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THE LONG WAY BACK

ByLT.

The repentance preached in Sunday sermons today and shouted by rag-
ged old men carrying placards proclaiming the end of the world has more
meaning to me than the medieval condemnations inciting fear of great hell-
fire in the hereafter. But even more, I have come to see repentance as a
unique process which allows a person to actually change, improve, and con-
tinually progress.

At twenty-one, I'm a veteran of a major repentance. The realization of
the value of repentance came to me in none other than the infamous
Haight-Ashbury district of San Francisco. I had gone there desperately search-
ing for the answers to "Why?" I religiously read my Zen, shared huge happy
smiles with the locals, and experimented with all sorts of drugs. The above
ingredients added up to a potpourri of terrible confusion, and one morning
I found myself in a crashpad coming off methedrine. I was in an emotionally
frantic state and I was very alone.

I can remember the uncontrollable crying fits and then the screaming
out to the Lord for help. I practically challenged Him and cried, "Just look
at me; I'm supposed to be one of your children and I've never even had the
chance to learn about you." I meant this because I had no religious up-
bringing to speak of. As far as I had been concerned, Jesus Christ and the
concepts of heaven and sin were all myths. Although I felt a combination of
anger, disappointment and fear, something inside of me persisted. I guess
that something was my ability to reason.

I figured that if I could sink into such a state (I wouldn't have believed
that even if someone had forewarned me), then there was a good possibility
that all the things I had heard about there being a Heavenly Father were
true too. And if they were true, it was my only hope. I just kept saying,
"Please, please help me."

The answer didn't come in a flash of light, nor did a winged messenger
whisk me away to safety. But a message did come. I had calmed down for
a few seconds; my mind cleared and something told me that if I wanted
help, I would have to change and I was the only one who could do it.

I was then given the key of repentance which opens the door of divine
knowledge. The Lord promised, "Ask, and it shall be given you; seek, and
ye shall find; knock, and it shall be opened unto you." So I asked again,
"How?"

And once more I thought clearly and the answer that I received I was
not quite prepared for. In Haight-Ashbury I had no real friends, no protec-
tion from harm. In fact I was sick, hungry and frightened. I would have
given anything to be safe at home with security and love.

I knew then that the only place that could afford me this comfort was
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Salt Lake City. This was a complete turnabout because I had disliked this
community so intensely. My mother had died when I was ten and my father
when I was fifteen. Two weeks before he died, however, my father sent me
to Salt Lake City to stay with a good friend of his who was a bishop. I was
completely lost; I was in a place where everything was quite different from
the atmosphere of Southern California where I had been raised. Besides
that, I wasn't a Mormon.

Soon I moved into the home of the bishop's brother and started high
school. These people became my guardians and things were great for a while.
But I was constantly pulled apart by the two cultures, which resulted in my
rebellion. It started with small things like smoking and drinking, and then
progressed to a general dislike of the Latter-day Saint people and their stand-
ards. My indulgence, of course, finally brought me, at the age of twenty, to
the painful and terrible state of near drug addiction. For me to be thinking
of Salt Lake City now was a switch. Yet I had to change, not just my habits
but my attitude as well. So I was bound and determined to return to Salt
Lake City to seek advice from my guardians and to find out more about the
Mormon Church.

I was hesitant to leave California though, because something uninviting
waited for me on my return to Utah. Seven months earlier I had been re-
leased from the Utah State Hospital where I had spent a couple of months
recovering from a toxic psychotic reaction to LSD. Upon my release, I had
told everyone I knew what I was doing and that I had no intention of
ever taking drugs again. Apparently, I was wrong once more, and, believe
me, I was very ashamed of my position. It would take a bit of courage to
face this but I knew that I had to.

I arrived in Salt Lake City a week later, hitchhiking part of the way.
I went to my guardian's home and they knew immediately that something
was wrong, because I was so thin and pale and a bit incoherent. After I told
them my story, they asked me if I planned to return to the hospital. I de-
fensively said no, but I knew I had to. I was pretty sick and there was no
other way to get better.

The hardest part about going back was to face the doctor who had spent
so much time working with me. All I had to show for it was that I had come
back even worse than before. That hurt both of us. But he said to me, "Well,
we'll just have to try harder," and that was a start.

I don't remember too much about the first couple of weeks, because I
went through severe depression. They gave me tranquilizers to slow me down.
An attendant told me later that she had had to sit up with me for two nights
because they didn't know if I was going to make it.

The hospital, in essence, was not a pleasant experience, although a very
necessary one. For the first four months I was in a psychotic state suffering
from paranoia, delusions, and guilt feelings. A psychosis is a very tricky state
of mind. Everything is turned inside-out. I had somehow twisted everything
around to refer to me, and that was pretty uncomfortable and confusing, as
you might imagine. I really believed everyone was talking about me, includ-
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ing people on television and radio. The physical suffering was slight com-
pared to the amount of mental anguish I suffered. Perhaps the real physi-
cal suffering was the confinement and regimentation, rising at 6 a.m. and
going to bed at 10 p.m., signing off the ward and signing back on again,
therapy sessions, ward meetings, etc. I wasn't used to all this discipline but
it did keep me motivated, mostly to get well enough to leave.

Then gradually, through therapy, I began to come out of my shell and
work out my problems. I had to get to the root of the trouble and discover
why I felt the way I did. I call this the "remorse period" or second step of
repentance. The first step had come in San Francisco when I realized the
need to change.

After six months, I began to come back to my old self, but thankfully
to the better half. I had made a lot of progress and I was soon going to be
baptized into the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. During my
hospitalization I had studied the gospel and asked many questions. The
answers I received about the Church of Jesus Christ made sense. Such things
as the restoration of the Church and its ordinances, strong family unity, and
eternal progression were things I could work with and understand. Through
much prayer and study I received a strong testimony that the Church was true.

My baptism came and with it new strength. I made plans for a summer
job, a place to live, and college in the fall — a new start. These physical
and emotional changes constituted my repentance.

And the reformation goes on forever. I am continuing to grow both
spiritually and mentally and also beginning to enjoy some happiness from
my efforts. Besides that, I feel as if I've learned much and understand more
about myself and other people.

In the area of understanding I sometimes worry about my "family" in-
side the Church more than my brothers and sisters outside the Church. For
example, I was living in the girls' dorm last quarter where I frequently heard
my good LDS friends condemn someone for smoking. Of course, I wondered
what they would think of me if they knew about my background with drugs.
On their faces I read not "I'm concerned," but "I condemn." I try to be
patient when this happens because I realize my friends in the Church have
been sheltered and are only striving to do right. But my tolerance level must
always be in check because, to me, a thoughtless statement is dangerous if
left uncorrected.

One thing I do know for sure is that in the realm of repentance an open
mind is necessary. To say it another way, people simply must gain the capac-
ity to love one another in all circumstances. This above all is truth to me.
Although I've overcome all the selfish things like smoking, drinking, and
drugs, I must now be willing to change things like attitude and behavior so
that I can truly love and understand and care about each person in this
world. If during each day of our lives we use repentance, the ideal becomes
more of a reality; the path becomes more clear as we walk in the footsteps
of our Savior.
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