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T
he  sun poured heat into the 
walled city until the confines of 
it burned like a filled cup. Tempers 
flared along the Street of Merchants, 

and the voices of women buyers rose 
shrewishly.

Nathan wiped the perspiration 
from his small, scrawny neck and 
bided patiently the moment when the 
corpulent form of his Uncle Limhi 
should be turned toward the east.

It happened after almost an hour’s 
waiting, and Nathan sped at once 
around the corner of the stall and 
seized some fruit his tongue had been 
dripping for and turned to flee. His 
joy was full. Uncle Limhi, waiting 
on three elegantly clad ladies, had not 
seen. .

Nathan gained the shelter of the 
west wall but as he turned to run 
down the narrow, shaded street, a 
hand, brown and strong caught him 
by the shoulder.

Nathan fought fiercely to escape. 
But the hand was strong. Nathan’s 
eyes followed up the brown muscled 
arm to the dark, fierce features of a 
young Lamanite.

“Let go,” Nathan whispered, “or 
I shall call my uncle.”

“You are a liar as well as a thief,” 
the Lamanite said sadly; “you will 
not call anyone. Why must you 
steal?”

“My belly commands me,” said 
Nathan haughtily. “It has been 
empty a day now.”

“Have you no parents to give you 
food?”

Nathan ceased his struggles and 
hung limp in the Lamanite’s hand. 
It had no effect on the man, who, 
not at all diverted, let Nathan sag 
to the ground and caught his wrist 
instead.

“I have a mother,” said Nathan, 
“who is also hungry. Two of these 
are for her.” He held up the fruit. 
“And the pits are for a tree of my 
own, three trees. Then I shall have 
fruit of my own and sell it and be-
come rich like my father’s brother, 
Limhi.”

The Lamanite squatted beside him. 
“He is your uncle? Won’t he help 
you?”

Nathan looked at the man pityingly 
out of wide blue eyes. “Where do 
you come from, Lamanite, that you 
think a man takes care of any save 
his own family and not then unless 
he feels so inclined.”

The Lamanite shook his head. “My 
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name is Samuel, and I come from a 
great and good people. They have 
been keeping the commandments 
your fathers brought to them. They 
love and take care of all within the 
tribe. None go hungry.”

“You lie,” said Nathan and took 
a great bite out of the smallest fruit. 
The juice ran down his chin. “I 
know all about your people.”

“All that your uncle and others 
like him have taught you.”

“Where else should I learn?” he 

asked wonderingly. “He has taught 
me all I know.”

“Taught you to steal?”
“Of course. He steals—we all 

steal. We lie. Why should we do 
other?”

Samuel shook his head. “I know. 
I have seen much wickedness in the 
days I have been in your city. I 
long to go back to my own people.”

Nathan sucked gently on the pit. 
“Why don’t you go? Nothing to 
hold you here. Besides, the people
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in Zarahemla aren’t too fond of 
roving Lamanites. Some of them 
might stone you for sport.”

“I am sent,” the Lamanite said 
simply. “I must stay until I am told 
to return. Would you know of a 
place where I could stay this night?”

Nathan’s bright eyes narrowed. 
“For a price I could find you a bed.”

The Lamanite smiled and reached 
in his pouch for silver. He laid the 
coins in Nathan’s hand. “Find me 
a bed, then.”

Nathan looked at him curiously. 
“Are you not afraid I will run off 
with your money?” •

Samuel shook his head. “No—
should I be?”

Nathan considered, the trust a new 
thing in his life. “No,” he said re-
luctantly. “I cannot run away, why, 
I do not know. Come with me. I 
will take you to my mother.”

“First,” said Samuel, “you must 
pay for the fruit.”

Nathan drew back in disgust. “Pay 
for them! He didn’t even see me.”

The Lamanite rose. Nathan drew 
back a little. The man was so tall, 
so strong, when he folded his arms 
the muscles rippled in his shoulders. 
His eyes were very dark and bright, 
and they seemed to pierce Nathan 
through and through. He went re-
luctantly to his uncle’s stall and 
threw a coin on the counter. “For 
the fruit. Wormy it is and not fit 
to be sold.”

Limhi pounced on the silver. “I

le tugged at Samuel’s arm. "If you do 
come now, they will kill you and throw 

into the dungeon. ...”

was saving the fruit for my own 
dinner,” he howled, 
you double.”

“Charge him no more than a fair 
price,” said a quiet voice behind 
Nathan.

Nathan watched the face of his 
uncle change as it stared into Samuel’s 
dark, strong face. He laughed with-
in as his uncle counted out change.

“How is it,” said Samuel, “that 
you, a merchant of wealth and posi-
tion permit the son of your brother 
to go hungry and naked and his 
wife to labor beyond her strength?”

Limhi looked up openmouthed.
“i have been watching many 

things,” Samuel said.
Limhi wrung his hands. “But 

there are taxes and heavy civic 
MAY 1953 

burdens, I have nothing to spare— 
nothing.”

“You deny yourself great joy,” 
Samuel said gently, “the joy of seeing 
a man child grow up strong and good 
and a credit to your house instead of, 
perhaps, a felon, or worse—a man 
hanging on the town gibbet.”

“When I am richer, Lamanite,” 
Limhi said, “I shall be more chari-
table, but until then I shall take care 
of my own and no more.”

“But your commandments,” Sam-
uel said, “are they to be kept only if 
a man wills? It was not thus you 
taught us.”

Nathan watched the telltale signs 
of his uncle’s wrath, the livid lines 
that- fan down from his nose, the 
narrowing of his little eyes, the 
trembling of his hands on the fruit. 
“Do you,” demanded Limhi, “a 
Lamanite, dare to preach to me who 
am of the house of Nephi?”

“We had better go,” Nathan tugged 
at Samuel’s hand.

“I am sent,” Samuel said. “I was 
commanded to come to this people 
and warn them. If I warn you not 
of God’s wrath because of your evil, 
then am I false to him.”

Nathan trembled watching the 
fierce red sweep up from his uncle’s 
neck.

“Men of Zarahemla!” shouted 
Limhi. Soldiers came running, and 
shoppers began to crowd about them. 
“This Lamanite has come to tell us 
—us—Nephites, that we must re-
pent. That we must repent. He has 

dared to tell me that I am a breaker 
of commandments.”

Nathan turned to run. He had 
watched many times when men be-
gan to mutter as they were doing now. 
The heat of the day seemed to enter 
into them and come out in scalding 
whispers that burned against his ears. 
He tugged at Samuel’s arm. “If you 
do not come now, they will kill you, 

,and they will throw me in the 
dungeon for being your friend. Would 
you have that happen to one who 
has befriended you?”

Samuel took his hand, “Be not 
fearful, little one.” He lifted his 
voice. “Men of Zarahemla, I shall 
return tomorrow at this hour. I will 
tell you what I was sent to tell you 
and after that you may do as you 
wish.” He did not wait for their 
reply.

Nathan followed in openmouthed 
amazement. The men fell back be-
fore the Lamanite. He said when 
they were well away, “You are a 
very brave man, Samuel. Almost 
as brave as my father was.”

Samuel put his hand on Nathan’s 
shoulder. “He must have been a 
fine man to have had a son like 
you.”

After a time they turned into the 
tumble-down shelter that was 
Nathan’s home. “My father believed 
as you do, in the commandments. 
My uncle laughed at him and called 
him a fool because he tried to keep 
them. But my father is dead, and 
my uncle keeps them not and is rich. 
I do not understand.”

Samuel rumpled his hair, “Before 
the hunt is over, no one can tell 
which man will have most meat.”

Nathan grinned at him and opened 
the door of his house.

His mother, Rachel, turned from 
her spinning. “Nathan, I was be-
coming afraid for you.”

He ran to her and hugged her. 
“Mother, I have brought a friend. 
He is brave as my father. He has 
paid me silver for a bed.”

“If it is difficult for you,” the 
Lamanite said, “I will go elsewhere.”

Rachel held out her hand to him. 
“A friend of my son’s is my friend 
also. There is a pallet in Nathan’s 
room. I fear you will not find it too 
comfortable.”

Samuel’s eyes swept over the 
meager furnishings of the little house, 

(Continued on page 358)
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T H E S E  TI M E S

( C o n cl u d e d fr o m p a g e 2 9 8)  

a n d t h e fi g ur e of Pr esi d e nt  H e b er  J. 
Gr a nt  i n t h e S alt L a k e  T a b er n a cl e  
as h e  r e p e at e d o v er  a n d o v er,  t h e gr e at  
l ess o n f or c h ur c h es, st at es, a n d all  ot h er  
ass o ci ati o ns  i n t his or  a n y  ot h er  c o u ntr y:

N o  p o w er or i nfl u e n c e c a n or o u g ht t o 
b e  m ai nt ai n e d  b y  virt u e of  t h e pri est h o o d,  
o nl y b y p ers u asi o n, b y l o n g-s uff eri n g, b y  
g e ntl e n ess a n d m e e k n ess,  a n d b y l o v e u n -
f ei g n e d;

B y  ki n d n ess, a n d p ur e  k n o wl e d g e,  w hi c h  
s h all gr e atl y e nl ar g e t h e s o ul wit h o ut  
h y p o cris y, a n d wit h o ut  g uil e —

( D. &  C.  1 2 1: 4 1- 4 2.)

fr e e c ol or  g ui d e

If t his b e  tr u e of  Pr esi d e nts,  A p ostl es,  
st a k e pr esi d e nts,  bis h o ps,  a n d  t h e pri est -
h o o d of t h e C h ur c h  of J es us C hrist  
g e n er all y ( a c c e pti n g t h e r e v el ati o n of  
m a n ’s fr e e a g e n c y as pri m ar y), h o w 
m u c h  m or e  mi g ht  it b e  a d v o c at e d as a  
p oliti c al d o ctri n e f or all m a n ki n d,  
str u g gli n g b y  virt u e  of  t h e s pirits wit hi n  
t h e m, t o w ar d fr e e d o m!

A s S t ali n di e d, a n d t h e C hristi a n  
w orl d  t ur n e d its t h o u g hts t o E ast er  

i n t h e a g e of  h y dr o g e n  b o m bs,  H er b ert  
A g ar  wr ot e  i n t h e N e w.  Y or k  H er al d  

Tri b u n e:  “ O n  t h e gr e at n ess  of  o ur  f ait h, 
d e p e n ds  t h e f ut ur e of  o ur  w orl d. ”

H o w  gr e at  is o ur  f ait h ? I n t h e G o d,  
w h o  ( as t h e p o e m  s a ys) “ will  f or c e n o  
m a n  t o h e a v e n ” a n d  w h o  r es p e cts m a n ’s 
fr e e d o m t o c h o os e ? I n t h e us e  of  t h at 
a g e n c y  t o p urs u e  t h e tr ut h— t o est a blis h  
a n d m ai nt ai n  i nstit uti o ns w h er e  t h e 
tr ut h c a n b e p urs u e d, t a u g ht, a n d e x -
a mi n e d  i n t h e gr e at  s pirit of  t h e arti cl e  
of f ait h w hi c h  h u m bl y  r e c o g ni z es t h e 
fi nit e li mits of  t h e mi n d;  t h at t h er e is 
m u c h  m or e  t o “ b e r e v e al e d” ; a n d, as  
J os e p h S mit h a n d Wilf or d  W o o dr uff  
t a u g ht, t h at all m e n  ar e e ntitl e d  t o t h e 
s pirit of  r e v el ati o n.

O n  t h e gr e at n ess of  s u c h f ait h, m a y  
b e  s ai d t o r est t h e f ut ur e of  t h e w orl d.  
T o  c ur b t h os e w h o,  li k e St ali n,  q u est  
i n err or a n d h a v e  p ot e nti alit y  f or e vil,  
w e  m a y  a d v a n c e t h e gr e at d o ctri n e of  
“ a m e n t o t h e pri est h o o d  or  t h e a ut h or-
it y of t h at m a n ” w h o  “ i n a n y d e gr e e  
of  u nri g ht e o us n ess ” u n d ert a k es  t o c o v er  
his si ns, gr atif y  his  pri d e or a m biti o n,  
“ or  t o e x er cis e c o ntr ol or d o mi ni o n  or  
c o m p ulsi o n u p o n  t h e s o uls of  t h e c hil -
dr e n  of  m e n.  ...” ( D. &  C.  1 2 1: 3 7.)

W e  ar e t h e i n h erit ors of  a gr e at  f ait h 
a n d of a s u p er b s et of d o ctri n es t o 
a d v a n c e fr e e d o m, a n d m a k e  pr o gr essi v e  
h u m a n r el ati o ns pr e v ail wit h o ut  e x er -
cisi n g u n d u e  “ d o mi ni o n  or c o m p ulsi o n  
u p o n  t h e s o uls ... of m e n ” i n t h es e 
ti m es.
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G o  i n a n d  a s k  f or y o ur  c o p y  at  a n y  of  t h e s e st or e s:  

B E N N E T T' S,  S alt  L a k e  Cit y,  O g d e n,  Pr o v o,  B oi s e  
B E N N E T T' S  L o g a n  H ar d w ar e  C o.,  L o g a n  
B E N N E T T' S  E a st  Si d e  P ai nt  C o.,  I d a h o F all s  
B E N N E T T' S  I d a h o Gl a s s  &  P ai nt  C o.,  P o c at ell o  
B E N N E T T' S  T wi n  F all s  Gl a s s  &  P ai nt  C o.

. . . a n d  a n y  B e n n ett' s  D e al er  i n t h e I nt er m o u n-
t ai n St at e s  a n d  S o ut h er n  C alif or ni a.
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H O U Sf  P AI N T S
S e e  h o w  y o u c a n  " c ol or st yl e"  y o ur  h o m e  

a n d  a c hi e v e  a  dr a m ati c  n e w  e xt eri or!  T hi s  

u n u s u al  f ol d er s h o w s 1 4  b e a utif ul  e xt eri or  

c ol or  s c h e m e s  a n d  2 8  a ct u al  p ai nt  s a m pl e s —  

c h o s e n b y  l e a di n g d e c or at or s.  S e e  u s  f or 

y o ur  c o p y  n o w.

T h e  B ri g ht  W a r ri o r
( C o nti n u e d fr o m p a g e 3 2 7)  

s a w t h e pitif ul s u p p er l ai d o ut s o 
n e atl y  o n  t h e r o u g h t a bl e. “ I s h all  
g o first a n d p ur c h as e a f e w t hi n gs. 
T h e n  I s h all r et ur n.”

N at h a n  r a n t o t h e d o or  t o w at c h  
hi m g o a n d t ur n e d b a c k t o his  
m ot h er.  “ H e  is a br a v e m a n — y o u  
s h o ul d h a v e h e ar d h o w h e t al k e d 
t o U n cl e  Li m hi. ”

R a c h el  list e n e d. S h e  n o d d e d.  “ H e  
is n ot  li k e ot h er  m e n.  T h er e  is s o m e-
t hi n g v er y  w o n d erf ul  a b o ut hi m  a n d  
g o o d. I f e el a gr e at  str e n gt h fl o wi n g 
fr o m hi m. ”

N at h a n  t o o k t h e fr uit fr o m his 
r o b e a n d g a v e  it t o h er. “ H e  m a d e  
m e  p a y f or it, M ot h er.  H e  w o ul d  
n ot  l et m e  st e al. ” H e  pr ess e d  t h e m 
o n  h er. “ N o,  I a m  n ot  h u n gr y. T h e y  
ar e all f or y o u,  o nl y  gi v e  m e  t h e pits.  
I will  pl a nt  t h e m i n o ur  g ar d e n,  a n d  
s o o n w e  s h all h a v e  t hr e e tr e es of  o ur  
o w n, a n d w e  s h all e at fr uit all d a y  
l o n g.”  ■

S h e  l a u g h e d a n d kiss e d hi m  a n d  
g a v e  t h e t w o pits  i nt o his  h a n d.

T H E  I M P R O V E M E N T E R A



Samuel returned when Nathan was 
patting the earth above them. He 
knelt beside him. “So, they are 
planted then. You buried them 
deep?”

“Yes, sir.”
Samuel said slowly, “I have brought 

seed with me which I long to plant.”
Nathan smiled. “Good, there is 

much room in my garden. Plant 
them here.”

“These -seeds are words,” Samuel 
said, “that I strive to plant in the 
hearts of men—in secret earth that 
can bring forth mighty harvests.”

“Tell me the words,” said Nathan, 
“I would bring forth harvest, too. 
I have great need to be very rich.”

After supper Samuel rose and 
pulled Nathan to his feet. “Would 
you like a bow and some arrows? 
Come, then. We will go into the forest 
and find the tree that is better 
than all trees for bows, and I will 
tell you the words I have brought.”

It was wonderful to Nathan to 
follow Samuel, to walk under his 
protecting strength, to listen when 
he talked. Samuel talked to every-
one, to the blind man in Beggar’s 
Street, to the fathers and mothers 
sitting on their doorsteps in the 
evenings, to the soldiers and the 
schoolboys. Nathan, pattering be-
hind Samuel, pausing when he 
paused, learned to know the faces of 
people. He learned to know what 
the shining meant that came upon 
their eyes when they listened, believ-
ing. He learned what the blackness 
meant that came into the faces of 
others and to read the anger that 
twisted their mouths. Nathan mar-
veled at Samuel’s patience as he ex-
plained over and over again that 
commandments were not words to be 
kept on the plates only, but living 
laws to be used every hour of the 
day.

“You love everyone,” Nathan ac-
cused him jealously one day, when 
he had made a bow for the little 
girl next door.

“I love people,” Samuel said 
simply, “because I know what they 
are and what they have it in them 
to become.”

But the people did not all love 
Samuel. Nathan marveled that the 
tall, perceptive Lamanite should be 
so dull of hearing to the hisses that 
increased day by day when he passed. 
Samuel never seemed to consider the 
cost of telling people they were do-
ing evil in the sight of God.
MAY 1953

It was on the last day of summer. 
It was hotter than it had ever been. 
Nathan and Samuel walked slowly 
under the great burden of heat to 
the Street of Merchants. But there 
was a difference today that Nathan’s 
sharp eyes noticed almost at once— 
a tension and a waiting. Nathan 
looked about the crowded, noisy 
street. The people looked the same. 
His uncle was haggling over a melon, 
and a small boy was pelting another 
with overripe fruit. Men were 
gathered on the corner, soldiers and 
merchants and idlers and the young
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bloods of the town, their beards 
sparse on their clear cheeks.

One of the young men looked to-
ward them and dug his neighbor in 
the side; the news ran like a small 
wind around the gathering. Nathan 
felt fear blow like winter across his 
neck. “Samuel—let us go back. This 
day is not good for us.”

But Samuel’s hand was warm and 
steady in his own. “It is only I they 
seek, not you. Be not afraid.”

The men started toward them, and 
Nathan pulled at the Lamanite’s

• (Continued on following page)
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a n d  a d dr e s s,  t o y o ur  n e ar e st

G R E Y H O U N D  D E P O T

or  t o

r
I
1
I
I
I
I
I
I
I
I
I
1
I
I
I
1
1
1
I
I
I
I
I
I
I
I

I

I
I
1
I
1
I Gr e y h o u n d  Tr a v el  B ur e a u  |
j 1 0 7  W e st  S o ut h  T e m pl e  St. S alt  L a k e J

R o u g h  Ri d er  st a c k s

R aft er  e v er y  m a n
J' S

R o u g h- Ri d er
N a p a,  C alif o r ni a

3 6 0

T H E  B RI G H T  W A R RI O R

j o vi all y.
S a m u el

( C o nti n u e d fr o m pr e c e di n g  p a g e)  

h a n d. “ F oll o w  m e  q ui c kl y. I k n o w  
a t wisti n g w a y  t h e y c a n n ot f oll o w.”

“ N o, ” s ai d S a m u el  g e ntl y,  “ I m ust  
st a y. ”

T h e  l e a d er of t h e gr o wi n g b a n d  
w as  a  gr e at  b e ar  of  a  m a n — N o a h,  b y  
n a m e. H e  w as  a bl a c ks mit h.  N at h a n  
h a d s p e nt m a n y  h o urs at t h e d o or  
of  his  s h o p, w at c hi n g  hi m  s h o e h ors es,  
m ar v eli n g  at  his  str e n gt h. His  s mil e 
w as  wi d e  a n d  gl e a mi n g.

“ Gr e eti n gs,  L a m a nit e, ” h e s ai d 

n o d d e d.
“ W e  h a v e b e e n list e ni n g t o y o u  

f or t h e p ast  f e w w e e ks  h er e  i n Z ar a-  
h e ml a. ”

S a m u el  w as  sil e nt. N at h a n  cr o w d e d  
a g ai nst hi m.

T h e  m e n  dr e w cl os er u ntil t h e y 
w er e  i n a h alf  cir cl e ar o u n d t h e m, 
a n d  N at h a n  l o o ki n g o v er  his  s h o ul d er  
s a w t h at t h e y h a d  b e e n  pr ess e d  b a c k  
t o t h e w all.

T h e  l e a d er s p at. “ W e  u n d erst a n d  
y o u  d o  n ot  li k e o ur  w a y  of  li vi n g—  
o ur  si ns off e n d  y o u. ”

T h er e  w as  a b ell o w of l a u g ht er 
fr o m t h e ot h ers.

“ A  L a m a nit e  t e a c hi n g t h e c o m -
m a n d m e nts  t o t h e N e p hit es!  N o w  
s ur el y w e  h a v e  s e e n e v er yt hi n g. ”

S a m u el  h el d  his h a n d  u p f or si-
l e n c e. T h e y  w er e  still. N at h a n  m ar -
v el e d  at  t h at. T h e y  o b e y e d  S a m u el,  
n ot  k n o wi n g  t h e y di d.

“ I w as  t ol d i n a dr e a m  t o ris e u p  
a n d c o m e t o y o u. I di d  n ot  c o m e of  
m ys elf.  H e  s e nt m e. ”

T h er e  w as  a sil e n c e. T h e n  a m a n  
i n t h e r e ar s h o ut e d, “ H e  w o ul d  n ot  
s e n d a L a m a nit e — n ot o n e wit h  a  
c urs e d s ki n.”

“ St o n e  hi m! ”
“ St o n e  hi m! ”

T h eir  cri es r os e hi g h er. T h e y  a d -
v a n c e d  t o w ar d S a m u el,  l o os e ni n g t h e 
k ni v es  f ast e n e d i n t h eir b elts. S o m e 
pi c k e d  u p  st o n es.

“ S a m u el! ” N at h a n  w his p er e d.  H e  
f elt t h e gr e at, w ar m  h a n d o n his  
s h o ul d er.

“ W h e n  I st e p t o w ar d t h e m, d o  y o u  
r u n q ui c kl y a n d j oi n t h e m a n d s o 
m elt  a w a y w h e n  t h e y ar e d o n e  wit h  
m e ? ” H e  f ol d e d his  ar ms. “ Is t his 
h o w m y  p e o pl e r e c ei v e d y o ur  
f at h ers ?”

T h e  r o ar i n cr e as e d, b ut S a m u el ’s 
v oi c e, l o w still b ut c arr yi n g, e asil y  
p e n etr at e d t h eir cl a m or. “ If it h a d  
b e e n  s o, n o n e  of  us  w o ul d  h a v e  r e-
c ei v e d  t h e w or d.  B ut  t h er e ar e  m a n y  

w h o  h a v e  r e c ei v e d it a n d d o  li v e it. 
N o w  will  y e  d estr o y  m e  f or f oll o wi n g 
t h e c o m m a n d m e nts of  G o d ? ”

“ T hi n k  y o u, ” t h e l e a d er h o wl e d,  
“ t h at a m a n  of  y o ur  s ki n w o ul d  b e  
s e nt a m o n g us, t h e N e p hit es ?  B e -
h ol d, w e  h a v e o ur o w n pr o p h et,  
N e p hi.  Hi m  will  w e  h e ar. ”

S a m u el str et c h e d o ut his ar ms,  
“ T h e n  h e ar hi m, a n d y e will  h a v e  
n o  n e e d  of  m e. ”

N at h a n,  s af e o n  t h e ot h er  si d e of  
t h e m o b,  cli m b e d o n a l o w r o of. 
His  h e art w as  p o u n di n g p ai nf ull y  
wit hi n  hi m. F or a m o m e nt  h e  
t h o u g ht S a m u el w o ul d  s ur el y tri-
u m p h,  f or t h e m o b  s ur g e d u p  t o hi m.  
S a m u el  w ait e d,  m a ki n g  n o  m o v e,  a n d  
t h e y f ell b a c k  fr o m hi m. It t o o k all  
N o a h ’s ur gi n g b ef or e t h e y w o ul d  
a g ai n s ur g e u p  a g ai nst t h e L a m a nit e  
a n d  s ei z e hi m. W h e n  t h e y h a d  hi m  
i n t h eir h a n ds a n d h e still off er e d  
n o  vi ol e n c e,  t h eir r a g e b urst  f ort h i n 
f ur y, a n d t h e y b e at hi m a n d c ast  
t h eir st o n es.

T h e  l ast N at h a n  s a w of S a m u el  
w as  his b att er e d, bl o o d-s o a k e d  f or m 
p us h e d t o t h e cit y g at es a n d fl u n g 
d o w n.

N at h a n  w e pt  t h er e al o n e u p o n  t h e 
r o of. H e  w e pt  f or his  o w n  s m all n ess  
t h at w as  n o  s hi el d f or S a m u e L H e  
w e pt  f or t h e w o u n ds  of his fri e n d, 
a n d h e  w e pt  f or h at e  of  t h e m e n  of  
Z ar a h e ml a. B ut  m ost  of  all h e  w e pt  
a g ai nst  t h e h el pl ess n ess  of  t h os e w h o  
w o ul d  d o  g o o d. W h y  s h o ul d h e  r e-
fr ai n fr o m st e ali n g, h e t h o u g ht 
m uti n o usl y,  w h e n  t o b e  ri g ht e o us w as  
t o b e d efr a u d e d fr o m all c u n ni n g ?  
W h y  s h o ul d h e  l o v e ? H e  w o ul d  b e  
t h e t ar g et f or all  h at ers. F or  a  h at er,  
N at h a n  r e as o n e d fr o m t h e d e pt hs  of  
his  d es p air,  h as  a  w e a p o n,  b ut  a  m a n  
w h o  l o v es is d ef e ns el ess a g ai nst all  
m e n.  H e  r os e aft er  a  ti m e a n d  sli p p e d 
fr o m t h e r o of a n d t ur n e d t o w ar d 
h o m e.

As  h e  p ass e d  his u n cl e ’s st a n d h e  
s a w t h at it w as,  at t h e m o m e nt,  u n -
g u ar d e d. His  u n cl e w as  s e ar c hi n g 
i n t h e r o o m b e y o n d  f or pr o p er  b as -
k ets. T h e  fr uit l ur e d N at h a n  fr o m 
t h eir p yr a mi ds, a n d t h e n e w br e a d  
s e nt a n  e nti ci n g  fr a gr a n c e t o his  s m all 
n os e. N at h a n  w e nt  p ast t h e m all,  
n ot  t o u c hi n g. H e  m ar v el e d  at hi m -
s elf. A m  I t h e n b e c o m e a w o m a n ?  
B ut  his  h a n d  w o ul d  n ot  o b e y  his  d e -
sir es. N at h a n  s hr u g g e d. “ T o m orr o w  
is a n ot h er  d a y,  a n d  I s h all t a k e d o u bl e  
f or t his d a y ’s w e a k n ess. ”

( C o nti n u e d o n  p a g e  3 6 2)  
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T H E  B RI G H T  W A R RI O R
( C o nti n u e d fr o m p a g e  3 6 0)

N at h a n ’s m ot h er  w e pt  w h e n  h e  
t ol d h er  of  S a m u el. All  d a y  l o n g a n d  
t hr o u g h t h e ni g ht  t h er e c a m e a littl e 
str e a m of  m e n  a n d w o m e n  w h o  h a d  
h e ar d S a m u el s p e a k a n d h a d b e -
li e v e d. T h e y  w er e  fri g ht e n e d a n d  b e -
wil d er e d.  “ If t h e m e n  d e al  s o wit h  
S a m u el,  w h at  will  t h e y d o wit h  us 
w h o  h e ar d  hi m ? ”

N at h a n  w e nt  o ut  t o t h e littl e g ar -
d e n a n d p att e d t h e gr o u n d a b o v e  
his  t hr e e s e e ds. B ut  h e  m o c k e d  hi m -
s elf f or b eli e vi n g  t h at his  o w n  l o n gi n g 

3 6 2

a n d pl a nti n g  w o ul d  bri n g  f ort h t hr e e 
str o n g tr e es h e a v y wit h  fr uit. Y et  
w h e n  h e  w o ul d  t e ar t h e st o n es fr o m 
t h e gr o u n d,  h e  c o ul d n ot. T h at,  t o o, 
m ust  a w ait t h e n e xt  d a y. H e  w e nt  
w e aril y  t o b e d.

It w as  n o o n  w h e n  N at h a n  f o u n d 
his  w a y  a g ai n t o t h e Str e et  of  M er -
c h a nts. It w as  b usi er  t h a n e v er b e -
c a us e m e n  a n d w o m e n  m ust  m e et  
t o dis c uss t h e e v e nts of y est er d a y.  
N at h a n,  his  e m pt y  st o m a c h pr o d di n g  
hi m, t o o k u p his p ost b esi d e his  
u n cl e ’s st all, w h er e  h e  c o ul d w at c h  

wit h o ut  b ei n g  s e e n. H e  l o o k e d o v er  
t h e st o c k a n d s et his mi n d  t o t h e 
ri p e fr uit pl a c e d s o t e m pti n gl y al -
m ost  wit hi n  r e a c h. T h e  w orl d  l o o k e d 
t o d a y as it h a d  al w a ys d o n e,  a n ois y  
h urr yi n g pl a c e w h er e  o n e m ust  
s n at c h o n  t h e ri g ht h a n d  a n d o n  t h e 
l eft, i n or d er  t o r e c ei v e o n e ’s s h ar e.

N o a h,  t h e bl a c ks mit h, w as  b ei n g  
f et e d o n e v er y si d e. His  b o asti n gs  
gr e w  l o u d er a n d  m or e  u ntr u e.  N at h a n  
w at c h e d  hi m, a n d t h e t e ars of y es-
t er d a y b ur n e d i n his t hr o at. N ot  
si n c e his f at h er’s d e at h h a d  h e f elt 
m or e  d es ol at e  or  al o n e.

“ H e  will  n ot c o m e a g ai n, ” t h e 
l e a d er w as  s h o uti n g, “ I h a v e  dri v e n  
hi m  a w a y  wit h  m y  g o o d  ri g ht h a n d,  
a n d  h e  k n o ws  its str e n gt h t o o w ell  t o 
d ar e  r et ur n.”

T h er e  w as  a st artl e d s h o ut b e y o n d  
hi m. N at h a n  l o o k e d u p. S a m u el  
st o o d o n  t h e w all.

“ T h e  L a m a nit e! T h e  L a m a nit e! ”  
E v er y  e y e w as  t ur n e d t o t h at t all, 
still fi g ur e a b o v e t h e m.

N at h a n  l o o k e d a n d s a w S a m u el  
a n d  w as  still. It w as  a m o m e nt  t o b e  
b ur n e d  i n fir e o n  his  m e m or y  as l o n g 
as lif e s h o ul d l ast. U p o n  t h e cit y  
w all,  a g ai nst t h e bl a zi n g li g ht of 
n o o n, st o o d S a m u el, t h e L a m a nit e.  
H e  st o o d t all, t all t o N at h a n ’s e y es  
as t h e s k y a b o ut hi m. His  br o n z e  
s ki n gl o w e d a g ai nst t h e bl u e n ess of  
t h e s k y. T h e  br uis es  w er e  pl ai n  u p o n  
hi m still. H e  s e e m e d h e e dl ess of  
t h e m.

T h er e  w as  a gr e at  sil e n c e. S a m u el  
lift e d his  h a n d. “ B e h ol d,  I, S a m u el,  
a  L a m a nit e,  d o  s p e a k t h e w or ds  of  t h e 
L or d  w hi c h  h e d ot h p ut i nt o m y  
h e art — ”

N at h a n  cr e pt cl os er a m o n g t h e si-
l e nt p e o pl e. S a m u el  c o nti n u e d  s p e a k -
i n g, a n d t h e w or ds  f ell li k e w at er  
u p o n N at h a n ’s t hirst y h e art. H e  
c o ul d n ot u n d erst a n d  t h e m all, b ut  
t h e pr o p h e ci es  m a d e  hi m  tr e m bl e. H e  
w as  fill e d wit h  a m ar v el o us  j o y at  t h e 
si g ht of S a m u el  r et ur n e d, n ot  o v er -
c o m e b y  t h os e w h o  h a d  b e at e n  hi m,  
b ut  r et ur n e d, str o n g a n d  br a v e  t o d e -
li v er his  m ess a g e.

“ T h er ef or e, ” cri e d S a m u el, “ t h us 
s ait h t h e L or d  . . . e x c e pt t h e y r e p e nt 
I will  t a k e a w a y  m y  w or d  fr o m t h e m, 
a n d I will  wit h dr a w  m y  S pirit  fr o m 
t h e m, a n d I will  s uff er t h e m n o  
l o n g er. ...”

N at h a n  t h o u g ht of  t h e d a y  S a m u el  
h a d  k n elt  b esi d e hi m  i n t h e g ar d e n  
a n d s p o k e n of t h e w or ds  h e  w o ul d  
pl a nt  i n t h e e art h of a m a n ’s h e art.  
N at h a n  t o u c h e d his br e ast. S ur el y,  
h e t h o u g ht, it is tr o u bl e d wit hi n  as  
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the ground is troubled when a man 
digs and harrows and prepares for 
seed.

The voice of Samuel went on and 
on. Nathan marveled that any man 
should be so bold.

“ . . . And now when ye talk, ye 
say: If our days had been in the days 
of our fathers of old, we would not 
have slain the prophets; we would 
not have stoned them, and cast them 
out. Behold ye are worse than 
they. ...”

Nathan looked apprehensively to-
ward the leader, who yesterday had 
beaten Samuel. Noah was growling 
to his associates, and as Nathan 
watched, he fitted an arrow to his 
bow. He aimed at Samuel and held 
back his arm so that the muscles 
ridged on his shoulder.

Nathan cried out and sprang to-
ward him. He flung himself against 
the man, and the arrow went wide. 
The leader turned on Nathan with a 
bellow of rage and picked him up 
and shook him until the earth spun 
before his eyes. “If you do that 
again, I shall make an end of you.” 
He flung him down, and Nathan lay 
in the dust and watched helplessly 
as the second arrow flew through the 
air. It missed.

Nathan gave a cry of joy. He 
heard Samuel’s strong voice speak-
ing again of a thing which was yet 
to come. Now the men who had 
bows and arrows began to vie with 
each other to see which would silence 
the Lamanite. The arrows ripped 
through the air. There were cries 
of disappointment and rage as ar-
row after arrow flew wide of the 
mark.

“He has a devil,” muttered the 
leader as he bent to pick up a stone. 
He hurled it with such force that 
Nathan hid his face, thinking any 
instant to hear the crushing sound of 
it on bone and flesh. There was a 
gasp and a cry from those near him, 
and Nathan opened his eyes. Samuel 
was still speaking.

“Your arm has lost its cunning,” 
men shouted to Noah.

Raging, the leader picked up yet 
a larger stone and flung it with all 
his force. It, too, sped harmlessly 
beyond Samuel’s body. Nathan 
looked at him. He showed no fear, 
indeed, his voice had grown stronger 
with each spent arrow and each fallen 
stone.

“For behold,” Samuel was saying, 
“had the mighty works been shown 
unto them which have been shown
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unto you . . . they never would again 
have dwindled in unbelief.”

Nathan watched the flying arrows 
and the falling stones and the figure 
of Samuel that could not be touched 
or broken by all their missiles. Some-
thing welled in him greater than 
anything he had ever known. He 
looked past Samuel to the sky. Who 
was He, who watched over his 
servant. How should a man know 
his voice? Nathan touched his breast. 
It was all quiet within, like earth 
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when the planting had been done, 
and there was now the time for the 
seed to rest in the darkness and 
grow.

He watched Samuel leap from the 
wall, his speaking done. Captains 
and their men rushed toward the 
city gates. Nathan watched them go. 
He had no fear they would seize 
Samuel. He turned to go home to 
his mother. In his mind he saw 
Samuel, his mission done, speeding 
back to his own lands, and his own 
people.
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