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mind and he rushed on. “The entire city should be in mourning. Seven days
spent in mourning for your son whose spirit is too pure for this world.” He
lifted the wooden idol. “Or . . . perhaps we should be celebrating.”

Maia’s head snapped up. Her eyes focused on Alma, finally listening.

“The gods have sanctified your son’s soul and taken him into their
circle,” Alma said, his own explanations surprising even him. “Your son has
become one of them.”

Noah’s mouth fell open, and his eyes gleamed. “You think my son is a
god?”

“The son of the greatest king in the land and the most fair wife—what
god wouldn’t want such a child?” Alma stood, keeping his gaze locked with
Noah’s. Warmth spread through Alma, giving him courage as never before.
“The gods sent this son to you only to capture the breath of life. Then they
took him, not able to spare him a moment longer. They have exalted him so
that he may forever protect you and bring prosperity to this court.”

The king nodded, the redness in his face turning from anger to puzzle-
ment. He was like a small child, soaking up the praise of his parents.

Alma pointed to Maia, seeing her incredulous face and knowing he felt
just as incredulous as she. “Let this woman return to her chambers, where as
the mother of an infant god, she will rest and be fed until her full health
returns. Let your people pay homage to her. Let them celebrate this miracu-
lous event.” Alma focused his gaze back on the king. “Let the people come
to bring you gifts and declare their adoration.”

Noah’s face shone and a grin erupted. “Let it be done,” he said, then,
turning to the other priests, he added, “Declare it throughout the land!”

Alma strode toward Maia, all eyes on him. He bowed his head and
knelt before her. Then he took her hand and kissed it. “Praise to the queen
mother.”

The king clapped as the other priests left their posts to pay tribute to
Maia.

In the excitement, Alma arose and slipped out the door without a back-
ward glance. He'd just told the greatest lie of his life. The king would never
know that hed just been manipulated. Alma’s father would disapprove of
the lies, but Alma hoped the outcome justified the means. Alma thought
about the king’s change of heart and wondered how hed been able to come
up with just the right explanation to thwart a possible execution. It was as if
another person, or another power, had dictated his words.

The women in the hall watched him in stunned silence as he passed by.
He smiled at them, then left the palace. The sun had disappeared behind
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the horizon, its orange remnants streaking the sky. Warmth expanded Alma’s
chest. He'd just saved a woman’s life. The feeling was incredible. He'd done
something good, something useful . . . something righteous.

He looked at the people on the streets with new eyes, realizing that God
didn’t cause His people to be afflicted. They had brought it upon them-
selves. If he, a flawed priest, could alter the mind of a king, then there must
be a greater power at work. Greater than any king or man on the earth.
Someone had spoken the words to his mind. Someone had guided him to
change the king’s temperament.

The breeze stirred his robes just as his mind whispered, God is real.
Alma stopped as the words seemed to spread through every part of his soul.
God is real. His heart thundered. He could no longer deny that the Lord was
the supreme ruler—not Noah, not the high priests of the city of Nephi, not
some serpent creature with feathers.

Alma took a step, then another; soon he was practically running.
Something greater was at work, and he had spent too long denying it. He'd
spent too long lying to himself and others. Tonight he’d told his last lie.
Even though it had saved another life, he was through lying.

When he arrived home, he started carrying his furniture into the yard.
All the luxuries that hed purchased over the past two years would have to
go. It represented who he used to be—someone he despised. He wanted to
cleanse everything around him—from the inside out. He piled on rugs,
tapestries, fine carvings, and fragile vases. Then he collected all of the
wooden idols in his house, feathered serpents included. His father had been
right. The images are offensive.

The notion that an animal or beast could replace a powerful being such
as the Lord was offensive indeed. Alma touched a burning torch to the
furniture and watched the flames leap quickly into action. Within minutes,
black smoke billowed from the courtyard as all his possessions burned. He
sank to his knees, watching the purging—feeling as if his own black soul
were finally being purged.

People came out of their homes to rush to his aid, but when they found
Alma staring at the flames, doing nothing, they stopped to watch too.

Ashes, Alma thought, sackcloth and ashes. The words of Abinadi came
again to his mind. If you don’t repent in sackcloth and ashes, He will not hear
your prayers or deliver you from your afflictions. Alma looked around, almost
expecting to see the preacher standing next to him, but all he saw were his
neighbors staring with wide eyes at the orange glow of the flames.
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Alma stood, moving closer to the fire. The smoke and the heat made his
eyes water. He stripped off his cape and threw it into the hungry flames.
The luxurious cloth and feathers curled then burst into yellow heat.

He took a step back and surveyed the scene. All of his valuables were
now in ashes.
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CHAPTER 22

And the Lord said unto me, Go, prophesy unto my people.
(Amos 7:15)

Abinadi looked around the circle of elders, each of their faces illumi-
nated in the dying firelight—Ezra, Timon, Nathan, Gideon’s wrinkles of
wisdom, Helam’s scarred face. They had spent most of the evening
discussing salvation and analyzing the words of Isaiah.

“How quickly we forget our Lord,” Gideon said, leaning back with a
sigh. “King Zeniff was a righteous leader the people followed, then one man
changed all of that. Now the people blindly and easily follow Noah.”

Abinadi rubbed his sore neck. They had been sitting for hours.
“Preaching salvation to the people in the city was like trying to build a hut
from leaves.”

The men nodded. Helam folded his hands and said, “Take heart,
brothers. As Isaiah says, there will come a time when salvation will be
declared to every nation, kindred, tongue, and people.”

“Declared, yes,” Abinadi said. “But embraced?”

“Not yet, not today,” Helam conceded. “But eventually all the ends of
the earth will see the salvation of our God.”

Abinadi nodded. “Isaiah certainly saw marvelous things.”

“The city of Nephi is filled with fear—from the highest judge to the
poorest farmer,” Gideon said. “It's amazing how the wickedness of one man
in the right position could lead so many people astray.”

“The temples have been sorely desecrated with idols and sacrifices of
unclean animals,” Abinadi said, shaking his head.

“And yet Raquel believed,” Helam said in a quiet voice.

Abinadi looked at his brother. “Yes. She was unique in that.”

Helam met Abinadi’s gaze across the flickering flames. “Perhaps not.
Perhaps there are dozens like her, hundreds . . . who are too afraid to take a
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stand.” He looked at the men surrounding the fire. “Many still remember
the teachings during Zenift’s time.”

“Many have been put to death for it, too,” Abinadi reminded him.

“For some,” Gideon practically whispered, “death may be a better
option than living amongst such filth.”

* ok %

Abinadi woke with a start. He sat up as a chill spread through his entire
body. Listening in the darkness, he heard only Raquel’s steady breathing.
Maybe the baby had stirred. Abe had just turned one year old the week
before, and as a gift to his parents, he started sleeping through the night.
Abinadi hoped it was more than a temporary phase.

But the child slept soundly.

Abinadi wiped the dampness from his forehead, wondering what had
awakened him. He couldn’t remember dreaming anything. Maybe it was the
conversation with the elders earlier in the night. After a few minutes, he
gave up trying to go back to sleep and rose, careful not to disturb Raquel.
The moonlight jotted across the room from the window, dimly illuminating
her peaceful face. For a moment, Abinadi considered waking her, but then
thought better of it.

Crossing the room, he slipped outside. The moon hung heavy and
full. Everything was so peaceful. Since marrying Raquel, he relished the
quiet life and the mundane tasks, coming home at the end of a long day
to his wife and young son. They had expanded their crops, and some nicer
homes had been erected. Abinadi would start on their new home next, in
a few months. And sometime soon, he hoped he and Raquel would be
blessed with another child. Although she'd complain that if he wanted
another child, hed have to cut back on his study with the elders in the
evenings.

Abinadi smiled to himself. Raquel was hardly ever afraid to say what she
thought. It kept things lively between them. He walked to the back of the
hut. After some fresh air, he should be able to go back to sleep. It was still
several hours before dawn, and he knew if he didnt sleep, hed regret it at
midday while toiling in the hot sun.

Suddenly the feeling was back—a shiver traveling the length of his
body, and he felt slightly dizzy. Maybe I'm sick. He knelt on the ground,
prepared for anything. But what hit him next, he couldnt have prepared
himself for.

You must return to the city of Nephi.
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Abinadi looked around, knowing that he'd see no person standing
anywhere near him. He'd heard that voice before. Quiet, yet powerful.
There was no mistaking the voice of the Lord.

Go and prophesy among my people, for they have hardened their hearts
against me.

His heart pounded as he listened to the powerful tone.

They have not repented, therefore I will visit them in my anger. Stretch
Jorth thy hand and prophesy these things. Teach them the commandments, and
teach them the words of Isaiah so that they will know about the coming of
Christ.

Abinadi kept his head bowed and eyes closed as the Lord’s instructions
poured into his soul. The Lord wanted His people to know all about Christ,
His Atonement, His Resurrection, and the truth about their salvation.
When the Lord’s voice faded and was replaced by silence, Abinadi remained
kneeling for a long time. His strength had left him, and he was out of
breath.

He lay on the ground on his side and stared at the vast sky above. He
thought about all the things the Lord had told him and wondered why he'd
been chosen. Gideon or Helam could do a better job than he. Besides, he'd
already failed once. What made the Lord come to him again? The Lord
surely knew that King Noah had sought to slay him. Perhaps enough time
had passed that he'd been forgotten. Or perhaps, this time, he'd be able to
soften the hearts of the people.

Slowly, his strength returned, and he staggered to his feet. Dawn was now
only a short time away, and soon hed have to leave his wife and son behind.
Abinadi crept into the hut and settled next to Raquel, careful not to disturb
her. He wanted to watch her sleep. The days and nights on the road might be
perilous at best, and he wanted to memorize her features for comfort.

He knew she would worry about his departure, so he said a silent prayer
that she would understand. It would be hard enough to leave without
worrying her. Finally, he couldn’t stand waiting any longer. He reached out
and smoothed her hair from her face.

Raquel’s eyes opened immediately. She blinked a few times, then her
eyes widened. “What's happened?”

He hesitated, watching her closely. “The Lord spoke to me again.”

“What did He say?”

“He has asked me to return.”

She wrapped her arms about his neck and buried her head against his
chest. She didn't say anything for a long moment. Then, finally, “When are
you leaving?”
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“Right away,” Abinadi said. He tightened his hold as her body started to
tremble. He'd expected her to be angry, but not this—not silent.

When she pulled away, her eyes were bright with unshed tears. “We're
coming with you.”

Abinadi shook his head, touching her cheek. “It’s too dangerous.”

“We can stay in your old home while you go into the city.”

“Raquel,” Abinadi said in a soft voice. “It’s been two years. The place is
either destroyed or occupied.” He moved onto one elbow, staring down at
her. “And besides, the king wants you dead.”

“What about you?” she whispered. “They tried to kill yox last time.
What about that?”

Abinadi didn’t have an answer. Instead he pulled her into his arms
again. They stayed together like that until the sun crested the horizon.

A loud cry suddenly interrupted Abinadi and Raquel’s half-awake state.
Abe was up.

Abinadi chuckled as Raquel picked up the squalling child. The boy
didn’t have much patience when he was hungry. While Raquel nursed the
baby, Abinadi rose and straightened his son’s bedding. He folded the cover-
ings slowly, already counting the hours to when he'd return home to his
lictle family. He looked at Raquel, who returned his gaze, worry plain in her
eyes.

Warmth coursed through his body as he looked at his wife and son.
They were both so precious. At the same time, urgency flooded through
him. “I should leave soon,” he said in a quiet voice.

Raquel just nodded. Abinadi took another glance about the room. “I'll
tell Mother and Helam.”

“I'll prepare your things,” Raquel offered.

He stepped out of the hut. Everyone would still be asleep, but this
couldn’t wait. He walked the path to his mother’s home, which was next
door to Helam’s. Abinadi saw his brother outside already, arranging wood at
the cooking fire.

Helam looked up as Abinadi approached. “You're up early,” Helam said.

Abinadi drew close to his older brother. The hood he wore concealed
most of his face, except for his chin and mouth, but Abinadi knew the lines
of his brother’s scars, stretching from his neck upward, his lips not quite
coming together in a cohesive line.

“The Lord spoke to me this morning,” Abinadi began.

Helam stopped mid-motion, then straightened to face him. “Do you

want me to accompany you?”
“No, brother,” Abinadi said. “Mother needs you here.”
¥

e



Abinadi TYPE.gxd:Layout 1 8/26/08 11:12 Aét Page 205

Abinadi 205

As if on cue, Esther exited her hut. “What’s this? My sons are certainly
up early.” She bustled to Abinadi’s side and looked between the two men.
“Something’s happened. What is it?”

Helam shot Abinadi a worried look. Esther covered her mouth with her
hand. “No. Not again.”

Abinadi nodded.

“What about Raquel and Abe?” Esther cried out.

“Raquel already knows, and she understands.”

“Last time you barely escaped with your life.” Her voice started to
tremble, and she broke off, covering her mouth again.

“Mother, we have to put it in the Lord’s hands,” Abinadi said. “Last
time I was there, I had a full beard. Now I have none. I'll wear one of
Helam’s robes with a hood. I won't be easily recognized.”

“Or you could shave your hair,” Helam suggested.

“Like a Lamanite?” Esther said, her voice rising in pitch.

“It will be more of a disguise,” Helam said to his mother.

She nodded, her eyes still wide with worry.

Abinadi looked at Helam, his gaze boring into his brother’s. “I have to
ask you something before I go . . .” His voice faltered for a moment. “If
something happens to me . ..”

His mother gripped his arm.

“Promise me, Helam,” Abinadi continued, “Promise me you’ll watch
over Raquel and Abe. I don’t want my child growing up without a father.”
His voice cracked. “Like we did.”

Helam nodded. “I promise.”

Esther clung to Abinadi. “Can’t you stay? The Lord will find someone
else.”

“No, Mother. The Lord called me, and I must obey,” Abinadi corrected
her gently. He wrapped his arms around her and kissed the top of her head.
“You must be strong. Raquel is going to need help.”

She pulled away, wiping her eyes, but her expression was resolute. “I can
do that. Of course, that wife of yours won'’t let me help her much. She can
be stubborn if I may say so myself.”

Abinadi smiled. “She reminds me of someone I know.”

Esther narrowed her eyes. “What do you mean?”

“Raquel won’t stand a chance.” Helam chuckled. “She’ll be sick of us by
the time you return.”

“Thank you, both.” Abinadi embraced his brother, then his mother
again. He turned away, afraid to stay much longer. Urgency pulsed through
him, and he still had to say good-bye to Gideon and the rest. Knocking
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softly on their huts, he offered a quick explanation and received well wishes
in return.

Finally, he arrived back at his hut. He could hear the sounds of Abe’s
babbling coming from inside. He pushed the skin aside, and Raquel turned
in anticipation. She'd packed a bundle of clothing and supplies for him.

When Abe saw him, he squealed, “Da!”

Abinadi took the child from Raquel and held him close. Abe laughed,
then squirmed to get away. Reluctantly, Abinadi kissed his son and set him
down. Then he turned to Raquel and enveloped her in his arms.

She cried as she clung to him. “Be safe.”

“I will,” he said. He tilted her chin toward him. “I love you.”

A tear dripped down her cheek. “I love you too.”

k& ok

Abinadi made short time as he traveled with only the small bundle on
his back. By the time he reached the city of Nephi, he was exhausted but
exhilarated. He hoped his newly shorn hair and shaven face would give him
plenty of time to share the warning of the Lord. It was midafternoon by the
time he arrived at the marketplace. The wide courtyard teemed with people.
Abinadi scanned the crowd for a moment, a lump rising in his throat. All of
these people would be brought into bondage and treated as slaves if they
didn’t repent.

And it’s up to me to tell them.

A man tapped him on the shoulder. Abinadi turned to see a gangly
merchant, his teeth mostly rotted. His mat displayed sweets—delicacies
made with honey and amaranth seeds. “Something for your wife and chil-
dren?” The merchant gestured toward the delicacies.

Abinadi gazed at him, trying to find some light in the man’s dark eyes.
“I've come to share a message with you, my friend. A message from the Lord.”

The man visibly shrunk back, his eyes narrowing. “You're a preacher?”

“Yes,” Abinadi said, taking a deep breath. He moved closer to the man
and said quietly, “The Lord has asked me to prophesy that because of the
people’s iniquities, they will be smitten by their enemies and brought into
bondage .. .”

The man shook his head, a mirthless laugh forming. “The Lamanites
are helpless before us. Where have you been, preacher? Every week we
capture more prisoners and kill more women and children.”

A shudder passed through Abinadi at the crass words. “Your hearts have
been hardened.” Several others stopped to listen, looking from Abinadi to
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the merchant. Abinadi included the new people in the conversation.
“Because of your evil doings, you will be driven by men and will be slain
until the vultures of the air—"

“Our king has the most powerful army in the land. No one will slay
us!” a man in a fine indigo cape retorted. “King Noah has built a strong
people. No one has breached our borders for months.”

Abinadi focused on the man. “The life of King Noah will be valued as a
garment in a hot furnace. Even he will know that the Lord is God.”

Several more people had stopped, forming a small crowd.

“The Lord will smite you with sore afflictions, with famine and pesti-
lence,” Abinadi said, gazing at those whod joined them. “Even your king
cannot stop those.”

Two men moved forward, their faces red in anger. “You are the preacher
we chased out before.”

Abinadi took a step backward, holding up his hand. “The Lord will cause
burdens to be lashed upon your backs so that you work like animals. He will
also send hail and wind. Insects will pester your land and eat your grain.”

The two men grabbed Abinadi. “The king sent a warrant for your
capture.” Others in the crowd pressed forward, jostling to reach him.

Abinadi wrestled away from the grabbing arms. “The Lord says that
except you repent, you will be utterly destroyed off the face of the earth. You
will leave a record that the Lord will preserve for other nations so that they
may discover your abominations.”

“Get him!” someone shouted.

Abinadi moved around the mat filled with sweets. But there were too
many of them. He was grabbed from all sides.

“Find a rope!” someone else commanded.

Within minutes, he was tied, hand and foot.

“Take him to the king!”

“He’ll die for his treason!”

Abinadi felt himself lifted and carried along the road. The people of
the city seemed even more hostile than before. Angry faces floated in and
out above him as he was jostled along. The merchant stayed within view,
acting as if he were directing the procession as they made their way to the
palace.

Hands took him to the temple, and the merchant announced to the
guards that he had a delivery for King Noah. The air changed as they
entered the cool interior. With the surrounding mass, he could only see the
ceiling above, idols propped in the stone crevices. He felt himself being
lowered, and suddenly those in front of him cleared.
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Abinadi stared at a group of finely clad men guarded by a body of
soldiers and seated on a platform. His gaze moved from one man to the
next—they were the high priests, adorned in costly feathered capes and
gaudy animal headdresses. In the center was King Noah himself. He'd
changed over the past two years. His face was rounder, his skin redder, his
eyes harder. His jeweled hands rested on his paunch.

What surprised Abinadi the most were the women who surrounded the
king and a few of the priests. It seemed they combined pleasure with busi-
ness. Abinadi’s gaze was drawn to the man on the king’s right. His father-in-
law—although this relationship was probably still unknown to Amulon.

Abinadi tried to tear his gaze away from the massive man, trying not
think of how cruel he had been to Raquel. He felt the anger pierce his chest,
giving him even more courage to say what he was about to.

The merchant asked for permission to speak to the king. When it was
granted, his rapid voice captured everyone’s attention. “O Highness, we
have brought this man who says he is prophesying in the name of God. He
calls us evil and claims that your life will be valued only as a garment in a
furnace of fire.” The man came to a blundering stop, casting his bloodshot
eyes on Abinadi, then back to the king.

The king’s emotions played across his face—amusement to annoyance.
A man seated beneath the priests’ bench squinted at him, then he looked
down at a scroll of bark he was writing on. He must be the kings scribe, Abinadi
realized. The man was well-rounded, his graying beard wildly overgrown.

The merchant continued to prattle on, reporting on what Abinadi had
said in the marketplace. “He said we'll be like a stalk in the field, run over
by beasts and trodden underfoot.”

A few of the high priests smiled, rolling their eyes, and Abinadi glanced
at the merchant.

Then a commotion from the judgment seats caught everyone’s atten-
tion. King Noah stood and brushed off the two women who flanked him.
His lazy gaze traveled the length of the assembled priests. “Am I greater than
a burning garment?”

A few laughed, others calling out, “Most definitely!”

“Very well, then,” Noah said, a glint in his eyes as he focused on
Abinadi. “T'll not worry about my worth quite yet.” He adjusted the jaguar
headdress. A smile smeared itself upon his face. “You think my people need
to repent?”

Abinadi opened his mouth just as the merchant cried out, “He said we

are like the blossom of a thistle that is fully ripe. And when the wind blows,
we'll be driven off the face of the land.”
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“Enough!” Noah roared, his eyes narrowing at the merchant. Then a
smile returned as he looked at Abinadi. “It seems we have a poet in our
midst.” He started clapping, and the priests joined in, confusion on their
faces. “Well done, preacher. Do you have a name, by chance?”

Abinadi swallowed. He knew he was being baited. He looked at the row
of priests, each of them leaning forward. Then his eyes rested on the high
priest sitting to the left of the king. He looked a little different than he once
did, but there was no mistaking it was the man whod warned him on that
night so long ago. The man Gideon had called Alma. The priest held his
gaze for a brief moment, a mixture of curiosity and challenge in his expres-
sion.

“My name is Abinadi.”

The high priest flinched, and recognition dawned in his eyes.

“Ah. It seems as if you are hard to dispose of,” Noah said with a chuckle.
“Just as a dog to its vomit?”

The priests chuckled, all except Alma, who stared at Abinadi with
astonishment. Next to the king, Amulon sat down with a thud. His gaze
had hardened.

“Your preaching precedes your name,” Noah said. He glanced at the
merchant, whose face was working in spasm. “Speak your peace, citizen.”
He folded his arms across his massive chest.

The merchant stepped in front of Abinadi, looking furtively at him.
Then he turned and bowed to the king, wringing his hands as he spoke. “O
Highness, what evil have you done or what great sins have your people
committed, that we should be condemned of God?” He pointed to Abinadi.
“Or judged by this man?”

Abinadi moved his gaze from the merchant to Amulon—whose expres-
sion had gone from anger to outright fury. Abinadi looked then to Alma.
The priest’s gaze was intense as the merchant continued his flattering
speech, “O King, we are guiltless, and you have not sinned.”

“Well, thank you for the complimentary words,” Noah said, a smile
playing on his lips. A gurgled laughter rumbled through the priests. “Are
you finished, sir?”

The merchant shook his head quickly. “This man, this preacher, has
lied about you and prophesied in vain. We are a strong people and will not
come into bondage. We won't be taken by our enemies—we are too strong!”

Noah nodded. “You are right. Our enemies are no threat to us.”

“Here is the false preacher you seek, O King. We have delivered him
into your hands so that you may judge him as you will,” the merchant

finished.
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Noah stepped down from the platform, walking toward the trembling
merchant, the guards tensing. “You want your reward, don't you, sir?”

The man’s wringing hands came to a stop. A slight nod of his head
caused the king to roar with laughter.

“Toss me a bag of silver onties.”

Amulon stood and tossed a bundle to the king. Noah held it out to the
merchant, who took it with bowed head and a very red face. “You are
dismissed,” Noah said.

The merchant bowed two more times, then scurried from the room,
squeezing his way past the group of guards at the door.

As soon as the merchant was gone, the amusement fled Noah’s eyes. He
glared at Abinadi as he adjusted his headdress again. The jaguar teeth made
him look quite formidable. “Throw him in prison!”

Abinadi flinched.

Amulon smiled.

Hands wrapped around Abinadi again, propelling him to the doors. As
he was dragged through the doors, he heard the king say, “My priests and I
will discuss the things we’ve seen and heard today. Cancel all other
requests.”



Abinadi TYPE.gxd:Layout 1 8/26/08 11:12 Aét Page 211

CHAPTER 23

That unto me every knee shall bow, every tongue shall swear.

(Isaiah 45:23)

Rubbing his forehead, Alma tried to make sense of what hed just seen
and heard. The preacher had returned. It was unbelievable. The man knew
he was in danger, yet he still came to warn them. Granted, hed come in
disguise, as he certainly looked different with his shaved beard and shorn
hair . . .

Alma watched the king pace before the court. Noah had been quite
jovial through the whole episode of the merchant’s report, but from experi-
ence, Alma knew that good humor usually preceded the storm of the king’s
temper. Surely today would be no exception.

The king’s rambling words reached him, and Alma realized that all of
the priests were listening intently, their expressions grave.

“Like a garment in a furnace of fire?” Noah said, mostly to himself.
Then his voice grew in volume. “The man didn’t even speak while the
merchant was here. Is he proud enough to condemn in the marketplace, but
when he’s brought before court, he quakes with fear?”

The king looked at his priests. “What kind of a preacher is he?”

Alma drew back, seeing doubt and questioning on the king’s face. He
tried to ignore the churning of his stomach. Since burning all of his belong-
ings, Alma had tried to keep a low profile at court. He no longer spent his
silver lavishly. He'd let all but one servant go. He no longer entertained
harlots—there was an unspoken agreement now with the women. He might
dance with them when the king was watching, but nothing more. He wore
the same cape every day over a simple tunic. Gradually, even his troubling
dreams had faded. He had been slowly changing from the inside out, and
the last thing he needed was for the king to pay attention to him. Someone
was sure to notice if Alma weren't careful.
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He'd been fortunate to have subtly thwarted the king’s intention of
slaying Maia without drawing undue attention to himself, but he certainly
couldn’t risk his life to save Abinadi’s. Yet he hadnt been able to get the man’s
words out of his mind since their brief conversation two years previous.

Alma focused on the discussion around him. The other high priests
seemed to be cowering, none offering up satisfying answers to Noah’s ques-
tions. Amulon tried to make fun of the merchant again, but Noah no longer
appeared amused.

Alma stood as he cleared his throat. The king and priests all looked at
him. “Why don’t we bring him back to court and question him? Without
the merchant or without the crowd of people—ijust the preacher.”

Amulon stood too. “Yes! We'll be able to point out his errors. Poet or
not, we know the ways of the gods more than he does. We have been made
high priests over the people for a reason.”

Several heads nodded. The king looked at the panel of men. “All right.
We'll question him.”

Noah turned to the guards. “Bring the preacher back in.” Then he
spoke to the portly scribe. “Eli, call together your best scribes. We'll need
their counsel.”

Eli rose to his feet and bobbed his head. With a flurry involving a
dropped stencil and a scattering of scrolls, he fled the room.

Alma sat back down and twisted his hands. He tried to keep his expres-
sion calm, although his heart was pounding. He was looking forward to
hearing the preacher speak more than he wanted to admit. Had there ever
been a man more courageous? Alma didn’t think so. Abinadi was either truly
called of God or completely out of his mind.

A few scribes hurried in, ushered by Eli. Their pale faces displayed fear
and wonder at being summoned to court. Alma knew their days were
usually spent cloistered in their rooms, copying text word by word. They
gathered in a tight circle, turning metal plates and opening dusty scrolls. It
was then that Alma recognized the youngest scribe—Limbhi, the king’s own
son. It had been two years since Alma had last seen him or noticed him. Az
my high priest ordination, he realized. It seemed the hunting trip did little to
turn the king’s intellectual son into a warrior or great hunter.

Alma shifted his gaze from Limhi to Amulon, who sauntered down
from the bench and entered the circle of scribes, asking questions.

The king again took his place at his seat. The women moved back to his
side, and everyone watched the activity of the scribes as they waited.

When the preacher was announced, Amulon resumed his place, a smug
smile on his face. He leaned over to the king and whispered in his ear. Alma

e



Abinadi TYPE.gxd:Layout 1 8/26/08 11:12 Aét Page 213

Abinadi 213

focused on the prisoner as he was dragged in. Ropes bound his hands in
front, and similar bindings cut into his ankles. When the guards set him
upright, the preacher stood straight, his back erect, his gaze steadily arcing
over the assembled panel.

“Where did you come from?” the king asked.

“I come from a land where men walk free,” Abinadi said. “A place where
the fruits of our labors benefit our own families and don’t line the coffers of
greedy men.”

Alma stared at the man. He certainly didn’t mince words.

“What gives you the right to tell us what the Lord wants?” Amulon
asked, rising to his feet.

“The Lord Himself.” Abinadi’s gaze moved to Amulon. “I'm not here
because of my will, but His.”

Amulon scoffed. “Who are you to tell us what is righteous or what is
wicked?”

“I am merely the Lord’s mouthpiece.”

Amulon frowned and waved the scribe Eli over. The portly man rushed
to Amulon’s side, holding out a metal plate—apparently what Amulon
wanted, for he smiled and snatched it away.

“All right, since you know all about the Lord, what does this mean?” He
cleared his throat and read, “How beautiful upon the mountains are the
feet of him that bringeth good tidings . . . The Lord hath made bare his
holy arm in the eyes of all the nations; and the ends of the earth shall see the
salvation of our God’? Here we are among mountains, fulfilling Isaiah’s
words. God protects this people. You are a false prophet.”

Abinadi looked from Amulon to the other priests. “Are you not priests?
Why do you ask me what these things mean? Do you pretend to teach your
people and pretend to understand the spirit of prophesying?”

Amulon narrowed his eyes in anger. The scribes put their heads
together, whispering furiously.

“You have not applied your hearts to understand the words of the scrip-
tures,” Abinadi said, his voice rising. “You have failed to teach your people
the ways of the Lord.” He paused, taking a deep breath. “Tell me, what have
you taught this people?”

The king laughed, and a few others joined in. But most of the priests
looked perplexed. “We teach the law of Moses, of course,” Amulon said, his
face still quite red. He pointed at the group of scribes. “You can ask them.
It’s all there on the metal plates that have been copied from the brass plates
brought over by our fathers. We teach what is written. We make animal
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sacrifices and sin offerings upon the altars for the people, and we teach them
to worship the Lord.”

Abinadi’s eyes pierced Amulon’s. “You sacrifice unclean animals. You
may say you worship the Lord, but you worship other gods. If you're
teaching the law of Moses, why aren’t you living it?”

The room fell silent. Noah’s face went from amusement to anger.

Amulon’s mouth worked as he searched for an answer. Alma clenched
his hands together in anticipation. He wanted to jump up and shout, Hes
right!

“Why do you set your hearts upon riches? Where does it say to do so in
the law of Moses?” Abinadi’s gaze moved to the women surrounding the
king, then to the king himself. “Why do you commit whoredoms and spend
your time with harlots?”

Noah’s hand clenched into a fist, and he pounded the low table in front
of him. “Enough!” The women flinched, drawing back.

“You cause your people to commit sin,” Abinadi continued, his voice
steady. “The Lord has sent me to prophesy against you.” His gaze moved
from the king to Alma, and his voice softened. “You know I speak the truth,
and you should be trembling before God.”

Alma felt as if Abinadi had reached inside his chest and wrenched out
his heart. Everyone turned to look at him. He knew this man spoke the
truth. And he could see that Abinadi knew it, too.

The preacher’s next words took the attention off of Alma. “You'll be
smitten for your iniquities! You say you teach the law of Moses, but what do
you know about the law?” He glared at the king. “Does salvation come by
the law of Moses?”

The king opened his mouth to speak, but several of the surrounding
priests stood. “Yes,” they shouted almost in unison.

Abinadi nodded, the red of his face fading. “If you keep the command-
ments of God, you will be saved.” He paused. “You might say you teach the
law of Moses, yet you forget what God taught Moses.”

The priests began to whisper amongst themselves. Alma couldn’t take
his gaze off the preacher.

Abinadi’s voice was low and urgent, his words causing a familiar feeling
to cover Alma—rtaking him back to his childhood. It was as if his father’s
words had been resurrected from the grave.

“The Lord said to Moses,” Abinadi started, ““Thou shalt have no other
Gods before me. Thou shalt not make unto thee any graven image, or any
likeness of any thing in the heaven above, or things which are in the earth
beneath.”
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The preacher lifted his bound arms, pointing to the wooden nawals
alongside the walls of the temple. “You have brought idols into the temple!
This should be the most sacred place in the land, yet you have defiled the very
house of God.” He looked at the king as he lowered his hands. “You have not
kept the law of Moses, and you have not taught your people correctly.”

Noah stood, pushing the women aside, and stepped off the platform,
sending the scribes scurrying out of his way. “Away with this fellow!” he
shouted, his hands clenched into fists. “Slay him! He’s mad!”

The guards reached for Abinadi, but he lifted his arms and broke the
bindings. The guards fell back in astonishment. Abinadi spread his hands
wide, shouting above the exclamations. “Touch me not, for God will smite
you if you lay your hands upon me!”

The king took a step back in confusion, his body trembling. Alma
stared at the preacher, holding his breath, his heart pounding. A searing heat
seemed to pulse through the room, bouncing off the walls, then straight
into Alma’s soul. The Spirit of God was in the room.

“I have not delivered the message which the Lord sent me to deliver,”
Abinadi said, his voice echoing in the suddenly quiet room. His face was
radiant, as if light were coming from his skin. “Neither have I answered
your questions.” His gaze stayed on the king, his tone sure and strong. “God
will not suffer that I will be destroyed at this time.”

The king sank onto one of the scribe’s stools, his expression a mask of
astonishment.

Alma’s breath left him, and the strength in his limbs vanished. All he
could do was watch and listen.

“You’re angry with me because I have told you the truth.” Abinadi
continued in the dead silence. “And because I have spoken the word of God,
you call me mad.” He took a step forward, the bands on his ankles suddenly
loose. “You can see that you do not have the power to slay me.” His eyes
roamed the high priests. “Therefore, I will finish giving the message that I
came to deliver.”

Alma brought his hand to his heart, and Abinadi noticed the move-
ment. The two men locked gazes. “My words fill you with wonder and
amazement. After I finish my message, it will not matter where I go or what
becomes of me, so long as I receive salvation from our Lord.” Abinadi’s chest
expanded as he inhaled with the next breath. His voice trembled at his next
words. “But this I can tell you . . . what you do with me after I am finished
will be a type and shadow of things which are to come to you.”

No one moved or spoke. All eyes were on the preacher’s illuminated
face.
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Abinadi’s words filled the room, his voice shaking Alma to his core.
“Thou shalt not take the name of the Lord thy God in vain; Remember the
Sabbath day, to keep it holy; Honor thy father and mother . . .”

Tears stung Alma’s eyes, though he worked to keep them at bay.

Thou shalt not kill.

Thou shalt not commit adultery.

The tears came anyway.

Thou shalt not bear false witness.

Thou shalt not covet thy neighbor’s wife.

Alma hung his head, unable to look at the preacher any longer. Physical
pain wrenched his heart. He may have burned all semblance of his outward
wealth, but inside he was still rotten.

“Have you taught your people that they should keep the Lord’s command-
ments?” Abinadi asked.

Alma lifted his head, oblivious to his own tear-stained face.

“No.” Abinadi’s voice was just above a whisper, but it thundered into
Alma’s heart. “If you had taught the people, the Lord would not have sent me.”

Alma found himself nodding.

The preacher looked at him and said, “You have said that salvation
comes by the law of Moses. I say it is expedient to keep the law, but there
will come a time when you will no longer need to keep it.”

A few of the priests broke from their trances and started to murmur.

“Salvation does not come by the law alone,” Abinadi continued, his
voice commanding silent attention again. “Were it not for the Atonement,
which God Himself will make for the sins of His people, we would a//
perish. God Himself will come down among His people to bring about the
resurrection of the dead. And He will be oppressed and afflicted.”

Amulon started chuckling. “You know nothing of the ways of God—
He would not come among men to be afflicted.” The king nodded his
agreement.

But Abinadi was shaking his head. “Even the prophet Isaiah spoke of
the son of God and his mortal life. ‘He is despised and rejected of men; a
man of sorrows, and acquainted with grief . . .”

The king folded his arms over his chest, his eyes narrowed, as Abinadi
continued to speak.

Alma recognized several of the phrases the preacher quoted from the
prophet Isaiah. The scribes sorted through their records, trying to find what
portion Abinadi quoted from. Eli finally located the copy of the text and
handed it over to Amulon. The king grabbed it from the high priest and
scanned through the words.
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“He was numbered with the transgressors,” Abinadi continued, “and He
bore the sins of many and made intercession for the transgressors.”

Amulon cleared his throat, glancing at the king. “Ah, so while God is
on earth, busy being oppressed, who is ruling the heavens?”

The other priests chuckled at Amulon’s remark.

“The Father. The Son of God is called both the Father and the Son
because they are of one heart and one mind. But the Son of God will come
to earth in the flesh. And after working mighty miracles, He will be led,
crucified, and slain.”

“Like you?” Amulon said.

Alma looked at Amulon, disgust tightening his stomach. The other
priests laughed, gaining courage with Amulon’s caustic remark.

“The Lord will break the bands of death. He will gain victory, giving
him the power to intercede for the children of men.” Regardless of the
jeering, Abinadi’s voice retained its calm power. “I am not the only one to
prophesy of the coming of the Lord.”

The scribes busied themselves again, searching through records.

Alma held his breath at the preacher’s next words—ones he'd heard
repeated by his father.

“All the holy prophets have testified of the coming of the Lord. And all
who have listened to their words—and believed—will be the heirs of the
kingdom of God,” Abinadi said.

Alma found himself beginning to nod, then stopped, lest others notice.

The preacher stretched out his hands again, and the guards near him
backed away. “The time will come when every nation, kindred, tongue, and
people will see eye to eye and will confess before God that His judgments
are just.”

Every nation, kindred, tongue, and people, Alma thought with amaze-
ment. Everyone will confess. He hadn’t confessed. He wondered what the
king would do to him if he did.

The room went quiet again as Abinadi continued. “The wicked will be
cast out, and they will howl, weep, wail, and gnash their teeth. They will
not be redeemed and will be resurrected to eternal damnation.” He looked
directly at Alma. “Should you not tremble and repent of your sins, remem-
bering that only through Christ can you be saved?”

Alma mouthed the word. “Yes.”

The preacher looked at Noah. “If you taught the law of Moses, you
would have taught your people that redemption comes through Christ the
Lord, who is the very Eternal Father.”

Noah was shaking, his face a scarlet red. “Are you finished?”
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The surrounding priests started to murmur. Abinadi’s expression was
unfazed.

“You accuse us of not teaching the law of Moses,” the king grumbled. “I
say we do. As the king of this land, I make amends and define the law
according to the needs of my people. And for your blasphemous words, you
will be put to death!” He turned to Amulon. “Take him away and kill him.”

The words chilled Alma’s heart, and before another instant passed, he
stepped forward. “Wait.”

All eyes turned on him.

“Do not be angry with this man. He tells the truth,” Alma said, his
heart pounding furiously. But as he spoke, he felt power and assurance swell
within. “Let him depart in peace. His words have done no harm. If
anything, it has caused us to dwell on the mercies of God and our own iniq-
uities. We should not be changing the laws of God to serve our own
purposes, but abiding by them.” For a brief instant, Alma caught Limhi’s
curious gaze. The young man had risen to his feet, scrolls scattered on the
floor about him. His mouth started to move as if he had something to say
t00.

“No!” Noah shouted, his eyes bulging. “You—I—get out of my sight—
you traitor!”

Alma stumbled backward as the other priests advanced. He stepped off
the platform and moved toward Abinadi. Their eyes locked for a moment,
understanding passing between them—man to man, believer to believer.
Abinadi’s gaze was triumphant.

“S-stay away from the—the preacher!” Noah sputtered. He whirled
around, pointing at Alma. “Guards! Seize him!”

Alma hesitated for a brief instant, stunned. Then he turned from
Abinadi and barreled past the surprised guards. Out the temple doors and
down the steps he ran, not daring to look back. Noah’s voice sailed after
him. “After you catch Alma, throw his new friend Abinadi in prison!”
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CHAPTER 24

Blessed are they which are persecuted for righteousness’ sake:
for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.
(Matthew 5:10)

Staring at the sunset, Raquel tried to find beauty in the fiery reds and
oranges streaking across the sky. But peace would not come. Something is
wrong, she thought again. Something is terribly wrong. She stood from her
perch overlooking the fields. It was as if she couldn’t quite catch her breath,
couldn’t inhale deeply enough. Yet at the same time, she wanted to run and
never stop until she reached the city of Nephi.

She’d prayed over and over again, but the Lord was silent. She
wondered if He had fled with Abinadi. There were no comforting whisper-
ings or tender warmth in her chest. She felt hollow . . . empty.

Raquel swiped at the moisture on her cheek, then climbed off the rock
and headed back to the settlement. Abe should be waking from his nap by
now and would surely be hungry. There was only so much a grandmother
could do to soothe a one-year-old. Esther had practically smothered Raquel
with attention since Abinadi’s departure. It was for this reason that she had
to take a walk by herself, just to think.

Helam had been no better. Whereas Raquel had only seen him in
passing before and spoken to him occasionally, now he seemed to be every-
where she was.

[ don’t need protection, Raquel wanted to say. [m not the one in a city that
hates me, or running from a king who wants me dead. But if she returned, of
course her life might be at risk again—just like Abinadi’s was now. Yet the
more Raquel thought about it, the more she felt she needed to try to find
him. If there was any way she could ensure his safe return, she'd do it.

As she emerged from the thicket of trees at the base of the hill, Helam
stood from his post. “Are you all right?” he asked.
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Raquel exhaled with frustration. “You don’t have to follow me.”

“I—I'm just following Abinadi’s wish.”

Raquel stopped, her hands on her hips. “I don’t think he meant every-
where—just to help me if I needed something.” She waved her hand. “It’s
not like 'm going to disappear or anything.”

Helam folded his arms. “Fair enough.”

She marched past him, not entirely convinced Helam would let up. At
least he didn’t follow her back to the settlement—that she could see,
anyway.

As she approached the huts, the aroma of cooking reached Raquel,
making her realize how hungry she really was. She'd hardly eaten since
Abinadi had left. She quickened her pace, suddenly anxious to see her son.
When she arrived at the hut, Esther was sitting outside.

“He’s still asleep?” Raquel asked.

Esther smiled and nodded.

“He’s going to be starving when he wakes up,” Raquel mused. She
glanced over her shoulder—Helam was waiting several paces away.

Putting a hand on Raquel’s arm, Esther said, “I'll bring you a bowl of
food so you can stay here and listen for the baby.”

“Thank you,” Raquel said. She leaned in and whispered, “You can tell
Helam he doesn’t need to camp outside my hut tonight. If I need some-
thing, I'll pound loudly on Ais hut.”

Esther’s eyes narrowed. “You know he’s just concerned, don’t you?”

More like hes guarding me, Raquel thought. What did Abinadi tell him?
“I know. But Abe sleeps pretty well through the night, and you're just a
stone’s throw away,” she said as politely as she could.

“All right,” Esther said. “I'll tell him, but he won't like it.” She turned
away to bustle off. Helam had disappeared.

Helam is taking the charge of “watching over” me far too seriously, Raquel
thought. She went inside her hut and breathed a sigh of relief. She was
alone—well, except for the wide-eyed boy staring at her from his pallet. She
must have awakened him.

“Hello, dear,” Raquel said, crossing the room. Abe grinned and held out
his arms. She picked him up, and immediately he curled against her. As she
made herself comfortable on the mat and started to nurse him, she closed
her eyes and tried to relax. But the anxiety for Abinadi’s safety wouldn’t
leave.

The walls of the hut seemed to close in on her and she gulped for air.
She felt so helpless. She tried to picture her husband’s face, and pain seared
through her as she thought about his laugh, the warmth of his touch, his
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gentleness, the love in his eyes each time they looked at each other . . . She
looked down at Abe, seeing the curve of his eyebrows—exactly like his

father’s.

Oh, Abinadi, I miss you more than I could have ever imagined. Her eyes
burned with tears, but she wouldn’t give in to them yet. Come home to me.

The door covering lifted quietly, and Esther crept in. With a knowing
smile on her face, she set a bowl of beans and squash beside Raquel. Esther
hesitated for a moment, gazing upon her grandchild. Raquel felt a twinge in
her heart as she sensed the bond between grandmother and grandson. She
wished her own mother could know Abe as well.

When Esther left, Raquel finally let the tears spill. She felt so much at
home in this settlement with her son, her mother-in-law, Tia . . . But she
could never be truly happy with Abinadi gone. He was a part of her, and
nothing was the same in his absence.

She dried her tears just as Abe finished nursing. She ate quickly, hardly
tasting the food. As the room darkened, Raquel lit some oil lamps. Abe
scooted along the floor, content to play by himself. But Raquel was far from
content as she watched her young son play and babble, her mind far away.
Her parents didn’t even know they had a grandchild. Maybe her father
would finally forgive her and welcome Abinadi. If her father could just lay
eyes on this precious baby.

As Raquel watched her child, her heart softened. He was so sweet, so
innocent. Did he have the power to unite a broken family? Abinadi had told
her he would try to see her mother—tell her about the baby. But the news
would be even sweeter if her mother could see the child in person.

Raquel took a deep breath, letting her mind wander. Fear and excite-
ment filled her thoughts as she considered making the journey to the city of
Nephi. It shouldn’t be too hard to locate a preacher in the city; surely many
people had heard his message already. She paced the room as Abe scuttled
after her, laughing each time the hem of her tunic brushed him. She
wouldn't need many supplies, just what she could carry. She'd probably be
able to complete the journey in less than two days.

She stopped, and Abe stopped with her, reaching up. She lifted the boy
and swayed with him, wondering what to do about Helam and Esther.
Theyd never let her go. One part of her worried a little about traveling with
such a small child. Maybe she could ask Gideon to accompany her. He trav-
eled back and forth quite often, meeting with elders from the city—those
few who practiced their religious beliefs in secret.

Mind made up, she wrapped Abe and went outside. True to Esther’s
word, Helam was nowhere in sight, but Raquel knew he wasn’t far away. She
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walked along the path, passing several huts, until she reached Gideon’s.
Light glowed from within, and Raquel hesitated briefly, wondering if
Neriah would come. Their interactions had been civil over the past two
years, but nothing more than that.

Abe started to hiccup, and with a smile, Raquel knocked.

Tia came to the entrance, and when she laid eyes on Raquel, her brow
furrowed. “Is something wrong with the babe?”

“No,” Raquel said. “I've come to speak with your husband.”

Tia studied her for a moment, curiosity in her eyes. Finally, she nodded.
“Come in.”

Again, Raquel hesitated. Beyond the entrance, Neriah and her younger
sister sat together as they embroidered. Raquel wanted privacy. Her heart
raced as she said, “Do you think I can speak to him outside?”

“Certainly. I'll send him out,” Tia said.

A moment later, Gideon towered over Raquel, familiar concern in his
eyes.

When Raquel explained what she wanted to do, he shook his head. “I
understand that you want your parents to meet your son . . . and that you
worry about Abinadi.” He looked away for a moment. “Truthfully, I've been
quite unsettled about him also.”

Raquel rushed on. “I can’t dispel my worry. It’s different than last time . . .”

Gideon met her gaze, his eyes darkening. “Even so, I cannot allow you
to travel into danger. Abinadi would never forgive me.”

“If you came with me, or one of the other elders, I wouldn’t be in
danger ...

Gideon’s jaw clenched. “You're risking your own life and your child’s by
going. If something happened to you, imagine how your husband would
feel.”

Raquel looked down as tears threatened. She had to do something. “If
we put together a large group, I could disguise myself . . .”

Gideon’s hand touched her shoulder. “No. I'm sorry, Raquel. I just can
allow it.”

She nodded, feeling numb. Taking a step back, she said, “Thank you for
listening.” Then she turned away, a painful lump in her throat.

She rushed back to her hut, clutching Abe as she blinked back the
stinging tears and tried not to stumble on the dark path. Abe started fussing
as soon as she entered her hut. She fed him a quick meal of mashed beans,
then settled him down for the night. But she couldn’t relax. Her head hurt,
but her heart hurt worse. She listened to Abe’s even breathing. She paced.
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She looked out the narrow window. She lay down. She slept for a few rest-
less hours. She rose again.

She couldn’t stand waiting and not knowing. With or without Gideon,
she had to try, or she would never forgive herself.

By the light of the moon splashing through the single window, Raquel
rolled her mat into a tight bundle, then made a pack of food. She poured
water from a jug into a goatskin. Then she made a sling and tied it around
her waist and shoulders. Carefully, she lifted her sleeping child and settled
him against her torso. He stirred for a moment, then relaxed again.

She tied the goatskin and food bundle to the rolled bedding, then
strapped it to her back with rope. After taking one more sweeping look at
the hut, she left.

Outside, the air had cooled and clouds had moved in front of the
moon, making the darkness blacker than usual. Raquel glanced up at the
sky, seeing thick clouds swirling. It would surely rain by morning, but she'd
be in the confines of the forest before a drop would hit. She hoped. She
crept silently past the huts, noting that all were dark.

Her eyes smarted as she thought about Gideon’s refusal. She hoped he
would understand in the morning when she was discovered gone. She also
hoped he would forgive her. I// be home in less than a week, she told herself.
There will be plenty of time to make amends then.

She traveled as fast as she dared, trying not to jostle the baby too much.
He grew heavy after a while, but the adrenaline coursing through Raquel
kept her moving. She'd grown strong during her time in the elders’ settle-
ment. But she knew she couldn’t keep up a rapid pace for too long.

The rain started just as she entered the thicket of trees. The branches
and leaves above offered little protection, and the drops pinged all around
her. She adjusted her cape so that it covered the baby’s head, protecting him
from most of the moisture.

When her breathing came short, she stopped to rest for a few minutes.
Intermingled with the pattering of raindrops, she thought she heard some-
thing else. An animal? A human? Raquel held her breath, listening, grateful
that Abe slept soundly. His cry would alert everyone.

Her heart pounded as the crashing sound grew closer. Whatever it was,
it headed straight for her.

Then something touched her shoulder, and Raquel whirled around with
a scream. She came face-to-face with Helam.

All at once Abe started crying.

“Helam?” Raquel gasped. “How did you . . . ? When did—"
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“What are you doing?” His breath was hot on her face. Beneath the
hood, she could see his eyes boring into her.

She clutched Abe tightly and tried to hush him. As his cries faded, she
continued to stare at her brother-in-law. “Do you never remove your hood?”
She gestured to the trees. “It’s the middle of the night, and you’re away from
all civilization.”

He inhaled sharply, ignoring her criticism. “Where are you going?”

Desperation pounded against her chest. Had Gideon told him anything?

She took a step back, shaking her head. “No one is going to stop me,
especially you.”

“Raquel,” he said in a quiet but piercing voice. “Don’t do this.”

She hesitated, surprised at his plea. “I have to, Helam.” She bounced
Abe, who had started to fuss again. “My son deserves to know his grand
parents. It will bring my family together.”

“You aren’t seeking Abinadi?”

She looked away, unable to meet his gaze.

“You are.” Helam’s voice was calm, but he stepped toward her, as if
ready to stop her flight.

Helam was a lot bigger than Abinadi. Both brothers towered over her,
but Helam carried more bulk than her husband. There was no way she
could outrun him. Plus, Abe’s cries would give her away.

“Just leave us,” she said, feeling panic rise in her chest. “Tell the others
what I've done, if you must. But I . . . can’t sleep . . . cant eat . . . cant
breathe.” She looked at him, her voice trembling. “I can’t even pray
anymore. | have to see my husband.”

“I promised my brother I'd keep you safe.” He patted Abe’s back. “And
that’s what I'll do, whether here or in the city.”

Raquel exhaled. “Really?” She thought she saw the shadow of a smile
beneath his hood.

“Really.”

* ok %

The traveling is faster now, Raquel thought with Helam by her side. She
felt grateful for the company. Besides, he insisted on carrying Abe, who at
first protested but then warmed up as Helam made silly animal noises.
Raquel smiled to herself as she listened to the two of them. If Helam would
just rid himself of his reserve and his strange idea that no one could see his
face, he'd make a great husband and father. Maybe he could talk Neriah out
of her sour mood by proposing. He had many of the same attributes as
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Abinadi, although Helam’s personality was a notch higher in intensity. It
probably came with being treated like an outcast for so long. But in
Gideon’s settlement, he was well respected.

They rested for a few hours in the early morning. Helam insisted on
keeping watch while Raquel slept, Abe nestled in her arms. When she
awoke, the foliage radiated a brilliant green. The rain had rejuvenated the
plants and flowers. After Raquel nursed Abe while Helam kept a discreet
distance, they were ready to travel again.

The day passed quickly as they made their way toward the city, hope
brightening Raquel’s steps. Since Helam had come along, she knew that
Esther wouldn’t worry so much and Gideon would be more likely to forgive
her. They reached the outskirts of the city just as the sun settled against the
western horizon.

They waited until it was nearly dark before continuing. She led Helam
and Abe through the familiar streets, her eyes soaking in every feature, every
road, every house. When she turned on the path to her former home, her
step slowed. There was the courtyard where she’d spent day after day
weaving. There was the beginning of the herbal gardens that wrapped
around the back of the house. They had overgrown, and many of the plants
could use a good pruning.

And there was the tree on the south side of the house that shaded her
former room on the hottest of days. Everything seemed smaller, foreign
somehow. She had left a girl and returned a woman.

“Let’s go,” she whispered to no one in particular. But Helam nodded
and stepped forward to open the gate. Raquel reached out for Abe, taking
him in her arms. “This is your grandparents’ home,” she said, trying to fend
off the threatening tremble in her voice.

There was no use waiting any longer. It had been more than two
years already. She crossed the courtyard and knocked boldly on the reed
door.

One minute passed, then the door opened. Her mother stood there.
Her swept-back hair had gray strands in it, but her face was as unlined as
ever. She opened her mouth, staring at Raquel.

“Mother?” Raquel said. “I brought your grandson to meet you.”

Itzel's mouth twitched.

Not sure if her mother would smile or frown, Raquel held up Abe, but
he turned shyly away from the woman in the doorway.

“I can’t believe it,” her mother said, covering her mouth with her hands.
Tears brimmed against her lashes. She reached out and touched the top of
Abe’s head. Then she looked at Raquel. “He’s beautiful.”
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Raquel nodded, tears filling her eyes. Then, in one motion, both
women stepped forward and fell into each other’s arms, Abe between them.

This was the first time Raquel remembered her mother embracing her
since childhood, and the first time she ever remembered seeing her mother
cry for joy. After a moment, they released each other.

“Come in,” Itzel said, glancing furtively behind Raquel. “The city is in
unrest . . . It would not be good to have curious people see us.”

Raquel and Helam stepped into the home, and Itzel led them to the
common room.

Raquel set Abe on the floor where he immediately scooted around,
although he kept one eye on his mother. “Is Father here?” Raquel asked,
sitting on a low stool.

Itzel’s expression tightened. “No. He comes home rarely.” Her smile was
watery, not quite reaching her eyes. “Always something at court.” Her gaze
traveled to Helam.

“This is my brother-in-law, Helam,” Raquel said. “He traveled with me
since . . . Abinadi is here in the city.”

Something shifted in her mother’s gaze, and she looked quickly away.

“What is it, Mother?” Raquel asked in a quiet but firm voice.

“I...ics Abinadi.”

“Have you seen him?” Raquel asked, rising to her feet.

“No,” her mother said. “But I've heard he’s in prison.”

The silence in the room was palpable. Even Abe’s babbling didn't seem
to reach Raquel’s ears. “Prison?”

Helam was by her side immediately. “Your father might have enough
influence to release him.”

But Raquel was already shaking her head. “He wanted me dead, so why
would he save my husband?” She looked at her mother. “Does Father know
about my marriage?”

“I never told him,” Itzel said, pain in her eyes. “He refuses to speak of
you. Its as if you are—"

“Dead?” Raquel asked.

Her mother nodded.

Raquel brought a hand to her heart as if she could somehow stop it
from breaking again. “What is my husband accused of?”

Itzel hesitated.

“Mother, tell me!” Raquel shouted, her voice startling Abe. He crawled
over and latched onto her leg.

Itzel's eyes were wild, and her hands trembled, but she took a deep
breath and said, “The servants say he’s accused of treason. King Noah has
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gone into more than one fit of rage and demanded Abinadi’s slaying. The
servants say it is only a matter of time.”

Raquel’s knees gave out, and she sank to the floor. Helam knelt next to
her as Itzel rushed forward and took her hands. “Oh, my dear. I am so
sorry.”

“What can we do?” Helam asked Itzel.

“It’s best to do nothing,” she whispered. “The longer he’s in prison, the
more time the king has to cool his temper.”

Raquel tightened her hold on her mother’s hands. There had to be
something she could do. Anything.
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CHAPTER 25

He was oppressed, and he was afflicted . . . he is brought
as a lamb to the slaughter.
(Isaiah 53:7)

Alma waited in the hills above the temple, hiding, watching as night fell
upon the great city. It had been a full three days since he'd fled King Noah’s
court. The first day he'd run until he couldn’t run any more. On the second,
he chose a cave in the hills above the city. He spent the night there, but the
next morning he felt compelled to return to the city of Nephi to start
sharing Abinadi’s teachings in secret. He worried about the preacher, and he
didn’t want him to die, but with each hour that passed, hope faded a little
more. [t is up to me, Alma thought, ro continue teaching Abinadis message.

Before returning to his mountain hideout, he had visited his home,
unearthing all the gold and silver onties that he could pack with him. Hed
also brought along writing supplies—ink, brush, and bark paper, feeling a
need to write down the preacher’s teachings.

From his perch, Alma wrote Abinadi’s prophecies and teachings.
Although it had been three days since being cast out, it was as if he'd only
heard Abinadi’s words moments before. They flowed into Alma’s mind,
almost faster than he could write them.

Darkness settled on the land, making writing nearly impossible, but he
was too afraid to light a fire. He carefully wrapped his things and hid them,
then settled down for the night. Alma didn’t mind sleeping out in the open.
It was cleansing to his soul to go from suffocating luxury to the simplicity of
the forest. Here he would not be surprised by harlots, bullied by the king, or
guilted into something by Amulon. Here, in the trees, he could think
clearly. As darkness deepened, his thoughts returned again to Maia. He
wished he could share the truth with her and teach her about the way things
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should be. The correct way to practice the law of Moses—what it truly
represented—and the salvation that was promised to all who were faithful.

He hadn’t seen her in months since he'd ceased staying overnight at the
palace. For all he knew, she was in the king’s favor and with child again.
Perhaps if he could teach her parents, then someday the word would spread
to her and her children. Alma sighed, content with his plan. Buz are my
motives pure? he wondered. Thou shalt not cover thy neighbors wife.

Alma sat up, his heart thudding. 7 must repent. I must ask the Lord to
forgive me. He moved to his knee, bent his head, and began to pray. “O God
of our righteousness, forgive me of my sins,” his voice whispered, urgent in
the stillness. The wind stirred the leaves of the surrounding trees as his voice
grew louder, until his pleas reached to the heavens. “Forgive me for
disobeying my parents.” His voice cracked as his heart ached with sorrow. “I
miss them so, but I only let myself feel anger.”

Hours passed as Alma prayed, one confession leading to another—the
improper sacrificing, the coveting, the drunkenness, the women . . . Each
agony slowly softened until peace flooded through every part of his body.
When he lifted his head, he realized he had been curled into a ball on the
ground and the night was nearly gone. The black sky had softened into
gray; dawn was but a couple hours away.

He rose, limbs sore, throat parched, but he knew what he had to do.
Regardless of the sentence given to the preacher, Alma needed to redeem his
actions through continuing the Lord’s work. Alma had begged for mercy, he
had promised to change, but he now needed to live worthy of the Lord’s
forgiveness. The Lord’s work was far from finished. Alma wiped his eyes,
focusing on the lightening sky. He knew the Lord wanted him to continue
what Abinadi had started. There was no more questioning, nor more doubt.
Just acceptance. Pure and simple.

But instead of standing in the marketplace and proclaiming repentance,
Alma decided to continue to teach in secret, going from house to house,
sharing the message with acquaintances, one by one. He would invite them
to leave the city with him . . . but first they needed to find a place to set up
camp. The place called Mormon was on the Lamanite border, a three-day
journey. It was near a lake, and wild beasts roamed the surrounding forests.

For now, it might be the only option, he thought. After burying his
writing supplies, Alma vacated his hiding place and walked toward the city.

He kept a hood over his face as he quickly moved through the still-
darkened streets. Maia’s parents’ home was in an older section of the city.
Although her parents were not wealthy, they kept an ordered homestead.
Alma paused before entering the small courtyard, seeing a light coming
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from within. Like most industrious families, this one rose and began its
work before the light of day.

He was just a stone’s throw from Maia’s childhood home when someone
rushed up behind him. Alma turned, his hand going to the dagger at his
belt.

“Don’t run,” the man said. “I won’t hurt you.” He wore a simple cape,
but the fine quality of the cloth was visible in the growing light. When he
stopped in front of Alma to catch his breath, Alma stared. It was the king’s
son.

“Limhi?”

The young man took a shuddering breath. “I hoped to find you . . . I've
been searching every morning and night.” He looked around as if expecting
someone to appear.

“What do you want?” Alma said, his grip firm on his dagger.

“I want to come with you—wherever you establish a new settlement,”
Limbhi said. His light brown eyes were steady.

Alma grimaced. “How did you know?”

“I spoke to those you've taught. I believe. I want to be taught the truth
as the Lord would have it. I want to escape the rule of my father.”

Alma shook his head. “You have a kingdom to inherit.”

A smile twisted Limhi’s mouth. “What kingdom? When my father
finishes his gluttonous reign, there will be nothing left.”

Alma placed a hand on the young man’s shoulder. “Remember Abinadi’s
prophecy to your father?”

Limhi’s pale face grew even paler. “Yes,” he whispered.

“Someday you’ll have to take his place and become the king that the
Lord needs you to be,” Alma said.

Limhi lowered his gaze, varied emotions crossing his face. After several
moments of silence, he looked at Alma again, his eyes wet. “You're right.
Thank you. And may the Lord be with you.” He turned and walked slowly
away.

When the young king-to-be was out of sight, Alma proceeded along the
path to Maia’s home. He opened the gate and passed through, his nervous-
ness translating into perspiration on his palms. He wiped his hands on his
cape before quietly knocking.

Maia’s father, Jachin, came to the entrance, raising his eyebrows when
he saw who it was. “Come in,” he whispered, gesturing Alma inside. “We
wondered what happened to you.”

Maia’s mother, Lael, entered the room wearing a cotton tunic and
dusting maize flour from her hands. “Alma? Are you all right?”
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He nodded. “I've been camping outside the city.”

Lael touched his arm. “We heard about what you said to the court.” She
lowered her voice. “Do you really think the preacher is right?”

Warmth surged through Alma’s chest. “Yes, I do. That’s why I've come
this morning. To share his message.”

Husband and wife looked at each other with surprise, then back to
Alma. Jachin lifted a shoulder. “Let’s sit down, then.”

But before Alma could begin, Lael said, “We must thank you for what
you did for our daughter. You saved her life.”

Alma’s smile was brief. One good deed hardly balanced his numerous
iniquities, although he couldn’t help asking, “How is she?”

Jachin’s mouth tugged into a tight line, and Lael said, “She’s as well as
can be expected. She thinks highly of you, though, and speaks of you.”

Alma stared at Maia’s mother. “She . . . does?” He looked at her father,
who glanced away. “Do you see her often, then?”

Lael brought a hand to her chest and lowered her voice. “After the death
of her . . . son . . . she became ill and came back home. The king wasn't
exactly pleased, but eventually he was distracted with a new wife.”

Jachin leaned forward. “No one at court knows about this, so if you
dont mind ...

“Don’t worry,” Alma said. “I’'m not privy to what goes on there
anymore.” His heart beat faster at the thought of Maia’s near presence, but
he was not here for her, but on the Lord’s errand.

“That’s a blessing,” Lael said with a knowing smile, pulling him from
his difficult thoughts.

Alma returned her smile. “Indeed it is. That's why I've come to your
home. I feel that I can share the Lord’s wishes without rebuke.”

Jachin nodded slowly. “Both of us,” he paused as he glanced at his wife,
“desire to know more.”

Alma leaned forward and linked his hands together. “First, I want to tell
you about the death and resurrection of Christ.” As he spoke, he was
surprised at how easily the words came. It was as if the words of Abinadi
had been stamped into his soul and all he had to do was open his mouth
and release them. He continued to speak about the Lord’s commandments
and the plan of salvation. As the sun crested the horizon, the room slowly
brightened.

A movement from the other side of the room caught Almas attention.
He paused, looking up.

Maia stood in the doorway, her dark copper hair unbound from having
just awakened. She stepped into the room, her eyes on Alma.
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He rose to his feet, suddenly breathless.

“You're safe,” she said, her gaze pulling him in.

Alma exhaled slowly. He had prayed to forget her. Prayed to be forgiven
for thinking of her. But the sight of her tore at his insides.

She walked toward him. Or was she floating like an angel? It was hard
to tell.

“I've been listening from the other room,” she said in a quiet voice, her
eyes still on Alma. “I know what you're teaching is true. You made the right
decision to defend the preacher.” Finally, she broke her gaze and looked at
her parents. “Wherever he goes, I want to go.”

Her father’s mouth twisted. “Maia, dear, you have a husband.”

Lael rose and stepped torward her daughter, touching Maia’s arm. “You
don’t know what you are saying . . . Youre married.”

Alma looked between Maia and her parents. What was going on?

Lael turned to Alma. “She hasn’t been well lately. Excuse us, please.” She
led Maia out of the room.

“What's wrong?” Alma asked Jachin as soon as theyd left.

Jachin shook his head, his eyes sad. “She thinks she’s in love with you—
that’s what's wrong.” He rubbed his beard. “Her mother keeps telling her
that she needs to forget you. After all, she’s married to the king. We could

all be put to death.”
Alma’s mind spun in a thousand directions. Maia was in love with Aim?
That was impossible. All the years . . . all the times that he'd tried to avoid

her, ignore her, or drink enough wine to forget about her, telling himself it
wasn’t meant to be . . .

Alma looked at her father. “I'll never ask her to break her marriage
vows. But for those who believe, I'm inviting them to come with me to
Mormon. When everyone who wants to join us has gathered, we will travel
together. The hunting grounds are three or four days’ travel from here.
There I can teach the fullness of the Lord’s commandments, and through
baptism you can enter into His holy covenant.”

Jachin nodded. “Thank you.” He embraced Alma. “Thank you for
everything. My family and I will be there as soon as we can make arrange-
ments.”

Alma pulled away, feeling tears prick his own eyes. On one hand, he
hoped that Maia’s family would come to Mormon. On the other, he knew it
would be impossible to forget about her if they did. He would have to be
vigilant.

He left their home, knowing that he had run out of time to teach others
today. He'd have to return again when it was dark.
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“Alma.”

He turned to see Maia coming around the side of the house. He looked
for her mother, but Maia was alone.

“Im sorry I startled you,” she said.

He shook his head, too surprised to respond. Did her parents know she
was out here speaking to him?

Maia crossed the courtyard. “My parents think I've gone mad.”

He stared at her. She looked far from mad, and with his whole heart he
hoped she wasn't. “How are you doing since the loss of your son?” he asked
in a soft voice.

A faint smile touched her lips. “See? That’s what I told my parents.
You're just the type of man to always look out for someone else. Here you
are, your life threatened by the king, on the run . . . yet you ask how /am. I
am so grateful for what you did for me, and I think I understand why.”

Alma exhaled, starting to feel lost in her eyes. He took a deep breath
and stepped back. He had to be strong. He had asked God’s forgiveness for
his feelings toward a married woman—he couldn’t let them creep back into
his heart now.

“Alma,” she said again, “after the death of my son, I left the king under
a pretense of illness. Even my parents believed I was ill.”

He looked at her, astonished. “Why?” he barely breathed.

“I'd rather ask the king for a divorce than continue living at the palace in
such degradation, my heart dying little by little each day. And there’s another
reason,” she said, then hesitated, looking at her hands. “I could no longer live
with the king when I love another man.” She looked up, her eyes moist.

Alma opened his mouth, but he was too stunned to speak.

“Please don’t worry about me, Alma. I'm not asking you to love me.”
She looked away, her voice quiet. “Whether or not the king grants a divorce,
nothing would make me happier than to see you marry and have your own
children.” She blinked rapidly, as if trying to hold back tears. “I know there
is no future for us together, and I'll never stand in your way of happiness.”

“Maia, don't risk your life,” Alma said, shaking his head. “The king
would never grant you a divorce—his temper is too fierce. You must not
make such a request or your very life will be in danger.”

“Then I will be free of the king whether through divorce or through
death.” She swiped at a stray tear on her cheek and met his gaze. “I cannot
follow the Lord’s teachings and live in the king’s court at the same time.
Leaving that lifestyle is the only way I can live as the Lord wants me to.”
With a trembling smile, she turned from him.

“Please,” Alma said. “Live outside of the palace if you must, but dont
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incur the king’s wrath.”

She stopped, her back still to him. “If you wish it. You once risked your
life for me . . . I will not make your sacrifice in vain.” She glanced a final
time over her shoulder. “T'll not seek a divorce. But somehow, I'm going to
make it to Mormon.” Then she disappeared around the side of the house.

Alma stood there for a moment, heart pinging. Maia would be safe.
Married—but safe from the king. His heart would be filled just knowing
that. He left the courtyard, his purpose renewed. Hed find a way to free
Abinadi.

* >k x

I'm giving up on trying to sleep, Raquel decided. She'd been awake most
of the night, feeling absolutely sick. Now her mother’s and Helam’s voices
rose and fell in the next room, intermingled with exclamations about Abe. If
Abinadi hadn’t been in prison, everything would seem so normal.

But it was far from normal. Raquel hadn’t come all this way just to wait
inside her parents’ home. She dressed quickly and walked into the cooking
room. Helam and her mother looked up.

Raquel’s expression said it all, and Helam rose and crossed to her.
“You're not going.”

“Yes, I am.” She bit her lip. “The court will be entertained and
distracted by me for a short time, and while the king is mulling over my
punishment, you can get Abinadi and our son far away. I'd rather trade my
life for his . . .V

“No,” her mother said. She bounced Abe on her knee as he laughed, but
the concern in her eyes ran deep.

Raquel took a deep breath. She was terrified to go to court, but she saw
no other option. She crossed to Abe and kissed the top of his head. Then
she grabbed him and squeezed tight. “I love you, dearest.”

She gave him back to her mother, trying not to think whether or not
she'd see her son again. Then she walked out of the room and down the hall.

“Raquel,” Helam said in a quiet voice. She ignored him. He followed
her into the courtyard, but she continued walking,.

Helam fell into step beside her. Hes oddly comforting, yet exasperating too,
Raquel thought. It seemed they had stubbornness in common. She hoped
their stubbornness could have enough combined strength to release her
husband from prison.

As they neared the palace, Raquel was surprised at the crowds of people. It
was still relatively early in the morning, and the market should be just opening.
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But instead, numerous people milled about, the air charged with excitement.

Raquel’s heart sank as she overheard conversation after conversation.
“The preacher” had been brought before the king again. He was inside the
temple walls this very moment. Raquel looked at the temple just beyond the
crowd. It was imposing, intimidating. Her heart ached—she was so close,
yet so far. Threading her way through the crowd, she sensed Helam
following. Finally, she reached the perimeter of the grounds that skirted the
stone temple steps. Several guards stood at the top in front of the massive
doors, waving people away. No one was allowed to climb the steps.

The crowd continued to mill about, speaking in hushed tones. Some
stood still, as if trying to listen to what went on inside the walls. Raquel
stared at all the people in amazement. Why were they so interested in the
fate of one preacher? Certainly hed said something to stir their interest—
and perhaps their hearts.

Helam hovered close by, his ever-hooded gaze watchful, protective.
Suddenly the doors burst open. What Raquel saw next made her want to
scream.

Abinadi staggered through the doors, guards flanking his sides. They
held his arms and one guard threw a rope around his neck, tightening it for
control. But Abinadi didn’t flinch. His expression was resolute, his gaze
straight ahead.

Raquel pushed through the remaining crowd, shouting, “Abinadi!”

Helam immediately grabbed her and covered her mouth. “Quiet, or
they’ll bind you to0.”

She struggled against his grasp, but Helam held firm. Then the priests
came out of the temple. “Father,” she whispered. Amulon wore all his finery,
magnificent in a terrible way. Raquel turned to Helam. “Look at him. He’s
positively gloating.”

Helam gripped her hand, and Raquel felt the tension radiating from him.

Abinadi was shoved down the stairs, and the guards laughed. Around
them the people murmured, some of them calling insults. “Who is being
punished now, Preacher?” someone shouted.

“It appears as if you are the one heading for destruction, not us”
another man yelled.

Raquel’s heart raced. How could these people say such things? The
crowd jostled for position.

One of the guards bound Abinadi, winding rope around his arms and
legs. Raquel was surprised at how much rope they used—twice as much as
seemed necessary. She lurched forward. If only she could reach him . . . beg
for his life. Begging had worked time and time again in the stories Abinadi
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had told her about Nephi and his wife.

Even Helam couldn’t hold her back this time. She escaped his grip and
stumbled through the remaining crowd. “Abinadi!” she screamed.

He turned his head slowly, and their eyes met. His eyes widened in
recognition.

She staggered the last few steps out into the open and threw herself
against him. “Take me!” she shouted. “Take me instead!”

Hands grabbed her, yanking her off her husband.

“Raquel,” Abinadi said, his tone anguished. Then it turned gentle, full
of understanding. “It is the Lord’s will.”

“No!” Raquel struggled against the guards who were dragging her away.

“Release her,” a voice commanded. Immediately she was dropped to the
ground. Looking up, she saw her father standing over her.

“Leave now, or I will not be responsible for the consequences,” Amulon
said.

Raquel scrambled to her feet, facing her father. “Abinadi is my husband.
By allowing him to die, you kill your own family . . .” Her voice shook. “We
have a son—you have a grandson.”

A slit of softness opened in her father’s eyes, but just as quickly, it
closed. “You are no longer part of my life, nor your husband, or whatever
children you may have.” He leaned close and hissed in her ear. “Remember,
woman, you are the one who made that choice.”

He stepped away and nodded to the waiting guards. They grabbed her
again and carried her into the crowd. She struggled to free herself, but they
had no problem restraining her. Helam ran after her and tried to fight off
the guards. Raquel screamed as one of them released her and lashed out at
Helam.

Then the guard suddenly fell away. Both guards stared at Helam, their
mouths hanging open. It was then Raquel saw that Helam’s hood had
slipped off.

His skin hung in pink folds on one half of his face, the other half bare
skin that stretched so tight it seemed that his bones protruded. He had no
eyebrows, no eyelashes, just fleshy sockets surrounding his eyes. The defor-
mity of his face was enough to cause the crowd to shrink away from him.
The guards also backed away. Neither of them wanted to go against a man
so large and hideous.

Raquel heard shouting, and it took her a moment to realize it wasn’t
because of Helam—a group of guards holding flaming torches were heading
straight for Abinadi.

Helam put his hood back on, then pulled Raquel to his side, trying to
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cover her eyes, but she shook him free.

The crowd fell back as the torture began, some turning away, others
watching in fascination. Raquel stood dazed. She had a clear view of her
husband. Guards surrounded the area so that no one could interfere. One of
the guards hit Abinadi across his shoulders with a burning torch. Then
another guard stepped forward and started striking his legs.

At the top of the temple steps, King Noah watched, sitting on a bier, his
arms folded across his chest as he nodded. Her father moved to the king’s
side. Surrounding them, the high priests in all their decorum, watched.
Then someone emerged from the crowd, throwing off a dark cloak. He
shouted above the beatings, “Enough!”

Raquel’s heart leapt. Someone would put this madness to a stop. She'd
find a way to rescue her husband.

“Well, well, Alma. You couldn’t stay away long, could you?” Amulon
called over the exclamations of the other high priests.

The king glared at the former priest.

Several guards started moving toward Alma, but he didn’t seem
deterred. “The preacher is right.” He took a few steps away from the guards,
keeping his gaze on the high priests. “Each of you was there. Each of you
felt the power of the Lord. How can you deny it?”

Raquel watched their expressions change from surprise to hostility. Her
father came down the stairs and stopped in front of Alma, putting a hand
on his shoulder as if they were good friends. “You dont want to do this,”
Amulon said.

Alma jerked away. “Everything the preacher said is found in the holy
scriptures. How can he be accused of treason? It is we who should be
accused of blasphemy against God!”

Noah raised his hand, his face red with fury. “Seize him!”

Guards scurried up the steps, but Alma lunged away and ran toward the
crowd. The guards gave chase. In her heart, she pleaded for the priest’s
escape. It seemed that at least one person believed her husband.

“I want the preacher dead now!” the king roared, his voice silencing the
crowd.

Raquel struggled to be free of Helam, but he held her back. He gripped
her tightly as the guards advanced on Abinadi once again.

One of the guards kicked him in the stomach, and Abinadi gasped for
air. The guards beat him with the flaming torches until his clothing caught
fire. He cried out, “Even as you do this to me, so it will come to pass that
your seed will cause many to suffer as I do, even the pains of death by fire.”
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A shudder ran through Raquel. Sobs wracked her body.

“You will be driven and scattered as a wild flock is driven by ferocious
beasts,” Abinadi shouted. “You will be hunted and taken by your enemies,
and then you will suffer even as I suffer.”

The crowd started chanting, “Kill him! Kill him!”

Raquel’s stomach clenched, and she fought off nausea. Helam drew her
tighter against him, protecting her from the jostling crowd.

But Abinadi’s voice curtailed all. “God executes vengeance on those that
destroy his people! O God, receive my soul!”

Raquel caught a glimpse of Abinadi collapsing to the ground, flames
consuming his clothing. “O God,” she moaned, “take my soul with my
husband’s.” She sank to her knees, feeling the air go out of her. Helam’s
arms encircled her as he lifted her.

“Take me to him,” she sobbed.

“He’s gone, Raquel,” Helam said, his voice cracking. “We need to leave
here. Think of Abe.”

“Please,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

She walked with Helam as he pushed his way through the onlookers.
The chanting continued, pulsing through her ears, although her husband’s
body was clearly no longer moving.

The guards formed a barrier between the crowd and Abinadi’s burning
body. As if sensing she wanted to break through, Helam held her firmly.
Her legs gave out, and she clung to Helam, watching the flames twist
grotesquely along Abinadyi’s skin.

Her body shuddered. How could this have happened to such a good,
sweet man? Nausea raced through her, and she covered her mouth, hating
the entire city, the king, her father. “Why?” she whispered. Then louder,
“Why him, O Lord?”

Helam’s strong arms started to pull her away.

“No,” she screamed. “I will not leave him.” She clawed at Helam to let
her go—she cared little what the guards did to her now.

But he warded off her blows and continued pulling her through the
crowd until she could no longer fight. Finally, she collapsed, exhausted.
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CHAPTER 26

We have redemption through his blood, the forgiveness of sins,
according to the riches of his grace.
(Ephesians 1:7)

It was some time before Raquel comprehended that Helam was carrying
her through the streets. Everything was a blur. She couldn’t get the horri-
fying image of her husband’s death from her mind. Bile rose in her throat,
and she turned away from Helam. He seemed to sense her need and set her
down.

She fell to her knees, wishing she could purge more than her stomach.
Time and time again her stomach revolted, until she was almost too weak to
walk.

When they reached her parents’ home, Raquel was shaking all over.
Helam carried her into one of the bed chambers and set her down on the
platform bed.

Her mother hovered above, her image fading in and out.

“We need to recover his body,” Raquel said in a rasping voice, reaching
for her mother.

Itzel clung to her hand. “Helam has gone with silver to bribe the
guards.”

“Silver?” Raquel said, not fully understanding what her mother meant.

“Yes,” her mother said. “Your father will be paying for the burial
whether he knows it or not.” She lowered her voice. “You need to leave here
as soon as possible. If your father returns . . .”

Raquel tried to sit up, but her head spun. “I told him about Abe, but
still he allowed Abinadi to be killed—" A sob choked off her sentence. “I
can't believe he’s gone.”

Her mother pulled Raquel into her arms. “Shhh. All the more reason to
leave this place. When Helam returns, we’ll have to be ready to go.”
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We? Her mother was coming too? Raquel must have heard wrong. But
her mind was too numb to make sense of it. She closed her eyes, thinking of
her beloved husband. The way he so readily accepted her from the first time
she brought him herbs. The way he looked at her when they were married.
The way he loved her. The way he understood. The way he served God.

She had always known he had been too good, too pure. Every action
had been selfless. He had loved beyond a capacity that she could compre-
hend. And now she was left alone.

Raquel turned onto her stomach and moaned. Why did he have to die?
He'd done nothing wrong. He only followed God’s commandment to
preach. She pressed her hands against her eyes, trying to block out his
suffering, his cries. No one deserved that.

Fresh sobs racked her body as she thought of the pain he'd endured.
Suddenly his image appeared in her mind—when he came out of the temple,
tied like a helpless animal. His face had been so calm, so serene. And when
he saw her, held simply said, “It is the Lord’s will.” How did he know?

Raquel sat up in the bed, astonishment pulsing through her. Did her
husband know he was going to die before he left? Abinadi /ad known. And
had accepted it. She buried her face in her hands. But she couldn’t accept it.
How did he expect her to go on without him?

Suddenly, Helam was in the room, his arms around her. She leaned
against his chest and let the tears come. Her husband had told Helam to
watch out for her . . . did Helam know what would happen? Did Gideon
know? She thought of Esther, of Ben, of her own son . . . how would she tell
them?

She didn’t know how much time had passed when she realized Helam
was speaking to her. “We don’t have much time. We need to leave right
away.”

She tried to focus on the sounds he made. “I can get up,” she said.

Strong hands helped her, and she took several deep breaths to steady
herself. When she walked out of the room, Helam following, her mother
was dressed for travel and held Abe in her arms.

Raquel crossed to Abe and clung to him. She kissed his cheeks, over and
over, wetting them with her tears. “I'm so sorry, baby,” she whispered.

After a moment, Helam guided Raquel outside and through the court-
yard where a bier sat. Several rugs were piled in it.

Raquel stopped, gripping Helam’s arm. “Is that . . . him?”

He nodded.

In silence, the small group left the courtyard, Helam and one of Itzel’s
servants carrying the bier holding Abinadi’s body. Raquel walked arm in
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arm with her mother, each step more painful than the next. She wondered if
she were in a dream—a horrible dream.

Abe babbled as if nothing had happened. His innocence gave Raquel
courage as they kept moving and skirted the city until they reached the hills
above the temple. Helam found a small grove surrounded by thick foliage.

When the servant left, Helam cleared an area, pulling up plants by their
roots. Then Raquel watched her mother and Helam gather rocks. She kept
an eye on Abe, but her gaze was drawn again and again to the bier that held
her husband’s body.

Her throat constricted when Itzel came toward her and gathered Abe in
her arms. “We're ready . . . when you are.”

She nodded and stood.

Helam picked up Abinadi’s covered body and carried him to the spot
hed cleared. He set the body next to the pile of rocks that would create the
tomb. Raquel stepped forward and placed a handful of flowers on top of her
husband’s enshrouded body. Itzel followed, then Helam.

For several moments, the three of them stood together, staring at the
covered form. Helam cleared his throat. “Abinadi was the only man I knew
who had such absolute faith in the Lord. He would walk to the ends of the
earth for his beliefs.”

“And he did,” Raquel said in a quiet voice.

Helam nodded. “He died because he refused to deny his knowledge
that the Lord is the only way to salvation, even if it would have saved his
life.”

Raquel took a deep breath. Then it came. The feeling she'd been waiting
for since Abinadi had left the elders’ settlement. Warmth surged in her
chest, spreading through her torso, then to the rest of her body. Peace whis-
pered to her heart, and she 4new. She knew that her husband was in the
arms of the Lord. His salvation had been made sure. His death had not been
overlooked.

Raquel sank to her knees. Then she leaned over the covered body and
pressed her cheek against the rug. “Good-bye, dear husband. I will see you
in heaven.”

Her mother and Helam both knelt beside her, each taking one of her
hands. And then Raquel wept.

* k%

Alma kept to the edge of the forest as he walked. The river twisted and
turned before him, leading him on a long-ago familiar path—to his child-
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hood home. He didn’t know what to expect upon seeing it, or if it even still
existed, but he wasn’t prepared when he cleared the final field.

His former home was only a shadow of what it had once been. Stately
in its day, it had now fallen into ruin. The heavy timbers that held up the
intricately thatched roof had toppled. No one had bothered to make repairs
or take over the homestead. It was as if it had been . . . forgotten.

Alma took a few more steps toward the decrepit structure as a flood of
memories swept over him—the last being his father arriving home, seriously
injured. Alma blinked back the sudden burn in his eyes as he walked to
where the door had once been. Grass had grown wild, blending the
neglected floor with the surrounding field.

The wind bent the tips of the long grass at his feet, and Alma felt
compelled to kneel. He bowed his head, thinking of his parents resting
beneath the home. It had been more than ten years since their deaths, yet
the same sense of acute loneliness he'd had then drove into Alma’s heart.

“Father, I'm finally following your counsel . . . after all these years,” he
whispered into the stillness. “And Mother, someday I hope to be the man
you raised me to be.”

He rose to his feet and took one last lingering look at the tumbled
walls. The breeze picked up and stirred his clothing, surrounding him with
a gentle caress, as if to say all was well.

Alma turned away, his heart peaceful, yet regretful of so many years lost.
So many years living in anger and denial. Wasted.

He lifted his head and trudged uphill, skirting the city of Nephi until
he reached the base of the first hill where he'd hidden his things. As he
hiked up the steep terrain, he stopped every so often to rest. Then, for the
first time in more than two years, he allowed his mind to open as he
thought about Maia.

She loves me.

It made his breath come shorter than usual as he hiked. /f'the king were
to grant a divorce . . .

Alma shook his head. He had too much work and couldn’t put energy
into #fs. He paused, looking over the valley that extended below him. He
couldn’t allow himself to dwell on Maia right now. Or ever.

Alma took a deep breath and knelt on the rooted ground. “O Lord, this
I leave in Thy hands. The love I have for Maia, I give unto Thy care. I will
follow Thy will in all things. Amen.”

He rose, somewhat unsteady. The only way he could focus on contin-
uing Abinadi’s work was to give his other burdens to the Lord. He continued
to move up the hillside, turning his mind to the work ahead of him.
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His short experience had already taught him that he would gain plenty
of teachable people by word-of-mouth. In just one day he'd visited several
families who'd been referred by each other, and before he knew it, yet
another entire family had agreed to come to Mormon. After a quick estima-
tion, Alma calculated that at least twenty people had committed so far.

After he had scouted an area for them to gather in Mormon, he planned
to return and preach in the homes each night, quietly sharing the Lord’s
message with as many as would accept it.

And Abinadi’s death would not be in vain.

Alma reached the leveled ground and started walking through the trees,
thinking about teaching the people in secret. It was the least he could do for
the preacher who had changed his life. Alma wished he hadn’t been so stub-
born for so long. He could have found all of this years ago, but instead, he'd
ignored the sweetness of the Spirit.

Voices reached Alma, and he hesitated. The sounds came from the
clearing near his cave hideout.

He crept closer, straining to listen. The sound of a small child’s cry
reached his ears. That rules out Lamanite warriors, he thought. He drew
closer and was surprised to hear a woman’s voice. Feeling more bold, Alma
walked to the edge of the clearing.

A man and two women, one holding a child, stood around a pile of

rocks.
Alma furrowed his brow. It appeared they stood over a hastily made
tomb. The people in the city buried their dead beneath their houses . . . a

mounded stone tomb was something that only their ancestors had done.

The man turned, and Alma drew back. The man was extremely tall,
wore a hooded robe, and looked quite menacing.

Then the women turned, and both of them gasped.

“Alma?” the younger woman said.

How does she know my name?

She stepped forward, balancing the child on her hip. “I prayed that
youd escape.” She offered a faint smile, tears forming in her eyes. “Thank
you for trying to change the king’s mind.”

Then Alma realized who was buried beneath the rocks. “Abinadi?”

The three adults nodded.

A reverent hush fell over them as he walked into the clearing. He took a
few hesitant steps toward the tomb, then he sank to his knees in front of the
mound of rocks. He stared for a while before speaking quietly. “His words
touched my heart. I didn't believe at first . . . My father tried to teach me,
but I blamed God for my parents’ deaths.”
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Someone touched his shoulder. “But when Abinadi came into the
temple,” Alma said, “I felt the Lord’s presence as if He Himself had entered
the room. I couldn’t remain silent any longer.”

The younger woman knelt beside him, wiping at her damp cheeks. Her
voice trembled as she spoke. “My husband would have done anything for
the Lord. Even though it meant losing his life.”

Alma looked at the young widow in her grief, marveling at her strength.
“I am continuing Abinadi’s mission by teaching the people in secret. I've
invited the believers to leave the city and join me in Mormon—the hunting
grounds near the border.” He looked up at the other woman and the
hooded man.

“My brother would be pleased,” the man said.

Alma rose and stared at the man’s shadowed face. “You're his brother?”

The man nodded.

“This is Helam,” the young woman said, standing. “And my mother,
Itzel. My name is Raquel.”

Alma’s eyes widened. “Itzel . . . Raquel? Youre Amulon’s family.”

Itzel nodded.

“I—I am so sorry about all the pain.” He glanced at the tomb again. “I
wish his message could have softened Amulon’s heart too.”

Raquel stepped toward him, her tears coming again, and placed a hand
on his arm. “My father has made up his mind. But for me . . . and my
mother . . . we hope to make a new beginning.”

“Tell us more about this place called Mormon,” Helam said.

Alma looked at them in surprise. “There are about twenty people who
plan to join me there. I expect more to come as they receive the word of
God into their hearts. I will travel there soon and prepare a place for the
others. I don't think this location will be safe for long.” He glanced about
the area. “The king’s guards spread out more with each day.”

Helam nodded. “We're leaving here soon to return to our settlement. I
expect many will join you in Mormon. Our leader is Gideon, but we've
struggled to build a settlement. Perhaps if we joined you . .

“I've heard of Gideon—he was greatly respected by my father.” Alma
looked at Raquel, then back to Helam. “It would be an honor to have
people such as you join us in Mormon.”

“Consider it done,” Helam said, clapping a hand on Alma’s shoulder.

The young child babbled in Raquel’s arms so she turned him to face
Alma. “This is my son, Abe.”

Alma’s eyes started to burn. “Abinadi’s son? May I2”

Raquel nodded as she bit her trembling lip, and Alma reached for the child.

2]
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Abe didn’t protest as Alma took him, but merely gazed at the stranger.
“It’s an honor to meet you, Abe.” His voice caught and he waited a moment
for his emotions to calm. Then he kissed the boy on the top of the head and
handed him back to Raquel.

“I look forward to seeing each of you in Mormon,” Alma said. He bade
the small group farewell, leaving them to their privacy.

As he walked, his heart felt as if it would burst. The compassion he'd
seen in Raquel’s eyes made him feel even closer to the Lord. If a woman
whod just lost her husband didn’t judge him for his past or treat him with
bitterness, he knew that it was possible to convert many others to Christ.

* >k x

The days passed swiftly as Alma traveled. On the third day, he arrived at
the place called Mormon. Three massive mountains flanked a large lake that
stretched across the entire valley. White ibis birds dipped and screeched
above the rippling water, while a black-beaked jabiru stalked the shoreline.
Alma turned from the lake and walked along the shoreline, looking for a
place to rest for the night. It was evident that no one lived in the immediate
area, good news for those who would settle here.

Alma paused when he saw a freshwater spring leading into the lake. It
looked quite shallow—perfect for baptisms. He crossed to the grassy shore-
line and felt the temperature. Mild. Alma stood for a moment, overlooking
the spring. Clumps of trees surrounded the water, providing good places to
conceal himself from the king’s guards, should they choose to come this far.
This place was not frequented by either the Nephites or Lamanites because
of the wild cats and beasts that roamed through the forests. Coming here to
hunt was usually a great challenge or a dare—something that King Noah
might do with a full hunting party to protect him. But Alma felt confident
that the Lord would watch over his followers here.

Alma didn’t know how long theyd be able to live here, but at least the
lake provided a place for baptisms. He folded his arms over his chest. The
quiet was interrupted only by the buzzing insects and flittering of birds.
Hed never felt so alone, yet so fulfilled. The shadows around him length-
ened, and he realized he had only a few hours before the sun set. In the
morning, he'd begin the trek back to the city of Nephi and continue his
preaching.

He found a place to sit within a thicket of trees. If anyone came, he
could quickly conceal himself. But in the meantime, he gazed over the
water, watching the ever-changing colors in the clear surface. The blues,
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violets, and greens reminded him of the dresses that Maia wore. He thought
of the times he’d seen her upset and injured because of the king. She
deserved so much more.

He dropped his head into his hands, wishing it could have all been
different—Abinadi spared, Maia protected from the king . . . But Alma
couldn’t change it now. All he could do was move forward and be the person
he was born to be. After years of stubbornness, his heart was finally in the
right place. Tears rose in his eyes as he realized his mother and father would
be pleased with who he was becoming.

Alma lifted his head and gazed across the water as the sinking sun cast
its golden net over the ripples. Golden like a new promise. Golden like the
forgiveness hed received.

He rose to his feet, warmth progressing through his body. Here, in this
quiet land by the Waters of Mormon, the true believers of God would join
him soon.

Here, in this preserved stretch of country, held bring people unto
Christ.

It was time to finish Abinadi’s work.
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CHAPTER NOTES

PROLOGUE

Scriptures Referenced: Mosiah 16:17; 17:7-12

A cape was a common article of clothing for the Mesoamerican people.
John L. Sorenson says that the cape was worn by “tying the upper corners
into a knot or wrapping a kiltlike piece around the body then tucking in a
corner or the end at the belt line” (/mages of Ancient America: Visualizing
Book of Mormon Life, 93). Cotton was worn by people of rank, and
commoners wore clothes of coarser fibers such as agave or bark cloth.

Mesoamericans used obsidian extensively for tools and decorations.
Swords were made with obsidian blades mounted into a wooden base,
which became a deadly serrated weapon. In Alma 47:5, the Lamanites flee
to Onidah—a place where an obsidian outcrop exists (see fmages, 53).

Certainly the Nephites and Lamanites lived in the heart of Mayan
country and civilization. The Mayas occupied various colonies throughout
Mesoamerica well before Lehi’s arrival. Idol worship was an integral part of
the Mayas’ religious structure. We hear mention of idol worship in the Book
of Mormon era as early as 420 BC by Enos, son of Jacob (see Enos 1:20).
Michael D. Coe points out that the Mayas believed in the underworld as
the final place of rest (see The Maya, 218).

Trees are an established sacred symbol in Mesoamerican culture. The
ceiba tree was very useful in Mesoamerican life. It was revered by ancient
Mayas who considered the ceiba as the center of the universe. Often temple
complexes or plazas were built around the tree. The ceiba is mainly culti-
vated for its fiber that resembles cotton, called kapok, which is used for
making floss and stuffing bedding and upholstery, etc.

Sorenson documents the excavation of the city of El Mirador by BYU
archaeologist Ray Matheny. El Mirador sits near the northern border of
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Guatemala. It reached its peak around 200 BC and was known as one of the
most spectacular cities in Mesoamerica. The architecture was a system of
temples, civic buildings, and homes (see /mages, 103). Joseph L. Allen
points out that the Nephi-Limhi time period (578-121 BC) is the late pre-
classic period of Kaminaljuyd. A series of impressive mounds has been
uncovered dating to this era—in what may have been temple structures or
something else equally impressive (see Sacred Sites: Searching for Book of
Mormon Lands, 30-31).

Throughout ancient America, tributes and taxes supported govern-
ments. People such as priests, archivists, military leaders, clerks, and engi-
neers received income through government taxes on the common people.
Taxes, or tributes, may have been in the form of labor, food, clothing,
liquor, dry goods, or precious materials (see /mages, 114).

CHAPTER 1

Scriptures Referenced: Mosiah 9; 11:14

In Mosiah 9, we learn that Zeniff travels back to the land of Nephi
around 165 BC. Author S. Kent Brown notes that this places the reign of
Zeniff’s son, King Noah, between 140 BC and 121 BC, and Abinadi’s first
stint of preaching about 130 BC. (see Voices from the Dust, 217).

Prior to King Zeniff’s reign, the city of Nephi was possessed by the
Lamanites. When Zeniff arrived, he struck a deal with the king of the
Lamanites to possess the land of Lehi-Nephi and the land of Shilom. Years
passed and war became inevitable. Eventually Zeniff was able to hold onto
the city of Nephi. This is the kingdom that his son, Noah, inherited,
although it was threatened by Lamanites pressing along the borders (Mosiah
9-10).

Horses are mentioned in the Book of Mormon (2 Ne. 12:7; 3 Ne.
3:22), but any discoveries of horse bones haven’t been conclusively identi-
fied as having lived in pre-Columbian times (see Journal of Book of Mormon
Studies, 10:1, [2001] 76-77). Given that we aren’t sure what type of horses
were used, I focused on known breeds of pack animals; such beasts of
burden used throughout Mesoamerica include the alpaca or llama. Sorenson
points out that “most goods were moved on human backs. The rest went by
boat.” Even after the Spaniards brought over large animals, the
Mesoamericans continued to transport sizable loads, up to one hundred
pounds, on their bent backs. “The load was held in place by a band across
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the forehead. They often traveled at a near trot and for up to ten hours a
day” (Images, 56).

Maize, or corn, was an agricultural staple throughout Mesoamerica.
Most of the population lived in villages surrounding the main cities so that
they could be close to their farms. It was the duty of the men to prepare the
land for planting. They hand-cut trees and bushes, then burned the dried
out debris, using the ash as fertilizer. Corn, beans, and squash were often
planted together since they matured at different rates. A woman could
expect to spend time every day grinding cornmeal and making foods such as
tortillas or tamales (see Images, 32-33).

Freestanding looms or back-strap looms were used by the ancient
Mesoamerican women. Weaving was a revered talent and considered an
integral skill among the women. Even as late as the Aztec period, Sorenson
notes, “the life of a woman from birth to death centered around the produc-
tion of beautiful, well-made textiles” (/mages, 92). The women turned fibers
such as cotton, henequen (agave plant), bast (vegetable fiber), and bark into
cloth. In Helaman 6:13, we learn that “their women did toil and spin, and
did make all manner of cloth, of fine-twined linen and cloth of every kind,
to clothe their nakedness.”

In King Noah’s time, the vineyards and wine that are named in Mosiah
11:15 refer to the agave plant from which an alcoholic beverage—pulque—
is made. Wines were also made from bananas, palm, and fermented tree
bark (see An Ancient America Setting for the Book of Mormon, 186-87). The
agave nectar is harvested from a hollow that is scooped out. The nectar
ferments, resulting in a sweeter and thicker juice.

Plants used for herbal remedies throughout Guatemala include orange
leaves brewed into a tea to treat the common cold, custard apple leaves
made into a poultice to treat broken bones, sap from the aloe vera plant
used to heal sunburn or skin abrasions, tea made from the hibiscus flower to
alleviate cold symptoms, and leaves from the wild tobacco plant used to
treat headaches and to ease pain.

CHAPTER 2
Scripture Referenced: Mosiah 24:32
Singing and dancing were an important part of the Mayan culture, as

well as present in Nephite and Lamanite practices (see 1 Ne. 18:9; Mosiah
20:1). Songs were sung or chanted on important occasions, including songs
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of “love and flirtation.” Mayan art and sculpture depict dancing and musical
instruments. Sorenson notes that the most common musical instruments
were drums, scrapers, and rattles. Others included whistles, flutes, panpipes,
horns, and wood and shell trumpets (see /mmages, 178-179).

During the late Preclassic period, the Maya highlands and Pacific Coast
experienced magnificent cultural growth with “massive temple centers”
rising up from the jungle floor (see The Maya, 76). In Kaminaljuyu, a
monument depicts “three successive rulers seated on thrones, each flanked
by kneeling captives; all have different headdresses, apparently emblems of
their names” (ibid.). This parallels the judgment seats in King Noah’s court:
“And the seats which were set apart for the high priests, which were above
all other seats, he did ornament with pure gold” (Mosiah 11:11).

King Noah “built many elegant and spacious buildings. . . . He also
built him a spacious palace, and a throne in the midst thereof” (Mosiah
11:8-9). This depiction is similar to Coe’s observations: “Temples arranged
around plazas, construction with limestone and plaster, apron moldings and
frontal stairways on pyramids, tomb building, and frescoes with naturalistic
subjects” (7he Maya, 84).

CHAPTER 4
Scriptures Referenced: Alma 1:15; 2:1; 14:8, 17; 62: 9; 3 Nephi 5:4

We know that the Nephites and Lamanites had many weapons of war—
bows, arrows, swords, cimeters, clubs, and slings (see Mosiah 9:16).
Sorenson explains that the obsidian-edged sword (macuahuitl) was the most
fearsome weapon. Its owner could sever the head of a horse. Mesoamericans
also used axes, spears (a#latl), and armor such as helmets, shields, and breast-
plates. Sorenson notes that “the most common type [of armor] seems to
have been a garment composed of two layers of cloth, quilted, between
which salt, kapok, or some other buffering substance had been placed”
(Images, 130). Matthew Roper notes that “all weapons cited in the Book of
Mormon text have parallels among Mesoamerican armaments” (“Swords
and Cimeters in the Book of Mormon,” Journal of Book of Mormon Studies,
8:1 [1999], 43). These similarities would also explain the scripture in Alma
24:12: “Since God hath taken away our stains, and our swords have become
bright, then let us stain our swords no more with the blood of our
brethren.” Obsidian is known for its fine luster—or brightness. And blood
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would stain the wooden blade of an obsidian-edged sword or a sword made
only of wood (see ibid, 39).

Most homes throughout Mesoamerica were made of sticks, reeds, or
cornstalks, with thatch roofs. Sorenson notes that “the spacing between the
sticks might be left open, allowing smoke from the cooking fire to disperse”
(Images, 60). If the temperature was cool, mud was plastered over the sticks
for added protection from the elements. Homes of the wealthy consisted of
a home with a courtyard and elaborate gardens (ibid).

Tortillas, tamales, squash, and boiled beans were the most common
foodstuffs in Mesoamerica. Roots such as manioc, jicama, and sweet pota-
toes were also consumed. Fruits such as cherries and guavas, tomatoes and
avocados were also common (see [mages, 36). Maize was the staple of all
Mesoamerican diets, although other grains were grown and consumed, such
as wheat, barley, neas, and sheum (see Mosiah 9:9). Allen points out that all
of the crops mentioned in Mosiah 9:9 are indigenous to Guatemala.
Interestingly enough, the corn was planted first, then the beans, so the corn-
stalks could serve as beanpoles (see Sacred Sites, 33-34).

Sweet foods were reserved for special occasions. Honey was a rare treat
and was combined with peanuts, amaranth seeds, or popped corn to make
delicacies (see /mages, 45). The cacao bean was also a luxury. Sorenson says
it was used as a “form of currency, [and] consumption of chocolate was
mainly limited to people of wealth.” The cacao tree grows in the foothills,
and the seeds from the cacao fruit are ground into powder to make choco-
late (ibid, 42).

Prisons and prisoners are both mentioned throughout the Book of
Mormon text (see Alma 14:17; 3 Ne. 5:4). Sorenson explains that there
were also routine executions (see Alma 2:1; 62:9) and ritual executions (see
Alma 1:15; 14:8). Some of the ritual executions included the burning of
victims, hanging them from the top of a tree, or casting the victim into wild
animal dens (see fmages, 117).

CHAPTER 5
Scriptures Referenced: Mosiah 11:11-12
The tradition of juggling traces back to ancient times. Sorenson

reminds us that “under the Mosaic law the Israelites assembled frequently to
celebrate certain Sabbaths with sacrifices and feasting” (/mages, 101).
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Community games that were played included a basic ball game and the
patolli game (see ibid).

Routine sacrifices throughout Mesoamerica included blood sacrifices
such as animal and human blood (autosacrificing, or removing the head or
heart). The sacrifices were made by the priests in behalf of an individual or
community. The smoke that rose from a sacrifice was believed to be sweet to
the “nostrils of the gods.” Quails or turkeys were typical animal sacrifices.
The turkey would have been considered unclean under the law of Moses
(see Images, 142). Autosacrificing was a form of bloodletting, or giving back
life to the gods who created the sky and earth (see 7he Maya, 13). Sorenson
suggests that human sacrifice might be a part of the “abominations” that
Nephi prophesied of in 1 Nephi 12:23 (see /mages, 142).

Although concubinage existed in biblical times, the inclusion of harlots
was against the law of Moses. Abinadi prophesies to King Noah’s people by
saying, “Wo be unto this people, for I have seen their abominations, and
their wickedness, and their whoredoms” (Mosiah 11:20). Ze'ev W. Falk
states of biblical times, “The main reason for desiring more than one wife
must have been childlessness” (Hebrew Law in Biblical Times, 127), though
clearly King Noah would have had other reasons.

CHAPTER 7

Scriptures Referenced: Jacob 2:23-28

CHAPTER 8
Scriptures Referenced: Jacob 2:27; Mosiah 13:22

Valuables among Mesoamericans included green jade from the Rio
Motagua (locally called Silbapec) and tail feathers of the quetzal from its
habitat in the forests of Alta Verapas and the Sierra de las Minas in
Guatemala. Above all, the red and white thorny oyster was prized. Conch
shells were “used as trumpets in ceremonies, in warfare, and in the chase”

(The Maya, 23, 57).
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CHAPTER 9

In Mesoamerica, clothing was worn mostly to indicate rank. Living in
the tropics required little clothing, so clothing became a part of a person’s
identity. According to Sorenson, “The wealthy used sumptuous fabrics and
inventive decoration to place themselves visually atop a hierarchy of prestige
and privilege and to display icons that signaled their social roles” (/mages,
88). This meant that kings, rulers, priests, or warriors could be detected by
sight alone. Materials such as quetzal feathers were used only by those of
privilege.

CHAPTER 10

According to S. Kent Brown and Richard Neitzel Holzapfel, in addition
to the Sabbath, the Mosaic Law included five festivals: Passover (Pesah),
held in the spring; Pentecost (Shavu'ot), celebrated in the summer (fifty
days after Passover); New Year (Ro’sh ha-Shanah), held in the fall; the Day
of Atonement (Yom Kippur), celebrated in the fall; and Tabernacles
(Sukkot), held in the fall (see The Lost 500 Years, 154).

From ancient times to the modern day, the Maya have practiced a court
system with judicial patterns similar to those among the Book of Mormon
people. Cortez described a large building that contained ten to twelve
judges who made the decisions in the cities. In the modern city of
Zinacantan, a similar court still operates. Four judges sit on a bench during
the day, passing judgments on civil disputes (see /mages, 116).

CHAPTER 11
Scriptures Referenced: 1 Nephi 15:11; 16:1, 5; Mosiah 15: 26-27

In Mesoamerica the men’s work consisted mainly of farming. During
the off season, “wars were fought, trading journeys were undertaken, and
houses were built or repaired” (/mages, 33). Women spent at least part of
their day hand-grinding cornmeal with a flat stone, then preparing tortillas
or tamales (the wet ball of dough could also be diluted with water and
drunk). Women also wove cloth, gathered firewood, carried water, repaired
household items, reared children, etc. (ibid).
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CHAPTER 12

In the book of Alma (11:21-25), we learn about weights and measures
when Zeezrom offers Amulek a bribe of six onties of silver to deny the exis-
tence of the Lord. John W. Welch says that “a judge earned one onti of silver
for seven days of work. Hence, six onties of silver would equal a judge’s
salary for 42 days of work.” Welch also points out that the physical size of so
much silver would have been great (“Weighing and Measuring,” Journal of
Book of Mormon Studies, 8:2, [1999], 38).

CHAPTER 15
Scriptures Referenced: Mosiah 11:6-7; 9:12

Brown and Holzapfel note that “interpreting the written law became
the most pervasive religious and intellectual activity in Judaism” (7he Lost
500 Years, 158). As in Abinadi’s era, the temple was central to the people’s
lives; this included the feasts and festivals that were associated with the sacri-
fices made at the temple. There are five types of sacrifices outlined in the
book of Leviticus: the burnt offering (Lev. 1; 6:8-13), the meat offering
(Lev. 2; 6:14-18), the peace offering (Lev. 3; 7:11-21), the sin offering (Lev.
4:1-35; 5: 1-13; 6:24-30), and the trespass offering (Lev. 5:14-19; 6:1-7;
7:1-10).

By the time Abinadi came to preach for the first time in the city of
Nephi, idolatry was in full swing: “They also became idolatrous, because
they were deceived by the vain and flattering words of the king and priests”
(Mosiah 11:7). Of course, the irony of this is that Noah’s father, King
Zeniff, came to the land of Nephi and observed that the Lamanites “were a
lazy and an idolatrous people” (Mosiah 9:12).

Sorenson notes that “the God of Israel” had rivals throughout most of
the Lamanite and Nephite history. As early as Enos 1:20 we see that the
Lamanites had idols and “beliefs and practices related to [other] gods”
(Images, 140). Some of the worshipped gods and their corresponding idols
among the Maya included the Maize God, the Sun God, the Jaguar God,
etc. A “variety of lesser sacred beings or powers and rites connected with
them were recognized among the Nephites and Lamanites” as well (ibid).
Demons, devils, unclean spirits, idol gods, sorceries, witchcrafts, and magic
are all mentioned throughout the scriptural text. Sorenson says, “Clearly the
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Nephite record gives us only glimpses of their ritual life and associated
beliefs about the supernatural” (ibid).

In 2001, Dr. William Saturno discovered the earliest known Maya
painting, which dates to the first century BC. It depicts the Maize God being
worshipped, sacrificial offerings such as a deer and fish, bloodletting, and
the ruler wearing a headdress (see The Maya, 82-84). The famous
Bonampak murals are dated later, about AD 800 (ibid, 126).

CHAPTER 16

Scriptures Referenced: Mosiah 11:20-22, 24; 12:1

CHAPTER 17
Scriptures Referenced: Mosiah 11:20-21

Two of the main gods in Maya society were the bird god, Principal Bird
Deity, which starts to appear in the late Preclassic, and the Maize God. One
of the twin sons of the Maize God is the Young Jaguar God (Yax Bahlam).
Coe explains that the creation story is outlined again and again through the
“annual planting and harvest cycle of maize, the Maya staff of life” (7he
Maya, 65). Coe also observes, “Small wonder that many Colonial-period
Maya identified the risen Christ with the Maize God” (ibid, 66).

Eric J. Thompson explains that the jaguar was seen as a protector.
The Mayas believed that the jaguar god represented war, sorcery, and the
night and stars. Wearing a jaguar skin or head symbolized that a person
was of high rank (see Maya History and Religion, 292-93). Sorenson also
points out that the jaguar acted as a guardian spirit, or nawal (see Images,
141).

In Kaminaljuy (proposed area of the land of Nephi), stone carvings
have been dated to the late Preclassic era. “A ruler wearing a mask of the
Principal Bird Deity (Wuqub Kaquix) is carved on this granite stela” and a
stone head of an “aged divinity with jaguar characteristics” also appears. On
monument 65, a large relief shows three “enthroned rulers . . . identified by
their distinctive headdresses™ (7he Maya, 72—73).
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CHAPTER 18

Scriptures Referenced: Mosiah 11:27-28; 14:3—4

CHAPTER 20
Scripture Referenced: Genesis 48:16

Kiddushin or erusin [meaning “santification”] was the first part of the
marriage ceremony, in which the bride and the groom were betrothed. The
man gave his future bride a ring or other valuable object in the presence of
witnesses. In the presence of these same witnesses, the groom would say,
“Behold you are consecrated unto me with this ring according to the law of
Moses and Israel.” Then prayers were said over the wine (“Marriage,”
Encyclopaedia Judaica, 1031).

Ancient Hebrews were married underneath a huppa or canopy, repre-
senting the Tabernacle, where covenants were made with God (see
Encyclopedia Americana, vol. 18, 349). The ceremonial ring is only used for
the wedding ceremony. A miniature rendition of a house is built on the ring
representing that a new household is being created.

According to the Bible Dictionary, the bride and groom “were crowned
with garlands, and a marriage deed was signed. After the prescribed washing
of hands and benediction, the marriage supper was held” (LDS Edition
King James Bible, Bible Dictionary, “Marriage,” 728-29).

According to Sorenson, “Mesoamericans treated ailments mainly
through herbal remedies and ritual healing at the hands of several sorts of
curers.” Also, the steam bath was popular, especially among the men. The
women used the steam baths on special occasions (/mages, 87).

CHAPTER 22
Scriptures Referenced: Proverbs 26:11; Mosiah 12:1-2, 6-14; 13:14; 14:1
Oratory was a practiced and highly developed art in Mesoamerica. The
written texts were studied and memorized to be delivered in public to teach

and persuade. Sorenson notes that “among the forms of oral literature were
epic and lyric poems, hymns, songs, sagas, [and] histories” (/mages,
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174-75). We see an example of oral presentation when Abinadi speaks to
the people of the city of Nephi words that are poetic in nature: “He saith
that thou shalt be as a stalk, even as a dry stalk of the field, which is run
over by the beasts and trodden under foot. . . . He saith thou shalt be as the
blossoms of a thistle, which, when it is fully ripe, if the wind bloweth, it is
driven forth upon the face of the land” (Mosiah 12:11-12).

CHAPTER 23

Scriptures Referenced: Mosiah 12:14-15, 20-21, 24-33, 35-37; 13:1-10,
12-28, 35; 14:3, 12; 15:2-4, 8, 11, 28, 31; 16:1, 13-15

Nawalism is the belief that each person has a guardian spirit, usually in
the form of an animal. The decorative headdresses of the Mesoamerican
dignitaries emphasize these guardian nawals. The jaguar guardian was a
common nawal (see fmages, 141).

John A. Tvedtnes points out that when Abinadi warned King Noah and
his priests to touch him not (see Mosiah 13:3), it was similar to other occur-
rences among the Lord’s prophets. When Lehi preached to the people in
Jerusalem about the coming of the Messiah, they were angry with him.
Therefore the Lord commanded Lehi to flee Jerusalem (see 1 Ne. 2:13—14).
Also, when Nephi was threatened with his life by his brothers, the Lord
made it impossible for Laman and Lemuel to touch Nephi until his words
had been delivered (1 Ne. 17:48-55). Tvedtnes shares Brigham Young’s
quote from October 1844, “The Lord never let a prophet fall on the earth
until he had accomplished his work” (“His Stewardship Was Fulfilled,”
Journal of Book of Mormon Studies, 5:2 [1996], 169-70).

CHAPTER 25
Scriptures Referenced: Mosiah 17:14-20

Record keeping was most likely done on animal skins or tree bark.
Papermaking is documented in the Classic era (AD 300-900). Sorenson says
that books were used even earlier by the “Jaredites, Nephites, and Lamanites
from perhaps the third millennium BC until at least AD 400” (/mages, 163).

At Abinadi’s trial, he was accused both of lying about the king—that
the king’s life would be “valued even as a garment in a hot furnace” (Mosiah
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12:3)—and for prophesying falsely. Lew W. Cramer notes that Abinadi’s
trial first focused on the false prophecy charge when the priests challenged
Abinadi to interpret Isaiah’s prophecy (Isa. 52:7-10). Abinadi explained that
the Lord wouldnt save Noah’s people since they had rebelled. The trial was
postponed for three days, and when Abinadi returned, he was accused of
blasphemy (see Mosiah 17:8). The priests also accused him a fourth time—
of condemning the king. This was the final ground on which Noah ordered
his execution (“Abinadi,” 70 All the World: The Book of Mormon Articles form
the Encyclopedia of Mormonism, 1-3).

Royal Skousen suggests that the word scourge in Mosiah 17:13 was
written incorrectly and should read “scorch” (““Scourged’ vs. ‘Scorched’ in
Mosiah 17:13,” vol. 22:3, Provo, Utah: Maxwell Institute, [2002]). In
contrast, Brant Gardner suggests that Abinadi was scourged with flaming
sticks, much like a common form of punishment practiced among the
Aztecs. Gardner reminds us that in Joseph Smith’s time the word “scourge”
meant to whip or punish severely. A painting from the Codex Mendoza
depicts two men beating another person with firebrands (FARMS “Update:
Scourging with Faggots,” Provo, Utah: Maxwell Institute, [2001]). Robert J.
Matthews also points out that the scriptures do not say that Abinadi was
burned at the stake, but that he “suffered death by fire” (Mosiah 17:20).
Matthews suggests that Abinadi was “bound” then “scourged,” and as the
flames took hold, Abinadi fa/ls—“having suffered death by fire” (ibid.)
(“Abinadi: Prophet and Martyr,” Ensign, April 1992, 25).

CHAPTER 26
Scripture Referenced: Mosiah 18:5

Sorenson informs us that the Waters of Mormon were located “on the
Zarahemla side of Nephi.” Sorenson also estimates that the distance between
Nephi and Mormon was approximately two days of travel (see An Ancient
American Setting, 176). Allen surmises that the Waters of Mormon may
possibly be Lake Atitlan, located ninety miles west of Guatemala City. Allen
notes that “Lake Atitlan is a crater, cone-type lake whose depth has not been
revealed. It is flanked by three towering volcanoes. . . . Remains of the
ancient Mayan city Chiutinamit have even been discovered near the village

of Santiago, Atitlan” (Sacred Sites, 34).
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