
read and pondered what I was reading, Father spoke to me confirm-
ing that what I was reading was scripture.

“What else do I need to do?” I asked my tutors.

This is the part where the enemy steps in to try and spoil the good 
that had been done in my heart. He tried to discourage me even 
before I accepted baptism into the Lord’s true Church.

I made an appointment to meet with the elders a few days after 
our first meeting. After the elders left that night, Sebrina said there 
was something she needed to tell me. You men out there know that 
anytime a woman says she has something to tell you, what comes 
next usually ain’t good.

“I want to be the one to tell you this,” she said, “because I don’t 
want you to feel duped after you join the church.”

Uh-oh, I thought.
“There was a time in the history of the LDS Church when black 

men could not hold the priesthood.”
Screech! Hold up! First off, what is this priesthood? And why 

couldn’t black men hold it?
“The priesthood is the power and authority from God to act in 

His name. It’s given to worthy male members of the Church. As for 
why black men couldn’t hold the priesthood, I don’t know.”

A moment of silence, please. This is a difficult memory to 
recount . . .

Okay. Deep breath. Let’s continue.
I felt like someone had thrust a fist into my chest and ripped out 

my heart. It took all I had to keep from breaking down in tears right 
then and there. How could God have led me to His true Church 
only to find out it was a racist church? How could anyone—a church 
much less—justify withholding such power from a man because of 
the color of his skin? How could this type of church really be true if 
the scriptures clearly say that God is no respecter of persons?

It didn’t make sense to me. I was devastated. I couldn’t wait to 
give those elders a piece of my mind.

The situation took me back to the disappointments I experi-
enced in my childhood.

I mentioned earlier that I grew up without a father in my life. 
Every once in a while he visited, but for the vast majority of time, I 
waited for visits that never came.

My mother had an ugly, uncomfortable pink chair with over-
sized arms on it that sat in the living room next to the front window. 
On Friday nights, I started a vigil in that chair, looking out the 
window with hope that my father would show up as he promised he 
would. With each approaching car, my heart fluttered with excite-
ment, hoping he was coming to pick me up, only to have my hopes 
dashed each and every time.

I often fell asleep in the chair, waiting for my father, only to 
awaken in the morning to continue the watch-and-wait routine. 
After watching hundreds of cars pass by over the weeks, months, 
and years, I grew tired of my heart breaking with every passing car 
and eventually stopped hoping. 

Years later, I learned that my mother cried on her bed every time 
I started my weekend ritual waiting for my father. It not only broke 
my heart, but it broke hers too. As we all know, a mother’s broken 
heart hurts doubly. It hurts for herself, but it hurts even more for her 
child. This might be the reason she introduced me to my Father in 
Heaven through the Bible when I was a preteen. I especially loved 
reading Proverbs and fell in love with every word. In them, my hope 
was born again. Through those words, I came to know my Heavenly 
Father, the greatest father I have ever known. In those words, I found 
trust and gained a testimony that my Father in Heaven would always 
show up and would always keep His word. With His word came 
power to overcome any and every obstacle the devil put in my way. 
Up to that point in my life, my Father had never let me down.

Until now, I thought.
I had a host of questions about the information Sebrina dropped 

on me. 
How could the God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob—the Father I 

had come to know so well over the years—turn out to be a respecter of 


