mightily from John’s pain-
racked body and cracked lips was miraculous. Our weeping hearts were healed for yet another
day.Weeks passed, and the end was growing nearer. One night, I had an inspiration.“Do you
know what I’m going to do after you’re gone? I’m going to compile the UnBlogs into a book. They
are just too wonderful not to publish!” (“UnBlog My Soul” is a blog that John had begun in 2010
when he was told he had only six months to live. In this forum, John recorded his powerful
witness of Christ and of the gospel he loved, initially intended only for his family and closest
friends. But the blog became growingly popular, because its humble writer had such a unique
gift for gospel clarity and expression. The UnBlog family was born, and soon thousands of
UnBloggers enjoyed the posts that John wrote almost daily, despite his ongoing chemo
treatments and failing body.)But John resisted the idea of publishing the posts. “That’s too big of
a job. There are over five hundred of them! You’ll kill yourself doing that.”“No I won’t. I have edited
all your other books; how hard could it be? Everything’s already been written. Come on, Honey,
those are amazing posts! You never know how it could touch a life.” I knew that would get to him;
he had only one burning desire—to touch lives for his Savior, Jesus Christ.Finally John gave his
permission rather reluctantly, with the caveat that I give whatever praise or good that came of it
to the Lord. That was John; his focus was always on giving all thanks and any credit to
God.Then, just before Christmas 2012, my Johnnie was gone. I mourned wretchedly for months,
wondering how I could have been so naive as to ever think I could live without him. Finally, a few
months afterward, I found new energy and joy in compiling this book. I also know without a doubt
that John has personally and intimately assisted in this work. It’s been a delight to sit here at
John’s desk using his well-loved computer, with him unmistakably by my side, and those
thundering horses (my favorite painting of his) charging overhead to urge me onward.I have
arranged the blogs according to subject rather than chronologically and have omitted the
posting dates. There were so many excellent blogs to choose from that it was a daunting task to
decide between them. If you’d like to read additional blogs, you are welcome to go online to
“UnBlog My Soul,” where you will find any that are not included in this book. Also, please note
that most of the names of persons referenced have been changed.I will dance between the
chapters with the personal story of John’s final mortal journey home. As you read these words
penned by a man who was nearing his journey’s end, it is my prayer that you may find truth and
clarity for your own journey.—Terri J. PontiusChapter OneUnBlogging DefinedAll the Precious
FruitMost of my life, I have viewed mortality and the gospel somewhat differently than most
people. By that I mean that I have an unusual relationship with truth; I am attracted to it, and it
seems to come find me. I discovered this in my teens when I had long gospel talks with my dad.
Dad was a righteous man who studied every morning and most evenings, who faithfully called
family prayers and home evening, and who loved the Lord. I was a young teen chafing at having
to do chores, milk cows, and work on a farm all day every day of summer vacation.One day, a
seminary teacher said something that didn’t sound right to me. The next evening as I was going



out to milk the (much hated) cows, I saw Dad sitting in his study reading. He was a doctor, and
he had a large study filled with beautiful books. I walked up to the door, and he looked up. I
asked him if he could answer a question for me, and then something unexpected happened. He
closed his book and invited me to sit down. He listened intently to every word I said without
comment. It was honestly the first time I can remember that my dad had really listened to
anything I said!In that moment, I realized that this was my father’s garage door–size opening into
his heart. He was rejoicing that I had come to him with a gospel question! Dad smiled and said,
“Let’s see what the scriptures say about that,” and invited me to turn to a passage in the Book of
Mormon. We talked for quite a while until I was satisfied. He listened to my ideas and seemed to
genuinely value them. I was happily overwhelmed with this experience, both spiritually and as a
rite of passage with my father.As the years passed, we had these discussions often and
continually. Without exaggerating at all, I estimate that during our lifetime of working side-by-side
and living near one another, we spoke twenty thousand hours about gospel topics. What was
intriguing to us both was that he would teach me something that he had acquired through
scholarship, and I would feel the Spirit lighting my mind and then affirm with something like,
“Well, then this also has to be true, and that means this other principle has to be right also.” He
would listen, look up a few things, consult the scriptures and his books, and without exception,
he came to agree. Often he would add additional understanding, and we leap-frogged through
the gospel, exchanging the teacher and student roles often.As the years have passed, I realized
that my understanding of the gospel is perfectly aligned with what all faithful people view; but for
some reason only the Lord knows, He has occasionally gifted me with a peek into the sublime
mysteries of eternity. I’m not saying this to boast. Anyone who knows me knows that I do not
desire attention, and I work hard to stay far away from fringy people and the opportunity to
acquire worldly status. Every insight I have been given has been but a tender mercy and a
confirmation that the Lord answers the prayers of even a humble farm boy.But all my adult life,
the Lord has kept me silent about these little bits of additional light. For over thirty years, I have
sat and listened and said very little. The first time I was given leave to voice any of it was in my
first book, Following the Light of Christ into His Presence. After that, nearly twenty years passed
before I obtained the information in The Triumph of Zion and was allowed to write and publish it.
Now, probably because I was recently given six months to live, or because the potential
inductees of Zion are hungering, or because the time for Zion is approaching fast, I no longer
feel the same degree of sanction regarding what the Lord has taught me over the years. As a
matter of fact, I feel a little urgency to spread these things as quickly and as far as I am given
opportunity and utterance.In pondering how I would best like to spend the twilight months of my
life, I found that I wanted to take these precious memories, these hard-won truths and glorious
gifts, and paint them in the sky. I didn’t want them to be lost, buried within my head. I wanted
them before the eyes, hearts, and minds of anyone who could reverence them, and I wanted
them to be readily available when my precious children and grandchildren sought for their own
light. I wanted them to know that God does answer when asked, that He is found when sought,



and that He does open when we knock.As I considered this growing desire, the unlikely thought
of writing a blog came to me in a flash. Since I am not generally attracted to the whole concept of
blogging, which appeared to me as a way of promoting one’s self, the term “un-blogging”
seemed to fit me better—thus the genesis of “UnBlog My Soul.”I realized last night that the name
“UnBlog My Soul” also means to unburden my soul, to take all this precious fruit and lay it out as
plainly and as sweetly as the Lord will give me words to do so. It means to unplug the storm
drains of my fear, to unleash the lightning of the Holy Spirit in whatever way comes to my mind
and my hands. It also means to me to complete my mortal assignment, and to not die with light
under my bushel that should have been held aloft to cast away whatever shadows it may reach,
that I might go to my next assignment without checked boxes on the “should-have-been-more-
valiant page” the angels are keeping against my final report.So, if you will forgive my late
understanding, and accept that this is in no possible way an act of conceit or self-promotion, that
my whole life and whole desire is only to do the Lord’s will, and in so doing to help bring about
the closing scenes of this telestial world we call home, I hope that you will accompany me
through the process of UnBlogging My Soul.Brother JohnThe Journey HomePart I: The
BeginningIt was late September 2006, and the glorious Alaskan summer was surrendering its
blaze of fireweed and wildflowers to the inevitability of the long winter ahead. I always loved the
fall, which spoke of misty mornings and colder nights, campfires that warmed, and the promise
of darker evenings and northern lights. That summer had been very busy for John and me, with
our children coming home from college, frequent visitors from the Lower 48, and the expansion
of our self-storage business. But now life had slowed down. Our ten-year-old daughter had
happily begun fifth grade, and John and I were gearing up for community Messiah rehearsals in
October.At first it seemed like such a little thing—perhaps a cold coming on. Although he was ill,
John kept on working as a contracted consultant for Alyeska and writing his book. Finally at my
insistence, he took a day off and swallowed some antibiotics we had lying around the house.
The next day, I heard him feebly crying out for me from the bathroom. I walked in to find him in a
hot bath, shaking violently and unable to get warm. That was enough for me. “I know you hate
going to the doctor,” I said, “but I’m sorry, I’m calling her right now!”The doctor was as alarmed as
I was and insisted that John come to her office immediately for tests. One hour later, he was
admitted into the hospital. He had a massive liver abscess, which had apparently resulted from
dental work done six weeks previously. After stabilization, he was ambulanced to a larger
hospital in Anchorage to save his life.Two weeks later, we knew two things: The first was that not
only was John fighting this abscess, but he also had stage three colon cancer; the second was
that our lives would never be the same again.—TerriChapter TwoThe First and Greatest StepThe
First and Greatest StepIhave discovered that there is a specific pathway that will take any person
upon it into the grand and glorious blessings of the gospel. These blessings are so fantastic that
the mortal mind can’t understand or even perceive of them without the benefit of direct
revelation. They are so much broader than any mortal imagination or invention as to make them
quite truthfully beyond man to comprehend, even when explained in great detail with charts and



graphs and every art of language.Yet, in the soul is a tiny engine of truth. It is not a part of man
but resides within each of us. Its source is divine, engineered and paid for in advance by the
Atonement of Christ, and when obeyed, it can open the very curtains that the genius of
humankind alone cannot even budge.I am speaking of the Light of Christ—that tiny voice of truth
that we all possess, which first manifests itself as the conscience of man. It begins as tiny, but it
is the first and greatest step to spiritual greatness, even godhood. Those who cast it aside and
reject its counsels will forever disqualify themselves from those things that we most ardently
desire—eternal life, eternal family, and eternal joy.Those who embrace it, who recognize it as
revelation, who discipline themselves to obedience to it—though it may take years of failure and
repentance—and who ultimately make their eye single to the glory of God, will find this tiny spark
of truth growing into a mighty blaze of truth and glory. They will walk in joy, work miracles, and
receive profound blessings beyond the veil.But it all starts with this first and greatest step:
obedience to the Spirit.A few of us may be called to spill our blood as martyrs. But it is not the
single great sacrifice that exalts; it is a lifetime of small obediences—saying family prayers when
it is inconvenient, reading the scriptures when prompted, apologizing when innocent, being kind
to the unkind and merciful to the abuser, all when the voice of Christ whispers that it is the right
thing to do.Those who at last do these things will find themselves watching the veil part and
angels descend, and it could be long before they are laid to rest at this mortal journey’s
end.Brother JohnGetting the Hang of RevelationIwoke up this morning thinking of an event that
occurred in South Africa in 1971 and what it taught me. A great deal of my present thinking, my
belief in revelation and my determination to be diligently obedient to the voice of the Spirit,
originated with the happening I am about to recite. I promise this is a true story. I’m not making
any part of this up, even though it sounds somewhat fantastic.I was serving as a missionary in
Bulawayo, Rhodesia, and had been on my mission for just short of a year. I had just been made
a senior companion and transferred to Johannesburg. It was a two-day trip from Rhodesia on a
train pulled by an old coal-fired puffer billy steam engine.When I arrived, I was assigned to work
with a missionary who had a reputation for two things: working very hard, and being very hard to
like. Every companion he had had essentially despised him. The mission president actually
apologized to me when he gave me this assignment as this guy’s companion, and he promised
me that in a few months I would get my own area and a junior companion.On the car trip from
Johannesburg to our area, Elder Snyder (not his real name) lectured me on how he was the
senior companion and that my only job was to do everything he told me. He said the only reason
he needed me there was because the mission rules required it, and that I was to shut up, say
nothing, not think, and just be present so that we would meet the requirement of a
companionship of two elders. He would make all of the decisions and teach all of the
lessons.Well, I had been warned about Elder Snyder and had thought long and hard about what
I assumed was coming. When he “put me in my place,” I actually felt the Spirit and replied,
“You’re right, Elder; I am here to do anything you need. Just tell me what you expect, and I will do
everything you ask.”He looked at me to see if I was being sarcastic. I wasn’t, so he replied, “I



think we’re going to get along just fine.”We tracted hard. We fasted many days. We worked and
walked and walked and worked until we were physically and emotionally depleted. We were
rewarded with zero success. Elder Snyder decided that we just had to work harder, so we slept
less, studied more, drove to our area on our own time, and did everything he could think of to
work harder.One morning, after I polished his shoes and made his bed (I’m not even kidding), I
asked him, “Why can’t the Spirit just lead us to someone who is ready for the gospel?” He
laughed and replied that I was so young and inexperienced that I couldn’t possibly know that the
gospel doesn’t work that way. He told me flatly that we have to work and do everything; that the
Lord only intervenes when something very important is happening and not in small things like
missionary work. I didn’t believe a word of it and shook my head, but I kept quiet as usual.We
had a handful of media referrals, which are slips from Temple Square that people filled out while
visiting. They were usually fun and rewarding. We had several left for which we could not find
addresses. We were driving our new missionary VW beetle and had driven around fruitlessly for
a long time when Elder Snyder gave up, shoved the names into his pocket, and said he was
going to throw them away. I felt a sense of deep loss and said so. I reminded him that the Holy
Ghost could lead us to their homes if we would pray about it.Elder Snyder scoffed. “I told you, it
doesn’t work that way.”I replied, “I think it would if we prayed about it.”He became angry and
began mocking me. “Tell you what. We’ll start right now, and you listen to the Spirit, and each
time we come to an intersection, you tell me which way the Spirit wants us to go, and we’ll just
settle this once and for all.”It was a challenge spoken in resentment; nevertheless, I felt the Spirit
distinctly say to me, “Just choose the opposite of whatever Elder Snyder says.”I replied, “I will
accept your challenge, but at every intersection, you have to say which way you think we should
go; then I’ll choose and we’ll go the way I say. Okay?”“Fine!” he retorted and took off in a huff
down the street. As he did so, my first impression was that he had chosen this direction, so I
said, “We’re going the wrong direction.”He made a fast U-turn, and we headed down a busy
street. As we progressed, we came to a dirt road that crossed a railroad track. He said, “Well,
there aren’t even any houses down there.”I said, “That’s the right road; turn in,” again only
speaking the opposite of what he had said.“It can’t be,” he argued.“It is,” I replied, only relying
upon that one whispering to do the opposite of him.We came to an intersection, and he stopped.
It was just about dark. He said, “We’re lost.”“No, this is the right place,” I assured him.“Well,
there’s nothing to the left, but a few houses are on the right. Let’s go right.”I reminded him of our
agreement, and I insisted that we turn left.“But there aren’t any houses on this road, Elder!” he
cried.“The house we are looking for is on this road,” I replied, just speaking the opposite of
him.Finally, the road swept to the right, and there was a row of new houses on the left. A few of
them had lights on. “Oh, I guess there are houses,” he conceded. “But they’re all under
construction. Nobody lives here.”I said, “One of these is the right house.”“There aren’t even
numbers on the houses; we could never find the right house, even if it accidentally was the right
street!” He was angry now.“Their house has a number on it,” I said.“I doubt it. Look, there’s one
with a light on; let’s try that side of the street,” he said.“No, it’s on the opposite side, without a



light on.”“You couldn’t possibly know that,” he insisted angrily.I pointed to the only house on that
side of the street. It was under construction, and there were no lights visible.“That house is
deserted. Nobody’s home,” he said. “Let’s go home.”“No, that house is not deserted, and there is
someone home. Let’s go knock.” Again, I was just saying the opposite.He slammed his door and
stomped up to the front door. “This isn’t their home!” he cried out as he knocked.“This is the right
house,” I answered softly, actually unsure myself, because it had been a very unusual process,
but I had faith in what I had been clearly told to do.After a moment, a light snapped on, and a
lady opened the door. Elder Snyder smiled snidely and introduced us. He asked if they were the
Jones family who had recently visited Temple Square.She brightened and laughed. “We were
there a few months ago, and we were beginning to fear nobody was going to come. We loved it,
and we’ve been reading the Book of Mormon. Do you have time to tell us more about your
church? We’re really interested.”As I said, I’m not making this up. It was so startling that both of
us were immobilized for a moment. Elder Snyder looked at me with raised eyebrows and then
stepped inside. We spoke to them about the restoration of the Church and Joseph Smith. They
said they were pretty sure Smith was a prophet, having accomplished all that he had. We made
an appointment to return.Back in the car, we drove away in silence. Finally, Elder Snyder looked
at me and said, “I know what you’re thinking, that the Holy Spirit led you to their home. But, I’ve
been thinking about it, and it wasn’t the Spirit at all. All you did was say the opposite of what I
thought—so it was actually me who got us there.”I looked at him and felt like crying. “Elder, what
you saw tonight was a miracle, and you’re like the children of Israel who refused to believe in
God even when Moses showed them miracles!”“That’s not true!” he said.I said, “From now on,
I’m going to continue to do what you, my senior companion, tell me to do. But when the Spirit
whispers something to me, I’m going to go that direction. I don’t care what you say. I’m done
following you through purgatory because you refuse to be directed by the Lord. My suggestion
is, unless you want us walking in different directions, you just believe the Spirit when it says we
need to go or do something else. Because that is the direction I will be headed!”It was the first
time since we had met that I had even proposed I had a brain, or that I would be so insane as to
use it. He sputtered, coughed, and started to lecture me, but the Spirit was in the room. He finally
laughed. “You have a deal, Elder,” he said.From that moment on, we began having success,
meeting people, and teaching lessons. Elder Snyder got the hang of revelation, and I rarely felt
like we needed to change course. I was transferred a short time later and became a district
leader. I didn’t know what happened to Elder Snyder after that; he went home a few months later.
However, many years after my mission, I heard his name read in general conference as a new
member of one of the Quorums of the Seventy. I’ll bet with his work ethic, and with his ability to
perceive and obey the Holy Spirit, that things really began to happen.Brother JohnLearning to
FlyEvery journey begins with a single step. No matter how distant or near the destination, that
first step is not optional. To fail to make it is to fail the entire journey. Failure of this one thing is
failure of all things.When it comes to the process of obtaining great priesthood blessings and an
elevated stature of righteousness, the first step is learning to hear and then obey the voice of



revelation in one’s soul. There is no other first step. There is no other process. There is no other
path. I think the reason the Holy Spirit has moved me toward this topic so many times on the
UnBlog is because this concept is key to everything else we can discuss, or everything else we
can ever hope to achieve.Any precept of the gospel that I have mercifully learned—from the very
existence of God to the meaning of temple truths—has come to me because long ago our
gracious Savior led me down a long pathway to teach me to listen to His voice. Over the last few
months, I have related quite a few of these experiences, and each one taught me in one way or
another to listen carefully and obey with all of the courage I can. I’m certainly not as good at it as
I wish to be, but over the years, the sum of obedience has literally opened the heavens and
poured out joyous blessings.Now we live in a dispensation of the gospel whose primary God-
given objective is to build a society worthy to dwell in the presence of our returning Christ. When
we actually understand what we are being asked—or rather commanded—to do, it is a calling
and obligation that is so far beyond our present understanding as to make it seemingly
incomprehensible. It is somewhat like trying to make a goldfish comprehend feathers and
flight.But like Nephi, the Lord has provided a way for us to do that which He has commanded us
to do. He has specifically given each of us the Holy Spirit to lift us from the fishbowl of our
inadequacies and to not only give us wings, but to make us worthy to possess them.The process
is very simple. When we allow Christ to become our shepherd by taking His voice as our guide,
then He begins to change us. This is the empowering aspect of the Atonement. He not only
causes us to see our potential, He vastly upgrades it. He doesn’t just forgive us of our sins, He
armors us against them. He not only shows us that goldfish really can fly, He causes us to grow
wings, to become something that belongs in the air and can’t wait to get there! Every time we
yield our will to Christ’s, something divine happens: we become more and more like Him.Not
only do we grow wings through this process, but we grow eyes that can see the things of eternity
and ears that can hear the things of God.When you read the scriptures and survey the lives of
the noble and great ones of previous gospel dispensations, you are not reading the lives of the
extraordinarily talented. You are reading the lives of the extraordinarily obedient. They each
started with no greater advantage, genius, or strength than most of us.Their great first step was
when they learned to hear, and then to obey, and then to fly.Brother JohnTime to SwerveEver
since I was a child, the Holy Spirit has been working on me—mostly to get me to learn to hear
the voice of revelation and to respond with faith. I would like to tell you three stories lifted from
the pages of my past that illustrate a few of the many times our merciful Savior attempted to
teach me.The first event occurred when I was in my teens on a Boy Scout camp. We were in the
Uinta Mountains and had hiked a long ways up a crumbling shale mountainside. It was hard
climbing because for every three steps forward, you slid backward two. When we finally reached
the top, we found that it was as flat as a tabletop. I suppose the area was several acres in size,
and it was interspersed with rows of willow bushes. It looked like a randomly planted maze, with
big grassy areas cut into sections by these rows of willows. We began running and playing tag.
You couldn’t see through the willow rows, but you could run around the end of a row and



disappear from sight. We also found that you could jump through the rows and land in the next
meadow. The effect was almost magical. One instant you were there; the next, you were gone.At
some point, I became the person being chased. I ran around a corner and found myself at a
dead end. I decided to jump through the willow row, and I ran hard toward it with another scout
closing on me. As I approached, I had a bad feeling. Somehow I “knew” I shouldn’t do it. I slowed
down and then looked back and saw the scout behind me just about to catch me. I ran full speed
at the hedge and jumped.I felt something very solid hit my chest, and I fell backward back into
the meadow. My pursuer was now just a few feet away, so I jumped up and ran at the hedge
again. This time, I distinctly felt a hand on my chest, which caught me halfway through the row
and pushed me back into the meadow. I fell hard enough to knock the wind out of me.My friend
waited for me to catch my breath. I opened my shirt to see if there was a welt on my chest the
shape of a hand. There was nothing. Together, we slowly parted the willows, and to our utter
amazement, we found a two hundred-foot vertical drop on the other side of the hedge.Things
like this happened many times, I’m sorry to say. I should have been a quicker learner.Some years
later, I was tasked by my dad to disk up a corn field. The field had been harvested, and running
the disk through it in the fall made it a lot easier to plant the next spring. I started the big Farmall
Model M tractor and filled it with gas, hooked on the disk, and climbed into the seat. The Farmall
M was a tricycle design, with two wheels close together in the nose and two big exposed traction
wheels.I started across the field in fourth gear, which is the fastest “slow” gear on the machine. I
grew impatient and pushed in the clutch to shift to fifth gear, which is a road gear and is way too
fast for a field. As I did so, I had the distinct impression that I should not use that gear.Of course,
I did it anyway. It seemed safe enough; the field was only a hundred yards away, and I was on a
dirt road worn hard by harvesting. The tractor took off. In front of me was an irrigation ditch,
which we had plowed closed for harvesting. This let us drive trucks and tractors easily across it
without spilling the load. As I approached, bouncing up and down on this barely controlled
tractor, to my horror, I saw that my dad had plowed the ditch back open!I slammed on the brakes
as the front pair of tricycle wheels hit the ditch. The rear end bounded into the air and nearly
flipped over forward. My foot came off of the clutch. The engine was roaring full speed, and the
wheels dug in, flipping the nose of the tractor up into the air. The steering wheel spun to the left,
almost breaking my wrists. The rear wheels dropped into the ditch with the nose in the air. The
only reason I did not flip over backward was because the disk was still attached to the back end.
When those big wheels dropped into the ditch, I came off the seat and flew onto the traction
wheels. The wheels bit into my arm and side, rolled me around in the air, and plopped me back
into the driver’s seat. If I had fallen forward, I would have been fatally thrown under the big
wheels and then the disk. If I had fallen backward, I would have been cut to ribbons by the
disk.The big wheels clawed up the opposite side of the bank, and I fell off again, this time to the
right, and the big wheels again slapped me back into the seat. I grabbed the steering wheel,
slammed my foot on the clutch, and hit the brakes. The tractor turned hard, skidded to a stop,
and all the wheels finally dropped. Shaking and sweating profusely, I shut off the tractor and



climbed down. My knees buckled, and I fell to the ground. As I knelt there, I remembered the
strong impression that I should not use fifth gear in the field.Fast forward to the year 2000, nearly
thirty-five years later. It was after midnight in late October, and I was almost late to catch an
airplane in Anchorage, Alaska, a full hour’s drive away. The roads were snow packed, with a
heavy fall of snow coursing out of the sky. I could just see about two car lengths ahead of me
and should have slowed down, but I didn’t want to miss my plane. There didn’t appear to be any
other cars on the road, and it was not particularly slick, just very cold and difficult to see through
the dense snow.As I was driving, the Spirit distinctly said, “Change lanes.” It was only an
impression, no louder than the previous “Don’t use fifth gear” from many years ago. This time,
however, I instantly changed lanes, which caused the car to fishtail and slide sideways. As I
fought to get the car back under control, a large moose flashed by on my right. He had been
standing in my lane and most likely would have killed me.I have since pondered the spiritual
training of my youth and have remembered some of the thousands of times the Lord tried to
speak to me. Each of them was a chance to avoid pain, to not leave something behind, or even
to save my life. Most of the time, the Lord spared me in spite of my disobedience, which warms
my soul with gratitude and makes me feel loved and protected. It also seems very parental of
Him to instruct, warn, guide, and let me feel a little fear and a little pain. But when I was a child, I
acted as a child, and now that I am a spiritual adult, I try to listen very carefully, because the time
of lessons is past.Now it is time to swerve, and then find out why later.Brother JohnThe Three
VoicesIwant to share with you a powerful tool to develop a greater understanding of revelation
and how to receive it. The idea of this tool just came to me one day as I was pondering these
very things, and I have personally found it to be of great worth. I gave it as an assignment to my
institute class several times, and as many people as actually did it found it to be amazingly
illuminating.In order to understand how to use this tool, we first need to consider how to
distinguish revelation from other noise in our heads.The Voice of Our MindThere are three
voices that a “healthy” mind hears. The first and loudest is the voice of our own mind. We hear
ourselves think. We ask questions, debate, and doubt. We analyze the events of our lives and
make decisions. This voice is almost always unsure. It wonders about everything and questions,
“Why did that happen?”, “What should I do now?”, “What does that mean?”, and “How could I be
so dumb?” This is all our own thinking and reasoning. The easiest way to identify this voice is
that it often references “me” and “I.” For example, “I think I’m in trouble,” is from your own mind.
“I’m hungry” or “Why is this happening to me?” are similar ruminations of the human psyche.The
Holy SpiritThe next voice we hear is from the Holy Spirit. In its earliest stages, this voice is called
our conscience. The most important fact here is that it is revelation, and it is the voice of Christ.
Making this realization is the most important thing a soul can do to promote great
righteousness.The easiest way to identify this voice is that it always leads us to do something
good and to believe in Christ. It rarely asks questions. It clearly distills a thought or pure concept
into our minds or heart: “Don’t do that.” “Put it back.” “Pick it up.” “Go to church.” “Help your wife
with the dishes.” “Be loving to your husband.” “Play with your kids.” These are all examples of the



voice of the Holy Spirit. The Holy Spirit has a single purpose in our lives, which is to constantly
inform us of what is right and wrong. Any time we must choose between good and evil, or right
and wrong, the Holy Spirit will nudge us in the direction of truth and right.Moroni 7 tells us that by
learning to hear the voice of the Spirit, we can tell good from evil as clearly as the daylight from
the dark night.15 For behold, my brethren, it is given unto you to judge, that ye may know good
from evil; and the way to judge is as plain, that ye may know with a perfect knowledge, as the
daylight is from the dark night16 For behold, the Spirit of Christ is given to every man, that he
may know good from evil; wherefore, I show unto you the way to judge; for every thing which
inviteth to do good, and to persuade to believe in Christ, is sent forth by the power and gift of
Christ; wherefore ye may know with a perfect knowledge it is of God.17 But whatsoever thing
persuadeth men to do evil, and believe not in Christ, and deny him, and serve not God, then ye
may know with a perfect knowledge it is of the devil; for after this manner doth the devil work, for
he persuadeth no man to do good, no, not one; neither do his angels; neither do they who
subject themselves unto him.18 And now, my brethren, seeing that ye know the light by which ye
may judge, which light is the light of Christ, see that ye do not judge wrongfully; for with that
same judgment which ye judge ye shall also be judged.19 Wherefore, I beseech of you,
brethren, that ye should search diligently in the light of Christ that ye may know good from evil;
and if ye will lay hold upon every good thing, and condemn it not, ye certainly will be a child of
Christ. (Moroni 7: 15–19)It is important to grasp the power of this concept, which is that
everything that invites you to do good—including ideas for good that pop into your head—is
inspired of God and is revelation. Choosing to be obedient to all such promptings will
dramatically increase your spiritual strength and set you upon the ordained path to joy and
upward spiritual mobility. Just as we continually hear the voice of temptation, we also continually
hear the voice of Christ—at least, unless we shut it off through disobedience.Such promptings
are rarely actual voices. Promptings are most often just thoughts or impressions that come into
the heart and mind, usually when you least expect it. To some they come as visual images or
flashes of pictures or sudden insight. But we can tell without a doubt that they come from Christ
when they lead us to do something good—even if that good thing is as mundane and annoying
as a thought to drive the speed limit. As the scripture says, all good things are inspired of
God.The Voice of EvilThe final voice we hear is the voice of evil. We are all quite familiar with
temptations. They are most often appealing to the flesh, our pride, or our vanity. They try to get
us to go contrary to righteous promptings.Someone asked me recently if the “devil” can hear the
promptings we receive. I believe that the evil ones, while not able to hear our thoughts, are
keenly aware of when we are receiving promptings from righteous spiritual sources. I believe it
because when there is a prompting to do good, the evil ones immediately rant against it, railing
with many reasons why we should do otherwise.As well, the evil ones certainly know the
behaviors and weaknesses of mankind, and eventually they come to know and recognize us.
They have millennia of experience in discerning the mood, emotions, and likely intentions of
their human prey. As they systematically gather information about us and learn who we are, who



we were in premortality, and what our strengths and weaknesses are here, they intelligently and
logically persuade, fight, reason, and rant against anything good that the Lord wants for us. I
consider it unlikely that we interact with the actual prince of darkness. But we do hear from his
minions, tempters, and messengers. My experiences have led me to believe that these beings
are hateful and angry and have very real intent to destroy us. What seems like a vague scuffle to
us is an all-out war to them, and they fully intend to win. Their goal is to get us to obey them, thus
separating us from the voice of the Holy Spirit.An example of these three voices operating in our
lives probably happened to a lot of us just last Fast Sunday. The voice of the Holy Spirit might
have prompted you to bear your testimony. The opposition, keenly aware of what is going on,
and knowing you and your weaknesses, would immediately counter with a barrage of clever
arguments tailor-made for you: “You won’t know what to say. It will be embarrassing. You will just
start crying. Leave the time for other people. Nobody really cares about what you think anyway,”
and similar lies. Your mind then says, “Oh, my goodness, what should I do?”When we are able to
identify these three voices correctly, then we don’t need to ask ourselves what we “should” do,
because we “should” bear our testimony. This is what Christ desires of us at that moment. The
real question is, “Will I be obedient and bear my testimony?”With this understanding embedded
in our souls, we are ready to employ this great tool I mentioned earlier.The Small Plates of
JohnGo get a small notebook, preferably one you can keep in your shirt pocket or purse.Take a
marker and write on the cover “The Small Plates of . . .” inserting your name. Every time you
receive a prompting, and every time you hear a temptation, write it down in your small plates. Be
as specific and detailed as you can.Leave blank space after each entry.Go back at the end of
the day and record whether you hearkened to that which was good, or if you succumbed to that
which was evil.Record the result of your decision—how it worked out for you. When you were
faithful, what happened? Whose lives were changed? Were you happier because of your
obedience? When you failed to obey, what were the consequences?What you will find is that
you receive dozens of “revelations” every day. You will see that your life is literally submerged in
promptings. You will see that with every decision you made, right or wrong, you knew what you
“should have” done.You will also find that the voice of opposition is very informed. It is specific
and intelligent. It is your enemy and is giving you hundreds of reasons to disobey and satisfy
some carnal desire or lust. You will know without a doubt the war that is being waged for your
soul.Keeping your small plates does not have to go on for a long period of time. It is an exercise
designed to teach you the difference between the voices of revelation, evil, and your mind. Every
person who tries this is flabbergasted by the volume of information received each day. You will
be delighted at how clearly Christ is leading you and amazed and dismayed at how thoroughly
evil opposes any truth and all light. You will soon see why Christ characterized us as walking in
darkness at noonday and often lamented that He is a light shining in darkness, and the darkness
comprehendeth it not.49 The light shineth in darkness, and the darkness comprehendeth it not;
nevertheless, the day shall come when you shall comprehend even God, being quickened in him
and by him.50 Then shall ye know that ye have seen me, that I am, and that I am the true light



that is in you, and that you are in me; otherwise ye could not abound. (Doctrine & Covenants 88:
49–50)For those of you who take the initiative to try this experiment, I applaud you. When you
discover the truth and power of being able to discern between the “three voices,” you will have
found new wings for your spiritual flight.Brother JohnStephanie, There Really Is a GodDear
Stephanie,I have read your letter several times and pondered if there was anything I could say to
help you. It sounds like your life has hit bottom, probably more than once. It sounds like you have
lost your faith in God, possibly even your belief in God. You want a miracle to prove that God
exists and that He loves you. Perhaps there are a lot of people aching just like you, so I decided
to answer you publicly.Stephanie, there really is a God, and He really does love you— and the
odd thing is that I can prove it to you.I want you to place yourself in this scenario in your mind’s
eye. Let’s say you are driving down the road with a few wild friends, and you come upon a young
mother pushing a baby stroller beside the road. Let’s say your friends started taunting you and
urging you to run over the cute baby in the stroller. They offer you money and call you a coward.
Would you do it?I know you wouldn’t because as you just considered that scenario, you felt
repelled and sickened by the idea, didn’t you? You knew it was awful and wrong. I could pose a
thousand other similar scenarios to you, and you would know if every one of them was right or
wrong, all by yourself, without anyone helping. The amazing thing is that I could also pose the
same scenarios to every person on the planet, and they would likewise know, exactly like you,
the rightness or evilness of each.Do you know why?It is because you and every other living
person were born with the Light of Christ within them. We call it our conscience. What you may
not have realized is that your conscience comes from Jesus Christ, and it is actually revelation to
you. This is where God is in your life. This is your connection to the divine. This is your proof that
God actually exists, that He loves you, and that He is with you every moment of your day. You
have never been alone—ever.When you do those “despicable” things you mentioned, you
wouldn’t even know that they were despicable without your conscience to tell you. Did you
realize that each time you choose to do something dark, there is a war inside of you? You have
to fight hard against the feeling of doing right. You have to purposefully choose to do what is
wrong in the face of knowing you shouldn’t. The source of all your unhappiness is this war within
your heart.Each time you choose to do the right thing, the war ends and you feel proud of
yourself, don’t you, Stephanie? And each time you do the wrong thing, you feel awful, you hate
yourself, you hate everyone else, and you hate God—because it feels as if God has been mean
to put you through this awful dilemma of forcing you to choose between what He calls right, and
what your wants, lusts, and addictions keep insisting that you must have.You say you want to be
a person of light, a positive example to your children, and a source of light for other people. Here
is how to do that: Choose the light in every single decision you make. Choose to do what your
conscience tells you is right. This is actually Jesus Christ giving you a perfect knowledge of what
is right. He does this because He loves you, and because He knows that this is the only way you
will be happy in this life and able to live with Him in the next. Choose those good things and you
will become that person of light you want to be! Choose anything else and you will remain in



darkness.Stephanie, learning to obey one’s conscience is the single greatest lesson people
learn in their lifetime. For some, it seems easy to choose to do right. They learn quickly that
happiness flows from obeying that guiding voice and doing good. Others must experience great
pain to be motivated to choose the right. This is the merciful reason for your pain and discomfort:
to guide you back into happiness.What is interesting to me about you is that you admit that you
have lived a hard and dark life—and yet there is a part of you that wants to be full of light—
fearless and free. Your spirit must be very strong within you. You must be a person of
extraordinary strength to even want light and truth after indulging yourself in darkness for so
long.Because of your inner strength, I have faith in your ability to choose the right and turn your
life around. If you don’t have that faith in yourself, decide here and now to have faith in Jesus
Christ, and in His voice of revelation to your soul. Just choose to obey, and obey, and obey. As
you do so, He will change you, and you will find that you no longer desire your former sins. The
fear will depart, the darkness will lift, and you will feel satisfaction, then contentment, then self-
worth, then happiness, and, in time, you will feel joy. Somewhere along that path you will also
feel clean and worthy.At some point, your inner sense of right and wrong is going to suggest that
you go talk with your bishop to get the further help you need. Your bishop can guide you through
the repentance process. He will be loving and understanding, and he’ll see that you are trying,
that you are willing to pay the price to become that person of light that you truly can be. Trust his
counsel.This is the only pathway back, Stephanie. You have the inner strength and
empowerment through the Atonement of Christ to claim your life in the light. You also have the
choice to remain where you are. You can’t do both. You must walk the path of light completely,
without reservation and without excuses, or you must forever (including beyond the grave)
remain in darkness, trapped in a life of unhappiness and pain.God bless you,Brother JohnLiving
Faith in ChristFaith as an idea or tenet of religion is static. Having faith in Christ as a great
teacher, or as a prophet, or even as the Son of God whose words and works are set and
accomplished has its basis in truth and effects a positive upward push in our lives—but it is
static. By that I mean that it does not change. This type of faith is that of adoring believers
looking upward. On the other hand, living faith is knowing that Jesus Christ is looking downward,
responding to our needs, answering our prayers, sending forth poignant and timely blessings,
directing our lives and feet and hands. It is living because Jesus Christ is living. He is not an
idea; He is our Savior, a living being, and He is intimately involved in our lives.Last October, I
had the opportunity to teach the high priests group in our ward. The subject was faith in Christ,
with the second part of the discussion being the question, “How can we increase our faith in
Christ?” The comments from the group were leaning toward “keep the commandments” and
“repent of your sins,” which are true faith builders, but suggest that Christ is only involved in our
lives when we’re relatively perfect. Christ isn’t in our lives to just minister to the whole and the
saved, but to those who are struggling and lost, who are at a loss as to how to proceed. “Keep
the commandments” as a sole formula for faith reveals a less-than-intimate understanding of
how faith works and why it is even present in our lives.To have living faith in Christ, we must first



understand who Christ is and where He is. I don’t mean that He is in heaven. I mean where He is
in the barren fields of our own lives—our day-to-day existence. We cannot have faith in
something that is nonexistent or not active in our lives. If you don’t know how Christ interacts with
you, what His voice sounds like, how to receive answers to your prayers, or even how He
answers them, then just having faith in the concept of Christ will not be profoundly life-changing,
and you have very little upon which to make your faith operate.When you realize that Christ is the
literal source of all truth, and that you hear His voice constantly in your life—first as your
conscience, then further on as the powerful workings of the Holy Spirit—then you suddenly
know where Christ is, what He’s doing, and how to become a disciple. When you become aware
and accept that this little voice of truth that has been niggling at you all your life is actually your
Savior attempting to direct you into salvation, then you have in a very real way “come unto
Christ.”As you realize that all of these little urgings to do good, or perhaps to not do something
wrong, have come from Christ, you can begin to sample obedience. As you do so, in a very short
time you’ll come to realize that this isn’t just a bothersome voice of “stop, don’t do that,” but it is a
loving voice of safety and peace—and it is never wrong. Safety follows obedience, experience
produces confidence, and that confidence in the voice of Christ is in fact “living faith in
Christ.”This then is powerful faith, because you soon come to realize, with great confidence, that
the direction or prompting, truth or principle, words or acts you have just been directed to do will
always bless your life and everyone around you. It is living because it comes from a living and
loving Christ. It is living because it is the voice of heaven speaking in your ear for your benefit. It
is living because it breathes life and hope into your soul. It is living because it is the very pathway
to righteousness, peace, joy, and salvation.It is such a simple concept that toddlers can learn it.
It is such an impassable obstacle that the mighty and great ones stumble and stub their eternal
welfare upon it. It is such a pure concept that the humble and meek of all the generations of
mankind have used it to write their names in the books of the saved throughout all the
generations of man.Brother JohnPreach My GospelWhen I was sent to the South African
mission in 1971, we were told hundreds of times to “stick to the lesson plan.” We memorized
seven lessons in two languages, English and Afrikaans, and were commanded—I mean ordered
—to adhere to the discussions. We were not to deviate even if the people asked us a question.
We were to tell them that their questions would be answered as we went through the material,
and then we were to just finish the lesson. We even practiced with actor investigators how to
deflect questions and stick to the lessons as memorized.I entered the mission field with a
“testimony” of the missionary lessons. The mythical “Brother Brown” would listen politely, give
the prescribed answers, and accept the challenge to be baptized; I was sure of it.What I
experienced was very different. We usually didn’t make it past the first few statements before
disagreement or even debates began. Brother Brown hadn’t studied his part of the script and
never gave the right answers. But, we pressed on and gave our cheerful next line no matter what.
I had people throw me out of the house because they were insulted.After about a year into my
mission, and a miraculous experience where the Spirit led my companion and I to find a home of



some investigators, I decided to change my tactic. With somewhat of a guilty conscience, I
began teaching people according to what came into my heart—and we began getting return
appointments and having wonderful missionary experiences. We directly answered people’s
questions and bore testimony out of sync with the lesson plan. I felt wretchedly disobedient, but I
just couldn’t help it.I eventually got tattled on. The mission president sent an assistant to the
president (AP) to our area with the instruction to get me back on track. I was the district leader at
the time, and I wasn’t towing the line. My companion and I split up and went to different
appointments.The AP and I drove to the home of a young couple who had been anxious to meet
with us. We shook hands and sat opposite them. They sat close to each other and held hands. I
started the first discussion, which was about the apostasy, the First Vision, and living prophets. I
got maybe through the first concept (word perfect, I must say) and the brother stopped me.“I
would like to hear the rest of how your church started, but we have a specific question. You see,
our baby died last week, and our pastor said she was going to hell because she hadn’t been
baptized. We really need to know—is our baby girl really in hell right now?” The young mother
burst into tears, and his eyes filled.I leaned forward and said, “No, absolutely not. Let me read to
you what the prophet Moroni taught about baptizing infants—”The AP took it from there,
interrupted my answer and launched into the second concept. This brother and sister were
amazed, and looked as if they had been slapped. They waited impatiently until the next concept
turned the floor back to me.I said, “The prophet Moroni taught us that little children are saved by
the Atonement of Christ—”“That’s great, Elder,” the AP said. “Why don’t I finish up from here?
From what I said earlier, you can see that the original church of Christ had completely
apostatized, and—”The brother we were teaching leaned forward and interrupted, “Excuse me,
sir, but I am not interested in what you are saying. We are in agony here about our little girl, and I
am asking you to be quiet and let Elder Pontius finish. After that, if I don’t throw you out on the
street, you can finish telling me about how your church came into being. Okay?”The AP slid back
in his chair and nodded. I was shocked and knew for a fact that my brief reign of terror as the DL
had just ended. I knew they were going to chastise me, bust me back to junior companion, and
probably send me home. Yet, after a moment of fear, I realized this was also one of the most
wonderful teaching moments of my mission. I opened the scriptures and read Mormon’s
teaching to his son Moroni on infant baptism. I told them about my little brother, Timmy, who died
when he was two, and how we were sealed into a forever family relationship in the temple. I told
them that they would hold their baby girl again in the Resurrection, and I promised them in the
name of Christ that their grief would be short-lived and that they would rejoice once again, all
because of the Atonement of Christ.They wept. I wept. The AP glared. They begged us to return
as soon as possible and tell them why I was so sure this was true. They said they were anxious
to join our church so they could share this faith too.We drove home in silence. The AP didn’t
even shake my hand as we parted. I went to bed wondering where the mission kept its prison for
disobedient DLs.About a week later, I got a letter from the mission president. He had a
distinctive southern twang in his speech, and as I read the first line I could practically hear him



speaking the words, “Deeah Eldah Pontius, it has come to mah attention that you have been
teachin’ off the top of yoah head and not from the missionary lehssons.”I will have to paraphrase
the rest of the letter; I just remember that opening line. He wrote that the assistant had come
back and told him about the experience he had had teaching the first discussion with me. (I
paused here a long time before reading on.)Praise for Journey to the Veil“For all who love to
bask in the light of shared gospel experiences in beautifully crafted language, I warmly
recommend this book. Characteristic of John Pontius, the pages are filled with breathtaking
spiritual stories and doctrine described in actionable ways, infused with the Spirit that tells us we
can also partake.John Pontius is a masterful teacher and painter of words. For those who have
read previous books from John Pontius, followed his blog, or are fellow seekers of Christ, this
book gives a great last testament to John’s life work.”—Kevin Ball, IT manager, Global Energy
Company“Magnificent. Powerful. Beautiful. Poignant. Sublime. I’ve loved all of John Pontius’s
earlier works and consider his UnBlogs to be his finest writings, the majestic pinnacle of a
lifetime of faithful service to the Lord. The story line added by Terri is beautiful and compelling,
offering tender insights into the personal life of a truly amazing modern-day giant. A highly
recommended read for anyone who loves the gospel and desires to be buoyed by the Spirit. My
only regret was that as with our fellowship with Brother John, it ended all too soon. I could have
read and read and read, only wishing for more.”—Robert L. Bolick, attorney“This magnificent
collection of stories and writings from John Pontius, compiled after his death by his wife, Terri,
teaches important and profound lessons from a well-lived life that might have been lost if he did
not complete this final work. With Visions of Glory and now Journey to the Veil, John Pontius
enjoys the honor of being one of the most widely read LDS doctrinal authors in the world.”—Lee
Nelson, bestselling author“Journey to the Veil is, without a doubt, one of the five best books I
have ever read in my life. If you are ready to receive magnificent insights, learn on a deep level,
witness testimony, and be profoundly inspired, read this book. If you are ready to discover how to
be a humble follower of Christ and dedicate your life, your hands, and your heart to Him, read
this book. If you are ready to be taught how to use your divine gifts and receive heavenly
manifestations, read John Pontius’s book. When you do, you will never, ever be the same.”—Dr.
Paula Fellingham, founder of The Women’s Information Network, author, and international
speaker and trainer“Journey to the Veil, authored by John Pontius, is a beautiful labor of love
compiled by his devoted wife. Her personal input has provided an even closer look into the
spiritual and every day life of John Pontius.Not only did John’s faith-promoting true stories
remind me of the endless love for and strong testimony he had of the Savior, but it also left me
with a burning desire to lay hold of the great blessings and miracles the gospel offers to us all. It
has inspired me to reach for the true potential, as a disciple of Jesus Christ, in my own journey to
the veil. . . .Even after death, John found a way to, once again, offer the comfort and
enlightenment I needed to lift my very soul a little closer to heaven. I wholeheartedly recommend
this wonderful book.”—Amber Joy Giles, mother, lecturer, and cofounder and writer of the blog
“Eponym”“Journey to the Veil is a compilation of profound truths about the greatest blessings



promised to the extraordinarily faithful who seek to enjoy the literal presence of God in this
life. . .. Its insights will give us the context and perspectives we need to understand and enjoy our
journey to our ultimate destination: God’s presence.”—Eric Cawley, marketing and website
development professional“Journey to the Veil is a precious gift to its readers. It is an expression
of John’s love for Christ from beginning to end. Not many books I read add to my perspective on
life and the eternities the way this book has. It is original and provocative and motivates me to be
better. It is filled with great stories and personal accounts of the author’s experiences through his
sojourn on earth. His insights on so many gospel topics have broadened my thinking and
expanded my mind. This book has brought me closer to Christ as it is a beautiful tribute to Him
and His gospel. This book will change lives!”—Sandi Suarez, stay-at-home mom“A gospel of
Christ ‘How To’ book. Blessed by John Pontius’s counsel in Alaska, I am blessed again by
Journey to the Veil. He tells of changed lives filling me with the Spirit and compelling me to tears
of joy. Brother John teaches us how to achieve the glorious gifts of heaven while in mortality. He
testifies the Church is true, operating as Jesus directs, and that it will build the latter-day Zion we
seek. Thank you, Brother John, for a life full of love for the Savior and righteous living—we will
meet again in Zion.”—Neil “Kiwi” Holland, USAF Lt. Col., author of The USA and the Millennial
Kingdom of God, publisher“John’s desire was ‘I wanted them to know that God does answer
when asked, that He is found when sought, and that He does open when we knock.’ Journey to
the Veil [teaches] just that in a ‘come follow me,’ gentle, inviting way.”—Evan Swensen, author
and publisher
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M. Loftis, “I've listened to the audiobook so much, I decided to buy the book :D. This book is
AMAZING!!! John Pontius has put together some incredible writing that gives one spiritual
insights that lead one to a better understanding of our relationship with Jesus Christ, and our
purpose here on earth. Really love his writings and come away with greater knowledge.”

crazy C, “fast delivery. Came as adveritised”

Lorrie Anderson, “Uplifting and edifying. Prepares you for greater things. Enjoy.. John Pontius’
books have been a recent part of my finding my way in this crazy world. This world can take
many things from a person… but it can never take what the Lord has placed in me. I am
monetarily poor, but I am wealthy beyond what I could have ever imagined. The spirit led me to
read John’s books and he has helped me find my lamp, and taught me how to fill it daily.There
are few books, besides the Holy Scriptures, that will truly direct our steps in a path that will return
us to heaven. John’s books have had more impact on my life than any other books I have ever
read, besides the scriptures of course, yet John’s books have helped me better understand my
scriptures too.I have read the scriptures for many years now, but never truly “searched” them.
John has truly helped me “liken ALL scriptures unto me”. I find myself drawn to turn to his
scripture references, and read anew passages I’ve read a million times before, but finally
understanding their true meaning so clearly for the first time in my life. He has taught me how to
search my scriptures, and develop a love for them that I lacked before.I feel my eyes were
(unknowingly) closed my entire life! After reading Visions of Glory, I felt strangely awakened to
our awful situation. After reading Triumph of ZION, I felt a hope swell within me, that I too could
be part of such a glorious undertaking. After reading Following the Light of Christ, I knew that,
even though I am not perfect, I can be obedient. And finally, while reading Journey to the Veil, I
found perfect patterns, sacred steps, or better yet, a simple recipe for “how to” progress from
grace to grace in the Gospel, just as Jesus did.I find John’s words pleasantly familiar to me; like
an old friend. I can clearly see the pictures he paints with his words, in my mind’s eye; it is like a
breath of fresh air to me. They speak straight to my heart. I count myself blessed that I have
found John’s books, and wish that I could have met him before he passed. I am so grateful to the
Lord for allowing his books to be written and to John for being an example on how I should be
living my life. I love reading and rereading all of John’s books, and I strongly encourage all to
read his books, every one of them, and draw closer to heaven, discover who you are, and what
your mission is.The wonders of a loving and merciful Heavenly Father and His mysteries are
gently unfolding before my eyes through John’s books and testimony. My thanks to John (and his
lovely wife Terri), and all glory be to our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ our Redeemer. May He
bless and sustain us all through the incredible times which are soon upon us.Lorrie Lou
Anderson ~ Portland Oregon”



Colleen Scott, “Inspiring!. This is among the most inspiring books I have ever read! John Pontius
shares his soul with his readers of heavenly visions and insights into Latter-day Saint doctrine,
and opens a whole new world of spiritual possibilities to the mind. His stories are amazing. A
riveting read.Colleen Curzon OpenshawAuthor of “God Shall Wipe Away All Tears””

Andrew, “Inspiration beyond understanding. I am very grateful to Terri for unblogging John's soul
through this book. He was a truly special man. After reading this and other books of his, I feel as
if his soul was laid our before me. I feel him and love him as if he was my brother, even though I
never met him. This book made me mourn his passing in my heart, even though it happened
quite a few years ago. He showed me how to draw very close to the Savior and I will definitely be
re-reading this book. There is a lot of good in it, but one major message to all that ever want to
be a true disciples of The Lord Jesus Christ - flawless obedience, and discipleship of Christ
above anything else. If we are determined on this path, the true miracles will happen in our life.I
am grateful that the Lord opened the knowledge included in John's books to me. Father has
been reshaping my life, since a few months ago. I felt changed and lately decided to consecrate
my life to the Lord's service, then I read about this process in John's books. It is amazing to have
clarity and understanding why and what is happening to me. "Journey to the veil" is a special
book that will bring a lot of hope into your life and will open your understanding to possible
events that either already happened, or will soon happen in your life. Keep your eye single to the
glory of God, and always obey the promptings of the Holy Ghost, no matter how inconvenient
they may seem.”

Ebook Library Reader, “I was saddened when he died but was so glad I had the opportunity to
get to know him .... This book could change your life. I was intrigued and uplifted by Bro John's
unblog and it set my life on a different course. I was saddened when he died but was so glad I
had the opportunity to get to know him through his blogs. I am now serving a senior mission with
my wife in Chile and some credit must go to this inspiring man for listening and believing that
miracles do happen and then writing about them. This mission experience has taught me that
the things he has said about listening to the Spirit and following the promptings is vital for each
of us. I leaned heavily on things I learned in the blogs and in his book, "Following the Light of
Christ..." to be able to speak and understand the language and then teach the people here.
Finally with most of the 23 month mission completed, I felt that I needed a refresher course on
how to move to the next level (and also to keep from falling back one). I downloaded this book
and already (same day) read a third of it. So much here is new and just as inspiring as the blogs I
read. It is hard to describe the joy and surge of excitement as I read his experiences and look
back on my own. He is such an example to me and his writings are so powerful and inspiring. It
is hard to put into words the impact his writings have had on my life. I know that this life is a test
and I hope that I can endure half as well as he did.”



S. STOCKS, “Five Stars. very moving, brill, makes your hairs stand up on your back, very good.”

mrs k.j.burns, “Inspiring. This book is so inspiring and it gives a greater insight into how The Lord
deals with each of us and how we can become closer to him, as shown through the experiences
that John goes through. It also points out how we can all live on a higher spiritual level. I highly
recommend it”

Sheena Christensen, “this was just as good.. After reading Visions of Glory twice, this was just
as good.”

Camila Cliente Ebook Library, “Muito interessante. Eu não sou mórmon, mas gostei muito do
livro. Eu li como se fosse um devocional diário e tive bons momentos de introspecção e
meditação. A história do autor é muito bonita e dá vontade de ler os outros livros dele.”

Joy Paterson, “How to have a rich spiritual life. This is a wonderful personal "unblog" by John
Pontius, who shares his faith, inspiration, and dedication to God! John not only reveals the
miracles of God in his life but he teaches how one they can experience miracles in there own life!
This is a must read for anyone on a spiritual path!”

The book by Frank Hammond has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 524 people have provided feedback.
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