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For my father…
Whose unwavering faith lit the path before me, and whose love for the gospel burned with a constancy I have never ceased to admire. From your lips and your life, I first learned the sacred power of the Book of Mormon - the witness of Christ that rises from its pages like a living flame. That testimony became the anchor of my soul. Your fierce loyalty to truth, your boundless devotion to family, and your quiet, unshakable conviction in the Savior have shaped every part of who I am. You did not just teach me the gospel. You became its echo in my life.

And I will carry that echo forever.













“…dispute not because ye see not, for ye receive no witness until after the trial of your faith.”

					Ether 12:6
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Preface

When the name Ammon arises in scripture, it most often summons the figure of a legend - the fearless defender who stood unshaken at the waters of Sebus, sword in hand, his courage sealed in the memories of generations. But there exists another Ammon, cloaked not in spectacle but in mystery. A man of resolve, not renown. A seeker. A leader. A descendant of Zarahemla, whose name flickers briefly in Mosiah 7:3 and yet opens a portal to one of the great, unrecorded odysseys of the ancient world.
This - in part - is his story.
Sixteen strong men. That is all the record tells us. Sixteen warriors entrusted with a commission, neither conquest nor conversion, but reunion. They went not in pursuit of glory, but of kin. They vanished into the heart of the wilderness in search of a people long lost to history and hope. Their mission was holy, their path uncertain, and their fate unwritten. Until now.
Where Lehi's descendants first set foot upon the promised continent has stirred endless speculation, ranging from the coastal edges of Chile to the green bones of Appalachia. In 16 Strong Men, I have chosen a setting not to prove, but to evoke. I follow the winding threads of terrain, resource, and record to the rugged lands of Eastern Tennessee, the mid-western plains, and of the upper Mississippi Valley, where gold and copper glint beneath ancient hills, and rivers run with the breath of stone.
This tale is not a reconstruction of history, but a reverent imagining of its shadows. It is fiction in form, but it walks close beside the lineaments of scripture, built upon the scaffolding of possibility. I have followed the faint trail left by Ammon and his brethren through lands that remember more than they tell. Their bones may be long scattered, their names forgotten, but the spirit of what they carried, the burden of faith, the ache for reunion, the price of loyalty, burns still.
To write of such men is not merely to chronicle adventure. It is to enter a moral world forged in fire, silence, and prayer. These were men who fought not only against the wilderness, but within themselves. Their journey is one of blood and bone, yes, but also of belief. It is a hymn to perseverance, a lament for what is lost, and a testament to what may yet be found.
And so, I invite you: walk with them. Hear the arrow whistle through forest light. Watch the river rise, the dreams darken, the voices falter and rise again in courage. Let the wilderness speak to you as it spoke to them, through storm, through fire, through the long silence between.
This is the story of Ammon and his fifteen. They were strong. They were faithful. And now, they live again.
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“The flame that burns too eagerly forgets the purpose of the fire and consumes the house it meant to warm.”

 - Scribed on the funerary stone of Elom the Zealot, last Keeper of the South Mounds


















Book of Mormon:
Mosiah Chapter 9 


“I, Zeniff, having been taught in all the language of the Nephites, and having had a knowledge of the land of Nephi, or of the land of our fathers’ first inheritance, *and having been sent as a spy among the Lamanites that I might spy out their forces, that our army might come upon them and destroy them—but when I saw that which was good among them I was desirous that they should not be destroyed.
[bookmark: m_4193435427586489570_v2]2 Therefore, I contended with my brethren in the wilderness, for I would that our ruler should make a treaty with them; but he being an austere and a blood-thirsty man commanded that I should be slain; but I was rescued by the shedding of much blood; for father fought against father, and brother against brother, until the greater number of our army was destroyed in the wilderness; and we returned, those of us that were spared, to the land of Zarahemla, to relate that tale to their wives and their children.
[bookmark: m_4193435427586489570_v3]3 And yet, I being over-zealous to inherit the land of our fathers, collected as many as were desirous to go up to possess the land, and started again on our journey into the wilderness to go up to the land; but we were smitten with famine and sore afflictions; for we were slow to remember the Lord our God.
[bookmark: m_4193435427586489570_v4]4 Nevertheless, after many days wandering in the wilderness we pitched our tents in the place where our brethren were slain, which was near to the land of our fathers.”













Prologue: The Wilderness Between

“When the sons of one fire lift blades against each other, the forest does not judge their quarrel - it simply remembers their ashes.”
 - Carved into the shield of Mulek, last of the Stone-Bearers

Reconnaissance – 200 B.C. – The Outskirts of Lehi-Nephi
Zeniff lay still against the forest floor, a shadow among the shadows. His breath slowed to match the rhythm of the earth - the deep thrum of insects beneath the bark, the wind threading through pine boughs, the heartbeat of a city pulsing in harmony below. The land of Lehi-Nephi. A name spoken with disdain in the war tents of Zarahemla. A place whispered of as fallen, idolatrous, corrupted. And yet...
Laughter rose from the streets beyond the tree line. Not cruel laughter. Not mocking. Children played. Elders sat beneath fruiting trees, spinning stories into the twilight. Women sang as they wove. Smoke curled upward in peaceful ribbons, carrying the scent of stew and cedar, not slaughter.
This was not a den of devils.
It was... home. Home to a Lamanite host.
And something within Zeniff broke.
He had been sent to scout enemy lines. To count archers. To mark supply routes and expose weaknesses. But he had found none of that. Instead, he found what had been lost - temples built by Nephi’s own hand, houses of stone blessed by prophets, wells sung of in lullabies passed from grandfathers to sons. The language was older, softened by time, but it was his own. The faces were not foreign. They were familiar. Kin, scattered by time, not war.
He crept closer to the house his grandfather once built - its walls still standing, its door still carved with the covenant glyph. A figure moved inside. A young woman, reverent and unhurried, retrieved a small copper bowl from a hidden panel. Zeniff’s breath caught. The bowl. The heirloom of spoken of often by his grandmother. It had not been lost.
Neither had they.
He took a risk, entering into the home undetected, he held the bowl in trembling hands. It was warm. Real. And in that warmth, the weight of generations returned - along with the terrible question: How could he make war upon this?
The Fracture
He returned to camp with no battle plans. Only truth. But truth, among those armored in prophecy, is the sharpest heresy of all.
He told them: “They are not our enemies.”
They replied: “Then you are.”
Rage fed on rumor. Zeal hardened into violence. Fathers turned upon sons. Brothers raised blades against their own blood. It was not enemies within the land of Lehi-Nephi that fell, but Zarahemla’s own children, devoured by a fire they had stoked themselves.
Only fifty survived.
Not by enemy hands.
By their own.
And still, the dream refused to die.
The Second Attempt
They went again. This time, they said, in peace. This time, with humility. This time, as pilgrims.
People of the covenant, not conquest. They disappeared into the wilderness, carrying with them the shattered remnants of a broken past and the faint, flickering hope of a better future.
This is the story of what followed.
Of how the zealous fires gave way to the embers of redemption.
Of how a people once severed by blood dared to believe in salvation again.
Make no mistake, it was no ordinary journey - it was an odyssey of the heart. A mission born of loyalty and haunted by silence, undertaken to discover the fate of families who had vanished across the plains and into the shadowed woods, chasing birthright, and kingdom into the unknown. What began as reconnaissance quickly unraveled into revelation: a person not merely scattered, but imperiled; a legacy not lost, but waiting to be reclaimed. It became a rescue. Then, an exodus. And ultimately, salvation. Sixteen strong men rose - not for glory, not for conquest, but out of fierce devotion to their King, their kin, and the God who still whispered through the wilderness. They did not march for war, but for remembrance. Not for revenge, but for restoration. This is their story. This is 16 Strong Men.
Let us begin.
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Chapter One: The Burden of Kingship

City of Zarahemla

79 years later - 121 B.C.


King Mosiah (II) was exhausted. This day had proven to be a very long day indeed. Following the traditions of his father and grandfather, who had also served as kings, Mosiah took no stipend for his role as King. He was not supported in his daily welfare by the people. Instead, like his father, King Benjamin, and his grandfather, King Mosiah (I), he provided for the welfare of his family through his own labor, by the sweat of his own brow. But managing the affairs of the kingdom was no small task.
Today, like many days, had been a relentless cascade of issues and decisions. Mosiah dealt with matters of state, from the resolution of disputes between townsfolk to the final administration of justice in cases both trivial and severe. He addressed concerns about border security, coordinated the distribution of resources to ensure no family went hungry, and oversaw the maintenance of public works. Each issue demanded his full attention and fair judgment; a task made more complex by the diverse makeup of his people.
Making matters more difficult was the fact that Mosiah heritage was that of a Nephite, and while a good majority of the people were descendants of a different tribe of people. When his grandfather had first come into this land, even the ability to understand each other’s language had been nearly impossible. Over time, they had learned to communicate and had become united under his grandfather’s wise leadership, but the cultural and tribal differences still required delicate handling.
Mosiah's grandfather, King Mosiah (I), for whom he was named, had been a truly great man, beloved by all. Mosiah could never remember anyone saying anything bad about his grandfather, nor his grandfather ever saying anything bad about anyone else. The people simply loved him. As king, Mosiah had to be extra careful to show great equity in judgment and administration, so as not to seem to favor those who were inherently descended from the Nephite lineage. It was a delicate balance, one that required constant vigilance and wisdom.
Tonight, his administrative dealings had been especially burdensome for King Mosiah. As the great council convened, he had sat through the heart-wrenching pleas of kin, desperate for news of loved ones who had departed fifty years earlier on that ill-fated expedition. Their voices trembled with emotion; their faces etched with the weight of years spent in silence. They begged him, pleading for any word, any sign that their fathers, brothers, and sons still lived. But he had no answers to give.
For half a century, there had been no word. No messenger had returned from the wilderness; no traveler had brought tales of their fate. The harsh reality loomed in the minds of all, that those who had set out might have met the same tragic end as the first expedition. Perhaps the wilderness had claimed them, its rugged paths and merciless elements too great an obstacle. Or worse, perhaps the Lamanites had taken exception to their return, and the entire group had been wiped out, leaving no survivors to tell the tale.
The uncertainty gnawed at them all. The unknown fate of those who had left weighed like a heavy storm over the city of Zarahemla. Even his father, King Benjamin, who had endured many trials as a leader, found no words of comfort in the face of such anguish. There was no way to know if the land they sought had swallowed them whole, or if they had ever reached their destination at all.
When her moment came to speak, a woman of quiet dignity and exceptional meekness rose before the council. Her eyes, filled with years of waiting and unspoken sorrow, fixed on King Mosiah as she began to speak. Her voice was soft but carried the weight of a lifetime’s yearning, and her plea, simple yet profound, echoed through the hall.
She entreated him, her words heartfelt and raw, to help her discover the fate of her kin who had departed so long ago. Her heart ached for answers, but her concern was not for herself alone - it was for the memory of those who had gone before her. She was aging now, the years having worn away her strength, and she felt the inevitable approach of death. More than anything, she longed to know what had become of her grandmother and grandfather, who had left with the expedition. Had they found their way? Were they still alive somewhere, or had the wilderness claimed them?
With trembling hands and tear-filled eyes, she implored the king to bring her closure. She wished only for peace before she passed on, to carry the knowledge of her ancestors' fate with her to the grave. It was a request born not of selfish desire, but of a deep love for her family and the hope that, before her time was done, she could finally lay the uncertainty to rest.
She and others like her had wearied him with their entreaties. Her sorrow and tears, and her spirit, had touched him to his core.
King Mosiah had been pondering the matter for some time, the question of an exploratory expedition lingering at the forefront of his thoughts. For years, he had carefully weighed the risks, considering the potential dangers that had claimed the lives of those who had ventured into the wilderness before. But now, as he surveyed his kingdom, he saw that peace had settled across the land. The people were prosperous, their affairs in balance, and the threats that had once loomed large seemed distant. The kingdom stood on a rare and precious equilibrium.
If ever there was a time to act, it was now.
The weight of responsibility pressed upon him, but so too did the realization that the window of opportunity was open, perhaps for the first time in decades. There was stability in the kingdom, a moment of calm that could allow for such a bold undertaking. If they were to send another expedition in search of those who had pursued their ancestral homeland, this was the time to do it. 
Mosiah knew the risks, no one could guarantee what lay beyond the familiar borders. But he also knew that with peace at their backs and hope driving them forward, there might not be a better moment to send out those willing to seek the lost land. 
His people’s petitions “wearied him with their teasing’s.”
Mosiah had spent a great deal of time on his knees seeking answers in prayer pertaining to the matter. As he wrestled the matter before God, he had felt a calm assurance, and an urgent prompting that now was the time to go forth.



He knew who he would send. There was no question in his mind. The captain of his forces was one of the most remarkable men he had ever known. If there could be a template made for a great, loyal, and physically capable warrior, Ammon 




fit that mold perfectly.
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[bookmark: _Hlk202804533]Chapter Two: A King's Restless Night


King Mosiah arrived home late, well after his family was in bed. The dim light of a clay oil lamp illuminated a small note, some corn milk, cake, and a meal that was cold but well-prepared. He removed his cloak and strode over to the table, picking up the note that read:
"Dear husband, you are working too hard. I am worried about your welfare. Please eat this before you come to bed. Make sure I know that you are home."
His wife, Kyra, was an amazing woman. She had to pick up the slack for so much that their family needed because of the immense responsibilities he had. There was no way this kingdom could even run, no way these people could be governed if it wasn’t for this good woman. Mosiah felt a pang of guilt and gratitude wash over him as he read her words. She had willingly sacrificed a great deal in order for him to be able to do what he had to do for his people.
Before obeying his wife’s orders, he peeked into his baby’s room. He had named his son Ammon, after the very man he was considering sending as the leader of the expedition. As he watched his child sleep peacefully, he could only pray that his son would develop some of the noble characteristics of his namesake. The baby’s soft breaths and tiny movements brought a rare moment of peace to Mosiah’s heart.
Quietly, he checked in on his father, who was struggling to find restful sleep. He loved this man with all his heart. Watching him convalesce and struggle with the pains and problems of old age was difficult on him. He dreaded the day he would no longer be here, but he knew no man had fought a stronger fight or undertaken a more righteous endeavor than his father. Beloved by all, this great man had forged the very existence of his people. 
Mosiah returned to the kitchen table and obediently sat down to eat the meal that had been prepared by the loving hands of his devoted wife. At the corner of the table were some writing interpretations from some plates that he had been working through. He knew he shouldn’t, but he reached for them and started going through them.
Of course, it was a noble cause, but if Kyra saw him dabbling with the interpretations at the cost of his sleep, there would be a price to pay. Such a taskmaster, he affectionately bemused.
As he ate and drank some cool water, he translated some records from plates of people who had lived long ago, far north of the land of Zarahemla. As he translated, a particular verse leaped from the plates. As he struggled to understand, the verse read:
“Go ye thereforth, fearing not man, nor beast, but he who created all things shall hold thee safe.”
The verse hit him with the impact of a physical blow, and he was impressed upon to send the exploratory expedition forth with all haste. So sure, of his course of action, that if Mosiah could have effectively awakened Ammon and made them ready tonight, he would have done so immediately. The revelation both eased his apprehension and caused him a great deal of trepidation all at the same time. But he could take comfort in knowing the expedition was the right thing to do.
Knowing he would find little sleep but wanting to ease the mind of his beloved wife, Mosiah eventually found his way to his room. Disobediently, he slid into bed without waking her. Before he could count even to three sheep, his mind drifted away into deep slumber, a rare respite from the burdens of kingship.



























[bookmark: _Hlk181022767]Chapter Three: The Summons


Morning came too soon. The first rays of dawn filtered through the small window of the king’s chamber, stirring him from his sleep. The weight of the previous night's revelations pressed upon him, and he rose quietly, careful not to wake Kyra. He dressed quickly, his mind already racing with plans for the day.
Burdened with a sense of foreboding duty, Mosiah lit out heading directly to his admirative chambers. His mind was racing, and his thoughts ruminating on the passage of records he had read late the previous evening and the indelible spiritual prompting he had received. As he prayerfully pondered more on the matter, he could feel an urgent need to dispatch Ammon and a small force of men to the discovery of their peoples who had left so long ago.
“Why now,” he thought, “Why was he feeling such a spiritual unease and why such an unmistakable feeling, a near warning that he must send the expedition off with all haste?”
A posted guard outside the admirative building quickly stepped aside as the King approached. He gently patted the shoulder of the guard as he entered, thankful for his service but uneasy with the need for such protection. He had refused his own personal guard protection, as had his father and his grandfather. But Ammon, captain of the guards had prevailed upon him the need to protect the sanctity of the ruling chambers and it important records and chronicled proceeding- so he had relented his position to that point.
King Mosiah sat in his chamber; the weight of responsibility heavy on his brow. The affairs of the kingdom seemed never-ending, each day bringing new challenges and decisions that demanded his attention. Reports of border skirmishes, disputes among the people, and the constant need for resources to sustain the city of Zarahemla all vied for his focus. Yet, amid these pressing matters, his thoughts this morning centered on the request he must make of Ammon and his men, set to embark on a 
Mosiah navigated the complexities of leadership, he did so with the looming fear that his father’s life was drawing to a close. King Benjamin had been a pillar of strength, a warrior who had fought alongside his people, earning their undying admiration. He had never taken compensation for his relentless governing, choosing instead to work his own fields and industries by the sweat of his own brow. Mosiah remembered times when provisions were very scant because his father’s time was spent in the service of his people at nearly the expense of his own livelihood.
At thirty years-old, when the mantle of leadership was bestowed upon him, Mosiah had felt entirely unprepared for the awesome responsibility to lead. Though the years had granted him experience, the spiritual matters of the kingdom proved most burdensome. Guiding his people’s faith, resolving their doubts, and ensuring their spiritual well-being were tasks that weighed most heavily on his soul.
The burden was now compounded by this need for an expedition to the land of Lehi-Nephi. The mission was fraught with peril, and the men who would volunteer would be among Zarahemla’s best and brightest. Many had young families, and all were needed for the support and protection of the city. Mosiah felt a great responsibility for their safety. 
A natural leader, Ammon commanded respect not through fear, but through his unwavering integrity and compassion. He had proven himself in battle many times over, his strategic mind and martial prowess saving countless lives. Yet, despite his formidable presence, there was a gentleness to Ammon. He was known to spend his evenings listening to the concerns of his men, offering counsel and comfort. His strength was not just in his physical abilities, but in his capacity to lead with both courage and heart.
Mosiah admired Ammon greatly. He had seen the warrior’s kindness in action, whether it was helping a widow with her chores or playing with children in the streets. Ammon’s humility and dedication were a source of inspiration. As Mosiah watched him now moving briskly forward through the streets at his behest, he felt a pang of guilt for the need to send such a noble soul into danger.
The king turned from the window, his thoughts returning to his father. King Benjamin’s ailments had worsened, and Mosiah knew that the time left was short. He feared the impending loss, not just for himself, but for the entire kingdom. Benjamin had been more than a ruler; he was a symbol of their resilience and faith. The thought of losing him was almost unbearable.
Mosiah sighed deeply, the responsibilities of the kingdom pressing down on him. He approached a small wooden bench in his chamber, kneeling in prayer. He prayed for wisdom to lead his people, for the safety of Ammon and his men, for his family, and for the strength to face the coming days without his father. 
…
Ammon was always up early. It wasn’t just duty that stirred him before dawn, though as captain of the guards, he knew it was expected. He felt a deeper, almost sacred responsibility to see the night watch handed over to the morning guard, to witness the shift between darkness and light. It was a quiet honor, one that connected him not only to his men but to something greater—something beyond his role as captain.
As he wrapped his sheepskin cloak tighter around him, the morning's chill crept into his bones, a small reminder of the changing seasons. Yet the cold didn’t bother him. If anything, it heightened his senses, sharpening his awareness as he watched the guards below, noting how seamlessly they moved from one watch to the next. This smooth transition evidenced his leadership, and though Ammon rarely allowed himself pride, there was a deep satisfaction in knowing his men were well-prepared.
His eyes drifted to the boys who had begun their morning chores, feeding the livestock with energy only youth could muster at such an hour. Their voices pierced the quiet, a reminder that the day, with all its duties and burdens, was awakening. But here, in this brief space between night and day, Ammon found peace.
Climbing the tower, he felt the familiar pull of solitude. It was his sanctuary, a place where he could steal a moment for himself, away from the constant demands of his position. Up here, he could breathe, think, and feel. From the top, the vast plains unfolded before him, bathed in the soft glow of the sun’s first light. The view never failed to move him. There was a quiet majesty in the endless horizon, a reminder of how small he was in the grand scheme of things, and yet how significant his role felt to him.
Ammon’s thoughts wandered to his creator, to the quiet conversations they shared in moments like this. These were his sacred minutes, when the weight of responsibility lifted slightly, and he could simply be, a man, humbled before the vastness of the world and the quiet presence of the divine. He often reflected on the blessings and trials that had shaped his life, and the choices that lay ahead. Did he have the strength to lead well? To protect those under his charge? To face the battles that loomed not just on the horizon but within his own soul?
The morning light began to warm the plains, softening the landscape before him, but Ammon knew that peace was fleeting. Soon, the demands of leadership would call, and the calm would give way to decisions, orders, and vigilance. Still, he cherished these moments of serenity, where he could commune with the divine, lay his fears bare, and gather strength for the day ahead.
As he looked out, he couldn’t help but wonder if others felt this same connection, this same burden of duty tied so intimately to something greater than themselves. Did they see the world as he did, through the lens of responsibility and quiet reverence? Or were they simply going through the motions, unaware of the larger forces at play?
Ammon took a deep breath, filling his lungs with the crisp morning air, his thoughts returning to the present. The day was about to begin, and with it, the weight of his responsibilities. But for now, in this brief, precious moment, he was at peace, a man standing between the night and the day, between duty and devotion, between the world as it was and the world as he hoped it could be.
But this morning would not be like others. His peaceful contemplation was interrupted by a call from Helem, the king’s messenger.
“Ammon, I have been sent here to inquire if you could come and meet with King Mosiah presently.”
Ammon felt a jolt of alarm. To receive such an early morning beckoning was unusual; something was amiss. He called down to the messenger, “I will be there right away. Tell King Mosiah that I’ll be there shortly.”
Swiftly descending from the tower, Ammon moved with purpose, his boots crunching against the stone steps. His subordinates, gathered below, straightened at his approach, their eyes attentive and alert. Without breaking stride, he began issuing orders.
“Farin, take a group out to the eastern perimeter. Check the defenses and report any vulnerabilities by midday,” he said curtly.
Farin gave a sharp nod, already turning to assemble his men. “Yes, sir.”
“Davon, make sure the supply lines are running efficiently. We can’t afford delays, not with bandits so close to our borders.”
“On it,” Davon replied, heading off without hesitation.
Ammon's heart pounded in sync with his hurried steps as he weaved through the remainder if the encampment. The sun had barely risen, casting sharp blinding rays over the tents and barracks where his men were already stirring, some sharpening their weapons, others preparing for the day's drills. But Ammon had no time to check in with them. His mind raced, a torrent of questions and speculations that refused to settle.
“Why had King Mosiah sent for me at such an early hour?” he muttered under his breath, quickening his pace.
In the distance, he could see the king’s chamber already illuminated in the early dawn light. The unusual illumination heightened his sense of urgency, and he quickened his pace.
The city of Zarahemla was beginning to wake. Early morning merchants were preparing their shops, setting out their goods and arranging their displays. The aroma of freshly baked bread wafted through the air as bakers pulled loaves from their ovens. Street vendors set up their stalls, their colorful fabrics and wares creating a vibrant mosaic against the cobblestone streets. Residents milled around, preparing for the day, women drawing water from wells, children fetching firewood, and men loading carts with produce and goods for the market.
As Ammon hurried through the streets, he observed the early hustle and bustle of the city. The blacksmith’s forge roared to life, sparks flying as the smith hammered out a new plow. Farmers led their animals to the grazing fields, and fishermen returned with their morning catch, their nets heavy with the fruits of their labor. The city was alive with the sounds and smells of industry and life.
Ammon reached the main administrative building and entered; his presence immediately noted by the guards who stepped aside to let him pass. He made his way to the king’s chamber, knocking briefly before entering.
“Enter,” came the king’s voice, firm yet weary.
Ammon stepped inside to find King Mosiah seated at a large table, covered in maps and documents. The king looked up; his eyes heavy with concern but also determination.
“Ammon,” King Mosiah stood greeted him, gesturing for him to sit. “Thank you for coming so swiftly.”
“What is the matter, my king?” Ammon asked, his voice steady despite the unease gnawing at him.
Mosiah took a deep breath. “Ammon, are your personal affairs in order?”
“Yes sir, and my work duties are all in order as well,” Ammon offered without being asked.
King Mosiah took momentary stock of this stalwart man, before getting straight to the point, “I have received a divine impression that we must act with all haste. We cannot delay any longer. I am forming an expedition to find the status of our people who left so many years ago returning to the land of Lehi-Nephi. You are the only one I trust to lead this mission.”
Ammon felt the weight of the king’s words settle upon him. He had anticipated many things, but not this. “I am honored by your trust, my king. I will leave at once.”
The king nodded, relief mingling with the gravity of the situation in his eyes. “Ammon, I wish you to take a force large enough to dissuade attack by bandits or robbers, or even a small enemy military, should you encounter such, but small enough to move quickly and efficiently and hopefully avoid any undue detection.”
Standing up and moving about his chambers he inquired, “What do you think would be the most appropriate approach?”
Ammon didn’t answer immediately, pondering the Kings inquiry before finally putting forth, “I believe a well-formed special forces squad of 14 military and possibly two additional support personnel would suffice.”
Still pacing his chambers Mosiah responded, “Then Ammon, I want you to take the very best men at your disposal. Continuing his contemplations, he said “I want 16 of the Strongest men in your employ to make the expedition.” 
King Mosiah turned to him and inquired, “How will the vacancy of these men affect the defense of our city’s present defenses?”
Ammon look towards the celling internal calculating the Kings inquiry before responding, “The men you are requesting I take are the leaders of our men here on the ground. Their leadership vacancies will surely be noticed and will most certainly leave the city less defended. That said, we are experiencing a period of significant peace. Our best intel suggests no immediate threat of attack or reprisals are imminent. Internally, the affairs within the city itself are on a good plain. The people are accepting of the transition of power from your father to you.”
Ammon allowed the information to sit for a moment before tentatively venturing further, “King, if I may be so bold, my only concern internally is that the people are well-aware that your father is very ill. If he were to pass away in my absence, I would only worry of a possible challenge to your authority from within the political power structure primary among some of King Zarahemla’s direct descendants. But presently, there doesn’t seem to be any major threat we have determined.  
King Mosiah was wearing a trail into the stone flooring of his chambers with his incessant pacing. He took some time before finally turning to Ammon, “Ammon, I am deeply grateful for you and your service and willingness to go forward without hesitation. But I feel I must impress upon you the expedition I am envisioning seems likely fraught with difficult impediments. We don’t have any good intel as to the location of the actual city of Lehi-Nephi. Most of our reliable information was taken with Zeniff and the people when they left decades ago.”
Turning to the few remaining documents strewn out over his desk, King Mosiah stated, “I fear our own records only provide generalities and suggestions more attuned to an ill-equipped treasure map hunt than a structure direction and mapping. The lands you will have to pass through are likely infested with bandits, and peoples not at all happy you will be trapsing through their lands. I don’t want a military campaign going forward endangering your men or creating conflicts with other people. This should be a peaceable exploration of facts to ascertain the status and needs of our people. 
“Additionally, we have no reason to expect that there are survivors or even that our people who went forward are alive. It is just as likely you will spend all of this time journeying through the wilderness only to discover or not “discover our people no longer exist.” 
Lastly, I have no stipends I can offer you or your men. I have assembled enough resources to provide the provisions and necessities for your substance and so forth but this assignment comes to you as a request and it is only on a volunteer basis I can make the request of you. “
When King Mosiah was through speaking Ammon stepped forward saying, “King, allow me most humbly to be your first volunteer. I will leave at once and provide your wishes and directives to the other men who may also wish to volunteer.”
Continuing Ammon offered up, “King, it would be my honor, I will make preparation immediately.”
Turning with admiration and the deepest respect, Mosiah took Ammon by his shoulders peering deep into his soul, “May God guide your steps and protect you all. I feel deeply this mission is of the utmost importance.”
Ammon, ready to fulfill his duty responded, “We will do everything in our power to ensure a peaceful return.”
With a final nod, King Mosiah dismissed him, and as Ammon left the chamber, his mind already turning to the preparations that needed to be made. The city continued to wake around him, the early morning activities now infused with a sense of urgency.




















[bookmark: _Hlk181022881]Chapter Four: Earnest Preparations


The seasonal rains had saturated the earth throughout the night, and the morning air carried a definitive chill. The earliest light of the day began to creep over the eastern horizon, casting a soft, golden hue across the land. The first rays of sunlight pierced through the lingering clouds, illuminating the glistening dew on the grass and casting long shadows from the trees.
Despite the early hour, those invested in the expedition’s outcome had gathered prayerfully, wishing well to the brave warriors who would embark on the perilous journey. King Mosiah and his wife Kyra stood among them, along with some of the city guards that Ammon had left in charge. The air was filled with a mix of hope and solemnity as the gathered crowd murmured prayers and farewells.
Ammon felt extremely grateful for the support of all these people. The weight of his task at hand pressed heavily upon him; he was determined not to disappoint his king and these great people. As he looked around at the fifteen men who would join him on this journey, his heart swelled with gratitude, bringing a tear to his eye. Obedient to the command, he had carefully selected each warrior for their skills, abilities, and character. Within hours of the king’s request, he had invited them all to a council meeting.
At that private council, he had outlined the king’s words: this would be a perilous journey, not a military excursion, and their goal was to make every effort to find the people who had left so long ago. He had emphasized that their participation was voluntary, with no stipend offered for their time or for risking their lives. More than half of the men had young families. When Ammon concluded, he assured them there would be no shame in choosing not to go; it would not be held against them in any way.
Hem, his second-in-command and a person Ammon counted on for many things, stepped forward almost immediately, saying, “Where do I sign up?” Nearly in unison, the remaining fourteen men stood forward in expressing the same willingness to go forth and serve the king and their people.
The irony of the situation was not lost on Ammon: nearly half of the men were descendants of Zarahemla, the king who ruled the city when the Nephites had initially arrived, including Ammon, who was a direct descendant of King Zarahemla. Now, they were setting out to find a group of people that were not their kin, to a place with no history of their own, and to serve a king not of their lineage. These were the best of the best - the elite.
They had taken the week to prepare every needful thing. The time was primarily spent researching as much information as possible regarding the whereabouts of the city of Lehi-Nephi. Ammon had spoken with many elders who recounted stories passed down to them. He found a few short descriptions engraved by men responsible for keeping records, but these meager accounts were vague at best, giving him only a possible general direction. 
He prayed earnestly throughout the week, deciding to head south by southeast, seeking to cross the great river and enter more mountainous regions. The best clue he had was that the great prophet Nephi had constructed the temple with gold, silver, brass, copper, and ore, suggesting it would be found in a mountainous region, far from Zarahemla.
…
Serendipity had played a part in Ammon's plans when a small group of traders arrived from the mountainous regions, precisely the direction he had been considering for his journey. Their arrival had sparked new hope, though tempered by uncertainty. They spoke of a distant land, even further into the wilderness than Ammon had anticipated, where a large civilization thrived. According to their tales, there was a temple there, one said to be remarkably similar to the one he sought, the very temple built by Nephi himself.
Ammon had listened intently, his heart quickening with cautious excitement. But as the traders spoke on, his hopes dimmed. Their stories were vague, passed down by others, with no firsthand knowledge of the land. Their descriptions were inconsistent, hazy memories of travelers they had met along the way.
"We heard it from a man passing through the mountains," one trader had said, stroking his beard thoughtfully. "He swore it was true, but he hadn’t seen it with his own eyes."
Another chimed in, shaking his head, "Secondhand accounts, at best. And the journey would be treacherous; we were never able to find a path that far ourselves."
Ammon frowned, leaning against the table as he considered the traders' words. Though their tales were intriguing, they were hardly the solid information he needed for such a serious and dangerous expedition. 
"Did anyone mention the exact location of this land?" Ammon asked, still holding onto a sliver of hope.
The traders exchanged uncertain glances before the eldest among them shrugged. "No, only that it's beyond the mountains, past rivers and valleys we’ve never crossed."
Ammon sighed. This was not the kind of intelligence he could base an expedition on. But it had planted a seed—a direction, however faint, toward the place he was seeking. He couldn’t ignore it, even if it was little more than hearsay. 
These traders might not have given him what he needed to feel fully confident, but in the wilderness, even a hint of a trail was better than none at all.

…

The decision had been made: they would travel light, fast, and with as much agility as possible. Ammon had carefully considered every aspect of the journey, knowing that burdening the group with unnecessary weight could slow them down or even jeopardize their safety. Each man packed only what was essential - just enough provisions to cover the barest needs. The plan was to rely heavily on hunting, fishing, and foraging as they ventured deeper into the wilderness. Yet, Ammon knew well the risks they faced. His father had taught him much about living off the land, how to track game, where to find edible roots and berries, but this territory was foreign, uncharted. Much of his knowledge might prove useless in these lands.
The early season complicated matters further. Many fruits, berries, and roots would not yet be fully developed, and the likelihood of harsh, inclement weather was high. They were, after all, heading into mountainous regions where the seasons could be unpredictable and unforgiving. Fires would be a luxury they could not often afford, as their journey required secrecy and speed. Ammon anticipated long nights without the warmth of a campfire to ease the chill of early spring.
The morning air was thick with anticipation as the band of warriors gathered at the edge of the great city, the vast wilderness before them stretching into an uncertain future. Each man stood tall, not only as a soldier but as a vital piece of a greater whole, chosen not just for his courage or strength in battle, but for the unique talents and skills that would make this perilous expedition possible. They had been handpicked, every one of them.
Ammon, stood at the head of the group, his eyes scanning the faces of the men before him. Some were seasoned hunters, their eyes sharp and keen, capable of tracking even the faintest sign of life across the rugged plains. These men would ensure their survival in the wilderness, their arrows and traps keeping the group fed, their instincts honed from years spent stalking prey in the wild. Others were expert orienteers, men with an uncanny ability to navigate by the stars and the lay of the land. These warriors could sense direction when the landscape offered no clear path, reading the terrain like a book passed down through generations of wanderers. It was said that one could find his way out of a desert after a single glance at the sky.
Then there were the men who understood the land in a different way, those with knowledge of horticulture, skilled in identifying the plants and herbs that would sustain them on their journey. These warriors could distinguish between deadly poison and life-saving medicine, knowing which roots to dig and which leaves to crush in times of illness or hunger. They would guide the group through the cycles of nature, teaching them to live off the bounty of the earth itself.
Among them, too, were builders, men who could construct a shelter from nothing but the trees and stones around them, crafting structures strong enough to withstand the fiercest storms. Their hands, calloused from years of labor, would carve out spaces of safety in the vast unknown. Others had the hands of healers, trained in the art of mending wounds and soothing fevers, their knowledge of the human body rivaling that of any warrior’s knowledge of war. When a comrade fell ill or a leg was broken, it would be these men who would restore them, ensuring the group continued as one.
Some of the younger men had talents yet to be fully realized, but they carried within them the same burning determination. Many were young fathers, leaving behind wives and children with promises to return. Their hearts ached for their families, but it was their very love that gave them the strength to step into the unknown. Others were not yet married, their lives unencumbered by the bonds of family.
There were warriors who could read the weather, predicting storms by the way the wind shifted, their eyes trained on the horizon as they searched for signs of approaching danger. Others were skilled in stealth, able to move through the forest like shadows, silent and unseen, warriors who would protect the group by remaining unseen, ensuring their enemies never knew they were there.
As they prepared to depart, there was a quiet understanding among the men, a shared knowledge that each of them had a role to play, one as vital as the next. They were not just warriors; they were survivalists, navigators, providers, and protectors. Together, their strengths formed the backbone of the expedition, each skill adding to the tapestry of their collective hope.
Ammon knew they would face untold dangers, that the wilderness was as much an enemy as any opposing force. But he also knew that with these men by his side, they had a chance. Every man here had been selected for a reason, and it was their unity that would see them through, their ability to blend their individual gifts into a force capable of conquering the unknown.
Each man in the party had packed accordingly. Besides food, they carried tools for survival - knives, fishing lines, snares for small game. The group's load was balanced so that together they could gather what nature offered without being bogged down by unnecessary supplies. They also carried lightweight sheepskin cloaks, bulky but necessary for warmth at night or during sudden storms. The extra weight was a sacrifice, but the sheepskins could be the difference between life and death in harsh conditions.
The time for departure had finally come. The preparations had been swift but thorough; they had gathered all the available intelligence, sparse as it was. There was nothing left to do but say their goodbyes.
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[bookmark: _Hlk202804596]Chapter Five: The Departure

At the Gates of Zarahemla

The air was crisp, carrying a chill that clung to their skin in the pre-dawn stillness. It was that fleeting hour when the darkness of night yields to the pale, tentative light of the coming day, but the sun’s warmth had not yet begun to chase away the cold.
From the edges of the city, families emerged in silence, their steps soft on the dew-dampened ground. Wives, children, and parents gathered with heavy hearts; the weight of impending separation thick in the air. The murmur of hushed farewells blended with the sounds of the early morning, the rustle of cloaks, the occasional sniffle from a tearful child, the soft clink of provisions being shifted for the journey ahead.
Some of the men knelt to embrace their children one last time, their faces lined with both love and sorrow, reluctant to part. Fathers whispered promises of safe returns, even if the words felt hollow in the uncertainty of the moment. Others exchanged handshakes with friends and brothers, their grips firm, trying to mask their shared apprehension. A few clapped one another on the back, offering silent reassurances in gestures rather than words.
Ammon stood a short distance away, his eyes scanning the scene. He felt the weight of responsibility settle deeper on his shoulders as he watched the final embraces unfold. Each farewell, each tear, was a reminder of the trust these people had placed in him. His men had families, just like he did, and every step they took into the wilderness carried the risk that they might never return.
A few mothers approached him then, their faces etched with the kind of fear only a mother can feel. One by one, they offered him prayers, whispered blessings, and pleas to bring their sons, husbands, and fathers back safely. Ammon accepted their words with quiet nods, his throat tight with the enormity of the task ahead.
When the last embrace had been made and the murmurs of farewell had died down, Ammon took a deep breath and turned to his men. It was time.
Without a word, he raised his hand, signaling the group to prepare.
A few elders from the community approached, offering prayers and words of encouragement.
"May you find what you seek, Ammon," one elder said, gripping his arm firmly. "May God be with you all."
Ammon nodded, his heart swelling with both determination and a tinge of doubt. He met the gaze of his men, all now ready and waiting, and felt the weight of their trust on his shoulders. There was no room for hesitation. They were invested in the outcome, driven by the same desire to reclaim what had been lost.
With one last look back at Zarahemla and the families they were leaving behind, Ammon raised his hand and signaled the group forward.
It was time.
Ammon approached King Mosiah and said, “King, we are ready to be underway.”
King Mosiah, with a mixture of concern and pride, looked at the assembled warriors. He stepped forward to address them, his voice filled with respect and gratitude.
“My beloved brothers, my heart is full this morning as I see your great spirits and willing desire to do what your king has asked. To go forward and seek the welfare of those who left so long ago, I am truly in your debt. I would ask if you would join me in a prayer as you depart.”
At his request, all sixteen men humbly knelt to the earth in supplication. King Mosiah also knelt, as did all present.
“Heavenly Father, we come before thee this day, believing it is thy will that we seek the welfare of our kinfolk who left so long ago. We are grateful - I am grateful - to these great men and their families, willing to volunteer, sacrifice, and risk their personal welfare and livelihoods to go forth on behalf of others. We supplicate and petition thee for their welfare, their families' safety, and that their journey might be successful. We close our prayer in the name of the Messiah, even Jehovah. Amen.”
With the last of the goodbyes said, they were off. 
It was a remarkable sight to behold, sixteen bold and courageous warriors, each outfitted in finely crafted gear, their resolve etched into their faces. These were no ordinary men; they were the elite of the elite, handpicked for their strength, skill, and endurance. As they lifted their packs and secured them to their frames, there was a palpable sense of unity and purpose. They moved with quiet efficiency, their motions smooth and practiced, each man knowing his role.
The early morning light, still faint, glinted off their weapons and the sheepskin cloaks draped over their shoulders. A light mist clung to the earth as the warriors, the pride of Zarahemla, began to head out from the city, first in a brisk march and then transitioning into a steady jog. Their strides were confident, unwavering, the cadence of their feet hitting the ground in near perfect rhythm, a testament to their discipline.
Sixteen strong men, Zarahemla’s finest, setting out into the unknown. They were more than just soldiers; they were symbols of hope for those they left behind, champions entrusted with reclaiming a lost people. Their departure stirred something deep within the hearts of those who watched them vanish into the horizon. These men carried not only their packs but the weight of their people's expectations and dreams.
King Mosiah watched as the men headed out from the gates of the city, moving forward across the plains. He made his way to the great tower where his father had given his last sermon several years previously. From this vantage point, he watched until the expedition ultimately disappeared out of sight and view, his heart heavy with both hope and concern for the brave souls who had embarked on this sacred mission.
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[bookmark: _Hlk202804627]Chapter Six:  Expedition Day One

The early morning chill that had accompanied their departure quickly dissipated, and the sun now beat down on the men with unrelenting intensity. They were making excellent time. The lands they were traversing were still fairly familiar to many of them, making travel relatively easy.
The troop came upon a small ravine and crossed a narrow creek, startling a pair of quail that took to the air. Ammon looked ahead and saw other pairs of quail flitting in and out of the tree line. He glanced over to Aaron, who immediately understood the unspoken command. Aaron prepared some birding nets with two other men, moving well ahead of the tree line. Once in position, Ammon and the other warriors spread out, advancing in a U-line formation towards Aaron and his nets. They could hear the chirping of the quail within the dense underbrush as the birds attempted to escape. The Quail would give a distinctive 3–4 note call, and as they neared the covey it triggered a chip-chip-chip, and a crear-crear or squawk alarm call as they were preparing to take wing. Steadily but carefully, Ammon and his men closed the distance, not wanting to alarm the birds into flight too soon. As they neared the end of the thicket, the quail burst into a flurry of feathers, flying directly into Aaron’s nets. It was a successful hunt, promising a hearty supper for the evening. With no immediate threats, they could afford a small fire to spit-roast the quail.
Ammon aimed to reach the banks of the great river by evening. Hopefully, they would find an abandoned vessel or, if luck was with them, cross where others had previously left boats. Otherwise, they would have to construct crude rafts. Complicating matters, Ammon had chosen a higher crossing point to be more clandestine, avoiding detection. He didn’t suspect they were being followed but preferred caution to ensure their mission remained secret. The men, full of energy and despite the early seasonal heat, moved swiftly through the countryside. Though the sheepskin cloaks were burdensome in the heat, they would be grateful for them when the bitter cold of night arrived once more. 
As sunset approached, Ammon sent his two forward scouts to venture farther ahead than usual. He wanted a safe place to camp for the night, near the riverbank, but far from prying eyes. Their appearance - neither a formal military unit nor tradesmen or a caravan - would surely arouse curiosity. The scouts removed their primary packs, which other troop members would carry. Sharing the burden, the scouts carried only small sacks with essentials and minor weaponry. They hurried forward and soon disappeared from sight.
An hour later, one of the scouts signaled Ammon, catching his attention. They had spotted a group of people moving in the next valley. The troop halted, finding refuge in a small thicket well out of view. As night fell, Ammon faintly saw the small group of people setting up their camp on the horizon. He instructed his men to quietly move through the underbrush until they were completely out of sight. Though unlikely to be detected, it was better to err on the side of caution.
Traveling several hours more, the troop finally reached the banks of the great river. Despite being well out of sight and sound, Ammon decided against lighting a fire. Even the slightest wisp of smoke might attract unwanted attention, so they would have to eat the quail raw. With final security measures in place, two men took the first watch, which would alternate throughout the night.




























[bookmark: _Hlk181022973]Chapter Seven: Peril on the River


Before the first light of dawn pierced the horizon, Ammon had already increased the guard, sending scouts farther inland and rearward. Their efforts to locate old rafts had been futile, forcing the men to build makeshift barges to cross the massive river. The chopping of wood and shuffling of supplies, though carefully muted, filled the air with an unavoidable clamor. Time was slipping away, and Ammon’s anxiety grew.
The quartermaster prepared a small meal of cornmeal with specks of honeycomb, portioning out the rations carefully. Despite the river’s size, its water was undrinkable, and they had to be prudent with their freshwater. After several hours of strenuous labor, the rafts were finally ready. Ammon’s primary concern was keeping their provisions dry. Bundling them tightly, the men braced themselves for a perilous crossing.
One by one, the rafts were thrust into the icy, swift-moving river. The lead raft, carrying scouts Amaleki and Helem, glided ahead, lightly loaded to allow them speed as they scouted the opposite bank. From the shore, the river appeared calm, but as the men pushed off, the current proved far stronger than anyone had anticipated.
Ammon, at the helm of his own raft, cursed under his breath as the water pulled them faster and farther downstream than planned. He scanned the surface for signs of danger, but it wasn’t what lay above that worried him. The riverbed hid treacherous sandbars, barely visible under the churning water. His raft bucked beneath him as it skimmed over one, narrowly avoiding disaster.
"Hold steady!" he barked to his crew; his knuckles white on the rudder.
Suddenly, behind him, a cry of alarm. He whipped around just in time to see the second raft slam into a hidden sandbar with a bone-jarring jolt. The force knocked two men off their feet. Shouts filled the air as they scrambled to the rear, trying to shift the weight and free the front of the raft, but water had already started pouring in over the sides, threatening to swamp it entirely.
"Ammon!" someone yelled. "She’s sinking!"
Panic rippled through the group. The other rafts veered wildly, trying to avoid the same fate, but none could offer help without risking their own demise.
Ammon knew they were on their own. Without hesitation, he tightened his packs, yanked off his boots, and plunged into the freezing water. The cold hit him like a fist, stealing the breath from his lungs. For a moment, the shock nearly overwhelmed him, but he kicked hard, pushing against the current. Childhood memories surged through his mind, swimming with his father and brothers in rivers like this one, testing their strength against the wild flow. He adjusted his strokes, angling with the current instead of against it, but still, the river fought back. His arms screamed with effort, the current pulling harder as his strength ebbed.
Just when he thought he wouldn't make it, his foot struck something solid. Sandbar. He staggered, waist-deep in the rushing water, fighting to keep his balance as the river roared around him. Ahead, the second raft lurched again, this time capsizing. Men and provisions spilled into the torrent, their shouts mingling with the roar of the river.
Ammon surged forward, grabbing for whatever floated within reach. His fingers closed around a pack, then another. Several others did the same, desperate to salvage what they could. The river wasn't going to give up its spoils easily.
On the shore, warriors had sprung into action. Two of them waded into the shallows, shouting and throwing a rope out toward the stranded men. Ammon caught it first, his grip iron-tight as the river tried to yank it away. One by one, the others grabbed hold, clinging to the rope as though their lives depended on it, which, in truth, they did.
The fibers creaked ominously under the strain, the soaked packs and men weighing it down. Ammon’s mind raced. If they didn’t lighten the load, the rope would snap.
"Let go!" he roared above the chaos. "Let go and swim!" 

[image: ]Two men hesitated, their eyes wide with fear, but they knew the truth. Reluctantly, they released their hold and struck out on their own, battling the fierce current. Ammon prayed they'd make it.
With less weight dragging the rope, the others were slowly pulled toward the shore. Each inch felt like a lifetime as the men on land hauled with all their might. Ammon’s muscles burned, but he held on, teeth gritted against the pull of the river.
Finally, mercifully, they reached solid ground. Ammon collapsed onto the wet, sandy bank, gasping for breath. Around him, the others did the same, too exhausted to speak. The sun, now high overhead, beat down on them mercilessly.
The river had taken its toll. Precious stores of cornmeal and flour had been lost to the current. One warrior, miraculously, had saved his bow, but the arrows were gone. The morning’s battle with the river had cost them more than time - it had set them back in ways they hadn’t yet begun to reckon with.
Ammon stared at the sky, the chill of the water still clinging to his skin. He knew they couldn’t stay long. The provisions they’d managed to save would need to dry before they could move on. But for now, they lay there, battered and grateful to have survived the river’s wrath.
"That was too close," Amaleki muttered, lying beside him.
Ammon grunted, not trusting himself to speak. He had no words for what had just happened. Only the knowledge that they weren’t done yet…not by a long shot.
…
As the troop regrouped at the rescue site, the scouts returned with disconcerting news. Several small villages dotted the area two miles inland, too close for comfort. This new information forced Ammon to consider his options. The provisions still needed time to dry, but staying in one place increased the risk of detection. The delay gnawed at him.
Ammon called his men together, taking a deep breath before addressing them. “We’ve lost time,” he said, voice firm but edged with frustration. “The scouts have found villages nearby. We can’t stay here any longer.”
One of the warriors, Helem, raised an eyebrow. “And the provisions? Without them, we won’t last long.”
“I know,” Ammon said, clenching his jaw. “But we’ll have to dry them out as we move. We can't afford to linger.”
The men exchanged glances, understanding the gravity of their situation. Ammon gave the order to march, and they packed their damp belongings. With determined hearts, they set off further north, hoping to avoid detection and make up for lost time.
The journey ahead was uncertain, fraught with danger, but Ammon steeled himself. This was only the beginning, and an auspicious one at that.




















[bookmark: _Hlk181023013]Chapter Eight: Limhi's Despair

Several Hundreds of Miles Away in the Land of Lehi-Nephi


Limhi sat in the farthest, darkest corner of his chamber, his head bowed low, the weight of the crown pressing harder than ever. Discouraged didn’t begin to describe the ache in his chest, the bone-deep weariness that clung to him like a second skin. He had just left the courtyard, the scene of yet another close brush with death, another reminder of the fragility of their existence under the cruel Lamanite yoke.
Moments earlier, he had faced a group of guards, their spears drawn and their eyes cold, surrounding one of the town’s few too remaining young fathers. The man had been accused of some trifling offense, Limhi still wasn’t clear on what, but the Lamanites were ready to take his life for it. The father’s face had been paling with fear, his hands trembling as he stood before his would-be executioners. His wife and child had watched from the edge of the crowd, silent and stricken, helpless.
Limhi had felt something snap inside him as he saw the terror in their eyes. He couldn't let another innocent man be slaughtered, not on his watch. Not when he still had some power left, however little it was. Summoning every ounce of authority he had, he had stepped forward, raising his hand to halt the guards.
“Stop!” His voice rang out across the courtyard, cutting through the tension like a blade.
The Lamanite captain, a hard-eyed brute named Kashah, sneered at him, clearly unbothered by Limhi’s command. “This man broke our laws,” Kashah growled. “He pays with his life.”
“He broke no law worth killing him for,” Limhi countered, stepping closer. “He is a father. He is needed here, alive.”
The crowd had held its breath, the air thick with the threat of violence. Limhi had stood tall, though his heart pounded in his chest. He could feel the eyes of his people on him, feel their hope, their desperation. This was a gamble - he knew it - but one he had to take.
“The punishment must fit the crime,” Limhi continued, his voice low but steady. “And for this? A fine will suffice. I will pay it myself, if need be.”
Kashah had narrowed his eyes, clearly considering whether defying the king was worth the trouble. After a long, tense moment, the guard had grunted, signaling to his men to lower their weapons.
“Very well, King Limhi,” Kashah had spat, the words laced with venom. “But remember, your authority here is thin. Don't press your luck.”
With that, the guards had dispersed, leaving the young father trembling but alive, his wife rushing to his side in tears. Limhi had barely acknowledged the quiet thanks the man had whispered before hurrying them away. The encounter had cost him more than he cared to admit.
Now, in the dark solitude of his room, the weight of it all crashed over him. He had saved a life today, yes, but at what cost? Each time he defied the Lamanites, his authority eroded just a little more, and with it, his ability to protect his people. How much longer could he keep this up? How many more times would he be able to stand between his people and death?
Limhi stared into the shadows, wrestling with the gnawing fear that the day would come when even his title as king wouldn’t be enough to save them.
The burden on his people was nearly unbearable. The Lamanites took every opportunity to drive the men and women like beasts in the field, treating them as no better than slaves. The spirit of his people had been crushed, worn down through years of oppression. They had survived three major conflicts since Limhi had taken the throne, each defeat bringing crueler and more unbearable rule, until his people could no longer stand it. They had pleaded with him, desperate and broken, that death might be better than this life of subjugation.
And death had indeed been their companion - three costly battles fought for their freedom, each one resulting in the loss of loved ones. The most recent battle had decimated the city's eligible men, leaving women to outnumber men five to one. Nearly every woman was a widow, with pressing needs for sustenance and support. Not only were they giving half of all they produced to the Lamanite overlords, but many of the remaining men were now supporting several families apiece. It was a life of impossible burdens, stretching them beyond endurance.
Conditions in the city had dwindled too barely tolerable. The constant struggle for survival left no time for anything beyond basic needs. When Limhi thought of their present condition, his blood boiled with rage, especially against his father and the disastrous reign that had plunged them into this suffering. His father's priests and council had indulged in wickedness, chasing after riches and power for themselves. The crowning act of his father’s cruelty had been the execution of a great prophet, who had been burned alive for condemning their sins.
When the enemy had arrived at their gates, his father’s forces were unprepared, and the city had fallen quickly. To make matters worse, those same corrupt men who had led them to ruin had escaped into the wilderness, only to commit an even more heinous act—abducting the beautiful daughters of the Lamanites, bringing bloodshed and retaliation upon the people.
Limhi knew, in a way, they deserved their fate. They had forsaken their God, becoming wicked, cruel, and perverse. Now, humbled to the dust of the earth, their desperate cries for deliverance went unanswered. The Lamanite guards were merciless, their cruelty a daily reminder of their downfall. There wasn’t enough food to go around, and even the strongest of men were beginning to falter under the weight of their labors.
Limhi found himself staring at the darkness, lost in thought. What could he do? What measure could he enact that might ease the burden on his people or soften the hearts of their enemies? He had already sent a small contingent of his guard into the hills to search for the wicked priests who had brought this wrath upon them. Perhaps, if he could bring them to justice, he might be able to broker some peace with the Lamanites. But even that was a distant hope, with no certainty of success.
Absconding into the wilderness and finding a way back to the land of Zarahemla had crossed his mind more than once. But it had been over 150 years since his grandfather, King Zeniff, had led the people into this land. The records were lost or incomplete. He had no idea how far Zarahemla was, or in which direction it lay. And even if he did, could his people survive such a journey? They were so weakened, so broken, that it was hard to imagine them outpacing their enemies, let alone surviving the wilderness.
With so many widows, children, and frail men, Limhi wondered if they even had enough provisions to last a few days. His people were trapped in a cage of their own making, hemmed in by their oppressors and the wilderness alike.
Alone in his chamber, Limhi fell to his knees, his heart heavy with the weight of his people’s suffering.
“Oh Lord,” he began, his voice barely a whisper, “forgive me, forgive this people our trespasses. We have no escape, no way out. We are nothing but slaves in this land, and we cannot endure much longer. I beg of thee, deliver us from this oppression, for only through thy grace and power is any such miracle possible.”
He paused, the silence of the room pressing in around him. He felt small, insignificant. And yet, in that moment of despair, he clung to the sliver of hope that had sustained him all these years.
“Lord,” he whispered again, “I beg of thee a miracle.”
The darkness of the room felt heavier than before, but Limhi’s heart lifted slightly. Though there was no immediate answer, no sign from above, he felt an inner flicker of peace, the tiniest seed of hope. Perhaps, one day, they would be delivered from such an awful fate.
















[bookmark: _Hlk202804692][bookmark: _Hlk181023039]Chapter Nine: Expedition Day-Four

The new day brought an oppressive sun and stifling humidity, making sleep elusive for Ammon. He had temporarily changed his strategy, deciding to travel by night and sleep during the day. The waterways were surrounded by small villages, and traders moving in and out of different parts of the country increased the likelihood of detection. While he didn’t particularly fear enemy reprisal, he wanted to maintain precautions, especially under direct orders from the king.
The terrain was foreign to Ammon. The thick canopy of trees made it difficult to tell direction and find their way through the dense foliage, especially as they traveled at night. The numerous waterways, rivers, bogs, and small swamps turned the countryside into a burdensome maze, slowing their progress to a crawl. Ammon wasn't even certain if they were headed in the right direction.
Despite extreme fatigue, sleep avoided him as he lay back against a nearby boulder. He was restless, anxious, and prayed often. At the rate they were going, the provisions they had brought along would not last long. They took every opportunity to catch fish in small streams or hunt whitetail deer when they could. But hunting and fishing took time - a trade-off that was often necessary. Early this morning, Ammon had directed the men to scavenge the area for food and game. The scavenging had not proven fruitful. Even though some men had found isolated pockets of deer, they had failed to close the distance to harvest one. However, Yoezer had managed to harvest a lone turkey.
The small fire crackled at the entrance of the cave, its flickering light casting long shadows on the rocky walls. The savory aroma of roasted turkey wafted through the air, a welcome scent after the long and grueling trek from Zarahemla. Ammon’s stomach growled in anticipation as he watched Yoezer expertly baste the bird, his hand steady as he rotated the meager meal on a makeshift spit.
"Almost there," Yoezer murmured, his eyes gleaming with the satisfaction of a hot meal well-earned. He reached for his turning stick, but just as his fingers brushed it, he jerked back with a sharp intake of breath. His face contorted in pain.
"What is it?" Ammon asked, rising to his feet, his instincts immediately on alert.
Before Yoezer could answer, his blade flashed, cutting through the air with deadly precision. In one swift motion, he struck something to the ground - a blur of movement that sent the entire squad of warriors springing to their feet, weapons drawn.
"Snake!" one of the men shouted, pointing at the thick, writhing body that now lay in the dirt, headless.
Ammon’s heart sank as he saw the puncture marks on Yoezer’s hand. The bite site was already swelling, angry and red. Yoezer staggered, clutching his arm as a wave of pain hit him. Ammon knelt beside him, his mind racing.
"Take off his armbands! Anything constricting!" Ammon ordered, his voice calm but urgent.
The men obeyed without question, hurriedly removing Yoezer's brass armbands and loosening his belt. The swelling was spreading fast, and Yoezer’s breathing grew labored, his face slick with sweat. Despite their swift efforts, the venom worked its way through his system, and soon Yoezer was trembling uncontrollably, his skin pale and cold despite the oppressive afternoon heat.
Ammon shot a glance at the dead rattlesnake, its severed body lying ominously still on the ground. The serpent was massive, nearly six feet long, with dark, blotchy markings and a thick, black tail capped by a large rattle. This was no ordinary snake, it was a timber rattler, far more dangerous than the smaller, lighter-colored ones Ammon had known in his youth.
Yoezer's breath came in ragged gasps now, his lips trembling as he fought to stay conscious. His throat and mouth were beginning to swell, his voice a mere croak as he tried to speak.
Ammon knelt beside him, placing a steady hand on his shoulder. "Don't try to talk, Yoezer. Save your strength."
Yoezer’s eyes met Ammon’s, the unspoken fear evident in the warrior’s gaze. Known for his strength and resilience, Yoezer had faced countless battles without flinching, but the venom was relentless. His pain was all too clear now, and it sent a ripple of unease through the group.
"Eat the turkey. Cook the snake too," Ammon ordered the remaining men. His tone was grim, but he knew they needed to stay focused and nourished. The fire could serve them one way or another.
The warriors hesitated, glancing at Yoezer’s deteriorating condition, but they knew Ammon was right. They needed their strength if they were to press on. Reluctantly, they began to divide the turkey, the task feeling hollow now as Yoezer’s shallow breaths filled the cave.
Ammon watched helplessly as Yoezer’s condition worsened. His body shivered violently despite the sticky, humid air. His eyes fluttered closed, and he slumped against the rocky wall, his skin ashen. Ammon’s gut twisted. This was a man who had never shown pain, never backed down from anything, and now the venom was sapping his strength, inch by inch.
Ammon clenched his jaw, staring into the fire as it crackled and spat. There was no healer among them, no medicine to counter the venom. His thoughts raced for a solution, but nothing came. All they could do now was wait and hope - hope that Yoezer’s body was strong enough to survive what the poison sought to steal from him.
Seeing no other option, Ammon took a deep breath, forcing himself to stay calm as he instructed four warriors to prepare a gurney. Yoezer’s condition was rapidly deteriorating, and the sight of his pale, trembling form weighed heavily on Ammon's heart. The men moved quickly, cutting small saplings from the nearby woods with great caution, careful to avoid the treacherous undergrowth that had concealed the rattlesnake’s deadly strike. They worked in silence, their faces grim, knowing the gravity of the situation.
As they brought the makeshift gurney to Yoezer’s side, Ammon couldn't shake the sense of failure that gnawed at him. First, the disastrous river crossing, now this. A botched expedition, and he had barely begun. He was meant to lead these men, to bring them back to King Mosiah safely. Instead, they were already down a warrior, precious provisions and every setback chipped away at his confidence. Truly an inauspicious beginning, he thought bitterly.
Ammon knelt beside Yoezer; his voice gentle as he explained the plan. "Yoezer, I’m sending you back to Zarahemla with four warriors. You’re too important to risk here in the wilds with no healer. We’ll return as soon as we can, but you need proper care."
Yoezer, though wracked with pain, struggled to sit up, his face taut with determination. He took a shallow breath, wincing as he spoke. "Commander... no." His voice was strained, but his will was unbroken. "With all due respect, I cannot... allow our mission to be compromised for my sake. You need every man. Do not waste four warriors to carry me back."
Ammon frowned, already shaking his head, but Yoezer continued, his voice growing weaker. "I refuse to be a burden. Let the mission proceed. I will recover. I have faith in that. But do not send me home... please. Promise me this."
Ammon looked into Yoezer’s eyes, seeing the fierce resolve of a man who had faced hardship his entire life. Yoezer had been chosen for this mission not only for his prowess as a warrior but because he knew how to survive, how to endure. His youth had been spent in struggle - his parents, older and childless for years, had seen him as a miracle when he was born. But by the time Yoezer had reached adolescence, sickness had taken them both, leaving him orphaned and alone. He had learned to live off the land, to scrape by on what little he had, and that same grit had defined him ever since.
Ammon’s chest tightened with emotion. This wasn’t just a warrior, it was a brother in arms, someone who had faced unimaginable loss and had emerged stronger because of it. Yoezer’s unwavering spirit in this moment, even as venom coursed through his veins, was evidence to his indomitable will.
"Yoezer..." Ammon began, but he faltered. How could he argue with that determination?
"Promise me, Ammon," Yoezer pleaded, his voice barely a whisper now, his eyes starting to glaze. "Let me stay. Do not send me back."
Ammon clenched his jaw, torn between duty and loyalty. Yoezer was right. The mission depended on as many men as possible, and if they sent four warriors back, it could jeopardize everything. But leaving him here to suffer, possibly die - was that any better?
Yoezer’s hand found Ammon’s arm, his grip surprisingly strong. "Promise me," he whispered again, the fire in his eyes flickering even as his body weakened.
Ammon swallowed hard. "I promise," he said, his voice thick with emotion. "We will continue, and I will not send you back."
A faint smile tugged at Yoezer’s lips as the tension in his body released. His eyes fluttered closed, and he lost consciousness, his breathing shallow but steady.
Ammon stood, his heart heavy with the weight of the promise. He looked at his men, who had gathered around in silent witness. They, too, understood the gravity of what had just transpired. Yoezer was one of their finest, and to leave him behind was a risk, but one that had now become inevitable.
"Keep him warm," Ammon instructed softly. "We’ll press on at first light. Yoezer stays with us."
The men nodded, gathering around their fallen brother, but the worry in their eyes was palpable. Ammon turned away, staring into the fire. The mission would continue, as it had to. But the promise he had made weighed on him, and he knew that in the days to come, it might prove the hardest promise he had ever kept.
…
Ammon kept his word. He would not abandon Yoezer, but he knew their mission could not afford further delay. With care, the men loaded Yoezer’s unconscious body onto the gurney, their movements deliberate and somber. The venom had taken its toll, but Yoezer’s shallow breaths gave Ammon a sliver of hope that he might survive.
Before setting out, Ammon gathered Amaleki and Helem, his two most trusted scouts, along with two additional men. He gave them precise instructions: "You four will move ahead. Two days' journey deeper into this territory. Once you’ve scouted far enough, send the other two men back to guide us through. Stay sharp. We’re in dangerous land."
Amaleki nodded, his face resolute. "We won’t let you down, Ammon."
The scouting party quickly vanished into the dense foliage, leaving Ammon with the bulk of the group and Yoezer’s fragile form. They had already lost nearly an entire day grappling with the snakebite, and as the hours passed, Ammon’s apprehension gnawed at him. They were still far from the mountainous terrain where he believed the lost city of Lehi-Nephi lay, and the jungle seemed determined to slow them at every turn.
The air grew thick as the day waned, the dense canopy of hardwood and pine trees trapping the heat and humidity beneath its cover. Progress was agonizingly slow. Their feet sank into the wet earth as they trudged through boggy swamplands, the mud sucking at their sandals with every step. To make matters worse, the mosquitoes had arrived in relentless swarms, their incessant buzzing filling the air like a plague. They bit through the men's clothes, leaving swollen welts across their exposed skin. The warriors carrying Yoezer's gurney were particularly helpless against the bloodthirsty tormentors, unable to swat them away as they trudged forward.
Ammon kept his pace steady, but his thoughts churned. They had ventured too deep into the wilds to turn back now, yet the city of Lehi-Nephi still felt like a distant mirage. The thick forest and constant challenges made him question whether they’d reach it at all. As the sun began to dip toward the horizon, casting long shadows over the damp earth, Ammon felt a surge of frustration. They needed to make better time, or ironically, King Mosiah might send a search party out after them.
A miserable silence had settled over the group, the only sounds the occasional grunt of effort as they heaved the gurney over thick roots and the maddening hum of the mosquitoes. The men’s spirits were flagging, and Ammon could see it in their hunched shoulders and tired eyes. He couldn’t blame them - between the botched river crossing, the snakebite, and now the unyielding bog, it felt as if nature itself conspired against them. He glanced over at Yoezer, lying pale and still on the gurney. His breathing was faint but steady, and Ammon prayed the man’s iron will would be enough to pull him through.
“We’ll camp soon,” Ammon finally said, breaking the oppressive silence. “Get a fire going once we stop. That should keep the insects at bay.”
The men nodded wearily, grateful for even a temporary reprieve from the torment. Ammon’s gaze swept over the dense forest ahead, his mind turning toward the future. They would have to move faster, more decisively, if they were to reach their goal. Yet with Yoezer’s condition worsening and the terrain growing more treacherous by the mile, Ammon knew the hardest days of the journey were still ahead of them.
[bookmark: _Hlk181023119]

























[bookmark: _Hlk202804720]Chapter Ten - Mosquito Madness

Expedition Day Four & Five


Exhausted and tormented by mosquitoes that gnawed at their sanity, Ammon was forced to concede that they needed to rest. The group couldn’t endure much longer in their current state. Yoezer’s condition had improved only slightly, he was breathing easier, though still unconscious. To make matters worse, a cold front had begun to sweep through the region, bringing sudden bursts of chilling rain that soaked the earth and all it touched. The air was heavy, damp, and thick with the scent of wet foliage.
The men Ammon had posted on the first watch returned, dripping wet and shivering. The cold rain had drenched them to the bone, their teeth chattering audibly as they sought warmth by the fire. Ammon, though equally cold, remained vigilant, his eyes scanning the men as they stripped out of their wet clothes and hung them over the flames. Their pale, quivering bodies pressed closer to the smoky fire, not only for heat but for some blessed relief from the swarming mosquitoes. The insects, relentless in their assault, had reduced even the hardiest of the warriors to desperate swats and curses.
Ammon’s thoughts raced. Things were unraveling, nothing was going as planned. His mission, his men, his promise to King Mosiah, all seemed to be slipping through his fingers. Every decision he had made so far felt like a misstep. They had barely covered the needed traveling distance since the snake bite incident a feat considering the day's events, but still far short of what they needed. And now, they were immobilized by the cold and fatigue, taking shelter under rocky ledges and a small cave that had miraculously kept them dry for the time being.
Yoezer stirred, his face ashen and gaunt. His voice, weak but determined, broke through Ammon’s brooding thoughts. "Water," Yoezer rasped.
One of the men hurried to provide it, lifting a small flask to his parched lips. Yoezer drank gratefully, then turned his pale gaze to Ammon. "Leave me," he whispered, his voice barely above a croak. "You must go on without me, Commander. I will only slow you down."
Ammon’s jaw tightened. "I’m not leaving you behind," he replied firmly, brushing the cluster of mosquitoes from Yoezer’s face. The pests had gathered thick around his head and neck, biting at his exposed skin. Ammon swatted them away as best he could, wrapping Yoezer more securely in a cloak for protection.
Yoezer weakly protested again, but Ammon silenced him with a stern look. "I made you a promise, Yoezer, and I intend to keep it. We’ll carry you if we have to, but we’re not abandoning you."
Yoezer’s eyes closed, his body too weak to argue further, and Ammon turned his attention to the rest of the camp. The men had built the fire larger, its light flickering against the stone walls of the ledge they huddled beneath. Despite the bitter cold, their spirits had been lifted by a stroke of good fortune earlier in the day: one of the forward scouts had taken down a lone whitetail deer, a much-needed bounty in their otherwise meager rations.
Now, they sat around the fire, enjoying the tender venison roasted with the spices they had carried from Zarahemla. The savory aroma filled the air, a welcome contrast to the damp, earthy scent of the jungle. For the first time in days, the men laughed quietly, sharing stories of hunts past and reminiscing about their families. The warmth of the fire and the hearty meal offered them a brief but necessary respite.
Ammon, watching from the edge of the camp, felt a rare moment of peace. His men, battered and weary, were still warriors at heart, and the simple act of sharing a meal had restored some semblance of normalcy to their lives. He had volunteered for this security shift, allowing the others to enjoy the venison and rest their aching bodies. They had traveled for five grueling days with little more than dried cornmeal to sustain them. Now, for the first time, they had something to bolster their strength.
As the men tore into the juicy, seasoned venison, Ammon couldn’t help but feel a glimmer of hope. If they could endure the trials of this journey, the river, the snakebite, the endless mosquitoes, then perhaps they could still reach their goal. They were strong, resilient, and determined.
Ammon’s gaze drifted to the horizon, where the night sky was a deep, endless black, punctuated by the occasional flash of distant lightning. The cold front would only worsen as the night wore on, and the rains would likely return. But for now, his men were fed, his fire was strong, and they had each other.
….
No good thing can last forever, it seemed, for before the evening could be fully savored, the rumblings of an approaching storm shattered the peace. The once starry sky turned ominously black, and sharp winds began to whip through the camp. Ammon, already on edge from the day’s trials, felt the pit in his stomach deepen.
The storm struck with a vengeance. Sheets of torrential rain lashed the earth, soaking everything in its path. The men scrambled to secure their belongings, covering Yoezer as best they could. But the storm’s fury was only beginning. Hail followed, hard as stone, pelting their skin and ricocheting off the rocks. Chaos erupted as the warriors dashed for cover beneath the rocky ledges and huddled deeper into the small cave. Some clutched their belongings; others simply tried to protect their heads from the biting hail.
But then came a sound that sent a chill down every man’s spine. It started as a low, ominous growl, barely audible over the storm, but it grew louder with each passing second, the unmistakable roar of a tornado. Ammon’s heart raced. He had heard that sound before, back in Zarahemla, where tornados had torn through the fields, leaving nothing but devastation in their wake.
The men, panic rising in their eyes, looked to Ammon. There was no time to think, no time to plan. They had to act fast. “To the embankments! Find any shelter you can!” Ammon shouted, his voice cutting through the howling wind. The warriors pressed themselves against the sturdiest boulders they could find, flattening themselves into the earth as the roar of the tornado grew louder. The winds howled with a terrifying ferocity, uprooting trees and tearing through the forest as if it were made of paper.
Ammon, his mind racing, felt a surge of desperation. His men, the mission, everything they had worked for - was it all about to be torn apart? But as fear clawed at him, something deeper stirred within. Without hesitation, Ammon dropped to his knees, pressing his body against a large boulder for support. With all his spiritual might, he cried out to God, begging for the lives of his men. His voice, though drowned by the storm, carried a weight that the warriors could feel in their hearts. It wasn’t just the storm they faced; it was the very essence of nature’s wrath. But Ammon didn’t plead in fear; he prayed in faith. His heart, full of hope, reached beyond the tempest to the Almighty.
The men, seeing their commander kneeling amidst the storm’s fury, were struck by the sight. Ammon, ever the warrior, now stood as a pillar of faith, confronting the tornado not with weapons but with prayer. It was a scene of majesty and awe. For a moment, the warriors forgot the storm and fixed their eyes on their leader, who, with unyielding faith, sought divine intervention.
[image: ]The tornado’s roar reached a deafening crescendo as it barreled toward them, ripping through the trees with unstoppable force. It seemed nothing could stop its path of destruction. The ground beneath them shook, and the winds screamed in their ears. But just when it seemed all hope was lost, something miraculous happened. The tornado began to lose its form, its violent tail unraveling like a rope caught in the wind. In an instant, it dissipated, rising into the sky and disappearing as swiftly as it had come. 

The forest fell eerily silent. The once howling wind now gave way to a light, peaceful drizzle, and the earth seemed to sigh in relief. The men, shaken but unharmed, stared in disbelief at the remnants of the storm, their hearts pounding. Not a single man had been injured; not a single tree had fallen on their camp. The destruction had passed them by.
For a moment, there was only the soft patter of rain. Then, one by one, the warriors fell to their knees. They had seen the fury of the tornado with their own eyes, and they had seen the faith of their commander stand against it. There was no doubt in their minds: Ammon’s prayer had been answered. God had spared them.
Ammon remained still for a moment longer, his heart swelling with gratitude. He rose slowly, turning to see his men, faces lifted to the sky in awe. They all bowed their heads, giving thanks to the Almighty for their miraculous deliverance. It was a moment that would stay with them for the rest of their lives - an indelible testament to the power of faith and the strength of a leader who had not wavered when the world around him had threatened to collapse.
Together, they knelt in the soft rain, not as warriors or men of the world, but as brothers united in their gratitude, their hearts filled with awe and reverence for the divine mercy that had saved them

[bookmark: _Hlk181023158]Chapter Eleven:   Early Morning Heartache

City of Lehi-Nephi


King Limhi woke early to an urgent knock on his chamber doors. An anxious courier had been dispatched from the home of his cousin Leah, requesting his immediate presence. Leah’s husband had been killed in the battle of Shilom, leaving her and three small children to fend for themselves. The message seemed urgent and distressing, petitioning the King come with all haste.
The early morning mist clung to the ground as King Limhi strode with purpose through the winding pathways. The city, was a sprawling settlement of earthworks and wooden structures. Earthen mounds rose intermittently, crowned with wooden fortifications, while wide plazas and ceremonial spaces lay silent in the dawn's light. The homes were simple yet sturdy, constructed from timber and clay, their thatched roofs blending with the verdant surroundings. Nephi’s Temple stood, the structure had been used intermittently by both the Nephites and the Lamanites for a myriad of purposes other than its initial intended charter- that as a sacred sanctuary of God. Since his grandfather had returned to possess this land of their inheritance, the people had done their best to help restore its structure, but there were not nearly skilled enough artisans trained as was the great prophet, and so the Temple had lost some of its grandeur. During his father’s wicked reign, the Temple had been perversely used as a ceremonial location for riotous ongoings, and became an elitist sanctuary harboring not only bad deeds but it had become a place of commerce and trade. Now it stood empty, as its treasures had been stripped and pilfered by the ravages of war and to the victors had gone the spoils.
As Limhi passed through the central plaza, he could see the intricate wooden palisades that offered a semblance of protection from the surrounding wilderness, now eerily quiet under the oppressive Lamanite occupation.
Nephite residents, fearful of the Lamanite guards patrolling the city, peered from behind shuttered windows and half-closed doors. Their eyes, filled with a mix of anxiety and desperation, followed the king's swift progress. The presence of the Lamanites was a constant reminder of their subjugation; armored warriors with stern faces and menacing postures seemed to be at every corner. The once-bustling marketplace was now deserted, the vibrant stalls replaced by an air of tension and unease. Limhi's heart ached as he noticed the once proud and vibrant city reduced to a shadow of its former self, its spirit dampened by the heavy hand of their oppressors.
….
Leah's reputation as the finest tapestry and textile artisan were well known. Her creations were celebrated not just for their technical excellence but for the stories they wove into the very fabric. Her hands, skilled and nimble, could transform ordinary threads into magnificent works of art, and the garments she produced were highly sought after by the nobility and common folk alike.
Her tapestries were rich with vibrant colors derived from natural dyes - deep indigos, vivid crimsons, golden ochres, and lush greens. These hues were blended and layered with a masterful touch, creating scenes that seemed almost lifelike. One of her most famous pieces depicted a serene woodland scene, where deer grazed peacefully beneath ancient oaks, their leaves rendered with such detail that they appeared to rustle in the breeze.
[image: ]
Leah's cloaks were the envy of many. Made from the finest wool and linen, they were as warm as they were beautiful. She lined them with soft, insulating layers of fur and adorned their hems with intricate patterns. One particularly stunning cloak featured a border of intertwining vines and flowers, each petal and leaf meticulously embroidered with silk threads. The cloak’s clasp was a masterpiece in itself, a bronze brooch shaped like a leaping stag; its eyes set with tiny, glittering garnets.
Her robes were equally impressive, often commissioned by the elite for special occasions. These robes flowed gracefully, the fabric draping elegantly around the wearer. Leah's embroidery skills truly shone here. She could spend months on a single robe, stitching detailed patterns that told stories of ancient heroes, mythical creatures, and celestial bodies. One such robe, commissioned by a high-ranking priest, depicted the constellations, each star a tiny bead sewn with precision, creating a shimmering map of the night sky.
Leah also crafted belts, headbands, and sandals, each piece reflecting her dedication to beauty and function. Her belts, woven from sturdy leather and decorated with colorful geometric patterns, added both style and structure to any outfit. Her headbands, often worn by women during festivals, were adorned with feathers, beads, and delicate embroidery, making the wearer feel both regal and festive. Even her sandals, simple yet elegant, featured braided straps and embroidered soles, ensuring that every step was taken in comfort and style.
Her workspace was a marvel in itself. The loom stood at the center, a testament to her tireless dedication. Shelves lined the walls, filled with spools of thread, baskets of wool, and jars of dye. Each material was carefully sourced, from the finest wool. Her tools, needles, scissors, and spindles, were worn with use, yet each one was meticulously cared for, a demonstration to her respect for her craft.
Leah's legacy was not just in the garments she created, but in the way she elevated the art of textile making. Her pieces were designed to be passed down through generations, cherished heirlooms that spoke of her talent and their rich cultural heritage.
…..
As Limhi neared the outskirts of the city, the homes became sparser, interspersed with plots of farmland and small groves of trees. The path became narrower, winding between fields and clusters of shrubs. The sounds of the city faded, replaced by the unsettling cries of Leah and her children, growing louder with each hurried step. Leah's home was a modest structure, set slightly apart from the others, with a small garden that now lay trampled underfoot by the Lamanite guards. Limhi's pace quickened, his breath coming in short bursts as he pushed himself towards the source of the distress.
Rounding the final bend, Limhi's eyes fell upon the heartbreaking scene. Leah, her face streaked with tears, clung to her weeping children while the Lamanite guards callously loaded her provisions into a crude wooden wagon. The small, rickety cart creaked under the weight. The guards, indifferent to the family's plight, laughed and jeered, their harsh voices a stark contrast to the mourning cries of Leah and her children. Limhi's presence was immediately noted, and a tense silence fell over the scene as he approached. His heart pounded with a mixture of sorrow and righteous anger, his mind racing with thoughts of how to aid his beleaguered kin in this dire moment.
As Limhi arrived, he saw Leah was beside herself in anguish, tears streamed, sobbing as a Lamanite guard held her arm. Her three young children stood in the front yard, crying, tears rolling down their cheeks as they huddled together in fear. Then Limhi saw Zamesh, and his blood ran cold.
……
The sight of the renowned Lamanite warrior, Captain Zamesh, made King Limhi's heart seize with fear. Zamesh, the most feared and wicked man Limhi had ever known, embodied the very essence of brutality and cruelty. Even in the shadow of his father, King Noah, a man so vile he had burned a holy man alive - Zamesh's malevolence stood out starkly.
Zamesh had risen through the Lamanite ranks through sheer brutality. He seemed immune to fear, showing no mercy to his enemies. His acts of barbaric cruelty struck terror not only among the Nephites but within his own ranks as well. During the decades-long war between the Nephites and the Lamanites, his reputation for murder, plunder, and all manner of atrocities, spread like wildfire. He was a force of nature, feared and unchallenged.
[image: ]The stories of his brutality were legion. Zamesh never gave grace or quarter, his hatred for Limhi’s people ingrained deep within his soul. His visage bore the scars of countless battles, each wound evidence to his ferocity. He wore the teeth of his adversaries on a necklace, their bones part of his breastplate, and his disfigurements only fueled his hatred further.
After the last war between the Nephites and the Lamanites, King Limhi had no choice but to sue for peace. The war had been long and brutal, with both sides suffering great losses. Though the Nephites had fought valiantly, they had been vastly outnumbered, and defeat was inevitable. In the aftermath, Limhi sought a way to preserve what little remained of his people. His plea for peace was met with a mix of contempt and reluctance from the Lamanites. Among them, Zamesh, was unrelenting, arguing vehemently for the total obliteration of the Nephites. He saw no reason to show mercy to the defeated. To him, the Nephites were nothing more than an inferior race, worthy only of extermination. 
But the Lamanite king, seeking a more strategic approach, chose a path of restraint. Instead of wiping out the Nephites, he decided to enslave them, forcing them into servitude under Lamanite rule. "Let them serve us," the king had said. "Their labor will be our gain." Zamesh had fumed at the decision, but the king’s authority was absolute. He begrudgingly obeyed, but the warning not to harm the Nephites without provocation barely held him in check.
The fragile peace, however, was riddled with moments of cruelty. Zamesh, known for his volatile temper, took every opportunity to inflict suffering where he could. Just the previous summer, he had driven Jacob, one of the few remaining able-bodied Nephite men, to the brink of collapse. Jacob, exhausted from a long day of forced labor, struggled to free his cart from the town’s heavy gates. Zamesh, impatient and eager to return home, whipped him mercilessly. Each crack of the whip echoed across the fields, the sound of leather biting into flesh, as Jacob’s body quivered under the strain.
Jacob’s family had been nearby, gathering what little food they could. His wife, Miriam, screamed in horror, begging for mercy. But Zamesh, filled with sadistic pleasure, only smiled and increased the force of his blows. Seeing his father’s plight, Jacob’s young son had run into the field to help, his small hands grasping at the cart in desperation. But Zamesh, enraged by the boy’s interference, swung his club with brutal force, striking the child on the back of his head.
The boy crumpled to the ground, unconscious. Zamesh did not even pause, moving past them as if nothing had happened. Miriam’s heart shattered as she ran to her son’s limp body. The boy survived, but the blow left him permanently brain-damaged, unable to speak or walk properly ever again. Jacob, having endured too much for one man, succumbed to his injuries only a few days later. He left behind a widow and a crippled son, another victim of the merciless Zamesh.
Now, whenever Zamesh appeared, the blood of the Nephites ran cold. His presence brought only fear and despair. Even the smallest infraction was met with brutal retribution. Yet, despite the oppression and cruelty, King Limhi’s people held on, clinging to the hope that one day their suffering might end. For as long as Zamesh lived, however, that day seemed impossibly far away.
…….
Limhi stepped forward and inquired urgently, "What is the meaning of this? What are you doing?"
Zamesh, stepped forward menacingly, "King Laman of the great nation of the Lamanites is requiring this woman to come work in the palace. We are in need of her skills and talents."
Fear coursed through Limhi's body, for although he was the king of his people, he was certainly subordinate to any wishes of the Lamanite King. "I fear, Zamesh, that she will be of little use to your King. She has done very little textile work since the great war and must care for her three young children, as you can see," he said, pointing to the children in the courtyard.
During their conversation, the other Lamanite guards continued to load the wagon, securing her tools and belongings. Zamesh responded coldly, "I know of no such thing, nor do I care. I have my orders."
Limhi persisted, "I would like to speak with the King regarding this matter before you take her away."
Zamesh's response was immediate and dismissive, "King, I was told specifically not to listen to any such entreaties from you. There will be no petition and no inquiry. The woman is going to work in the palace."
"But her children," Limhi protested.
"I have no care for them. Whether they die or you keep them alive is of no mind to me. If you are concerned for them, they are in your care. Otherwise, I can dispose of them herewith."
Limhi tried to step forward, his heart aching for Leah, but the Lamanite guards quickly moved to block his path. Zamesh, visibly irritated, stepped forward with a sneer. "I will have no more interference from you, King," he spat. "You’re welcome to the children if you want them. If not, I will surely dispatch them on your behalf."
Limhi’s heart raced. The situation was dire. Leah, nearly hysterical, was being dragged away, and now the lives of her children hung in the balance. Zamesh’s words were cold, a reminder of how fragile the peace truly was. The Lamanite commander’s casual threat sent chills through Limhi’s veins.
Without hesitation, Limhi shifted his focus from saving Leah to saving the innocent lives of her children. He turned to his own guards, his voice firm but strained. "Gather the children," he commanded. The guards moved swiftly, gathering the crying, terrified children in their arms as they reached out desperately for their mother. Their wails echoed in the courtyard, but Limhi knew he had to act quickly to protect them.
"Take courage, woman!" Limhi called out to Leah, his voice strong despite the chaos. "I will see what I can do, but I will take care of your children. Be of good cheer and beg of God for a miracle!"
Leah’s eyes, wide with fear and desperation, met Limhi’s. For a moment, her sobs quieted, and something in her gaze shifted, perhaps hope, perhaps trust. She nodded faintly, her face streaked with tears, as the guards pulled her away. Limhi could only watch, his mind racing for a way to intervene.
As Zamesh strode away, smug in his power, Limhi turned to the children, their innocent faces streaked with tears. He had saved them for now, but Leah’s fate, and their future, was uncertain. Limhi whispered a silent prayer, pleading for divine intervention, knowing that without it, their suffering would continue under the cruel hand of Zamesh.
The Lamanite guards completed their task of loading Leah’s tools and needed provisions. Zamesh stepped forward grabbing Leah by her long hair and yanking her towards the wagon. He then flung her atop the carriage and brusquely lashed her wrists the side of the wagon. 
Limhi watched helplessly as Leah thrashed about, tugging violently at her restraints in a vain effort to return to her sobbing children. The wagon began its journey back toward the Lamanite palace.
As the Lamanite guard accompanying Leah departed, a fresh host of Lamanite troops marched into the outer gates of the city. These were taskmaster guards who came forward early every day to see to the servitude of Limhi’s people and make their lives miserable.
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The newly arriving Lamanite warriors reported briefly Zamesh, who provided terse orders. The guard dispersed to their posts and Zamesh returned to King Limhi, “Now for a more important matter. The King is very displeased with the output of your people. He has instructed me to impose four more hours of work each day until the people have caught up."
Limhi astonished, "You are certainly aware that our people are already working twelve-hour days as it is?"
The Lamanite taskmaster commander, badly scarred from many battles with his people, responded harshly, "Then four more hours will mean nothing more to them. They are yet breathing air; they should be thankful. You will see to this or there will be further ramifications. And you will do so immediately."
A warning trumpet sounded, signaling the gathering of the city. It was not at Limhi’s command, but rather a Lamanite warrior following Zamesh’s orders. The people, obedient to the signal, gathered in the main square as quickly as they could. Limhi could see his people were dirty and disheveled. Their clothing soiled, looking forlorn and desperate.
Still holding the crying children, Limhi's security detail tightly circled their king as he stood on the steps of the temple. "My beloved brothers and sisters," Limhi began. "It is the Lamanites who have beckoned you forward this morning."
Zamesh stood nearby, watching to ensure Limhi accurately delivered the edict. Limhi continued, "It is the directive of the Lamanite King that we are falling behind. We have been tasked with four more hours of work daily until we are caught up."
Low guttural groans emanated from the crowd, and Limhi's heart was breaking. He sought to be as positive as he could in the face of the near impossible. "Brothers and sisters, let us go forward and work with a heart drawn toward God. As we toil under this great burden, I ask you to do so with a heart for God and for the well-being of our people. I love you all. All will be okay. I ask you all to petition your God for a miracle."
Zamesh had heard enough, impatiently commanding, "Enough talk and more work. I expect you all at your responsibilities within the hour. Now go!"
A troop of armed Lamanite warriors stepped forward in a threatening posture, and the crowd quickly dissipated. Limhi ensured Leah’s children were brought to his home. The children were in shock and disbelief.
The oldest of the three, a seven-year-old girl, sat despondent on the floor of his chambers. Limhi approached her with a wet towel, gently wiping the tear-stained dirt from her face. "Now, child, you have to be brave for your brother and sister. With your mother temporarily away, you must act as their mother. Do you think you can do that?"
Tears resumed streaming down the child’s face. Her unkempt hair made her look even more forlorn. Bravely, she managed a whispered response, "I guess I can do my best."
Limhi admired the resilience of this young girl. Despite her world falling apart and being thrust into an impossible situation, she responded with as much courage as any great warrior. "Child," Limhi said, "Be believing. Ask God for a miracle."
But even as Limhi spoke these words, he faced his own internal doubts and fears, wondering if deliverance would ever come.
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Expedition - Days 6-10


As eventful as the first few days of the expedition had been, the last four days felt like trudging through a swamp of monotony. Yoezer, still languishing in his weakened state, lay pale and silent on the makeshift gurney. The men, unwavering in their duty, carried him without a word of complaint. Ammon’s relief at Yoezer slow recovery was tempered by the gnawing worry that the journey's hardships were taking an irreparable toll. Food was scarce, and Yoezer struggled to eat, despite the warriors' selfless act of setting aside portions of their already meager rations for him. He knew the sacrifice and tried valiantly to consume what he could.
Two days prior, Amaleki and Helem's scouts had returned with hopeful news. They were entering more mountainous terrain. The men’s faces, pale and drawn from bitterly cold nights, contrasted with the humid, stifling heat of the days. They had endured without complaint, but Ammon could see the toll it was taking.
“We must be getting closer,” Ammon said, his voice low but filled with hope as he addressed his second-in-command, Hem. “The land of Lehi-Nephi lies just beyond these mountains.”
Hem nodded, his eyes scanning the distant peaks. “It better,” he muttered, though not without a trace of humor. “The men are running on energy.”
Ammon gave a grim smile. “They’ll hold. They’ve come this far.” His gaze swept over the camp, where the men sat wearily by a small stream, some washing their faces, others tending to blisters or sharpening their weapons. “They just need a little more.”
The scouts reported to having spotted several small groups of people, likely traders or hunters, on the periphery of their journey. “We’re not the only ones out here,” Amaleki had reported, "but we've avoided detection so far."
Now, as evening approached, they came upon a clear mountain stream, its waters cool and sparkling. Aaron knelt by the bank, running his fingers through the current. “Trout,” he murmured, a grin spreading across his weathered face. “I’ll bet my nets on it.”
Ammon couldn’t think of any better news at the moment and directed, “Then let’s have ourselves a feast.”
Aaron, the best fisherman among them, set to work quickly, using nets his wife, Ester, had woven for him before their departure. He worked with quiet precision, his hands deft and practiced. He called to a few of the younger men. “Help me here. We’ll corral them toward the narrow part.”
One of the warriors, Jeshurun, stepped forward, eyeing the stream skeptically. “You think we’ll catch enough for all of us?”
Aaron raised an eyebrow, not pausing in his task. “Stick with me, boy, and you’ll eat better tonight than you have in weeks.”
Jeshurun gave a doubtful shrug but pitched in, slipping and sliding on the slick rocks. His clumsy efforts soon had the other men laughing. “Careful!” one called out. “We don’t need to fish you out of the stream too!”
Ammon watched, allowing the rare levity. The men’s spirits had been so low lately, and this small respite was a welcome balm. Aaron’s confidence was rewarded when they hauled in a net full of shimmering trout, enough for a hearty meal.
As they gathered around the fire, the warriors dug into their feast, savoring each pink fleshy bite. Laughter rippled through the camp as Jeshurun, still soaked from his earlier slip, attempted to dry his boots near the flames.
“Next time, I’ll leave the fishing to Aaron,” he said with a grin, shaking his head.
Aaron gave him a sideways glance. “Smartest thing you’ve said all day.”
Even Yoezer, though still weak, managed a smile. Ammon sat beside him, handing him a portion of the trout. “Eat, my friend,” he urged. “You’ll need your strength in the days ahead.”
Yoezer nodded, accepting the food with a grateful look. “Ammon,” he began softly, his voice weary, “do you truly believe we’ll find Lehi-Nephi? Or are we chasing a ghost of the past?”
Ammon’s expression grew serious. “I believe, Yoezer. The stories—my grandfather’s words—are more than just tales. They’re our history. And I trust the guidance we’ve been given.” He met Yoezer’s gaze firmly. “We will find it.”
The conversation soon turned lighter again, with Hyrcanus pointing out constellations in the night sky, regaling the men with stories of his great uncle, who had served King Benjamin.
“There,” Hyrcanus said, pointing to a cluster of stars. “That’s the Archer. Legend has it that he once struck down a hundred Lamanites with a single volley of arrows.”
“And how many drinks had the storyteller had when he told you that one?” Jaron joked; his eyes gleaming with amusement.
Hyrcanus grinned. “More than a few, I’m sure, but it makes for a good story, doesn’t it?”
The men laughed, their fatigue momentarily forgotten as they shared tales of ancient battles and myths passed down through generations.
As the night deepened, Ammon stood to take his watch, his mind already turning toward the next day’s journey. He gazed out into the wilderness, the firelight flickering behind him, casting long shadows. His thoughts were interrupted by a piercing cry - high and eerie, echoing through the valley. The men went still, their laughter dying in their throats.
“That…” Jaron muttered, his hand moving instinctively toward his weapon, “was no human.”
“A panther,” Ammon confirmed, his voice calm but alert. “She’s not near enough to worry about. But we’ll need to stay sharp.”
The men nodded; their earlier mirth replaced with renewed vigilance. Ammon remained on guard; his senses heightened by the eerie cry of the predator. The wilderness was unforgiving, and he knew that their journey was far from over.
As the night wore on and the stars wheeled overhead, Ammon found a quiet moment to kneel beside the fire. He prayed, his words a quiet plea for guidance and protection. “Father, give me the strength to lead these men, to find the path that we need to take. And watch over us as we continue this journey through Your creation.”
When he rose, the stars above seemed brighter, the night air clearer. The way forward was uncertain, but Ammon’s resolve had never been stronger.
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Back in the City of Lehi-Nephi


The underground council chamber, a relic of ancient wars, was an eerie sanctuary of shadows and echoes. Carved deep within the bedrock beneath the city, it was a labyrinth of narrow passages and wide vaults, illuminated by flickering oil lamps mounted on iron sconces. The lamps cast a warm, amber glow that danced along the stone walls, highlighting the chisels and marks of the past.
Sitting around a long, rough-hewn table were the last remnants of King Limhi's leadership: grizzled military commanders, weary councilmen, and the king himself, his face a mask of determined worry. The air was thick with the smell of burning oil and the quiet murmur of anxious voices.
"How much longer can we sustain this charade?" General Zoram, an old warhorse with a voice like gravel, spoke up, breaking the uneasy silence. "Our people are starving. We've already rationed to the bone, and there's barely enough to keep us alive through the week, let alone on the run."
"Aye," agreed Councilor Gideon, his gaunt face shadowed by the lamplight. "Fleeing to the mountains sounds like a death sentence. We have no maps, no provisions, and no allies."
King Limhi sat at the head of the table, his fingers steepled before him. He had listened patiently to the litany of woes, his mind churning with thoughts of the impossible choices they faced. "I understand your concerns," he finally said, his voice calm yet heavy with the weight of leadership. "But staying here under the Lamanite yoke is no better. Our people are dying regardless—whether by hunger, oppression, or violence."
The room fell silent, each man wrestling with the same bleak reality. The Lamanites had proven relentless and merciless, their dominion marked by brutality and exploitation. An attempted uprising seemed nothing short of suicidal.
"We could try to negotiate for more food," suggested Mulek, a younger councilor with a spark of hope in his eyes. "Perhaps offer them something in return."
"And what do we have left to offer?" Zoram scoffed. "Our lands, our people? They’ve taken everything."
The chamber grew restless, murmurs of despair and frustration filling the space. Limhi raised a hand, and the room quieted once more. "If we can hold on until the end of the month, the Lamanite king has promised a respite from our labors. It may be our only chance to plan an escape. We could use the time to organize a celebration, however meager, and use the opportunity to gather intelligence outside the city walls."
"A celebration?" Gideon echoed, incredulous. "With what? Crumbs and empty promises?"
"It’s not the feast that matters," Limhi explained. "It’s the chance to observe the Lamanite guards, to find weaknesses in their patrols, and perhaps... find a way out."
The council fell into a thoughtful silence, the king’s plan simmering in their minds. The idea of using the Lamanites' own promises against them had a certain cunning to it.
"Meanwhile, our people suffer," said Seth, a soft-spoken elder whose eyes were heavy with sorrow. "Widows go without, children are uncared for. The looting, the lawlessness—it’s tearing our community apart."
"The Lamanites turn a blind eye," added another councilor. "Or worse, they partake in the abuses."
King Limhi's face tightened. The reports of Lamanite warriors making untoward advances on Nephite women had reached him too often. His complaints to the Lamanite guards had been met with indifference or disdain.
"They’ve taken liberties because of what was done to their own," Limhi said, his voice low. "But that does not excuse their actions."
Mulek spoke up again, his voice firm. "We must find a way to translate the golden plates. They might hold the key to our survival - knowledge of other civilizations, perhaps even allies."
"We’ve tried," Limhi replied, his frustration showing. "But the language is beyond our understanding. Without someone who can decipher it, the plates remain a mystery."
General Zoram leaned forward, his eyes steely. "Then we focus on what we can do. We hold the celebration. We gather information. And we prepare for whatever chance we might get to flee this cursed city."
The men nodded, their resolve hardening. There were no good answers, but they could not afford inaction. They rose, one by one, to take their leave, each burdened by the grim tasks ahead. As the last man exited, Limhi remained, staring into the flickering lamplight, his mind a whirl of plans and prayers.
Alone in the dim glow of the underground chamber, Limhi knelt on the cold, unforgiving stone floor. The weight of his people’s suffering pressed down on him, heavier than the walls surrounding him. The chamber, once a place of refuge, now felt like a tomb, its damp, oppressive air closing in on him, mirroring the despair clouding his heart.
Limhi had come here before, seeking peace and guidance, and on those earlier occasions, he had felt something, a faint stirring of hope, a whisper of reassurance. But now, as he pressed his knees into the hard stone, his spirit felt as cold as the ground beneath him. His thoughts were muddied, his faith weakened by the relentless torment that had plagued his people.
The Lamanites had them trapped in a vicious cycle of servitude and cruelty. His people were starving, broken, and despairing. And with each passing day, the faint glimmer of hope grew dimmer. How long could they endure this torment? How long would God remain silent?
Limhi's hands trembled as he clasped them together, bowing his head. His words, at first, were merely whispers in the darkness.
"Father," he began, his voice raw and strained, "I come before you again. I have no more strength left to offer, only the pleadings of a desperate king, for a desperate people."
The chamber echoed faintly with his words, but no peace answered him, only the cold silence.
Limhi's shoulders sagged as tears welled in his eyes. "Where is Your deliverance? Where is the mercy for my people?" His voice cracked as he pressed his forehead to the floor, his breath shallow. "I have nothing left. No clever plan. No strength. No wisdom. Only this, my faith, tattered and weak as it may be."
His mind flashed to the faces of his people: mothers holding their starving children, men broken by years of toil, their eyes hollow with despair. The image of Leah’s children, crying out for their mother, haunted him. He clenched his fists.
"Please," he begged, "grant us a miracle. Show us a way out of this darkness. Let Your light guide us through these impossible times."
The silence lingered, heavy and stifling. Limhi’s heart clenched in fear, but he refused to give in to it. He remained there, kneeling on the cold stone, his soul laid bare, waiting for any sign, any answer.
Then, in the stillness, a soft sensation stirred in his chest. It wasn’t the blinding light he had hoped for, but something subtler, a gentle warmth, like the faintest breath of wind brushing against his heart. It wasn’t an answer to his plea, but it was enough to remind him that he wasn’t alone.
Limhi inhaled deeply, his breath steadying. Perhaps the miracle wouldn’t come in the way he imagined, but he would hold on. He would hold on for his people.
Rising slowly from the floor, Limhi wiped the tears from his face. His knees ached, and his body felt heavy, but his resolve had returned. He would continue to lead. He would continue to pray. And he would trust that, in some way he couldn’t yet see, deliverance would come.











[bookmark: _Hlk181023338]Chapter Fifteen:  Wandering Warriors

Days 11-30


It had been thirty days since Ammon and his men had left Zarahemla. The first week had passed in high spirits, as they crossed into more mountainous terrain, full of energy and optimism. But as the days wore on, hope began to fade, replaced by a gnawing sense of despair. The rugged mountains and dense forests had swallowed them up, offering no sign of the elusive city of Lehi-Nephi. Their mission was beginning to feel like chasing shadows.
Now, the men took a brief respite beneath a sparse stand of trees atop a rocky peak, hoping to catch sight of anything that might guide them. Ammon's thoughts were weighed down by the burden of their growing frustration. His eyes scanned the horizon, but there was no city in sight—only the vast, untamed wilderness stretching in every direction.
He turned his gaze to his men. Their once-strong, muscular frames had grown gaunt from the grueling journey, their faces etched with fatigue. They sat slumped against rocks or trees, breathing heavily, their chests rising and falling as they tried to recover from the latest uphill march. Even in the shade, sweat trickled down their foreheads, their bodies pushed to their limits.
Zemnah, sitting nearest to Ammon, wiped his brow and took a long drink from his water skin. “Commander,” he said between breaths, “we’re running low on supplies. If we don’t find the city soon, I fear we’ll be forced to turn back.”
Ammon’s jaw clenched at the thought. Turning back wasn’t an option, not after coming this far. “I know,” he replied quietly, his voice laced with tension. “But we must press on. The city is out there—I can feel it.”
Zemnah looked at him, doubt flickering in his eyes, though he said nothing. The men had followed Ammon with unwavering loyalty, but their faith was being tested by the land’s harshness and the sheer difficulty of the task.
Hyrcanus, who had been sharpening his blade nearby, spoke up. “What if we’re lost? What if we’ve gone too far south or veered too far west? The maps we have are old, and the land may have changed since our ancestors last walked it.”
Ammon didn’t have an answer. He too had wondered if they were on the right path. The old stories, passed down by his grandfather, had been vague, a direction here, a landmark there, but nothing definitive. He had been relying on instincts and faith, and though they had guided him this far, the uncertainty gnawed at him.
Ammon said firmly, “We just need to stay vigilant. The land of Lehi-Nephi is hidden, but it’s there.”
Hem, sitting with his back to a rock, glanced up. “Maybe the city’s been abandoned, or destroyed. What if we’re searching for something that doesn’t exist anymore?”
Ammon’s stomach tightened. It was a possibility he hadn’t wanted to consider. But what would they do if Lehi-Nephi no longer stood? What would become of their mission then?
He shook his head. “We won’t entertain those thoughts now. We have a task, and we’ll see it through. We’ll take a longer rest here, then push forward.”
The men conversed quietly among themselves. Despite their exhaustion and doubts, they respected Ammon. They had seen his leadership and faith in action, even when faced with overwhelming obstacles.
As the men sat quietly, catching their breath, Ammon moved to stand by Aaron, who was keeping watch further up the ridge. “What do you see?” Ammon asked.
Aaron, his eyes sharp, scanned the distant mountains. “Not much, but there’s a valley ahead that looks promising. It’s greener, perhaps a water source or fertile land. We could investigate.”
Ammon nodded, grateful for even the smallest lead. “Good. We’ll head that way. Hopefully, we’ll find something.”
Aaron looked sideways at Ammon, sensing the weight of the commander’s decisions. “We’ll get through this, Commander. One way or another.”
Ammon offered a tight smile. “I appreciate that, Aaron. Let’s hope you’re right.”
As he returned to the group, Ammon paused for a moment, his gaze lingering on the horizon. He closed his eyes briefly and sent up a silent prayer, asking for strength and guidance. They couldn’t turn back now - not when they were so close.
Ammon called his second-in-command, Hem, over for a private conversation. They moved a few paces away from the resting squad, their voices low but urgent.
“Hem, I fear we may have missed something crucial,” Ammon began, his eyes scanning the distant horizon. “Every day, we grow more desperate, and yet we find no sign of the city. Have we overlooked some critical landmark or sign?”
Hem, a stout man with a weathered face, placed a reassuring hand on Ammon’s shoulder. “Captain, you’ve led us with unwavering determination. This terrain is unforgiving, and the city’s location was never certain. We’re doing all we can.”
“But is it enough?” Ammon asked, frustration creeping into his voice. “Our men are exhausted, on the brink of collapse. I can’t help but think there’s something we’ve missed.”
“We haven’t given up yet,” Hem replied firmly. “We’ve come too far to turn back now. Your plan is sound; we just need to keep pushing forward. We will find Lehi-Nephi.”
Ammon nodded, his resolve hardening. He glanced back at his men, who were resting against trees and rocks, their eyes half-closed in fatigue. Even in their rest, they looked skeletal, a shadow of their former selves.
Just then, Amaleki and Helem, the best scouts in the squad, returned from their latest reconnaissance mission. They had been sent nearly forty miles south of their position to search for any signs of civilization.
“What have you found?” Ammon asked as they approached.
Amaleki shook his head, his expression grim. “Nothing, Captain. No signs of settlements or roads, just more wilderness.”
Helem added, “It’s as if the city never existed, or it’s hidden too well for us to find.”
Ammon’s heart sank at their words, but he did not let it show. Instead, he turned to the rest of the squad, who were slowly rising, readying themselves for the next leg of their journey.
“Men,” Ammon called out, his voice carrying a note of determination. “We march again. We head south by southeast for eighty clicks, then southwest for thirty. We’ll cross-stitch this land until we find what we’re looking for.”
The warriors, to a man, prepared themselves without complaint, though Ammon could hear their involuntary groans and grunts as they shouldered their packs and adjusted their weapons. They were a loyal and dedicated group, each man driven by the same unwavering commitment to fulfill the king’s edict.
The heat was relentless as they continued their march. The sun beat down on them, the rocky terrain offering little reprieve. The sparse trees provided only scant shade, and the air was dry and stifling. Despite their exhaustion, the men pressed on, driven by Ammon’s leadership and their own determination to find the lost city of Lehi-Nephi.
As the hours passed and the miles wore on, Ammon couldn’t shake the feeling of impending failure. Yet he kept his fears to himself, knowing that his men needed his strength and confidence. They would find the city, he told himself, one way or another. They had to.
…
By late afternoon, they reached a plateau that offered a broad view of the surrounding landscape. Ammon halted the squad, allowing them a brief rest as he surveyed the terrain with Hem by his side.
“We’ve covered a lot of ground today,” Hem said, wiping sweat from his brow. “What’s the plan from here?”
“We keep moving,” Ammon replied, his gaze fixed on the horizon. “We head south by southwest for thirty clicks, then loop back north. We’ll cover every inch of this land if we have to.”
Hem nodded, his respect for Ammon’s determination evident. “We’ll find it, Captain. I believe in you.”
Ammon appreciated the sentiment, though he knew belief alone wouldn’t guide them to their goal. As he stood there, looking out over the vast, unforgiving landscape, he silently vowed that he would not return to Zarahemla until they had found Lehi-Nephi. The lives of his men and the fate of their mission depended on it.
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Amaleki and Helem, seasoned scouts and trackers, crouched by the waterfall, their muscles taut with the anticipation of a new discovery. The beauty of the small valley, with its crystal-clear stream cascading over a rocky cliff created a serene waterfall. The wonderment of the falls was momentarily forgotten as Amaleki spotted a flicker of movement in the dense underbrush above. With a subtle gesture to Helem, they silently agreed to investigate. Amaleki moved directly towards the location, his steps calculated and quiet, while Helem circled around to flank the area. The terrain, rugged, requiring extra caution. As they approached the brush where the movement had been detected, a figure darted from the shadows, sprinting down the ridge paralleling the waterway.
Without a second thought, the two men gave silent chase, their powerful legs propelling them swiftly over the uneven ground. The fleeing figure, now discernible as a young woman with a longbow, led them on a twisting path down the ridge and through a narrow ravine. Helem, recognizing an opportunity, veered off to intercept her. Despite his strategic maneuver, the woman was too quick, slipping past and descending into a small encampment nestled in the forest below. Helem halted at the tree line, scanning the scene. The camp was unique in its design, foreign in architecture. The young woman’s emergent entrance had properly alarmed all within the encampment, creating a corresponding call to action.
The camp erupted into a flurry of activity. The father, a tall man with a stern yet weathered face, barked orders to his sons, who scrambled to grab weapons and form a defensive line. Their actions were swift and disciplined, a clear indication of their preparedness for such threats. The young woman, her bow at the ready, stood defiantly at her father's side. Her alert eyes scanned the surrounding woods, seeking any sign of the approaching scouts. The tension in the camp was palpable, the air thick with the expectation of conflict. The family’s movements were precise, each member contributing to the fortification of their small stronghold.
Amaleki crouched low behind a boulder, his eyes fixed on the bustling camp below. He glanced over at Helem, who was similarly hidden in the dense foliage a few yards away. The two scouts exchanged a silent nod, understanding the delicacy of the situation. They had been tracking the young woman for mere minutes, but now they faced a far more complicated task—deciding whether to confront a potentially hostile group or retreat and report back to Ammon.
Amaleki gestured to Helem, pointing toward the left side of the camp, where there was less cover. They couldn’t risk the family preparing for an attack, but neither could they walk in unannounced. Slowly, Amaleki rose from his position, making sure his hands were visible and empty, palms facing outward.
He took a deep breath and stepped into view. “Peace,” he called out, his voice firm but calm. “We mean you no harm.”
Instantly, the young woman spun around, drawing her bowstring with remarkable speed, an arrow aimed directly at Amaleki’s chest. The other men the scouts had observed had taken respective flanking positions hidden in the tree line. The girl’s Her father, too, tightened his grip on his spear, his knuckles whitening as he took a defensive stance.
“Who are you?” the father demanded, his voice low and gravelly. “Why were you following my daughter?”
Amaleki didn’t flinch, though the arrow aimed at his heart was unnerving. “We are scouts,” he replied, his voice steady. “We thought your camp might be hostile. My companion and I were sent to ensure the safety of our party.”
“Hostile?” the defiant young woman snapped. “You’re the ones sneaking up on us!”
Amaleki raised his hands higher. “It wasn’t our intention to frighten you. My name is Amaleki, and my companion is Helem. We’re searching for the city of Lehi-Nephi.”
The father’s eyes narrowed. “Lehi-Nephi?” He glanced at his daughter, then back at Amaleki. “That’s a dangerous place to seek.”
“So you have heard of it,” Helem queried? Stepping out more fully from the shadows now, his hands also raised in peace. “We’re on a mission from our Captain. We believe a remnant of our brethren are there, and we have been sent to find them.”
The father’s grip on his spear loosened slightly, but his expression remained guarded. “Your brethren? So, you are Nephites?”
“We are,” Amaleki confirmed. “We’re from Zarahemla. Have you heard of it?”
The man’s face softened, if only a fraction. “I’ve heard tales of Zarahemla, though I’ve never been there myself.” He paused, then gestured for his sons to lower their weapons. “But that doesn’t explain why you chased my daughter through the forest.”
“We didn’t know,” Amaleki said, his tone apologetic but firm. “And now that we do, we wish to speak peacefully.”
The father finally lowered his spear entirely and motioned for his sons to stand down. “You’ll forgive our wariness. These lands are unforgiving, and trust is hard to come by.”
Amaleki nodded. “We understand. And we appreciate your caution.”
The man approached, extending a hand to Amaleki. “My name is Eliezer. These are my children:” he gestured to the young woman, who still watched the scouts with suspicion, “and my sons, my youngest daughter and this is my wife, Deborah.”
Amaleki shook his hand firmly. “It’s good to meet you, Eliezer.”
Eliezer’s eyes flickered with recognition at the name of Zarahemla. “If you’re searching for Lehi-Nephi, you’ll need help navigating these lands. I know of the city, though I’ve not been there since my youth.”
Helem exchanged an excited glance with Amaleki. “So, you have actually been to the city? What can you tell us?”
[bookmark: _Hlk179992579]Eliezer motioned for them to come and sit by the fire. “Let’s talk,” he said, his tone less guarded now. “But know this, Lehi-Nephi isn’t just a city of gold and beauty anymore. Dark forces have taken root there.”
Amaleki’s eyes lit up with hope. “You know of it then? Can you help us find it?”
The father studied them for a moment longer, “Perhaps we can help each other. These lands are treacherous, and my family could use allies.”
The young woman had finally relaxed her bowstring, though her eyes remained suspicious. “You should know,” she said, her voice sharp, “there are others in these mountains. Not all are as peaceful as we are.”
Deborah chimed in, “Please don’t take offense at my daughter’s less than welcoming posture, we have had unwanted visitors in the past.”
Helem acknowledged, “We were impressed with your readiness and certainly appreciate her caution.
The father motioned for them to come closer. “Come,” he said, his tone more welcoming now. “Sit by the fire. We can discuss how best to help each other.”
As Amaleki and Helem joined the family around the small fire, they knew that this fragile alliance could be the key to finding the lost city, and perhaps surviving the dangers that lurked in the mountains.
Helem leaned forward. “Can you tell us more? Any detail could be useful.”
The father eyed him, then nodded. “I can tell you the most recent stories I’ve heard from old traders and wanderers. They speak of the city built under a fierce Lamanite control. 
The father watched him closely. “If it still exists, it’s changed significantly since my early memories.”
The father’s face remained impassive. “Take it for what it’s worth. But I’ll tell you this, these lands are not kind to outsiders. If you plan to go deeper into the mountains, you must be prepared for whatever may come.”
Amaleki knew he had to be transparent with Eliezer and his family if there was any hope of gaining their trust. As the flames of the fire flickered in the encampment’s dim light, he took a deep breath and began.
“Our mission isn’t just one of exploration,” Amaleki said, his voice calm yet serious. “We’re on a sacred task, given by King Mosiah himself, to find our brethren who were lost in the land of Lehi-Nephi many years ago. Ammon leads us, and right now, he and the rest of our company are trekking through the mountainous countryside to the north, searching for any sign of them.”
“We’ve been traveling for weeks, through dense forests, over rugged cliffs, following the few clues we have,” Amaleki added, his voice carrying the weight of their journey. “But it’s been difficult. Finding this lost city is like chasing shadows, and every day we grow more uncertain if we’re on the right path.”
Eliezer, sitting across from them, leaned forward, his weathered face illuminated by the fire. His family, including his wife Deborah, listened with rapt attention, intrigued by the gravity of their mission. Amaleki noticed how their skeptical stances softened as he spoke.
“That’s exactly why we have to continue,” Amaleki said, his voice firm with resolve. “If our people are there, enslaved or not, we have to help them. We can’t turn back now.”
Eliezer studied him for a long moment before saying,” We are also Nephites, our grandparents came out of Zarahemla as you have said, but the land, although rich in resources, was also in a state of continual warfare. This is why my father left the city when I was but a lad. I too would like to know the welfare of our brethren.”
Helem and Amaleki were astonished, that in part, they had just found a small remnant of the people they had been sent to find. This family is indeed descendants of the people who had left Zarahemla so long ago.”
Eliezer continued, “You and your fellow warriors have great courage, scout. But courage alone won’t keep you alive in those lands.”
“We don’t ask for protection,” Helem added quickly. “Only your guidance. If you know of any way to get us closer to Lehi-Nephi or help us avoid danger, we would be grateful.”
Eliezer exchanged a look with his wife, who gave a subtle nod. “There is a path,” Eliezer said after a pause, his voice low. “A hidden way through the mountains. It’s treacherous, but it will take you closer to the city without crossing into Lamanite territory too soon.”
Eliezer stood up, “Let me retrieve my maps”
[bookmark: _Hlk181023399]













[bookmark: _Hlk202805016]Chapter Seventeen: Heavy is the Crown

Zarahemla

Kyra had always carried more than her share of domestic burdens, even from a young age. Growing up as the youngest of eight children, she was never spared from the hard labor required on their small family farm. While other girls spent their days learning to knit, weave, and prepare themselves for traditional roles, Kyra was out in the fields or tending the animals, lifting water from the well or harvesting crops alongside her brothers. There was little time for idle play, but she thrived in the challenges presented to her, always quick to adapt, always willing to work.
Even as a child, she had a natural sense of responsibility. Her mother had trusted her with household tasks beyond her years because Kyra never complained. She had learned to shoulder multiple loads at once, sometimes quite literally, as she often balanced a basket of freshly picked vegetables in one arm while helping a sick neighbor with the other.
This tireless dedication continued after her marriage to King Mosiah. With her husband frequently occupied with the heavy responsibilities of ruling the kingdom, Kyra found herself at the helm of her household, managing not only her domestic duties but the family's modest plot of farmland as well. She tended to the crops, kept the livestock fed, and nursed her newborn, all while caring for her beloved ailing father-in-law, King Benjamin. His health had started to wane, and more often than not, he had more bad days than good. Yet, Kyra never hesitated to serve him.
Whether it was preparing his meals or comforting him during his spells of confusion, Kyra handled it all with the same quiet joy she had carried with her since childhood. She saw it not as a burden, but as a privilege, to be married to the man she loved and to care for those he cherished most.
Her tireless work, grounded in love and faith, was her way of contributing to her husband's heavy responsibilities as king. She knew Mosiah was weighed down by the spiritual and physical welfare of his people, and while she couldn't ease his official duties, she could ensure that their home and family life remained steadfast, giving him one less thing to worry about.
Kyra and Mosiah’s love story could begin with an unexpected meeting, a moment where their differences sparked an undeniable connection.
When Kyra was younger, she had caught Mosiah’s eye, not because of her beauty alone, but because of her spirit. While other young women in the kingdom quietly followed their prescribed roles, Kyra was different, bold, lively, and unafraid to get her hands dirty, often working in the fields with her brothers. During one of these moments, Mosiah, still a young prince then, was passing through the countryside on his way back from an official administrative visit to the neighboring village.
He had been struck by Kyra’s laugh, so loud and unreserved, carrying across the wind as she teased her brothers during a friendly contest. It was nothing like the restrained, formal behavior he was used to in the palace, and it captivated him. He had had pulled up alongside the group, and in an unexpected and somewhat awkward moment, their eyes met. Kyra, covered in dust and sweat, felt no embarrassment. Instead, she raised an eyebrow at the prince, amused at the image of a royal in such fine clothes among her humble surroundings.
"Do princes often ride out to the fields in their best tunic?" she called out, her tone teasing.
Mosiah, caught off guard by her lack of deference, responded with a smile. "Not often, but today seems special."
That was the first of many encounters. Despite their different worlds, they were drawn to each other, fascinated by the qualities the other possessed. Mosiah admired Kyra’s strength, her resilience, and her loyalty. She, in turn, saw in Mosiah a deep sense of duty and kindness, far beyond the trappings of royalty.
Their love blossomed quietly, growing out of long conversations during stolen moments in the palace gardens. While others were too intimidated to speak their minds around Mosiah, Kyra had no such reservations. She challenged him, questioned him, and often offered insights he hadn’t considered. As his responsibilities grew, Kyra became his grounding force, offering wisdom and support in her own unique way.
Their bond deepened after Mosiah became king at just 30 years old, a role he never sought but one he shouldered with grace. Kyra, seeing the weight of the kingdom fall on his young shoulders, felt her own burden increase, but it was one she bore with joy. She was his queen, not only in title but in spirit. Where he faltered, she was there, encouraging him, helping him see the bigger picture, and reminding him of his own strength.
The decision to send the 16 strongest warriors forward had been especially hard on Mosiah. As the days dragged on with no word of their fate, Kyra could see the strain in his eyes. Though she remained strong for him, there were nights when she could do little but hold him as he lay awake, restless and haunted by the responsibilities of leadership.











[bookmark: _Hlk181023446]
[bookmark: _Hlk202805038]Chapter Eighteen: Finally, Good News

Day 34

[image: ]Ammon and his squad trudged along the ridgeline, their movements mechanical and sluggish after 35 grueling days in the wilderness. The men, once eager and energetic, now bore the deep marks of exhaustion etched into their faces. The early spring chill had given way to the sweltering heat of summer, and each step became a battle against the relentless sun. 

The journey had sapped their strength, and their supplies had dwindled to near nothing. Half their days were spent foraging for food. Aaron, the most skilled at trapping fish, had been their saving grace. But last night, disaster struck - a black bear had torn through his carefully set net, leaving them without a catch and one crucial tool short.
Yoezer, still weak from a snake bite that had left his body ravaged weeks before, struggled to keep pace. His once sure-footed stride faltered, and every mile became a test of endurance. Ammon, aware of the toll on his men, ordered a halt when they reached the headwaters of a small stream.
The sight of the cool, bubbling water was like a balm to their frayed spirits. Lush grasses and crescent-shaped plants lined the banks, and the men eagerly knelt down to drink and fill their skins. Aaron, resourceful as ever, scavenged the area for roots and plants to enhance their thin stew. For the first time in days, a faint sense of normalcy returned to their camp as the savory aroma of cooking filled the air.
As night fell, the temperature began to cool, bringing a much-needed reprieve from the blistering heat. The men settled into an uneasy rest, grateful for the break but constantly scanning the darkness for any threat.
The peace was broken by a sudden series of sharp whistles from the perimeter. Ammon’s heart leaped - his scouts, Amaleki and Helem, had returned earlier than expected. Such haste could only mean one thing: news.
He rose swiftly, watching the two scouts hurry into camp. They were drenched in sweat, their chests heaving from the effort of their quick return, but their faces bore something unexpected, grins of triumph.
Amaleki, barely able to catch his breath, rushed to Ammon’s side. "We found it," he gasped. "We think we’ve found the land of Lehi-Nephi!"
A stunned silence fell over the camp, quickly followed by a chorus of murmurs and cheers. The men, weary though they were, gathered around Amaleki and Helem as they recounted their discovery.
“We encountered a family in a secluded encampment,” Amaleki explained, his eyes bright with excitement. "A young girl, her father, her brothers, they knew the land we seek. The father himself once lived in Lehi-Nephi before the Lamanites overtook it."
Ammon’s eyes widened. "And they’re willing to help us?"
Helem nodded, stepping forward. "The father was overjoyed when he learned of our mission. He said he would draw us maps, show us the hidden paths. We could be there within days."
The camp erupted in cheers, the men’s spirits soaring for the first time in weeks. Ammon’s heart swelled with pride and gratitude. His men, despite the endless challenges, had remained steadfast.
Though the scouts were visibly fatigued, Amaleki’s determination shone through, expressing his desire to return at once, however, Ammon, more prudently directed, "Rest for a short while, then I will have both you and Helem take myself and Hem forward without our packs with all haste, allowing the rest of our troop to follow as expeditiously as they can manage"
Ammon hesitated for only a moment. His men needed rest, but the promise of their goal so near at hand outweighed their exhaustion. He gave a curt nod, clapping Amaleki, and Helem on the shoulder. "You’ve done well. We move after the meal."
As the last light of day faded, the camp buzzed with renewed energy. Packs were shouldered, weapons checked, and the meager stew was consumed hastily but with grateful hearts. The men were ready. The promise of reaching Lehi-Nephi filled them with a resolve that washed away their weariness.
In the cool darkness of dawn, they set off, determined to finally uncover the lost land they had sought for so long. Every step now carried with it the hope of finding their brethren and fulfilling their sacred mission












[bookmark: _Hlk181023475]Chapter Nineteen: Meeting the Quota


King Limhi’s people toiled relentlessly, bending under the oppressive yoke of the Lamanite King. Each day brought with it endless work, their bodies pushed to the brink, but now, a rare reprieve loomed - a week of festivals granted by the Lamanite King, a man who reveled in the illusion of his generosity. He had ordered provisions be sent, offering scones, cakes, and candies - frivolous distractions from the harsh reality of their lives. Limhi, ever the diplomat, sent his thanks but harbored no illusions about the Lamanite ruler's intentions. He knew this "benevolence" was more insult than gift, a reminder of the power the Lamanites held over them.
A quiet joy, however, found its way into Limhi’s heart when King Laman approved his request to bring Leah, his cousin, home for the festivities. Leah’s children had been separated from her for far too long, and their excitement at her return was palpable. Limhi had feared the worst when the king delayed his response, worrying that he had overstepped. But now, the children’s joy would momentarily eclipse the gloom that hung over them.
The Lamanite guards slackened their brutal pace during preparations, but their vigilance remained. Their eyes followed every movement, watching for the slightest hint of rebellion. Despite this, the city buzzed with anticipation for the week ahead. The people, though weary and broken, sought comfort in the familiar traditions. They clung to these moments of joy as though they could shield them from the cold grip of their captors.
Yet, amidst the celebrations, Limhi’s heart remained heavy. The ring of guards surrounding the city had grown tighter, not looser. Escape was an impossibility, their supplies too thin, their strength too depleted. The faces of his people told a story of suffering. Their bodies were hunched from work, their hair matted with sweat and dirt, and their eyes hollowed by despair. Even as they prepared for the festivities, their broken spirits lingered, haunted by the specter of their captivity.
At night, Limhi could hear their cries, faint yet piercing, rising from the streets outside his chamber window. He would sit in silence, listening, feeling the weight of each cry press deeper into his soul. His chamber, though grand compared to the squalor his people endured, felt like a prison to him as well. The air inside was heavy, oppressive, filled with the ghosts of his people's suffering.
Limhi had taken on the responsibility of caring for Leah’s three children, whose innocence provided a fleeting comfort to his troubled mind. But in the stillness of night, as the city slept, Limhi would kneel by his window, gazing out at the heavens. His prayers, whispered into the darkness, were filled with desperation. His faith, once strong and unyielding, now felt fragile. Every night, he pleaded for a miracle, for some sign that their suffering would not be in vain.
The festival week approached, but Limhi knew it would bring only temporary relief. The deeper questions remained. Would they ever be free? Could they endure much longer? He felt the weight of his people’s hopes pressing down on him, and though he kept his faith strong outwardly, inside, he wavered.
As the preparations for the festival continued, Limhi resolved to stay vigilant. He clung to the belief that, even in the darkest moments, deliverance could come. His eyes constantly scanned the horizon, his heart open to any sign - no matter how small - that their prayers might yet be answered.



























[bookmark: _Hlk181023498]Chapter Twenty: Nestled in the Valley of Peace


[bookmark: _Hlk179990699]Eliezer’s father had absconded from the city of Lehi-Nephi when he was just a young lad, yet his recollections of the city and its people were still very vivid. He could recall wonderful times in the city’s bustling market, playing with other children amidst the vibrant stalls. The market was a kaleidoscope of colors and scents: vendors sold exotic spices that tickled the nose, vibrant textiles that dazzled the eyes, and a plethora of foods that tempted every sense. There were honey cakes that melted in your mouth, spiced lamb that sizzled over open flames, and fruits so sweet they seemed almost unreal.
Eliezer could also recall accompanying his father to the temple, where he would sit outside, engrossed in games of dice and moccasin with other children. These games of dexterity required both physical strength and skill, echoing the cultural richness of their society. There was the game of snow-snake, where players would hurl long sticks down a snow-covered track, trying to outdistance each other. Double ball, lacrosse, and Shinny.
Yet, Eliezer also vividly recalled the darker times, marked by great bloodshed and wars that loomed like an ever-present storm cloud. The constant threat of Lamanite invasion cast a shadow over their lives, instilling a perpetual sense of fear and vigilance.
His father was a highly skilled tradesman, an expert metallurgist who mined his own ore and fashioned it into tools for agriculture and weapons of war. Despite being commonly called upon to create weapons such as spearheads, his father was inherently a gentle man who always sued for peace. Similarly, his grandfather, though a formidable warrior, had never desired a life of conflict. Eliezer’s grandfather had been a young lad himself when he ventured forth with Zeniff and a large group to possess the land of their inheritance. Growing up amidst constant conflict, he had been thrust into the defense of his people at a very young age.
When his grandfather passed away, Eliezer’s father assumed the role of patriarch. Determined to escape the city’s commotion and ceaseless conflicts, he made plans to leave behind the tumultuous life of Lehi-Nephi. He had no desire to return to Zarahemla, fearing it would offer more of the same. Instead, he sought a peaceful existence, far removed from the hustle and bustle of the city, and especially from the ravages of war.
With all affairs in order, Eliezer’s father paid his debts, sold their small farm and metallurgy business, and set out with his young family. They carried only the essential goods and tools necessary to forge a new life, driving a limited number of livestock as they embarked on their journey into the mountains.
When they arrived at a secluded valley high in the mountains, Eliezer’s father knew they had found their sanctuary. The valley was a vision of tranquility, with a waterfall cascading over large boulders and a stream teeming with life. His mother, upon seeing the vista, had exclaimed, “What a peaceful valley!” With that, his father had set down stakes and built their own little sliver of paradise.
The first task was to construct a crude hut to protect them from the elements. Then, tirelessly, he worked on building their home and establishing gardens. They harvested deer meat and fish, and gathered plants and bushes to prepare for the winter months. The first year was meager, but they had survived. By the second year, they had made significant progress.
Eliezer’s father found ore nearby and fashioned wonderful tools and inventions, teaching Eliezer the secrets of his trade. Their lives were filled with wonder and peace, finding isolation from civilization to be a splendid affair. Educated and religious, his parents ensured the Sabbath was kept holy, imparting both religious and secular knowledge to their children and instilling in them the importance of obedience to God and His commandments.
Eliezer’s grandfather had kept detailed maps obtained when they first arrived in the land of Lehi-Nephi. These maps provided orientations to Zarahemla and the route to Lehi-Nephi. When his grandfather passed away, the maps were passed to Eliezer’s father, who took them with him as a precaution.
Three years ago, Lamanite warriors ventured near their valley, threatening their peaceful existence. The family hid in great fear, prepared to defend their home if necessary. Unique defense contraptions had been fashioned: hidden pits lined with sharp stakes, snares that could trap and immobilize intruders, and rock-fall traps that could be triggered from a distance. Miraculously, they were spared discovery, but ever since, they had been vigilant.
No one had disturbed their peace until the previous day, when two warriors found their way to the encampment. Initially fearful, Eliezer’s heart lifted when he discovered they were sent by the king of Zarahemla. Feeling the righteous goodness of Amaleki and Helem, Eliezer welcomed them into his home.
He retrieved the sacred maps and spent the night copying them onto leather parchment. Meanwhile, his wife, Deborah, busying the family preparing a feast for the warriors, a beautiful meal comprising deer, fish, wild nuts, fruits, seeds, roots, corn, beans, squash, chili, and herbs. As morning arrived, the family prepared to welcome the warriors, hoping their little valley of peace could offer respite to these men on their quest.











[bookmark: _Hlk181023532]
[bookmark: _Hlk202805125][bookmark: _Hlk177671543]Chapter Twenty-One: The Dawn is Breaking


Expedition Days 31-33


Ammon, Hem, Helem and Amaleki had advanced with as much speed as the rugged terrain would allow under the cover of night. The absence of clouds revealed a breathtaking tapestry of stars, casting a faint, ethereal glow over the landscape. The men often found themselves trekking through open spaces where the full splendor of the cosmos unfolded above them. Each star seemed to twinkle with renewed brilliance, their light a testament to the vastness of the universe. The warriors moved like shadows, their silent, coordinated steps blending seamlessly with the natural rhythm of the wilderness, their focus unwavering despite the majestic distraction overhead.
As the first light of dawn began to creep over the eastern horizon, the warriors squinted against the nearly blinding rays. The gradual illumination brought a new clarity to their surroundings but also a sharp discomfort as the bright sunlight pierced their eyes. Despite this, they refused to slow down. The knowledge that their destination was close at hand fueled their determination. By midday, Amaleki returned to the main body of warriors, his face a mixture of exhaustion and exhilaration. He informed Ammon that the encampment they sought was just over the next ridge, a revelation that sent a surge of energy through the group.
…….
Ammon, ever cautious of the delicate nature of their situation, understood the importance of a careful approach. The small family they had encountered was their first potential link to the elusive city of Lehi-Nephi, he did not want to jeopardize this fragile connection. He gathered upstream from the waterfall where the scouts had first spotted the young woman.
The location was well-chosen, offering a strategic vantage point while allowing his warriors to rest and recuperate. The murmuring of the stream and the natural cover of the surrounding trees created a sense of calm, masking the tension that crackled beneath the surface. They quickly bathed and did their best to be able to present their station with as much dignity as possible. They would proceed from here, unarmed and non-threatening, to continue to demonstrate their peaceful intent.
As they moved downstream, their steps were swift yet measured. The urgency to speak with the patriarch of the family gnawed at Ammon. He hoped to verify the information Amaleki and Helem had gathered, knowledge that could lead them to the ancient city they had sought for so long. Despite the excitement simmering within, Ammon kept his emotions in check. 
As the sun climbed high into the azure sky, the verdant valley spread out before them, a breathtaking tableau of nature’s bounty. The scent of freshly tilled earth mingled with the crisp mountain air, and as they descended, they could see the fruits of Eliezer’s labor in the form of lush orchards and bountiful gardens. The fishpond, a brilliant idea of Eliezer’s, shimmered under the sunlight, its clear waters teeming with life. Nearby, deer grazed peacefully in the pastures, and the soft bleating of livestock carried on the gentle breeze.
[bookmark: _Hlk177671817]When Ammon and his men reached the encampment’s perimeter, they were greeted with the warmth and hospitality of long-lost kin. 
“You must be Ammon!” Eliezer called out warmly, his voice carrying the familiarity of an old friend. 
Without hesitation, Eliezer strode forward, his arms wide, embracing Ammon as if he had been waiting for this reunion his entire life.
The embrace, a gesture that spoke volumes about his character and the peace he had found in this remote paradise. 
The four travel-torn warriors were received as if they were royalty, the family’s joy at having visitors evident in their wide smiles and open arms.
Ammon returned the embrace, his weariness momentarily forgotten. “It seems peace is not only in your heart but in the very air of this place,” he replied, taking in the serenity around them.
Amaleki and the other warriors stepped forward, and one by one, they too were greeted with warm embraces and hearty handshakes from Eliezer and his family. It was as though they had all reunited after a long separation, though in truth, their paths had crossed only the day previous.
"Come, come!" Eliezer beckoned them towards the fire. "Deborah has outdone herself today. She has prepared a feast to celebrate your arrival."
[bookmark: _Hlk178698043]The mouth-watering aromas of Deborah’s cooking wafted through the air, making the travelers’ stomachs rumble in anticipation. She was preparing a feast that included tender venison, freshly caught fish, and an array of wild nuts, fruits, seeds, and roots. The scent of roasting meat mingled with the fragrance of herbs and spices, creating an intoxicating symphony of flavors. Deborah’s culinary skills had transformed the simplest ingredients into a banquet fit for kings.
The three men stared at the feast as if it were some other-worldly apparitions.
Amaleki not able to avert his gaze from the feast commented, “I have never seen something so marvelous. It is as if it were bought here by heavenly angels themselves.”
Eliezer chuckled, clapping Amaleki on the back. "Indeed, it is. You will not leave hungry, I assure you."
As they moved closer to the fire, Deborah appeared from the cooking area, wiping her hands on her apron. Her face was warm and welcoming, framed by loose strands of dark hair. She looked at each of the men with kindness, as if she could sense their hunger and fatigue without needing to ask.
“Welcome,” she said softly. “It is a blessing to have you here. You must be tired from your journey.”
She continued, “I understand there are more of your men yet to arrive, is that not true?”
“Yes,” Ammon acknowledged, “I felt that our troop was way too much to of an imposition.” 
“Nonsense,” came her sharp reply, “I have prepared more than enough.
Turning to Eliezer, Deborah requested, “Husband, please send our sons and retrieve those poor tired men at once.”
Ammon interceded, “Thank you but I know we already impose, I can send my scouts to retrieve the men.”
Nonsense! Deborah retorted,” You have traveled such long distances, I won’t hear of it.  
Seeing his wife’s resolve, Eliezer turned back to his family instructing his sons to go at once and retrieve the remaining warriors.
Ammon wanting to make sure Aaron knew the errand was sanctioned provided the eldest son with his bracelet and a brief note encoded so that Aaron would know the messengers were genuine. 
Obediently, the young men hurried off.



















[bookmark: _Hlk181023577]Chapter Twenty-Two: Gathering at Eliezer's Encampment


The sun rising up low on the horizon, cast an amber glow across the valley. Shadows lengthened as the warriors descended the ridge, their movements cautious but confident. Aaron, ever the sentinel, walked at the head of the group. Behind him, Onias and Yochanan, the sons of Eliezer, kept a measured pace, their expressions calm yet filled with purpose. Aaron’s mind was still absorbing the message Onias had handed him earlier - a coded note from Ammon, passed along with the unmistakable Ammon bracelet.
As they approached the valley floor, the breathtaking view unfolded before them: orchards brimming with fruit, neat rows of vegetables, and wild game roaming freely. Aaron’s sharp eyes took in every detail. There was peace here, a stark contrast to the tension of the world beyond this enclave. The stream, its waters sparkling in the golden light, wound gracefully through the fields, feeding into the dam where a small paddle wheel turned lazily. Even the simple machinery in the adjacent building, humming with life, gave the place an air of quiet, industrious harmony.
At the rear of the procession, Yoezer stumbled, leaning heavily on two of his comrades. His face was pale, drawn with suffering from the rattlesnake bite that had nearly taken his life. His once-muscular frame, now weakened by venom and hunger, sagged under his weight. 
As they neared the cluster of buildings, a figure emerged from a cottage - a woman with dark hair streaked with silver, her eyes sharp and kind. Deborah, matron of Eliezer’s clan, set down a wooden spoon and wiped her hands on her apron as she walked briskly toward Yoezer. Her gaze, seasoned by years of caring for the sick and injured, assessed him in an instant.
“What happened to him?” she asked, her voice steady but laced with concern.
One of the warriors, still holding Yoezer’s arm, answered in a low voice, “Rattlesnake bite. It’s been days, and he hasn’t eaten well since.”
Deborah nodded, already shifting into action. “Bring him inside, quickly. My sons will help.”
She motioned to Onias and Yochanan, who ran ahead to open the door to the main house. Turning to her eldest daughter, Gabriella, who was working in the garden, Deborah called out, “Gabriella! Fetch me valerian root, feverfew, and garlic - quickly now!”
Gabriella didn’t hesitate, gathering the requested herbs from the well-tended rows of plants.
Deborah then moved to Yoezer, gently placing her hand on his forehead. “You poor man,” she murmured. Her voice softened, though her resolve never wavered. “But we will have you feeling better soon. Come with me.”
She led Yoezer into the house, her sons lifting him gently between them. The smell of freshly baked bread and simmering stew lingered in the air, but Deborah’s mind was entirely on her new patient. As they passed through the doorway, she turned to her husband, Eliezer, who stood near the hearth. “Start serving the meal. I’ll be in with Yoezer. This cannot wait.”
Inside the house, Deborah motioned for the men to lay Yoezer down on the small cot in her personal quarters. The room was modest but clean, with herbs hanging from the rafters and jars of tinctures lining the shelves. She knelt beside him, feeling his pulse with experienced fingers. It was weak, erratic.
"Gabriella will be back soon with the herbs,” Deborah said, more to herself than anyone else. “In the meantime, we must cool this fever."
She dampened a cloth in a basin of water and gently placed it on Yoezer’s brow. His eyes fluttered open briefly, filled with exhaustion and pain.
“Rest,” she whispered. “You’re in good hands now.”
Just then, Gabriella returned, arms full of fresh herbs. Deborah looked up from Yoezer’s side and smiled. “Good, we have what we need. Now, let’s see if we can bring him back from the edge.”
Gabriella set down the herbs, and together they worked with swift precision, grinding the plants into a poultice and brewing a strong tea. Yoezer’s breathing grew shallow, but Deborah’s hands never faltered.
……
Yoezer lay motionless on the bed, his body heavy with fever and exhaustion. His muscles ached from the relentless journey, and his head swam in and out of consciousness, swirling between moments of clarity and delirium. He tried to summon the strength he once had, but the venom from the viper had drained him of every ounce of vitality. The flickers of energy that had returned in the first days after the bite had been spent, drained by the endless march and the rationing of food that barely sustained him.
He had lost count of how many times he had pleaded with Ammon to leave him behind. His voice, when it could still carry a tone of authority, had been firm, resolute in the face of his own despair. But Ammon had refused, each time shaking his head with a resolute glint in his eye, as if Yoezer's weakness only hardened his own determination to see him through. The other warriors had taken turns supporting him through the rugged terrain, their strong arms under his weakened frame, pulling him over jagged rocks and through dense underbrush. Yoezer had become a burden, and he despised it.
Still, when they had come to this valley - a hidden sanctuary of beauty and peace, hope stirred within him once more. The orchards, the grazing animals, the flowing water... it was like a dream, a place untouched by the harshness of the world they had fled. Yet even the beauty of the land was nothing compared to the cool touch of the woman who had first placed her hand on his fevered brow. Deborah, they had called her. He barely had the strength to open his eyes when she spoke to him, but the comfort of her presence was like a balm to his spirit.
As his mind faded again, slipping into a haze of half-consciousness, he felt himself being carried. The voices around him were muted, but filled with care and urgency. He knew he was inside the home now, a place of warmth, but the details blurred into the overwhelming sensation of fatigue.
And then she entered. Gabriella.
Even through the fog of his fever, he could clearly recall the moment she stepped into the room. Her beauty struck him with a force that even the venom could not dull. She was young, perhaps in her early twenties, but her face bore the grace of someone far older. Her skin was fair, kissed by the sun with a faint golden hue. Her dark hair fell in loose waves, cascading past her shoulders, with a few errant curls framing her face. Her features were delicate yet strong, with high cheekbones and almond-shaped eyes that gleamed with intelligence and compassion. Her eyes, the color of deep chestnut, held a quiet strength, a reflection of the lineage she carried, the ancient and proud heritage of her people. Her brows were thick but soft, accentuating the natural beauty of her face without need of adornment.
There was a look of deep concern in those eyes as she gazed down at him, studying his pale face, assessing the damage that the venom had wrought. For a fleeting moment, Yoezer thought he might speak to her, to offer some words of thanks or comfort. But his body betrayed him, sinking further into weakness. His lips parted, but no words came. Only his eyes, hazy and distant, met hers.
The last thing he saw before unconsciousness took him was Gabriella’s hands, graceful and sure, as she placed the herbs she had gathered beside her mother. Her touch was gentle, but her movements decisive. There was no doubt in Yoezer's mind, even in his fevered state, that this woman was as much a healer as her mother, and that she would do everything in her power to save him.
As the darkness enveloped him, the image of her face lingered - her beauty, her compassion, her strength. It was a vision he clung to as he fell into the depths of fevered sleep, a faint glimmer of hope that, perhaps, he would see her again when the sickness passed.
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[bookmark: _Hlk202805189]Chapter Twenty-Three: A Night of Respite


The scent of the feast filled the cool night air, rich and earthy, pulling the weary warriors into the fold of the family’s warm hospitality. As they sat around long wooden tables, the spread before them was nothing short of a banquet. Plates piled high with tender venison, its juices running over the perfect sear, beckoned them closer. Brook trout, freshly caught from the stream, flaked open to reveal its pink, succulent meat. The fish was seasoned just right, a delicate balance of salt and herbs that made each bite more satisfying than the last.
In front of them lay bowls of wild nuts, fruits, seeds, and roots, gathered from the valley’s bounty. The sweetness of ripe berries, the crunch of roasted chestnuts, and the earthiness of roots harmonized with the fragrant roasted meats, creating a symphony of flavors that felt like nourishment for both body and soul.
Eliezer, sitting at the head of the table, smiled broadly as the warriors dug in. "Eat to your heart's content," he encouraged. "Here, there is enough for all. You have traveled far and fought hard. Tonight, you are our honored guests."
The men, initially cautious, soon gave in to the warmth of the family’s welcome. It had been too long since they had sat at a table like this, the simple joy of a meal shared among friends and comrades. The food was beyond their wildest expectations after days of starvation and exhaustion. The roasted venison melted in their mouths, a perfect blend of smokiness and spice. The trout, rich and buttery, seemed to bring life back into their limbs. It wasn’t just the food, it was the feeling of peace, however fleeting, in the midst of their chaotic lives.
The family insisted on serving the warriors, moving quietly and efficiently around the table, refilling plates and cups. The youngest of the children, Ethel, moved between the men, offering fresh slices of fruit or pouring water with shy smiles. 
As the night wore on, the atmosphere shifted. The tension that had clung to the warriors like a second skin began to ease. Laughter replaced their grim silence. Hem leaned back in his chair, sharing stories of their past battles - ones filled with victories and narrow escapes. Eliezer, intrigued by their tales, shared stories of his own youth, of a time before the valley had become his sanctuary. The children listened wide-eyed, enthralled by the warriors' exploits, imagining themselves in such grand adventures.
One of the warriors, Oren, who had been unusually quiet since their arrival, finally cracked a smile when Yochanan challenged him to a mock arm-wrestling match. Laughter erupted as Yochanan, despite his youthful bravado, was swiftly defeated. The warriors clapped and cheered, the firelight dancing in their eyes, momentarily forgetting the gravity of their larger mission.
Yet, amid the laughter and the camaraderie, their thoughts often drifted to Yoezer. Each man had his own silent worry, knowing how close their brother-in-arms had come to death. Though they were grateful for the respite, none could fully relax while Yoezer hovered in a state of fragile health.
Deborah, sensing the undercurrent of concern, made it a point to check in with them regularly. As she passed through the dining area, she offered updates on Yoezer’s condition. “He is resting now,” she said, stopping briefly to speak with Hem. “The fever is still there, but he is strong. We are doing everything we can. He is in good hands.”
Hem nodded; his expression serious. “Thank you. We owe you much.”
Deborah smiled softly. “It’s no debt. It’s what we do for one another.”
Her words hung in the air, a reminder of the bond between them, even though they were strangers. Here, in this hidden valley, it wasn’t just food and rest they found—it was hope, a connection to something greater than their struggle.
As the fire crackled and the evening grew darker, the warriors allowed themselves to indulge in the simple pleasures of this brief respite. Despite the lingering worries over Yoezer, they embraced the moment, knowing that soon, they would have to face the dangers waiting for them beyond this valley.
For tonight, though, they let themselves believe in peace, if only for a while longer.

…….

Ammon marveled at the life Eliezer and his family had carved out in this valley. The orchards were heavy with fruit, the gardens a riot of color with blooming flowers and ripening vegetables. Eliezer proudly showed Ammon around, demonstrating how they had managed to create a sustainable and harmonious existence. He pointed out the ingenious traps they used to capture deer, the fishpond that made harvesting fish easy, and the various tools and inventions he had crafted from the ore he mined.
“This is truly a heaven on earth,” Ammon remarked, his admiration evident.
Eliezer’s family was as impressive as their surroundings. Polite, well-mannered, and articulate, they embodied the amazing surroundings of this valley. 
…..
Ammon sat back from the fire, momentarily lost in thought as his warriors and the family continued their jovial exchange. Eliezer’s hospitality had been more than generous, and for that, Ammon was deeply grateful. The food, the shelter, and the care given to Yoezer had been a gift in their time of need. But Ammon could not ignore the purpose of their journey, the errand given to him by King Mosiah weighed heavily on his mind.
The City of Nephi-Lehi was more than a destination; it was the key to the survival of the people Mosiah had sent him to find. Ammon knew that time was running short. Without clear directions, they might be doomed to wander the wilderness endlessly, risking their lives with every passing day.
He had felt it would be inappropriate to ask sooner, while the warriors were still recuperating from their ordeal, but now, having established a solid rapport with Eliezer and his family, Ammon sensed the moment had come to broach the subject.
Taking a deep breath, Ammon leaned forward slightly. “Eliezer,” he began, his tone measured but urgent, “I must confess that we are not here by chance. Our journey has a purpose, a purpose that requires your help.”
Eliezer raised his eyebrows, intrigued but not surprised. “Go on, my friend,” he said, his voice warm but focused.
Ammon continued, “We are on an errand from King Mosiah. We have been searching for the City of Nephi-Lehi, but until now, we have had no clear direction. We believe you may hold the key to its location.”
For a moment, there was silence between them, broken only by the crackling of the fire and the distant chatter of the warriors. Ammon studied Eliezer’s face, searching for a reaction. To his relief, Eliezer’s expression softened into a broad, knowing smile.
“I thought you would never ask,” Eliezer said, chuckling quietly. “Come with me.”
Ammon rose to his feet, his heart quickening with anticipation, and followed Eliezer across the yard. They walked through the soft grass, past the edge of the orchard, and toward an outbuilding at the far end of the property. The moonlight cast long shadows on the ground as they approached the weathered wooden structure.
Inside, the outbuilding was sparse but orderly. Shelves lined the walls, filled with various tools, dried herbs, and other supplies. But Ammon’s eyes were immediately drawn to the table at the center of the room. There, lying atop it, were several leather-bound parchments, neatly rolled and waiting for review.
Eliezer moved toward the table and unrolled one of the parchments, revealing a map that looked well-worn from years of use. Ammon stepped closer, his eyes widening as he recognized the general terrain. It was almost identical to the maps he had attempted to draw from memory, only far more detailed. Eliezer then unrolled a second map - this one older, more fragile, and laid it beside the first.
As Ammon studied the markings, his breath caught in his throat. He compared the maps Eliezer had unrolled to those he and his men had attempted to create during their journey. The similarity was striking, but there was one crucial difference: Eliezer’s map contained the exact location of Nephi-Lehi and Shilom.
“There,” Eliezer said, pointing to a specific spot on the map, southeast of where they had been searching. “The city lies beyond those ridges, nestled in a hidden valley. It is a journey of only a few days, though the terrain can be difficult.”
Ammon’s heart raced. The city was real - it existed!
He had feared, in the darkest moments of their journey, that it might be nothing more than legend, that they might be chasing shadows through the wilderness. But now, with the city’s location before him, he felt a wave of emotion so powerful it nearly brought him to his knees.
“This…” Ammon’s voice cracked, thick with gratitude. “This is more than I could have hoped for. We might have wandered for weeks, even months, without ever finding it. I… I don’t know how to thank you.”
Eliezer placed a reassuring hand on Ammon’s shoulder, his eyes filled with understanding. “Your mission must be a sacred one, my son. The way you carry it, the weight you bear, it speaks of something far greater than mere discovery.”
[image: ]Ammon nodded; his throat tight with emotion. “It is,” he whispered, struggling to keep his composure. “We are to find our brethren, to bring word of their well-being back to our king. I feared for my men… feared we might never find them.”

Eliezer smiled again, this time more gently. “You are closer than you think. These are my people that you seek, and are assuredly alive, and now, you have the path to them. With these maps, you will not lose your way.”
Ammon’s mind raced, a flood of thoughts and emotions surging through him. Gratitude, relief, and the weight of his responsibility all mingled together. He stared down at the map, tracing the path with his finger, knowing that within days, they would stand at the gates of the fabled city.
“Thank you, Eliezer,” Ammon said, his voice quiet but firm. “You have given us more than a map - you’ve given us hope.”
Eliezer’s hand remained on Ammon’s shoulder, offering silent strength. “Go with the blessing of this valley and of our people,” he said softly. “May the road ahead be smooth, and may you find what you seek.”
Ammon nodded, his heart full as he prepared to return to his warriors, knowing that at long last, their journey had a clear direction. The City of Nephi-Lehi was within reach, and with it, the answers they had sought for so long.








[bookmark: _Hlk181023646]
[bookmark: _Hlk202805220]Chapter Twenty-Four: A Day of Celebration and Despair

City of Nephi-Lehi

The harvest season had ended, and the city of Lehi-Nephi was alive with the vibrant energy of its first celebration in years. The women, though weary from seasons of relentless labor, worked tirelessly to transform the dusty streets into a tapestry of joy and color. Their hands, hardened by years of toil, now moved with new purpose, adorning every corner with garlands of wildflowers, hanging brightly painted banners, and setting up stalls for games that hadn’t been played since before the Lamanites’ shadow had fallen over their city.
Children, their faces streaked with dirt but their smiles wide, raced through the market square, their laughter filling the air. Vendors called out cheerfully, offering roasted corn, freshly baked bread, and sweet treats made from the season’s harvest. The scent of spiced meats and wild berries mingled in the air, a heady reminder of the bounty they were lucky to have.
At the center of it all, the townspeople gathered for games. Foot races were cheered on by enthusiastic crowds, sack races drew out laughter, and contests of strength between young men filled the air with the sound of playful boasts. Musicians began to tune their instruments on a makeshift stage, preparing to fill the night with melodies of freedom and hope.
For a moment, it felt as though the long years of oppression under the Lamanites had lifted. This festival was not just a break from their daily struggles; it was a declaration of survival, a testament to the resilience of the people of Lehi-Nephi.
Yet, amid the merriment, King Limhi was a man burdened by a darker reality. From his place on a raised platform, where he had greeted his people and accepted their gifts, he watched the celebration unfold. He saw their joy, heard their laughter, but within him, there was a weight that grew heavier with each passing hour. His mind was consumed by thoughts of escape, of leading his people out from under the Lamanites' cruel dominion. But the odds were stacked against them, and the dream of freedom felt more distant with each passing day.
As the celebration reached its peak, Limhi felt the need to distance himself from the noise. He rose quietly, motioning to his closest advisers and guards to join him. "I need some air," he said, his voice low and grim. “We’ll go to the choke cherry patch.”
His guards followed without question, and together they passed through the city gates. The Lamanite guards barely paid them any mind, their laxity a result of the city’s subdued state over the years. As Limhi and his men moved beyond the city’s edge, the atmosphere changed. The noise of the festival faded into the distance, replaced by the quiet hum of the wilderness.
Limhi walked in silence, his thoughts swirling. His people deserved better, but how could he give it to them? Escape meant navigating treacherous landscapes, evading the ever-watchful eyes of their captors, and finding a path back to Zarahemla - something that seemed impossible. No one alive knew the way, and all records of the route had been lost long ago.
The choke cherry patch came into view, a small grove on the outskirts of the city that Limhi had visited as a child. It was a place of sweet memories, a stark contrast to the bitterness he felt now. He paused, turning to his men.
“This land…,” Limhi began, his voice soft, as if speaking more to himself than to his guards. “It’s all we’ve known for so long, yet it feels like a prison.”
One of his guards, a broad-shouldered man named Mahali, stepped forward. “My king, we would follow you anywhere - whether into battle or exile. If you say the word, we will go.”
Limhi shook his head, his heart heavy. “I do not doubt your loyalty, Mahali. It’s not a question of our resolve. It’s the Lamanites. They have us surrounded. Every plan I’ve devised ends the same way, with bloodshed.”
Mahali frowned, looking out at the horizon. “Then perhaps the solution lies not in force, but in miracles.”
Limhi turned, studying his loyal guard. “Go on.”
“We’ve heard stories, Tales from our past about how God delivered his people, I don’t believe God will leave us helpless,” Mahali said, his voice lowering. 
“I too have faith and hope that we are not forgotten,” Limhi admitted. “But perhaps hope is all we have left.”
They stood in silence for a long moment, the cool breeze rustling the leaves of the choke cherry trees. The sun was setting now, casting shadows across the fields. In the distance, the sounds of the festival drifted on the wind, songs of joy, of defiance, of survival.
As they made their way back to the city, Limhi’s heart ached with the knowledge of what lay ahead. But for now, he allowed himself to share in the joy of the festival, if only for a little while longer. His people’s laughter was a reminder of what they were fighting for, the hope of a future beyond the shadow of the Lamanites. And he, their king, would do everything in his power to give them that future.
….
As King Limhi returned to his home, the familiar sound of hurried footsteps greeted him before he even crossed the threshold. Leah’s children, three small figures, darted toward him, their wide eyes filled with relief at the sight of him. Ever since their mother had been taken by the Lamanite guards, they had clung to him, fearful of any moment he was away.
Limhi knelt, meeting them at eye level. “It’s alright,” he said softly, placing a reassuring hand on each of their small shoulders. “I’m here now. You have nothing to fear.”
The children, still too young to fully understand the dangers that surrounded their city, nodded but their eyes betrayed a deeper anxiety, a loss of the innocence they should have known. Limhi’s heart ached for them, Leah, a wonderful mother, her sudden absence a gaping wound that had left her children adrift. It had been weeks now, and despite Limhi’s best efforts to reassure them, the children still feared that any absence might be permanent.
Realizing that he had not arranged for their supper, Limhi gently led them inside. The fire in the hearth had long since dimmed, but the warmth still clung to the air. He made his way to the small kitchen and began preparing a simple meal, beans, bread, and a little of the leftover mutton from the day’s celebration. It wasn’t much, but it would have to do.
The children gathered around him, their quiet presence a welcome comfort in the silence of the house. As they ate, Limhi felt the weight of the day pressing on him, but he knew he needed to offer them more than just food. They needed the strength that came from something deeper, something that would give them hope.
He rose from the table and retrieved the sacred accounts, the writings he had kept close to his heart through the darkest times. Sitting back down, he beckoned the children to gather around him, their small heads resting on his lap as he began to read aloud. His voice was steady, though his heart was full of emotion.
He told them stories of miracles - tales of deliverance, of brave men and women who had been rescued from the brink of despair. He recounted the accounts of divine intervention, of how, in the most desperate of times, the hand of the Almighty had stretched forth and freed His people. The words resonated deeply within him, not just as a comfort to the children but as a lifeline to his own soul.
As Limhi read, his voice soft and melodic, he lost track of time. The fire’s embers dimmed further, casting flickering shadows on the stone walls. One by one, the children’s eyes closed, lulled into sleep by the rhythm of his voice. Their small bodies leaned against him, each breath deep and peaceful, unburdened for the moment by the fears that haunted them.
Gently, Limhi closed the sacred text, the weight of the words still heavy in his hands. He looked down at the sleeping children, their faces serene in the glow of the dying fire, and felt a wave of tenderness. He hadn’t realized how much they had come to depend on him, how much they needed his presence, his strength.
He lifted each child in turn, carrying them to their beds. Tucking them in carefully, he whispered quiet blessings over them, hoping that their dreams would be filled with peace rather than the dark realities of their waking life.
Once the children were settled, Limhi returned to his own chambers. His body was weary, but his mind was restless. The stories he had read stirred something deep within him - an aching need for a miracle. His people had endured so much, and yet deliverance still seemed so far away.
Kneeling on the hard stone floor beside his bed, Limhi bowed his head. The coldness of the stone bit into his knees, but he welcomed the discomfort, letting it remind him of the gravity of his plea. With his hands clasped and his heart open, he prayed - prayed for the safety of his people, for wisdom in leading them, for the strength to guide them through the trials ahead.
“God of our fathers,” Limhi whispered, his voice trembling. “You have delivered Your people before. You have shown Your hand in mighty ways. I beg of You - show us Your power once more. Lead us out of this bondage. Guide me, so that I may lead them to safety.”
For a long time, he remained there, his forehead resting against his folded hands, the weight of his proverbial crown heavy on his bowed head. The night grew darker, and the house grew quieter, but Limhi remained, seeking the strength and the answers he so desperately needed.
And in that silence, with only the sound of his breath and the faint crackling of the dying fire, Limhi felt a small but unmistakable sense of peace. He didn’t know how, or when, but he believed - deep in his heart - that a way would be made. He had to believe it. For his people, for Leah’s children, and for the future that still lingered on the distant horizon.
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[bookmark: _Hlk202805253]Chapter Twenty-Five: With new Resolve


The men luxuriated in the company of Eliezer’s family, playing games and sharing stories. They marveled at the ingenuity and beauty of the life Eliezer had built in this serene valley.
That night, the warriors slept soundly under a canopy of stars, the soft grasses of Eliezer’s home providing a comfortable bed. The tranquility of the valley and the hospitality of the family enveloped them, granting them a peaceful and restorative sleep.
….
Gabriella sat quietly at the edge of Yoezer’s bed, dabbing his forehead with cool, wet cloths. The dim glow of the hearth illuminated the room, casting soft shadows that danced across the walls. As she looked down at him, a man who had fought against the venom of a rattlesnake bite and refused to abandon his duty despite the torment his body endured, she couldn’t help but be in awe of his resilience. Yoezer’s loyalty, his unwavering commitment to his cause and his companions, stirred something deep within her. 

Her mother’s medicines were working. Yoezer’s breathing had become steadier, his chest rising and falling with a rhythm that suggested he was finally finding some peace. As she tenderly cared for him, Gabriella felt a pull toward this man. There was something extraordinary about him, a quiet strength, a determination that set him apart. She had never met anyone like him before.
[image: ]Suddenly, Yoezer stirred. His eyes opened, and Gabriella felt her breath catch in her throat. His gaze was a deep, piercing blue, so vivid that it startled her. For a moment, they locked eyes, and she found herself unable to look away. It was as though, in that instant, something unspoken passed between them.
Yoezer, still weak but clearly determined to speak, managed a few words. “Thank you... for everything,” he rasped, his voice rough but full of sincerity. “How are my fellow warriors? Are they well?”
Even in the midst of his own affliction, his first thoughts were of his companions. Gabriella was spellbound. She had heard stories of men like this, selfless, noble, always putting others first - but other than her father and her brothers, she had never encountered such a man in real life. She sat, momentarily speechless, overwhelmed by his strength of character.
Yoezer must have noticed her hesitation, for a look of concern crossed his face. “Forgive me,” he said softly, “I didn’t mean to startle you.”
Gabriella quickly placed a gentle finger to his lips, quieting him. “All is well,” she whispered, her voice soothing and calm. “Your companions are resting in the courtyard. They’re safe.”
Her words seemed to settle him, and for a moment, they simply stared at each other, both transfixed. The bond between them felt undeniable, even though they had exchanged only a few words. It was as if they had been destined to meet, their paths crossing at just the right moment.
As the night wore on, their conversation deepened. Yoezer spoke of his journey, his sense of duty to his people, and the trials he had faced alongside his comrades. He spoke of the lands he had traveled. Gabriella listened intently, her heart swelling with admiration.
In turn, Gabriella shared stories of her own life, of her family’s struggles, her mother’s healing craft, and her dreams of one day traveling beyond the valley she had known her whole life. She spoke of her love for music and how she often found solace in singing to herself when the weight of the world became too much. Yoezer listened, enraptured by her voice and the depth of her dreams.
Throughout the night, they laughed, shared quiet moments of understanding, and discovered a connection that went beyond words. Though they came from different worlds, they found in each other a shared sense of purpose, of resilience, and of hope. It was a night neither of them would soon forget.
As the first light of dawn began to creep through the window, Gabriella insisted that Yoezer rest. “You need your strength,” she said softly, her fingers brushing a lock of dark hair from his forehead. “Sleep now.”
Reluctantly, Yoezer obeyed. Though he wanted nothing more than to continue talking with her, his body was still weak, and he knew she was right. As he closed his eyes, his last thought before sleep overtook him was of Gabriella, this dark-haired beauty who had shown him such kindness, such understanding.
In his dreams, she was there, standing beside him in a place where pain and suffering could not reach. And for the first time in what felt like forever, Yoezer’s heart felt light, as though something had shifted, something important. He didn’t know what the future held, but he knew one thing for certain, his life had changed that night, and Gabriella was the reason.
…..
As dawn's first light streamed through the windows, Ammon stood over Eliezer’s maps, his brow furrowed in concentration. His warriors gathered around him, each studying the parchments, tracing the paths that would lead them to their ultimate goal. The valley where they had found refuge had given them a brief reprieve, but Ammon knew their mission could no longer be delayed.
Hem, ever the practical warrior, was already preparing the men for the journey. He barked out orders, directing the packing of supplies and ensuring the provisions Eliezer had generously offered were carefully stowed. Despite the air of readiness, Ammon couldn’t shake the gnawing concern he had for Yoezer.
With a heavy heart, Ammon excused himself from the planning and made his way into the home where Yoezer lay resting. As he entered the room, the sight of his friend, breathing evenly, calm and at peace, gave him a moment’s solace. For a fleeting second, Ammon thought about leaving him behind, trusting that this wonderful family would nurse Yoezer back to full strength. Yet, deep down, he knew Yoezer too well. He couldn’t just slip away without facing him.
Ammon took a deep breath and sat beside the bed. The moment he did, Yoezer stirred. Slowly, the warrior’s eyes fluttered open, and upon seeing his leader beside him, he forced himself to rise. His movements were slow but determined. Soon, despite the weakness that still lingered in his body, Yoezer stood to his full height, towering over Ammon, his eyes resolute.
"Ammon," Yoezer began, his voice gravelly but firm, "I am okay. I want to go. You won’t have to wait for me. I will keep up."
Ammon held up a hand in protest, his expression a mix of concern and authority. "Yoezer, you’ve just barely recovered. You’ve been through a lot, bitten by a viper, and barely on your feet for days. You don’t need to prove anything to anyone. Rest here. Heal. We can handle this."
But Yoezer shook his head, his jaw set with unyielding determination. "I am not staying behind. My duty is with you and the men. I don’t care what condition I’m in. I won’t be the one who slows us down, and I won’t abandon the task we’ve been given." His voice grew stronger as he spoke, the fire in his eyes unmistakable. "I will keep up, Ammon."
Ammon opened his mouth to respond, to reason with him, but seeing the resolve in Yoezer’s face, he knew it was useless. This was a man who would not be left behind, not for anything in the world.
Yoezer, already reaching for his armor and gathering his belongings, stood tall despite his weakened state. "I’m ready," he declared. There was no hesitation in his voice, only the steely will of a warrior who had made up his mind.
Ammon sighed, a reluctant smile tugging at the corner of his lips. He knew there was no stopping Yoezer now. "Very well, my friend," he said quietly. "But if you falter, if you need rest, you let me know. We’re in this together."
From across the room, Gabriella stood watching, her heart aching with concern. She had tended to Yoezer, seen him at his most vulnerable, and now, watching him prepare to leave, her worry grew deeper. Yet, she knew the kind of man he was, stubborn, brave, unwavering in his duty. She could see it in his eyes, the same qualities that had drawn her to him in the first place.
Her admiration for Yoezer grew in that moment, though it was tinged with the fear that he might be pushing himself too far, too soon. Still, she remained silent, knowing that no words could change his mind. She understood now that Yoezer would see his duty through, no matter the cost.
As Yoezer strapped his armor into place and slung his weapon over his back, he turned to Gabriella, his gaze meeting hers for a long moment. Her eyes, full of concern and unspoken words, held him in place.
"Thank you," he said softly, his voice full of gratitude.
Gabriella managed a small smile, though her worry was still evident. "Just... take care of yourself," she whispered. "And come back in one piece."
Her invitation to return caught him off-guard. She noticed, and smiled warmly, confirming her invitation. He could only nod, and say, “I look forward to it.”
Yoezer nodded, understanding the weight behind her words. He turned back to Ammon, standing tall and ready to march. Ammon, seeing the courage in his warrior’s eyes, gave a small nod of respect, taking note of the newly formed connection between Yoezer and Gabriella. Smiling at his warrior, Yoezer pretended he didn’t see his Captain’s sly grin and moved out into the sunlight.  
…… 
As the warriors gathered their supplies, preparing to depart from the peaceful valley, Deborah and her daughters made their way to each man, offering small bundles of food tied neatly with cloth. The lunch they had prepared was modest but filled with care, dried meats, fruit, and small loaves of bread to sustain them on their journey. Each warrior accepted the provisions with quiet gratitude, knowing that the kindness of this family had already fed not only their bodies but their spirits.
When it came time for Gabriella to present Yoezer with his portion, she stepped forward with a warm smile. The warrior, still recovering from his ordeal, stood tall but with a lingering pallor to his face. As Gabriella handed him the small package, she hesitated for just a moment before leaning in and placing a light, affectionate kiss on his gaunt cheek.
The gesture, innocent yet filled with unspoken sentiment, caused a ripple of good-natured teasing to spread through the group of warriors. Ammon and Hem exchanged knowing glances, while another warrior playfully elbowed Yoezer, raising an eyebrow in mock disbelief.
"Looks like Yoezer's got more than just provisions to carry with him," one of the men quipped, earning a round of chuckles.
Even Yoezer, usually so stoic and composed, felt a flush rise to his cheeks. His pale complexion, drained from days of illness, was now tinged with a healthy blush. He glanced at Gabriella, who stood there with an amused twinkle in her eye. Despite the teasing, Yoezer didn’t seem to mind. In fact, for the first time in days, he felt a warmth that had nothing to do with the sun.
Eliezer, seeing the moment unfold, smiled and stepped forward with the maps that had become so crucial to their quest. He approached Ammon and carefully handed him the rolled parchments. Ammon took them reverently, the weight of their significance settling into his hands. These maps were not just a guide to their destination but a lifeline, a beacon of hope in the wilderness. Without them, they would have wandered aimlessly for weeks, perhaps longer.
Ammon’s voice was thick with emotion as he addressed Eliezer. "I cannot express the depth of my gratitude, Eliezer. You have given us more than just maps; you have given us hope and a chance to fulfill our mission. We are forever in your debt."
Eliezer placed a firm hand on Ammon’s shoulder. "No debt, my son. Go with the blessings of this house. May the path ahead be clear, and may God watch over you."
The warriors, one by one, exchanged heartfelt farewells with the family. Deborah and her daughters embraced them as if they had known these men for a lifetime, not merely a handful of days. It was a rare bond forged in an even rarer place, and each man left a part of his heart behind in the valley of peace.
As they began their march, leaving the shelter of the home that had offered them safety and comfort, the warriors felt something they had not known in a long time: renewal. Their bodies had healed, their spirits had been lifted, and with Eliezer’s maps in hand, they felt a sense of purpose.
The trail ahead was daunting, but they marched with the strength of knowing they were not alone. The kindness and generosity of this family would stay with them, guiding their steps as they made their way to the city of Lehi-Nephi. And as they moved farther from the valley, the warriors knew that, no matter the challenges ahead, they were ready. Ready to fulfill their divine task, ready to face whatever trials awaited them, and most of all, ready to return to those who depended on them.
Ammon, walking at the head of the group, glanced back once at the valley, now fading into the distance. His heart swelled with gratitude for the people they had left behind, for the gifts they had received, and for the hope that had been rekindled within each of them. The journey was not over, but they were no longer the weary men who had stumbled into this place. They were warriors once more, prepared to meet their destiny.
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[bookmark: _Hlk202805278]Chapter Twenty-Six: Ruminations and Reunions

Zarahemla 


As the month dragged on without word from Ammon and his men, King Mosiah's heart grew heavier with each passing day. Over thirty days had gone by since he had sent his trusted warriors on the vital mission, and the silence that followed weighed heavily on his mind. He found it difficult to rest, his thoughts constantly wandering back to the men who had left Zarahemla - fathers, husbands, and brothers, all of whom had become essential to the kingdom’s well-being. Their absence was not only felt in the hearts of their loved ones but in the kingdom itself.
The day was slowly drawing to a close, but Mosiah's responsibilities were far from over. Managing land disputes, mediating contractual negotiations, and addressing infrastructure needs had consumed much of his time. Yet, despite his kingly duties, he also had to tend to his own family’s needs. His flocks, his fields - these tasks could not be delegated, as he had refused to take financial support from his people, just as his father, King Benjamin, had done before him. His mind turned to his father, now confined to a hospice state, fading with each passing day. There were moments when Mosiah wasn’t even sure his father knew who he was.
His wife, Kyra, was overwhelmed as well. Their newborn son demanded much of her attention, and Mosiah’s responsibilities as king left him with little time to help at home. Kyra was his greatest blessing, a woman of remarkable strength and patience. Her steadfast support allowed him to carry the weight of the kingdom, yet he often wondered how she managed to keep going. She had become the backbone of their household, and Mosiah marveled at how he had been so fortunate to marry such an incredible woman.
As the day ended, Mosiah dismissed his guards and made his way through the streets of the city. The sun had set, and the city began to settle into the quiet of night. Lamps flickered in doorways, and those he passed offered nods of respect or brief words of acknowledgment. He longed to spend more time with the people he served, to hear their stories and share in their lives, but the burden of leadership often kept him distant.
He diverted briefly to his small farm, where he tended to the repairs that he could manage. His livestock needed feeding, the fences needed mending, and the crops desperately required irrigation. His absence had taken a toll on the land, and as he worked in the fading light, Mosiah couldn’t help but feel a pang of guilt for how long these tasks had gone unattended.
By the time he finished, the night had fully fallen, and he returned home to find a simple meal waiting for him on the table. A note from Kyra lay beside it, explaining that she had taken their son to help a neighbor who was ailing. Though his meal was ready and the house quiet, Mosiah’s heart remained restless. He decided to check on his father.
Moving quietly, he entered the darkened room where King Benjamin lay. A candle flickered gently on the bedside table, casting a soft glow over the aging king. Mosiah could hear his father’s steady breathing, and for a moment, he stood in silence, watching the man who had shaped his entire life. King Benjamin had been a towering figure of wisdom and strength, beloved by the people for his humility and selflessness. Even now, in his weakened state, he remained an inspiration to Mosiah.
Mosiah pulled up a chair and sat beside his father’s bed, the weight of the day’s worries pressing down on him. His mind returned to Ammon and the warriors traveling somewhere in a far-distance wilderness. He had felt the divine prompting to send them out, but with each day of silence, doubt began to creep in. Had he made the right decision? What if something had happened to them? The thought of their families, left behind and struggling in their absence, pained him deeply.
As he sat in contemplation, Mosiah didn’t notice at first that his father had stirred. But then, in a rare moment of clarity, King Benjamin’s eyes opened, and he looked at his son with recognition. He reached out, placing a hand on Mosiah’s.
“Son, I can see you’re troubled,” Benjamin said, his voice weak but filled with the same concern Mosiah had known all his life. “How are things?”
Mosiah rose from his chair, kneeling by his father’s bedside and taking his hand in his. “Father, it’s so good to see you awake,” he said, his voice thick with emotion. “I love you.”
“I love you too, son. Now, tell me what weighs on your heart.”
Tears welled in Mosiah’s eyes as he poured out his concerns—the missing warriors, the burdens of the kingdom, the strain on his family. King Benjamin listened with patience, his eyes clear and focused in a way they hadn’t been for some time. When Mosiah finished, his father squeezed his hand gently.
“God will prevail, my son,” Benjamin said, his voice steady. “He always does. Do not doubt the inspiration you were given. Have faith in the One who delivers all.”
The words, spoken with such certainty, lifted the heavy burden from Mosiah’s heart. He leaned into his father’s embrace, feeling the warmth and strength of the man who had been his guide for so long. Though King Benjamin soon drifted back into unconsciousness, the brief moments of clarity had given Mosiah the encouragement he desperately needed. His Father’s conscious absence left him feeling strangely homesick.
He covered his father with an extra blanket, blew out the candle, and retreated back to the kitchen. The meal left for him by Kyra was waiting, and as he began to eat, he felt a sense of peace returning.
Just as he finished, Kyra returned home, their young son in her arms. She found Mosiah kneeling in prayer, and without hesitation, she joined him. Together, they offered prayers of gratitude and petitioned for the safety of Ammon, the warriors, and the families waiting for their return. When they rose from prayer, Mosiah took Kyra in his arms.
“All will be well,” he said softly. “I feel it in my heart. I spoke with my father tonight, and he reminded me that God will prevail.”
[bookmark: _Hlk181023815]Kyra smiled, her eyes full of love and reassurance. “Then let us rest in that peace tonight, my love. You have done all you can. Now, let God do the rest.”
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Chapter Twenty-Seven: Light at the End of the Tunnel

Expedition Day 34-39


The journey from Eliezer's valley to the land of Lehi-Nephi was grueling, a test of both physical endurance and mental fortitude. Yet, Ammon and his men were bolstered by the kindness they had received, the provisions carefully prepared by Eliezer’s family, and the determination that carried them forward on their divine mission. The detailed maps Eliezer had provided were their constant companions, guiding them through the rugged terrain. These maps became their compass, outlining not just a path but a strategy - marking the springs where they could refill their dwindling water supplies, and strategic ridgelines enabling the most efficient routes of travel. 
Ammon often found himself studying the maps by firelight during their short, uneasy rests. He noted the importance of each feature, streams winding through the landscape, craggy mountain passes, and narrow valleys that could either be their refuge or their ruin. Each day, he led the men with precision, balancing their need for speed with the care required to navigate such treacherous paths.
The final leg of the journey tested their resolve. The midday sun bore down on them, relentless and scorching. The mountain air was dry, and the warriors' throats felt like they were lined with dust. With each step, the weight of their armor seemed to double, their muscles aching from the continuous climb through rocky terrain. They marched in a tight formation, each man encouraging the next, their camaraderie providing the strength to carry on.
When the sun finally set, the mountain air turned bitterly cold. The contrast between the heat of the day and the chill of the night left the men weary. But there was no respite. Ammon urged them forward, knowing that each mile they covered brought them closer to their goal. The night was eerily silent, save for the occasional rustling of leaves or the distant howl of a wild animal.
By the third day, exhaustion weighed heavily on all of them. Yoezer, who had insisted on accompanying the group despite his recent injury, was beginning to falter. His steps, once sure and steady, had become more labored. Yet, his resolve never wavered. Gabriella’s farewell still fresh in his mind, he pushed himself to match the pace of his fellow warriors, refusing to be left behind.
Ammon, noticing Yoezer's fatigue, walked beside him. “You don’t have to prove anything, brother. We can slow the pace,” Ammon said quietly, his tone full of concern.
Yoezer straightened his back, though his body protested every movement. “I will not be the one to slow us down, Ammon. I will see this mission through.”
Ammon could only nod, his admiration for Yoezer deepening. He knew the warrior’s loyalty wasn’t just to the mission but to something greater, a sense of duty that transcended personal suffering.
As they climbed higher into the mountains, the narrow passes grew more challenging. One evening, sharp winds whipped through the ridges, threatening to throw them off balance as they made their way across steep, rocky cliffs. Ammon called for silence, and the men moved with measured steps, the sound of their boots crunching on the gravel the only noise.
On the fourth night, as they descended into a more sheltered valley, they came upon a hidden spring marked “Yashab” on Eliezer’s map. Ammon noted the name Yashab meant to “dwell”, “to sit”, “to remain”, “to abide”.  
“Men”, he commanded, “we will make camp here for the night.”
Hem moved over next to Ammon, as both men reviewed the maps once more, before inquiring, “It would seem the destination is only a short day of travel away, would you rather we traveled on through the night?”
….
Ammon’s heart swelled with pride whenever he thought of his second-in-command, Hem. More than just a loyal warrior, Hem was like a brother - a bond forged through shared hardship and unbreakable trust. Ammon admired Hem not only for his skill in battle but for the resilience and determination that had shaped him into the man he had become.
Unlike many of the other warriors, Hem had risen from nothing. His father had disappeared during a hunting trip, vanished without a trace, when Hem was just a child, leaving his mother a widow with eight children to raise on the outskirts of the city. Their small, ramshackle home stood far from the center of Zarahemla, where resources were few, and opportunities even fewer. Hem was the youngest, and as he grew, the family’s situation only worsened. Poverty clung to them like a shadow, and by the time Hem reached maturity, survival had become a daily struggle.
But fate had intervened in the form of King Benjamin and his son, Mosiah. One day, unannounced, the king and his heir had come to check on Hem’s family, as was the king’s custom to visit the widows and orphans of his kingdom. Hem, unaware of their true identities, had seen the two men approaching and, fearing intruders, launched a well-placed rock from the bushes. The stone struck King Benjamin squarely on the head, and chaos ensued.
Hem’s mother, upon discovering her youngest son had assaulted the king, was mortified beyond words. She rushed forward to beg forgiveness. But King Benjamin, ever the man of humility and grace, could not stop laughing. The situation was so absurd, and the boy’s courage so admirable, that his laughter soon lightened everyone’s spirits. What could have been a disaster instead became a moment of grace and goodwill.
Seeing the family’s dire circumstances, King Benjamin had immediately issued directives to provide for their needs. And in that moment, Hem’s life had changed forever. He was offered a place in the city, to live with a chosen family and study in Zarahemla. Hem’s mother was reluctant at first, not wanting to part with her youngest son, but the opportunity was undeniable. Hem would return home every weekend to help his mother and siblings, but during the week, he would be given the chance to learn, to grow, and to break free from the cycle of poverty that had been imposed upon them.
Hem thrived in the city. His sharp mind and strong body quickly caught the attention of his teachers, but it was in the warrior training that he truly excelled. His natural athleticism, honed through years of hard labor on the outskirts of Zarahemla, was unmatched. And when he entered the training school, he caught the eye of the young Ammon, who was also rising through the ranks.
The two were assigned as roommates, and from the moment they met, their bond was instant. They were brothers in every sense but blood, sharing in each other’s triumphs and challenges. Ammon admired Hem’s quiet strength, his unwavering dedication, and his refusal to let his past define him. Hem, in turn, respected Ammon’s leadership, integrity, and kindness.
Years later, when Ammon was tasked with leading this critical mission, there was no one he trusted more than Hem to be his second-in-command. Hem’s past had made him strong, but it was his heart that made him invaluable. In battle, Hem was fierce and unyielding, but it was his loyalty and compassion that set him apart. Ammon knew that no matter the situation, Hem would always be at his side, ready to fight, to protect, and to lead.
As they journeyed through the rugged terrain toward Lehi-Nephi, Ammon often found himself glancing at Hem. Despite the hardship of the journey, despite the grueling pace and the constant danger, Hem never wavered. His expression was always calm, his steps sure and steady.
….
Ammon watched as the men gratefully drank and refilled their water skins, the cold, fresh water reviving their spirits. The spring was nestled beneath a canopy of trees, the leaves rustling softly in the cool night breeze. It was a moment of rare respite, and as the men sat around a small fire, their thoughts turned toward home, toward the families waiting for them in Zarahemla and the promise of their return.
As they rested, Ammon found himself gazing at the stars, his mind drawn to the purpose that had led them here. He felt the weight of his responsibility keenly. Every decision he made affected the lives of his men, and their success or failure could shape the future of their people. He prayed silently, asking for strength, wisdom, and the safety of his warriors as they approached their destination.
By the fifth day, they could see the outline of the land of Lehi-Nephi in the distance. The maps indicated the pronounced rounded peak in the far distance was ironically called Panther Knob. And Panther Knob lay sentinel to the valley of the city of Shilom as well as Lehi-Nephi!
The sight of it filled the men sent forth exhilaration amongst the men. Though their bodies were worn from the journey, the sight of their goal rewarded every past hardship. Ammon was fully aware knew the hardest part of their mission was likely yet to come, but for now, they would take solace in the sight of the looming distanced peak.
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Lamanite Capital

Leah sat in her small private chamber adjacent to the Lamanite King’s palace, her heart heavy with longing for her children. The room itself was modest, save for the countless materials she had at her disposal for her work. Shelves lined the walls, stacked with rolls of fine linens, silks, and woolen yarns of every hue. The shelves also housed jars filled with dyes extracted from rare plants, deep indigos and crimson reds that would stain the fabrics with vibrant color. Alongside these were tools for crafting, delicate needles for embroidery, leather straps, heavy-duty ropes, and spindles of flax thread. Scissors and knives of different sizes, used for cutting everything from fine silks to sturdy canvas, glistened in the dim light. Wooden spools, blocks for pressing, and awls for leatherwork were all part of her extensive collection, enabling her to create garments and textiles that were not only functional but also magnificent works of art. Precious ornaments of gold, silver, and copper lay in small boxes, ready to adorn the clothing she made for the Lamanite king and his court. Leah had everything she needed to work her craft, yet her heart was elsewhere.
Leah’s mother and grandmother had taught her everything they knew, and their talents had been extraordinary. But Leah had surpassed them both, and her skill had become legendary, her creations sought by kings and commoners alike. Her reputation had grown naturally - she never needed to advertise her work. Yet, despite the praise and acclaim, Leah’s greatest desire had always been to be a mother. The joy she found in her children eclipsed any recognition she received for her artistry.
Her thoughts drifted back to the day she met Alkimus, the lead scribe of the Nephite court. It was at a Harvest Celebration, a day she would never forget. Leah had always drawn the attention of suitors, her natural beauty and talent making her the envy of many. But it wasn’t Alkimus’ dark, strong features that had caught her eye, it was his quiet, modest demeanor. His kindness spoke louder to her heart than any grand gestures ever could. Yet, despite her interest, Alkimus was painfully shy, almost oblivious to her attempts at flirting.
Determined to win him over, Leah had spent weeks crafting a cloak for him, a piece of art that embodied his person, strong yet understated, noble yet humble. The cloak was made of the finest materials she could gather. She selected a deep navy fabric as the base, sturdy but soft, lined with wool for warmth. Intricate silver embroidery wove along the edges, resembling the night sky full of stars, each stitch perfectly placed. The hood was trimmed with soft fur, and along the back, she had added a subtle but elegant design of a soaring eagle, majestic, strong, and silent, just like Alkimus.
When the cloak was finally finished, Leah had to admit it was one of her finest creations. She wrapped it carefully and took it to the Harvest Celebration, knowing that Alkimus would be there, seated away from the main festivities, engrossed in one of his scrolls as usual. She watched and waited, timing her approach to ensure that no one else would witness her bold act. When the moment came, she marched straight up to him, her heart racing, and said, "I made this for you." Without waiting for a response, she added, "I would appreciate in kind if you would come by next week for dinner."
She placed the bundle in his lap and, blushing furiously, retreated into the crowd before he could say a word. The rest of the week passed in agonizing silence. Leah wasn’t even sure if Alkimus knew where she lived. But she prepared a fine meal nonetheless, hopeful yet anxious. And sure enough, the following week, Alkimus appeared at her doorstep, his steps uncertain but his heart full of intent. In his hands was a hand-picked bouquet of wildflowers, awkwardly arranged but endearing in its simplicity.
That night, as Leah served the meal she had prepared with love and care, she found ways to coax Alkimus into conversation. He was shy at first, but as the night wore on, his walls began to crumble. In his soft-spoken words, Leah found a kindred spirit, a man who, like her, yearned for a family above all else. They shared the same dream: to create a home filled with love, to raise children in the light of faith. Leah fell madly in love with him that night.
Their courtship was swift, and when they married, Leah’s wedding dress became the stuff of legends. She had crafted it herself, a shimmering gown of off-white silk adorned with pearled ivory and delicate embroidery of golden thread. The hem of the dress was intricately stitched with patterns that symbolized eternity, a promise that she and Alkimus would be bound forever.
Their life together was blissful. They made a home on the outskirts of the city, and soon, their first child, a daughter named Leah after her mother, arrived. She was the apple of her father’s eye, and the small family was happy beyond words. Two more children followed, both boys, and though Leah found less time for her seamstress work, her reputation only grew. Alkimus continued his work as a scribe, and life, despite the looming threat of war, was sweet.
But when war finally came, it came with fury. The Lamanites invaded with terrifying ferocity, and men like Alkimus, who had never been warriors, were called to arms. Leah still remembered the last time she saw him. He had gathered their children in his arms, kissing each of them with such tenderness it broke her heart. Then, without a word, he had embraced Leah, and she felt his strength, his love, and his silent goodbye. She had felt her legs give way to fear, and finally Alkimus propping her up in his arms looked into the eyes he loved so dearly saying, “Leah, my Love, be believing. No matter what happens we know and can have perfect faith Jehovah. Never lose sight of that one infinite truth. We are in His loving care and all will be well no matter what happens in this life. Be believing!”
When news came that Alkimus had fallen in battle, Leah’s world shattered. But she clung to his last words: "Be believing." He had known, as she did, that their faith in Jehovah was their only refuge, their only hope. Even in the face of this unbearable loss, Leah believed that one day they would be reunited in the eternal care of their God.
[bookmark: _Hlk181023894]Now, as she knelt before the Lamanite King, offering him the finest cape she had ever made in exchange for the chance to see her children, Leah’s heart was heavy but hopeful. The king accepted her gift with compassion, and though he said nothing at the time, Leah noticed that later that night, the guard who usually stood outside her door was gone. A week later, she received word that she would be allowed to visit her people’s harvest celebration—and more importantly, her children. Her heart overflowed with gratitude and joy. She could scarcely count the minutes until she would hold them again.
[bookmark: _Hlk202805349]Chapter Twenty-Nine:  Panther Knob

Expedition Day 40

As the group neared the base of Panther Knob, the eerie cries of distant panthers seemed to echo in Ammon’s memory, sending a chill down his spine. The mountain’s name felt like a haunting [image: ]omen. Ammon signaled for the group to halt as they reached the backside of the mountain. “Set up camp here,” he ordered, his voice calm but firm. "We need to forage. Our provisions are nearly gone." 

The men nodded and dispersed into the surrounding woods. Aaron, an expert hunter, quickly returned with two wild turkeys slung over his shoulder. “Not much, but it’s something,” he said with a grim smile.
Ammon nodded. "Good work, Aaron. We’ll make do."
Others returned with small fish, berries, and nuts, and soon their quartermaster began preparing a crude meal. Without the luxury of a fire, they ate raw meat and fruits, their hunger too pressing to complain.
As the sun dipped lower, casting long shadows over the valley, Ammon gathered his men. "We’re heading up Panther Knob. I want to see the city from the summit."
The climb was steep, and the men, already exhausted from days of marching, struggled to keep pace. But when they reached the top, the sight before them erased all their fatigue.
"Look," Hem whispered, his voice full of awe as he gazed down at the valley below. Shilom and Lehi-Nephi spread out like a tapestry, tiny flickers of firelight marking the heart of the cities. From this distance, they could see the movement of people, though they were too far to make out details.
Ammon exhaled slowly, a sense of accomplishment washing over him. "This is it," he said softly, but his words carried weight. "Tomorrow, we go forward."
The warriors stood in silence, each man absorbing the moment. They had made it this far, through hardship and hunger, and now the cities of their mission lay within reach. The flickering fires in the valley seemed to beckon them, like a promise of victory - or a warning.
"Tonight, we hold our position," Ammon continued, his voice growing more authoritative. "Spread out along the ridge, stay low, and stay quiet. We can’t afford to be discovered. Zoram, you have the maps, keep them safe. If we don’t return by midday tomorrow, you take the men and head back to Mosiah. No reprisals. Understood?"
Zoram nodded, clutching the rolled maps like a lifeline. "Understood."
As the stars emerged one by one, the sounds of the forest surrounded them, crickets, owls, and the occasional rustle of unseen animals. Sleep was elusive for many of the men. Hem, sitting next to Ammon, broke the silence. “Do you really think they’ll listen to us?”
Ammon turned, seeing the worry etched on his friend’s face. “I don’t know,” he admitted. “But I trust in the Lord. We’ll go in peacefully, unarmed. If it’s meant to be, we’ll return with news. If not…” He trailed off, but Hem understood.
“If not, we’ll do what we have to,” Hem said quietly, and Ammon nodded.
The night stretched on, and just before dawn, Ammon roused Hem, Amaleki, and Helem. "It’s time."
The four of them, now stripped of their weapons as a show of peace, began their descent toward the city. The sky glowed with the first hints of morning, the pale light casting long shadows over the valley. The closer they got, the more the sounds of the city reached their ears—voices, the clattering of tools, and the hum of life awakening.
Hem walked alongside Ammon; his brow furrowed. "This feels like a dream," he whispered. "Do you think they’ll remember us?"
"I don’t know, Hem," Ammon replied, keeping his eyes focused ahead. "But I’m not here to remind them of the past. I’m here to find the truth."
Amaleki, always the pragmatic one, chuckled softly. "Let’s just hope they don't see four unarmed men as an easy target."
Helem remained silent, but his eyes scanned the horizon, always alert, always watching. The city walls loomed closer, and with every step, Ammon’s heart pounded louder in his chest. He prayed silently; his words unspoken but fervent.
“Be believing,” he reminded himself, echoing the same words Alkimus had once spoken.
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[bookmark: _Hlk202805369]Chapter Thirty: The Arrival of Strangers


King Limhi journeyed forth out of the city for the second morning in a row. The Lamanite guards had vacated their posts, headed for their own camps on the outer perimeter of the city. They paid no mind to him or his people. If the people had any mind or condition to flee, this would have been the time. But the Lamanites’ absence would surely be noticed within a short period, and Limhi’s people were still weak and ill-conditioned for any type of escape. [image: ]

As the king meandered about the countryside, just beyond the city gate, he saw four men approaching. They were strangers, clearly living outside the necessities of civilization, their clothes well-worn. The men were unarmed, and with unusual temerity, they approached him. Limhi’s guards immediately stepped forward, causing the strangers to halt and forcing them to their knees.
In a protective measure, Limhi was directed back behind his guards. He could not imagine who these men were, but they were assuredly Nephites. His first thought was that they were part of the wicked priests who had abducted the Lamanite women nearly a decade previously. They might be seeking refuge or might have heard about the celebrations. Perhaps they were simply in desperate need of nourishment and food. Alarmed and worried that the Lamanites might believe they were in cahoots with these wicked priests, he ordered the men to be summarily arrested, gagged, and bound. The men offered little resistance, and soon, other guards, seeing what was happening to their king, came forward. Limhi ordered the men to be quickly brought to the prison, desperate to keep this away from the Lamanite guards’ purview.
Great fear took hold of him. Perhaps these men might be a source of information. Nearly a decade ago, these unrighteous, perverted men had abducted the Lamanite daughters, causing great bloodshed and heartache among his people. To his best knowledge, the wicked priests and their cohorts had been living in the country, and word had come that the Lamanite daughters had borne sons and daughters to the priests. He had sought them out, hoping to capture them and find favor with the Lamanites, but his efforts had been fruitless. Now it appeared they had fallen into his lap, but their coming to his city could possibly be seen by the Lamanites as an indication that he had been working with them the entire time.
King Limhi returned to his chamber and immediately called a secret council. His advisers and military commanders assembled, and Limhi told them of the morning’s occurrence.
The room was tense, the air thick with anxiety and the weight of their predicament. The chamber was dimly lit, the flickering torches casting long shadows on the walls. Limhi’s advisers, a mix of seasoned warriors and wise councilors, sat around a large wooden table, their faces grave and contemplative.
“What shall we do with these men?” Limhi asked, his voice taut with worry.
One of the senior commanders, a fierce warrior named Harom, was the first to speak. “We should put them to death immediately and hide their bodies. If the Lamanites discover that we have harbored these men, it will spell our doom. Better to erase any trace of their presence.”
A murmur of agreement spread through part of the room, but another adviser, an older man named Amnon, shook his head. “These men could be a source of critical information. We should at least interrogate them. They might know something that could be of great use to us.”
A younger commander, Enoch, leaned forward, his brow furrowed in thought. “What if we turn them over to the Lamanite king? Seeking favor in this manner could buy us time and perhaps even aid in our struggle.”
The room erupted into a cacophony of voices, each adviser and commander presenting their arguments. Some sided with Harom, fearing the Lamanites’ wrath and preferring to eliminate the threat immediately. Others, like Amnon, saw the potential for gaining valuable intelligence. Enoch’s suggestion of turning the men over to the Lamanites was met with mixed reactions, with some seeing it as a pragmatic solution and others viewing it as a betrayal of their own kin.
Limhi listened intently, weighing each argument carefully. He could feel the tension rising, the stakes growing higher with each passing moment. The decision he made now could alter the fate of his people.
Limhi raised his hand, and the room fell quiet, all eyes on him. “We cannot act rashly. These men may hold the key to our salvation or our destruction. We will interrogate them first and then decide their fate.”
He turned to Amnon. “Prepare for the interrogation. I want to know everything these men know. Leave no stone unturned.”
Turning to another matter Limhi directed, there will surely be curiosity from others as to whom the men were that we just brought forward. We need to be careful about timing.”
Enoch offered, “In two days’ time will be the feast of remembrance.” 
He continued, “Each family is going to hold individual family gatherings in their respective homes. I would be a perfect time for us to convene a council, our presence would not be missed by the people or any Lamanite guard.”
King Limhi agreed,” Plus it will give these men time to reflect and simmer. The cold dark cell, and no food or water for two days may produce a mood more inclined to truthfully answer our inquiries.”
And to Harom, he gave a final, firm command. “Prepare for any eventuality. If these men prove to be a threat, we will deal with them as necessary. But we must act with wisdom and caution.”
….
Ammon, Helem, Amaleki, and Hem lay prone in the grasses just outside the city gates of Lehi-Nephi. They watched as the citizenry seemed busy preparing for some kind of festival. From their vantage point, they could clearly see Nephi’s temple amidst the city, but unlike the reports they had heard, the city seemed dirty, unkempt, and less lively.
Amaleki was the first to notice the gates of the city open. “Look,” he whispered urgently, pointing towards the gates.
A prominent figure, accompanied by armed guards, exited the gates. His bearing and the way the guards deferred to him indicated he was likely the ruler. Bringing this occurrence to the attention of the others, Ammon watched intently.
“This might be our best opportunity,” Ammon said, drawing his companions nearby. “Leave any weapons, even your knives, hidden close by. We’ll approach peacefully and try to speak with him.”
As Ammon and his men approached, they did so in the most passive manner possible, seeking to parlay or speak. It was obvious that this man was likely the king. They realized they were taking a very high risk, but who better to go to than the man at the top of the ladder of leadership?
However, Ammon had not anticipated the alarmed reaction of the king. With a command, the guards advanced on them, weapons drawn. Realizing they had no means to defend themselves, Ammon and his men immediately dropped to their knees, hands behind their backs, and peaceably submitted to capture.
[image: ]The guards hurriedly escorted the men through the streets of the city. Some residents looked on with curiosity, others with suspicion. The festival preparations continued around them, but the presence of the prisoners seemed to cast a shadow over the activities. The streets were narrow, lined with dilapidated buildings and market stalls that seemed to have seen better days. The city felt stifled, a stark contrast to the bustling, vibrant place they had expected.
Ammon and his companions were brusquely thrown into a prison cell and shackled. The cell was musty, wet, and damp. The air was thick with the smell of mold, and water dripped from the stone ceiling, forming small puddles on the uneven floor. The light was dim, barely enough to see each other’s faces.
“What just happened?” Amaleki asked, his voice echoing slightly in the confined space.
“They must have thought we were a threat,” Helem replied, trying to find a more comfortable position on the cold, hard ground.
Ammon took a deep breath, trying to calm his racing thoughts. “We approached the king directly. It’s understandable that they reacted the way they did. But we have to believe there’s a way to get our message through.” 

Hem nodded. “We could try talking to the guards, see if they’ll pass a message to the king about our mission.”
Ammon shook his head slowly. “Perhaps. But something tells me we need to wait. I have a feeling everything will be okay.”
His companions looked at him with varying degrees of skepticism and hope. Ammon’s sense of calm was almost eerie given their situation.
“Rest,” Ammon advised. “We need our strength. I believe we will have an opportunity to explain ourselves soon.”
The men settled into an uneasy silence, each lost in their own thoughts. The cell was uncomfortable, the air cold and damp. But Ammon’s quiet confidence seemed to soothe the underlying anxiety. They had come so far on their mission; they couldn’t afford to lose hope now.
Time passed slowly in the cell. The sounds of the city outside were muted, only the occasional shout or murmur reaching their ears. They heard the distant sounds of the festival preparations continuing, a reminder of the world outside their dank prison.
As night fell, the cell grew colder. The men huddled together for warmth, trying to sleep despite the discomfort. Ammon’s calm presence remained a source of comfort, his belief that everything would turn out alright providing a glimmer of hope in the oppressive darkness.

In the quiet of the night, Ammon felt a sense of peace settle over him. He couldn’t explain it, but he knew deep down that they would have their chance to fulfill their mission. He closed his eyes, trusting in that feeling, and drifted into a restless sleep, ready to face whatever the morning would bring.
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Chapter Thirty-One: Interrogation


On the second day of their imprisonment, Ammon and his men were roused from their restless slumber by the clinking of keys and the heavy thud of footsteps approaching their cell. The door creaked open, flooding the dank, musty space with a sudden burst of light. The guards, grim and silent, gestured for the captives to stand. Their bonds had created sores, and with stiff, sore limbs, Ammon, Helem, Amaleki, and Hen were led out into the daylight.
They were marched through tunnels underneath the streets of Lehi-Nephi, the bustling city now abuzz with preparations for an upcoming festival. Despite the excitement in the air, the city looked weary, its buildings in need of repair and its people moving with a heaviness borne of years of oppression. Curious glances followed the men as they passed, and whispered conversations buzzed through the air like restless insects.
The group was brought before a grand hall where King Limhi sat, a figure of authority with a regal yet careworn presence. His eyes, sharp and assessing, bore into them as they were brought forward. The guards stepped back, and the captives were left standing before the throne.
"Who are you, and what brings you to my city?" Limhi's voice rang out, commanding and filled with a mix of curiosity and caution.
Ammon stepped forward, bowing deeply. "O king," he began, "I am grateful before God this day that I am yet alive and permitted to speak. My name is Ammon, and these are my brethren. We come from the land of Zarahemla, seeking our brethren whom Zeniff brought out of that land."
A murmur ran through the court as Ammon's words sank in. Limhi's expression shifted from stern curiosity to profound relief. "Zarahemla," he repeated, almost to himself. "Our brethren are still alive."
Ammon continued, his voice steady. "Yes, O king. We have traveled far to find you, and to inquire concerning those who left Zarahemla many years ago."
King Limhi's eyes softened, and relief broke through his weary features. King Limhi stood up forthwith and turning to his guards he commanded "Release them from their chains and see that they are taken care of.” 
With unrestrained emotion King Limhi came forward and embraced Ammon, "This is indeed joyous news! For years, we have lived under the yoke of the Lamanites, taxed heavily and oppressed. Your arrival gives us hope that our brethren in Zarahemla might deliver us from this bondage."
Then King Limhi and his entire council came forward and enveloped the men, sending forth immediately for care givers to come forward and administers to the physical needs of Ammon and his brethren. Limhi caused that food and fresh water be brought forward, and Ammon and his brethren who had been starved for two days were careful to eat slowly but they were ravished with hunger and thirst.
When the King came to understand that Ammon had brought 12 other warriors as part of the expedition, the King sent his personal guard along with Hem to retrieve the warriors. Instructing them to bring them circumspectly through the underground tunnels of the city. The warrior contingent led forth by Hem went forth to the hill north of Shilom to bring their companions into the city. They shall eat, drink, and rest from their long journey, for they have suffered greatly."
Ammon and his men were escorted out, their hearts lighter with the promise of relief and hospitality. As they were led to the hill, they could see the city from a new perspective. It was a land rich with history, but its people were burdened by their circumstances. They were led to the secret entrances of the city, even kept secret from the Lamanites.
Once inside, they were met with warm food and cool water, and a place to rest their tired bodies. The oppressive fatigue of their journey began to lift.
As they settled in for the night, the oppressive weight of their mission eased. Ammon's uneasy calm had proven true, and the news from Zarahemla had sparked a new excitement among the people. With the festival preparations around them and the promise of help on the horizon, the air was thick with anticipation and hope. The long years of toil and despair seemed to fade into the background, replaced by the glimmering possibility of a brighter future.
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[bookmark: _Hlk202805418]Chapter Thirty-Two: The Proclamation


As dawn broke over the city of Lehi-Nephi, a palpable sense of anticipation filled the air. The oppressive weight of years under Lamanite rule hung heavily over the people, but today, a spark of hope had been ignited. King Limhi had sent a proclamation throughout the land, summoning every soul to the temple to hear the words he would speak.
There was not a Lamanite guard within the city, and they had allowed the Nephites to be left alone with their festival. The Lamanites preferred to be with their own kind and the festival had allowed them their own respite from their duties and had encamped in various encampments surrounding the city. 
The streets, usually bustling with the somber tasks of daily survival, now thrummed with an unusual energy. Families clad in their best garments made their way towards the temple, their faces reflecting a mixture of curiosity and cautious optimism. The temple, an ancient edifice that had seen better days, still stood as a symbol of their enduring faith and heritage.
King Limhi, a tall and stately figure, stood at the entrance of the temple. His eyes, though weary, shone with a determined light. He watched as his people gathered, filling the temple courtyard and spilling out into the surrounding streets. The murmurs of the crowd hushed as he raised his hand, commanding their attention.
"O ye, my people," Limhi began, his voice resonating with both authority and compassion, "lift up your heads and be comforted; for behold, the time is at hand, or is not far distant, when we shall no longer be in subjection to our enemies. Despite our many strugglings, which have been in vain, I trust there remains an effectual struggle to be made."
The crowd listened intently, their faces a tapestry of hope and skepticism. Limhi's words seemed to breathe life into their weary hearts.
"Therefore," he continued, "lift up your heads, and rejoice, and put your trust in God, in that God who was the God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob; and also, that God who brought the children of Israel out of the land of Egypt, and caused that they should walk through the Red Sea on dry ground, and fed them with manna that they might not perish in the wilderness; and many more things did he do for them."
A murmur of agreement rippled through the assembly as Limhi recounted the mighty deeds of their forefathers' God. The stories of deliverance and miracles, passed down through generations, rekindled a flicker of faith among the people.
"And again," Limhi declared, his voice rising with fervor, "that same God has brought our fathers out of the land of Jerusalem, and has kept and preserved his people even until now. But behold, it is because of our iniquities and abominations that he has brought us into bondage."
The king's words struck a chord of somber reflection. The people knew all too well the weight of their transgressions and the consequences they had borne.
Limhi continued, "Ye all are witnesses this day, that Zeniff, who was made king over this people, being over-zealous to inherit the land of his fathers, was deceived by the cunning and craftiness of king Laman. Thus, he entered into a treaty, yielding the cities of Lehi-Nephi and Shilom, and the surrounding lands, all to bring us into subjection. And now, we pay tribute to the king of the Lamanites, to the amount of half of all we possess, or our lives."
The weight of these tributes, the sheer injustice of their plight, hung heavily in the air. The crowd felt the sting of their burdens more acutely than ever.
"Is not this grievous to be borne?" Limhi asked, his voice a blend of sorrow and righteous indignation. "Is not this, our affliction, great? Many of our brethren have been slain, their blood spilt in vain, all because of our iniquity. If this people had not fallen into transgression, the Lord would not have suffered this great evil to come upon us. But we have not hearkened unto his words, and even shed blood among ourselves."
Limhi's words cut through the crowd like a knife. The reality of their situation was undeniable, the consequences of their actions laid bare.
"And a prophet of the Lord have they slain," Limhi lamented, "a chosen man of God who told them of their wickedness and abominations, and prophesied of many things which are to come, even the coming of Christ. Because he spoke these things, they put him to death, bringing down the wrath of God upon them. Therefore, who wonders that we are in bondage and afflicted?"
The crowd, somber and reflective, considered the king's words. The gravity of their actions and the hope for redemption weighed heavily on their hearts.
"But," Limhi declared, his voice now filled with hope, "if ye will turn to the Lord with full purpose of heart, and put your trust in him, and serve him with all diligence of mind, he will deliver you out of bondage."
The people's spirits lifted at these words. The promise of deliverance was a beacon of hope in their dark times.
After Limhi finished speaking, he turned to Ammon. "Ammon," he said, "tell the people all that has happened to our brethren from the time Zeniff went up out of the land even until now."
Ammon stepped forward, recounting the journey from Zarahemla, the hardships they had faced, and the hope that now burned brightly in their hearts. He spoke of the last words of King Benjamin, explaining their significance and the hope they held for a better future.
When Ammon had finished, King Limhi dismissed the multitude. "Return to your homes," he said, "and prepare yourselves. The time of our deliverance is at hand. Trust in God, and be ready for the struggle that lies ahead."
The people departed, spirits high and their faith strong. They returned to their homes instructed to continue preparations for the festival, and make ready to be ready to abscond when instructed, to get their houses in order and prepare every needful thing. And to gather their families together in faithful petition and reverence to God asking for a miracle to be delivered.


[bookmark: _Hlk181024005]Chapter Thirty-Three: The Lost Records


The people dispersed, their hearts lighter, their spirits lifted. The oppressive harvest had ended, and with the news from Zarahemla, a new sense of excitement and anticipation filled their hearts. They returned to their homes, ready to face the future with renewed faith and hope.
King Limhi, with a resolute expression, approached Ammon. "Come with me," he said, gesturing to his council who followed closely. Ammon nodded, curiosity piqued, and followed the king into the heart of the palace.
The group arrived at a grand chamber where ancient relics were stored. Limhi signaled for a chest to be opened, and from it, a scribe carefully extracted a set of engraved plates. The plates gleamed with an otherworldly light; their golden surfaces covered with mysterious inscriptions.
"These are the records of our people," Limhi began, his voice reverberating with solemnity. "They have been kept since the time we left the land of Zarahemla. I would have you read them, Ammon."
Ammon accepted the plates, feeling the weight of history in his hands. As he read, the tales of their forebears unfolded before him, tales of hope and hardship, faith and failure. When he had finished, Limhi's eyes searched his face.
"Can you interpret languages?" the king inquired, hope flickering in his gaze.
Ammon shook his head. "I cannot, O king."
A shadow of disappointment crossed Limhi's face. "I sent forty-three of my people into the wilderness to find Zarahemla, to seek aid from our brethren and deliver us from bondage. They journeyed for many days but did not find Zarahemla. Instead, they came upon a land filled with the bones of men and beasts, and ruins of buildings. They found a land that had once been populated by a people as numerous as the hosts of Israel."
Limhi paused, the weight of his words settling over the room. "They brought back twenty-four plates filled with engravings, made of pure gold. They also found large breastplates of brass and copper, and swords whose hilts had perished and blades were rusted. But we have no one who can interpret the engravings."
Ammon's brow furrowed as he considered the king's words. "I know of a man who can translate these records," he said slowly. "In Zarahemla, there is a man who has the gift of interpreting ancient texts. He has sacred instruments, called interpreters, through which he can translate all records of ancient date. This man is King Mosiah."
Limhi's eyes widened with astonishment and hope. "A seer is greater than a prophet," he mused aloud.
Ammon nodded. "A seer is indeed a revelator and a prophet. Such a gift is unparalleled, except by the power of God. A seer can know things past and future, reveal secrets, bring hidden things to light, and make known that which otherwise could not be known. Through faith, God has provided this means for mighty miracles, benefiting all mankind."
King Limhi, hearing these words, felt a surge of gratitude and wonder. "Surely, a great mystery is contained within these plates. The interpreters must have been prepared to reveal such mysteries to us. How marvelous are the works of the Lord, and how patient He is with His people. Yet, how blind are we, for we do not seek wisdom."
Limhi's voice softened as he reached for his scriptures. He read aloud, "Yea, they are as a wild flock which fleeth from the shepherd, and scattereth, and are driven, and are devoured by the beasts of the forest."
The words echoed in the chamber, a poignant reminder of their past and a beacon for their future. Limhi looked at Ammon, a newfound determination in his eyes. "We must find a way to bring these plates to Zarahemla. We must uncover the knowledge they hold, for it may be the key to our deliverance."
Ammon nodded, sharing in the king's resolve. "Together, we will ensure that these mysteries are revealed, and with God's guidance, we will find a way to free your people from bondage."


















[bookmark: _Hlk181024032]Chapter Thirty-Four: The Great Escape


Obedient to King Limhi's directives, the people continued their preparations for the festival, their Lamanite oppressors unaware of Ammon and his brethren’s presence, as they were kept hidden among the people. The village buzzed with a mix of covert activity and the façade of festival excitement.
Ammon and King Limhi began to consult with the people and his council on how they should deliver themselves out of bondage. They gathered all the people together, seeking the voice of the people on the matter. However, every suggestion seemed futile against the sheer number of Lamanites. The idea of fleeing with their women, children, flocks, herds, and tents into the wilderness emerged, but the council was fraught with anxiety over the seemingly impossible task.
Ammon and his warriors conveyed to King Limhi that they had been strictly forbidden from engaging in any military encounter. Even if they decided to fight, their numbers were too meager to stand against the Lamanite horde. As all seemed hopeless, a voice of reason emerged from the crowd.
Gideon stepped forward and stood before the king. "Now, O king, thou hast hitherto hearkened unto my words many times when we have been contending with our brethren, the Lamanites," he began. "If thou hast not found me to be an unprofitable servant, or if thou hast listened to my words in any degree, and they have been of service to thee, I desire that thou wouldst listen to my words at this time, and I will be thy servant and deliver this people out of bondage."
The king granted him permission to speak. Gideon continued, "Behold the back pass, through the back wall, on the backside of the city. The Lamanites, or the guards of the Lamanites, by night are drunken. Let us send a proclamation among all this people that they gather their flocks and herds, that they may drive them into the wilderness by night. I will go and pay the last tribute of wine to the Lamanites, and they will be drunken; and we will pass through the secret pass on the left of their camp when they are drunken and asleep. Thus, we will depart with our women and children, our flocks, and our herds into the wilderness, traveling around the land of Shilom."
King Limhi greatly admired this man, and despite. He was a man of excellent character, a warrior of his people. The voice of the people came forward in agreement and Limhi hearkened unto the words of Gideon. King Limhi caused his people to gather their flocks together and make all preparations for a complete exodus from the city.
….
Ammon gathered his warriors together, reminding them of their promises to King Mosiah. “We must avoid military encounters, but we have the advantage once we have the people out into the wilderness as we have possession of the maps, we obtained to lead this people back, but I suppose that once the Lamanites discover we have all fled the city, we will be ferociously pursued.” Allowing the information to sink in, he then put forward, “But I have a few ideas on how we might slow down their pursuit and give these people the best chance possible.”
Ammon laid out his stratagem. The plan was meticulous and daring, involving diversions and traps that would buy them precious time. His warriors listened with rapt attention, understanding the gravity of their mission.
Turning to Amesh, Ammon directed, “I will send you forth ahead of the exodus with all haste to the land of Zarahemla. Take Zoram with you. I need to get word back to King Mosiah no matter what regarding this people, their planned exodus, and our status.”
Without complaint, Amesh answered, “Your wish is my command, brother.”
Then Ammon said, “Yoezer, how are you feeling?”
“I feel so much better Ammon, ever since I was provided those medicines and care.”
“Ammon sizing up this great warrior before requesting, “Do you think you can travel?”
“To Hell and back,” Yoezer stated, grinning ear to ear. 
Ammon smiled back, “Well I fear you have already made that trip,” he continued, “I need you to make haste copying the maps the best you can, so as to take them with you on your journey with Amesh. I would send these maps with you but we may still require their great detail as we make preparations to help this people through the wilderness.”
Yoezer nodded and immediately began his task.
Turning back to Amesh, Ammon directed his attention to the map. “If all goes to plan, I will lead this people to cross the great river here,” he said, pointing to a specific location on the map. “Please request of the King’s assistance at this location from our people to help them cross when the time comes for the exodus, to help ferry this people to safety and onto Zarahemla.”
Amesh responded, “Captain, we will leave at once as soon as Yoezer can make a sufficient record.”
Ammon took stock of the great warrior, and an unspoken brotherhood existed between both men. Ammon nodded, and Amesh and Yoezer left forthwith.
Through the remaining hours of the day, Ammon sent all his warriors forth in preparation, save for Helem. His warriors were sent forth to set up the intricate plan and prepare the path for the mass exodus of the people. Before nightfall, Helem had led the remaining twelve warriors back through the city tunnels and into the mountains ahead of the people’s flight.
As dusk fell over the city, the atmosphere buzzed with a blend of nervous energy and quiet resolve. The festival preparations continued, providing cover for the secret plans being put into action. Gideon, moving quietly among the people, issued the final instructions: gather your flocks and herds, prepare your tents, but speak of it to no one.
Ammon and Helem, cloaked in the growing shadows, moved swiftly and silently through the city, ensuring every detail of their plan was in place. 
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[bookmark: _Hlk202805502]Chapter Thirty-Five: Leah’s Plight

City of Lehi-Nephi

The air was thick with the aromas of roasted meats and spiced wines, a celebration to mask the despair that clung to the city like a shroud. Colorful lanterns swung gently in the evening breeze, casting flickering shadows over the cobblestone streets. Laughter and music filled the night, but beneath the facade, a tense undercurrent of fear and anticipation ran through the hearts of the people. The Lamanite guards, usually a grim and oppressive presence, were unusually lax tonight, their vigilance dulled by the copious amounts of liquor Gideon had plied them with.
King Limhi watched the festivities with a heavy heart, his thoughts consumed by the perilous plan that was unfolding. Just a few more hours, he thought, and we will be free. But his hopes were dashed when he saw the scarred face of Captain Zamesh stride into the courtyard, flanked by a small contingent of men. Limhi’s blood ran cold.
Zamesh’s eyes swept over the crowd, narrowing as he took in the sight of the drunken guards. He barked a reprimand, but his impatience was palpable. He was here for one reason only: Leah.
“King, I have been instructed to retrieve the maiden Leah and return this very evening to the palace of the King. Where is she that I may be on my way?” Zamesh’s voice was sharp, cutting through the festive air.
Limhi’s mind raced. Leah was at his home, readying her children for the exodus. If she were taken now, she would be lost forever, separated from her children and her people. He could not allow that to happen.
“Zamesh, I shall have my men seek her whereabouts immediately, but as you can see, it is the last night of the festival and Leah could be just about anywhere at the moment,” Limhi said, trying to buy time.
Zamesh’s eyes flashed with irritation. “King, I have little patience, and if I must, I will disband the festival and find her myself.”
Limhi’s heart pounded. He needed a plan, and he needed it fast. He signaled to his two closest guards. “Go find Leah,” he ordered. “She may be at her friend’s home on the southern part of the city.”
The guards nodded and hurried off, unaware that Leah was actually at the King’s home. Limhi’s diversion was thin, but it was all he had. He turned back to Zamesh, hoping to stall him further, but his hopes were dashed when he saw Leah turn the corner, her children in tow. Her face was radiant with hope, the children’s eyes wide with excitement.
“Leah!” Limhi’s voice was a strangled whisper, but it was too late. Zamesh’s eyes locked onto her, and he barked an order. His men surrounded her, and Leah’s face drained of color.
Leah assessed the situation quickly, her mind racing. She knew what was at stake. She knelt before her children, their tears already flowing freely. “My dearest children,” she said, her voice steady despite the fear in her heart. “I told you earlier that tonight you would have to be brave, the bravest you have ever been. Do you remember?”
The children nodded; their small faces crumpled with grief. Leah’s daughter clung to her neck; her grip fierce. Leah gently pried her loose, her own tears mingling with those of her children.
“Tonight, you must promise me to be the bravest you have ever been. I want you to do everything King Limhi asks of you. Can you do that for me?”
The children nodded again, their sobs quieting as they tried to be strong for their mother. Leah embraced each one, knowing it would be the last time she felt their warmth. Turning to Limhi, she said flatly, “I leave them in your charge.”
Limhi could only nod, his throat too tight to speak. He watched helplessly as Zamesh’s men took Leah, and marched her away. The festival continued around them, the laughter and music a cruel mockery of the tragedy unfolding.
Leah’s children stood frozen, their mother’s absence a gaping void in their young lives. Limhi knelt beside them, his own heart breaking. “We will be brave,” he whispered, though the words felt hollow.
As Leah was led away, her eyes met Limhi’s one last time. They were filled with a silent plea and a fierce determination. She was sacrificing everything for her children, for her people. Limhi vowed to honor that sacrifice, to lead them to the freedom Leah would never see.
The night wore on, the festival a blur of color and sound. But for those who knew the truth, it was a night of unbearable sorrow. Leah’s figure grew smaller in the distance, until she was swallowed by the darkness, leaving behind a legacy of courage and an indelible mark on the hearts of those she loved. 
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[bookmark: _Hlk202805528]Chapter Thirty-Six: The Exodus

The night sky, adorned with a million stars, was a silent witness to the unfolding drama. Zamesh’s departure had left the remaining Lamanite guards complacent, their vigilance drowned in cups of strong drink. Gideon, feigning drunkenness himself, kept the ale flowing, his raucous laughter blending with the boisterous guards. As the night wore on, one by one, the Lamanites fell into a profound stupor, oblivious to the quiet preparations taking place around them.
As the moon rose, casting a silvery light over the land, the people began to assemble. Their movements were hushed and orderly, a stark contrast to the revelry of the guards. Families clung to each other, whispering words of comfort and hope. The air was thick with anticipation and the promise of freedom.
At the head of the gathering, Ammon stood next to King Limhi, a profound sense of responsibility settling over him. He looked over the assembled people, men, women, children, all placing their trust in him and his warriors. His heart swelled with determination. This was their best chance at liberation, but the path ahead would be fraught with danger.
The signal was given. With Gideon’s diversion in place, the people began to move, slipping through the back pass as the Lamanite guards fell deeper into their drunken stupor. Ammon led the way, his eyes sharp, his senses alert to any sign of danger. 

[image: ]The festival disbanded hastily, and the people hurriedly brought forth their possessions, flocks, provisions, and family members, in preparation for the exodus. The once festive streets now buzzed with the silent urgency of a people on the brink of escape.
Ammon looked over the assembled people again, their faces etched with a mix of fear and hope. The trepidation was palpable as they made their way out of the city and into the dark night. Every rustle of leaves, every snap of a twig sent hearts racing. But they pressed on, driven by the hope of a new beginning.
Hours passed like minutes; the journey was arduous but determined. Ammon’s warriors, having laid the groundwork, guided the people with precision. The plan was working. They were slipping through the Lamanite defenses, one step closer to freedom. But their progress was slow and cumbersome. Ammon feared nearby Lamanite encampments would detect their absconding.
Through the night they marched, their flight to freedom a perilous trek. Limhi came up next to Ammon and Gideon, his voice low with urgency. “We don’t have much time before our departure is noticed. I fear we are not making enough headway.”
“King, if we can just make the pass ahead of us, only a mere ten miles further, I have created a set of impediments I believe will slow their pursuit. Do you think you could help spur the people’s haste to the pass?” Ammon asked, his eyes reflecting the weight of their mission.
Limhi nodded, determination hardening his features. He and Gideon went forward, urging the people to be strong, to have courage, and to move with as much determination as humanly possible. Their words breathed new life into the weary group, and they pressed on with renewed vigor.
As dawn began to break, the first light of a new day painted the horizon. Ammon turned to see the long line of his people; their faces were weary but resolute. They had made it through the night, but now the challenge was to make it through the narrow pass.
The people, having marched through the night, desperately needed rest. Ammon raised his hand, signaling a brief halt. The people sank to the ground, their bodies exhausted, but their spirits unbroken. Ammon knew they couldn’t rest for long, but in that moment, he allowed himself a brief glimmer of hope.
The journey was far from over, but the first steps had been taken. With hearts full of determination and faith, the people moved onward, towards the promise of Zarahemla and the freedom that awaited them.
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[bookmark: _Hlk202805554]Chapter Thirty-Seven: Zamesh’s Wrath



[image: ]Zamesh awoke with a scowl etched deeply into his scarred face. The debauchery of his guards the previous night had left him simmering with rage. His mood, already volatile, was further soured by the piercing morning sun. As he rose, he felt a surge of irritation thinking about the undisciplined lot he was tasked to lead.
Determined to mete out retribution, Zamesh gathered a fresh contingent of warriors. These men were sharp, sober, and ready for duty, everything the drunken fools from the night before were not. As they marched towards the city, Zamesh’s fury grew, each step a testament to his seething anger.
When they arrived, the sight that met Zamesh’s eyes fueled his rage further. The guards were strewn across the ground in various states of unconsciousness, their bodies reeking of alcohol, sprawled in disarray. Some were slumped against walls, others lying face down in the dirt, utterly oblivious to his approach.
The city, usually bustling with the morning's stirrings, was eerily silent. No vendors setting up stalls, no children playing, not even the bark of a dog. Zamesh felt a cold knot of unease tighten in his stomach. The festival had surely gone into the evening, but this pervasive quiet was unnatural.
"Spread out," he barked to his fresh guards. "Find out what's going on."
A number of his men dispersed into the city, moving swiftly through the deserted streets. It wasn't long before they returned, their faces pale with alarm. "Captain, we can’t find a soul in the city. Everyone is gone."
Zamesh’s eyes narrowed to slits. He stormed towards the back gate, his senses on high alert. When he saw the multitude of tracks leading into the hills, realization struck him like a blow. Limhi and his people had escaped.
Without wasting a moment, Zamesh issued rapid-fire orders. "You," he pointed at a cluster of his men, "start tracking them immediately. They can't have gotten far." His voice dripped with venom as he turned to the sleeping guards, still groggy and disoriented. With savage kicks and punches, he roused them, his blows harsh and unyielding.
"Get up, you useless swine!" he roared, his fury echoing through the empty streets. "You’ve cost us dearly. Now you will help fix this mess."
He sent another set of warriors back to the settlement, commanding them to bring reinforcements. "Bring as many men as possible. We’re going after them."
Zamesh’s mind raced as he surveyed the tracks again. The people were in poor condition, and moving such a large group would be slow and cumbersome. They couldn’t have gone far. He had to catch them quickly. Failure was not an option; his life depended on it.
“If I don’t remedy this, it will be my head on a stake,” Zamesh muttered to himself, a dangerous glint in his eye. “And I will have Limhi’s head for this treachery.”
It was still an hour before the additional troops arrived. With a grim determination, Zamesh set off in pursuit, the promise of vengeance burning in his heart. The chase was on, and he would stop at nothing to recapture the fleeing host. The cold morning air bit at his skin, but he hardly noticed. His focus was singular, his purpose clear. Limhi and his people had made their move; now it was time for Zamesh to strike back.
 





















[bookmark: _Hlk181024138]Chapter Thirty-Eight: Panic at the Pass


Ammon could see the narrow mountain pass only a mile yet distant. Relief flooded him at the sight, but it was short-lived. An alarm rang out from the rear guard, their shouts echoing through the narrow canyon. “The enemy is fast approaching!”
Panic rippled through the fleeing people, their fear erupting in groans and screams. King Limhi, with a look of fierce determination, leapt onto a nearby boulder. “My beloved people!” he shouted, his voice cutting through the clamor. “You must hurry into the narrow pass. Don’t panic, but you must hurry!”
Ammon glanced back and his heart sank. A massive dust cloud billowed into the air, a plume rising like a thunderstorm, signaling the Lamanite army's advance. He saw a group of five Lamanite warriors emerge from the dust, halting to assess the situation. These were the forward scouts, their presence a harbinger of the main force close behind.
Ammon raced to the mouth of the pass, looking up to see Hem signaling down that they were ready and prepared. He also urged them to hurry. “Stating the obvious,” Ammon muttered, his heart pounding.
Limhi, Gideon, and every able-bodied man pushed the host forward, desperately trying to shepherd them through the pass. It felt interminable. The narrow passage slowed their progress, the terrified masses shuffling as quickly as they could. Ammon feared they would never make it in time.
Just as the last of the group moved into the pass, Ammon caught sight of the main Lamanite army. King Limhi saw it too. At the head of the column was the cruel figure of Zamesh. Limhi’s blood ran cold as ice.
Experiencing a great deal of anxiety, Limhi turned to Ammon in desperation. “Maybe I shouldn’t have led these people into such folly. I am leading them to their deaths.”
“Nonsense,” Ammon answered firmly. “All will be well my friend. Go get the people to the headwaters of the Tusken River. It’s only about five miles hence, my warrior Helem is awaiting your arrival. I will meet you there as soon as I have dealt with this.”
Limhi marveled at Ammon’s courage and confidence. Taking a final measure of Ammon, Limhi swiveled and moved quickly after his people.
Ammon noted that the Lamanite host had not yet moved forward. They were likely assessing the situation, recognizing that Ammon held the higher ground and a strategic structural advantage.
The mountain pass was a natural fortress with steep boulder-strewn sides, making any passage around nearly impossible. Zamesh, no doubt, was holding council with his military leaders, deliberating whether to continue the chase through the pass or attempt a difficult flanking maneuver. Either choice favored Ammon.
If the Lamanites tried to move around his position, it would cost them precious time, allowing Ammon to continue his stratagem. If they pressed through the pass, they would encounter a nasty surprise. Ammon had prepared well.
From his vantage point, Ammon surveyed the narrow pass. The high cliffs on either side were perfect for an ambush. His men had rigged several large boulders and logs to be released at a moment’s notice. The steep, rocky sides offered ample cover for his warriors to rain down arrows and stones upon the enemy.
As he prepared for the coming confrontation, Ammon's mind was sharp and clear. This was the moment they had prepared for. The stakes were high, but he was resolute. The lives of Limhi's people depended on their success. He took a deep breath, drawing strength from the certainty of their purpose, and inwardly offered a most sincere petition to God.
The morning sun cast long shadows over the pass, the silence almost oppressive. The tension was palpable. Ammon waited; his eyes fixed on the distant figures of the Lamanite army. His men were ready, every muscle tensed, every sinew stretched, prepared to unleash their surprise trap.
Then, with a sound like distant thunder, the Lamanite army began to move. Ammon signaled to his men, and they readied. The trap was set. All that remained was to spring it.
As the first Lamanites entered the pass, Ammon raised his arm, ready to give the signal. His heart pounded in his chest; each beat a countdown to the moment of action. The enemy was drawing closer, their fate sealed by their own determination to pursue. Ammon’s hand dropped; the signal given. The boulders were released, the logs rolled, and chaos erupted within the narrow confines of the pass.













[bookmark: _Hlk181024171]Chapter Thirty-Nine: The Fury of it All


Zamesh’s fury was a raging inferno. He had pushed his army at a relentless pace, covering over thirty miles at a dead run. The aftermath of the previous night's debauchery was evident as the drunken guards struggled to keep up, vomiting and staggering along the way. Zamesh’s patience, thin to begin with, was repeatedly tested. Several times, his commanders had to physically restrain him from striking the incapacitated men, appealing to his better judgment by reminding him they would need every warrior in the battles to come. Their behavior could be punished later, they reasoned.
The path wound ever higher into the mountains. The air was cooler, the terrain more treacherous. Zamesh could see the dust cloud marking Limhi’s people, rising high into the sky. He didn't need scouts to tell him they were close. The Nephites were fleeing like prey before a predator, and Zamesh was closing in.
He considered their weaponry - or lack thereof. Years ago, he had personally overseen the confiscation of their arms. He expected they might have fashioned crude weapons in their desperation, but certainly nothing formidable enough to stand against a seasoned column of Lamanite warriors.
As he rounded a bend, Zamesh saw the bedraggled Nephites scrambling up into a steep mountain pass. He felt a savage satisfaction at the sight of their retreat, ready to order an immediate attack. But once again, his commanders urged caution. They saw the potential for disaster in charging into such a confined and defensible position.
The commanders gathered around Zamesh, voices low and urgent. Captain Verash, a seasoned warrior with graying hair and a sun leathered face, spoke first. “My Lord, this pass is a natural fortress. They have the high ground. Even poorly armed, they can rain down rocks and arrows on us. We could suffer heavy losses.”
Zamesh’s jaw clenched, his eyes narrowing in barely contained fury. Another commander, Sargon, added, “We should consider an alternative route. If we flank them, we can cut off their escape and force them into open ground. They’ll be defenseless there.”
Zamesh’s eyes flickered with impatience. “An alternative route? Do you see these mountains? There is no quick way around. Time is our enemy. Every moment we delay, they get further ahead.”
Captain Verash, undeterred, pressed on. “If we rush in, we could be walking into a trap. We need to scout the terrain more thoroughly. A small force could go ahead and…”
“Enough!” Zamesh roared, his face a mask of rage. His commanders fell silent, the air thick with tension. “I will not be lectured on tactics by cowards afraid of a few rocks and sticks. These Nephites are weak and desperate. We will crush them here and now.”
He turned to his army, his voice booming. “Advance! Into the pass!”
[bookmark: _Hlk181024198]
[bookmark: _Hlk202805623]Chapter Forty: Surprise, Surprise

Ammon saw the Zamesh’s command to advance, and once again he looked up to the top of the cliffs surrounding the narrow pass. Hem signaled down that all was prepared. Ammon could see eleven other warriors strategically hidden along the upper rim of the pass, ready to execute their plan.
Ammon stood at a strategic position where he could seek parley with the Lamanite commander, but if refused, he could retreat to safety behind their advance. As Zamesh approached, his fury was palpable. Ammon stood unflinchingly in the path, ready to confront the formidable enemy.
Zamesh, seeing the towering figure blocking his way, was inclined to crush him and press forward. However, his commanders, once again advocating caution, suggested that a brief parley would allow their scouts to reconnoiter the pass. Begrudgingly, and against his better judgment, Zamesh halted his initial intentions and advanced to meet this unarmed man.
As Zamesh approached, he noted the man's impressive build, etched with muscle, and an air of confidence that only seasoned warriors possessed. Ammon could see the scars marking Zamesh's face, likely from previous violent encounters, and knew this was not a man to be trifled with.
"Who are you, to stand in my way?" Zamesh demanded, his voice a growl of anger.
"I am Ammon," he replied calmly, his voice carrying a tone of authority. "And I urge you to abandon your pursuit of this people. They seek only freedom and peace."
"Freedom?" Zamesh spat. "These wretched Nephites are mine to command. I will not be swayed by the likes of you. Step aside, or meet the same fate as those you defend."
Ammon stood firm; his gaze unwavering. "If you continue this chase, you will find only ruin. Turn back now, and you may yet save your men from unnecessary bloodshed."
Zamesh’s anger flared, his face contorting with rage. "I care nothing for your warnings. Your people will fall, and you along with them. Who do you think you are, to defy me?"
"I am a servant of God," Ammon replied, his voice resonant with conviction. "And I promise you this: by the time the sun sets tomorrow, we will be free, and you will be left with nothing but regret."
Zamesh's face twisted in fury. "I will kill you first, and then I will slaughter the rest. Remember my name, Ammon, for it will be the last thing you curse before you die."
With that, Zamesh turned on his heel, fury driving him back to his commanders. This was likely the last time he would listen to anyone but his own vengeful heart.
Ammon retreated through the pass, climbing high up the wall of the ridge, clearly visible to the entire Lamanite host. As Zamesh made ready to give the command to advance, Ammon signaled Hem. Hem cut the line holding back large hidden trees and boulders, and the pass was filled with the tumultuous thunder of an avalanche of rocks, trees, and debris.
The Lamanites quickly retreated in fear as the ground shook and dust billowed. When the dust settled, Zamesh let out a loud whoop! "Well, Ammon, that did you no good. We are safe, and you have spent your shot."
Ammon called down from the ridge, his voice carrying over the din of the narrow pass. "Zamesh, that was only the beginning and a mere warning for what is to come." His words were as sharp as the arrows poised in his warriors' hands.
Hidden high on the ridge, Hyrcanus notched a fiery arrow and drew his bowstring taut. The sound of the arrow slicing through the air was almost imperceptible, but the impact was unmistakable. The arrow struck the remaining barrels of strong drink that had been secreted at the bottom of the pass, now nearby the Lamanite forces, igniting them in a massive explosion. The narrow pass was instantly illuminated by a blinding flash and a booming roar that echoed through the canyon. 

[image: ]The Lamanites stumbled backward, shielding their eyes from the blaze. The fire, a ferocious sentinel, barred their path, flickering and roaring with the intensity of a living creature. At Ammon's command, his warriors whooped and hollered, their voices blending with the crackle of the flames. Arrows flew, narrowly missing Zamesh's head and embedding themselves in a nearby tree with a menacing thud. Several more arrows struck perilously close to his commanders' positions, driving the point home.
"Stay in position!" Zamesh shouted, trying to maintain order among his men. But the precise, non-lethal volleys had already planted seeds of doubt and fear.
Ammon’s warriors kept up the charade, vanishing into the foliage only to reappear moments later, launching salvos of arrows and rocks with their slings. Their attire changed each time they emerged, creating the illusion of a vast, formidable force. The Lamanites, bewildered and unable to gauge the true number of their adversaries, were gripped by confusion.
As they climbed in and out of the tree line, Ammon's men let out blood-curdling screams, mimicking the panther they had heard weeks ago while in route. The terrifying cries reverberated off the canyon walls, adding to the chaotic symphony. The Lamanites, already unnerved, could not escape the feeling of being surrounded by an unseen, highly skilled enemy. They were right.
Suddenly, Ammon and his warriors melted into the forest, and an eerie silence fell over the pass. The quiet was deafening, amplifying the tension. Zamesh, his mind racing, began to second-guess his decision to send men into the pass. The occasional arrow, landing perilously close, was a constant reminder of the lurking threat.
In the midst of the smoldering barrels and the echoes of the panther-like screams, Zamesh stood rigid, his resolve wavering. The Lamanite forces, once confident, now stood less-preserved in the shadow of an invisible, relentless foe.
Who were these warriors? They were not part of Limhi’s people. Zamesh had no way of knowing their numbers or if more were coming. It was clear, however, that Ammon and his men were formidable adversaries. The rocky avalanche had also rendered the pass treacherous, forcing his warriors to cross precipitous terrain, leaving them vulnerable to further attacks.
Cursing, Zamesh directed his army to move further south and attempt to flank the position. He was tired of Ammon’s games and was determined to outmaneuver him. Surely, the man couldn’t defend an entire ridgeline.
Ammon, watching from his vantage point, saw the command to flank his position. He vacated the pass, speeding forward to catch up with his men and the fleeing people of Limhi. Their ruse had worked, but the race was far from over. Now, he must make haste to enact the next part of their stratagem.






















[bookmark: _Hlk181024235]Chapter Forty-One: Ruse Number Three


The massive host of people arrived at the river crossing, and Helem was acutely aware of the challenge ahead. They had to be judicious and efficient if they were to accomplish Ammon’s plan in the time allotted. Anxiety gnawed at him as he glanced at the sluggish movement of the people, each burdened with their own fears and hopes.
Gideon came racing forward, breathless. "Helem, what can I do? King Limhi is following close behind."
Helem, his brow furrowed with worry, asked, "What news from the pass? Are the Lamanites approaching?"
Gideon shook his head, frustration evident. "I don’t know. I’ve heard only bits and pieces. We can’t be sure if the ruse has delayed them or if they are right on our heels."
Helem nodded, his mind racing. "Get the people ready and to the water's edge. They need to wade out as deep as they can manage and quickly move upstream. They must wade the water’s edge without ever coming onto dry land until we reach a large sandy bend in the river some mile or so distant."
Gideon rushed to relay the instructions. Soon, the people were gathered frantically by the water’s edge, obediently wading into the river, their movements awkward and cumbersome. The river’s current was strong, and the cold water sent shivers through their bodies. Old women clung to the arms of their children, widows carried their young on their backs, and feeble men struggled to keep their footing. The livestock, which Ammon had suggested they leave behind, proved a nightmare to maneuver through the water, but the people had refused to abandon them, believing they were essential for starting their new life.
King Limhi arrived, helping Leah’s young children into the fray. His regal demeanor did little to hide his deep concern for his people. The sight of his king aiding the weakest among them stirred a renewed sense of determination in the people.
Helem moved tirelessly among them, pulling those who slipped and fell from the current’s grasp, rescuing them from drowning. Despite the exhaustion and the fear, the people pressed onward, their faith in Ammon’s plan their only source of hope.
"Keep moving!" Helem shouted above the noise of the rushing water. "We must reach the cove upstream!"
Gideon, leading the charge, turned back to Helem. "How far?"
"Another two hundred yards!" Helem replied, his voice carrying over the din. "There’s a cove with a cave entrance at the bend of the river. Get the people there and put the noisy children and animals inside the cave to mute their sounds. 
Helem turned to Gideon, making certain he had his undivided attention, “Tell every soul to sit tight and not move until one of us comes for them. It may be a good while but they must have faith and remain concealed and as quiets as is possible. We will return."
Gideon nodded; his determination clear. "Understood."
Helem watched as Gideon led the people upstream, their progress slow but steady. The old and the young struggled, but the community supported one another, each step a testament to their resilience. The livestock bleated and mooed, adding to the chaos, but the people refused to leave them behind, seeing them as a symbol of the new life they hoped to build.
As the last of the group moved toward the cove, Helem took a deep breath, his heart pounding. The time for action was now. He dived headlong into the river, letting the current carry him swiftly downstream. Floating on his back, he moved with the river’s flow, his eyes scanning the banks for any sign of the Lamanite forces.
The cold-water bit into his skin, but Helem’s mind was focused. He had to reach Ammon and the other warriors, to ensure the success of their plan. The river carried him faster than he could have moved on foot, and as he approached the bend, he could see the telltale signs of the Lamanite pursuit—the faint dust cloud rising in the distance, the distant clamor of an approaching army.
With a final push, Helem reached the designated point, clambering up the riverbank, drenched but determined. He had to meet his fellow warriors, to make sure everything was in place. The fate of his people depended on their next moves, and failure was not an option.
As he emerged from the water, his eyes met Ammon’s. The look they exchanged was one of unspoken understanding. They had done all they could to prepare. Now, it was time to face the fury of the Lamanites and see if their plan would hold.













[bookmark: _Hlk181024255]Chapter Forty-Four: Taking the Bait


Ammon had arrived shortly after the main body of warriors, relieved to see the people well up the river, quickly disappearing around the distant bend. His sharp eyes caught sight of a figure floating in the water, which turned out to be Helem. Grinning ear to ear, Helem emerged from the swift-moving stream and made haste to help the remaining warriors.
Along the embankment, Ammon’s squad had scattered random articles of children’s and women’s clothing and other provisions, making it appear as if the items had been left in a frantic hurry. Ammon’s warriors had worked tirelessly throughout the night, cutting down saplings and other logs to fashion several makeshift rafts. They wanted the area to look as though many trees had been harvested to create numerous rafts.
The warriors lifted the rafts to the water’s edge, ready for the arrival of the Lamanite host. 
….
Meanwhile, Zamesh had forced his troops over the ridgeline south of the narrow pass. They found no resistance but struggled through rough, brushy, and rocky terrain. Despite their best efforts, they were lagging behind, and Zamesh was reaching his limit.
Finally, they made their way back to the main tracks of Limhi’s people and hastened to catch up to the fleeing host. His forward scouts returned, reporting that a small force of warriors was at the river’s edge, preparing to abscond into the river.
"How many?" Zamesh demanded.
"Fourteen, but they look formidable," the scout replied.
Once again, his commanders urged caution, but Zamesh had practiced all the caution he intended to. He gave the order for his full force to descend upon the warriors standing in the way of his troops.
As he rounded the corner, bringing the river’s edge into view, Zamesh saw Ammon and his men hurriedly launching their rafts into the river. The aftermath of Limhi’s people moving to the water’s edge was evident - clothing and belongings strewn along the embankment. His scouts reported that Limhi’s people were only minutes ahead, likely having left in haste on makeshift barges, now floating swiftly downstream.
Zamesh’s vengeful heart surged, his eyes narrowing in anticipation of long-awaited revenge. He saw Ammon and his warriors fully launched into the water, paddling quickly downstream. He ordered his men to spread out and pursue the fleeing warriors, who were surely protecting the rear of Limhi’s host.
"Scouts, cross the river and ensure no tracks lead away on the other side!" Zamesh commanded.
The Lamanite host moved forward in rapid fury, but the river’s current was swift. Ammon and his warriors were quickly making their escape, the distance between them growing with each passing moment.
As the Lamanites surged to the river's edge, Zamesh could see the anger and frustration in his men’s eyes. The scattered provisions and abandoned clothing heightened their belief that Limhi's people were just ahead. Yet, Ammon’s strategic deception was working perfectly.
….
On the rafts, Ammon glanced back, watching Zamesh’s forces scramble along the banks. A surge of triumph washed over him, but he knew their safety was far from guaranteed. He turned to his warriors, who paddled with relentless determination, and shouted, "Stay strong, brothers! We are nearly free!"
The river's currents, once steady, began to swell and churn into treacherous rapids. The water roared, crashing against rocks and whipping around bends with a ferocity that made the crude makeshift rafts shudder. Ammon and his warriors clung to the rafts with all their might, their knuckles white with fear of capsizing. The thought of being thrown into the turbulent water, becoming easy targets for the pursuing Lamanites, spurred them on.
On the banks, some of the Lamanite warriors raced alongside the river, desperately trying to keep pace. They occasionally stopped to launch volleys of arrows, the projectiles hissing through the air before splashing into the water around the rafts. Ammon nodded at his men, his mind already on the next steps. "Good. We need to keep moving. The Lamanites will not give up easily."
Ammon and his men were the bait, and the Lamanites were taking it hook, line, and sinker. Yet, every rapid threatened to tear them from their fragile crafts. The warriors struggled to maintain control, paddling furiously to avoid the jagged rocks that jutted from the riverbed. The rafts bucked and swayed, water spraying up in frothy bursts, drenching them to the bone.
"Watch out!" one of Ammon's men shouted, pointing to a particularly menacing boulder ahead. They frantically steered the raft, narrowly avoiding a collision that would have sent them tumbling into the churning depths.
The frantic scene played out in a blur of motion and noise. The warriors' shouts mingled with the roar of the river, creating a cacophony that drowned out all other thoughts. Their muscles burned with the effort of paddling, but the fear of being caught drove them onward.
Ahead, the narrow steep slopes that encased the river came into view. If they could just reach that point, pursuit would become impossible. The steep, jagged cliffs would provide cover, shielding them from the Lamanites' sight and arrows.
"Almost there!" Ammon yelled; his voice barely audible over the tumult. The rafts surged forward, the rapids propelling them toward their goal. Each warrior held his breath, hearts pounding, as they navigated the final stretch of white water.
With a final, desperate push, they reached the narrow slopes. The rafts shot through the last of the rapids and into calmer waters, hidden from view by the towering cliffs. Ammon and his men let out a collective sigh of relief, their bodies trembling from the adrenaline.
"Keep paddling," Ammon urged, though his voice was softer now. "We can't stop yet."
They continued downstream; their pace more measured but still urgent. Behind them, the frustrated cries of the Lamanite warriors faded into the distance, swallowed by the roaring river and the towering, protective cliffs. Ammon's mind raced with plans for their next move, but for now, they had bought themselves precious time and a better chance of survival
…..
From the riverbank, Zamesh watched the rafts disappear around a bend, his frustration boiling over. "Move!" he bellowed, his voice echoing off the canyon walls. "We will catch them on the other side. They cannot escape us forever!"
Zamesh swiftly changed his stratagem. Realizing the river bent hard to the south, he decided to take a large contingent of his forces on a shortcut. With any luck, they could cut off Ammon and his warriors in the slower currents by morning. The rapids he had seen would surely have tumbled Limhi and his people throughout the river, leaving them in major discord and easy pickings for his army.
He commanded a group of warriors to continue chasing Ammon by following the river's edge, even if it meant scaling the steep, rocky cliffs that encased the river. Their movements would be perilous, but the potential reward was too great to ignore. He also sent scouts to remain on the opposite shore to track any attempts by Ammon’s people to make their way from the river.
Zamesh's forces surged into action, driven by his unyielding fury. The warriors on the riverbank pressed forward, their eyes scanning the water and the cliffs for any sign of Ammon's rafts. Meanwhile, Zamesh led the main body of his troops through the dense forest, pushing through the undergrowth with a relentless pace.
On the opposite shore, the scouts moved swiftly and silently, their keen eyes trained on the river. They knew that spotting Ammon’s people before they could regroup would be crucial. Every rustle of the leaves, every splash of the water was analyzed, as they sought any indication of their quarry's movements.
The chase continued with an almost palpable tension in the air. Zamesh's fury and determination drove him and his forces onward, while Ammon's strategic brilliance kept his people just out of reach. The river roared on, a natural barrier and perilous path for both hunter and hunted.
As dawn approached, Zamesh's forces emerged from the forest, arriving at a wide, slow-moving bend in the river. He hoped to see the battered remains of Ammon's rafts and his warriors in disarray. Instead, the river was calm, the early morning mist rising in gentle swirls. Frustration gnawed at Zamesh as he scanned the horizon, but he forced himself to remain patient.
"Spread out," he commanded. "We wait here. They must come through this way."
His warriors obeyed, fanning out along the riverbank, eyes fixed on the water. The scouts continued their vigil from the opposite shore, their reports trickling in. Zamesh stood at the edge of the water, his gaze locked on the distant bend where any emergence form Limhi’s people would have to appear.
The sun rose higher, and Zamesh's impatience grew. Yet, he knew that Ammon’s people were cunning and resilient. The game of cat and mouse was far from over, and Zamesh was determined to end it on his terms. 
[bookmark: _Hlk181024286]
[bookmark: _Hlk202805697]Chapter Forty-Five: Along the Water’s Edge


[image: ]Ammon could see from a great distance as Zamesh took the bait, moving his larger force back to the south and southeast in an attempt to shortcut their rafts. Surely, Ammon thought, Zamesh believes Limhi’s people were floating well downstream of his position. Before they turned around the bend and were completely out of sight, he also saw a smaller troop of warriors trailing him on one side and a few scouts trailing them on the other side. 

Yet amidst the turbulent water, Ammon turned to his men, his face breaking into a relieved smile. "Men," he said, "as soon as we round this next bend we need to hurry and dismantle the rafts, leaving no trace."
As soon as they rounded the bend, the warriors sprang into action. Ammon gave a quick signal, and without a word, the men dove into the water, muscles straining as they guided the heavy rafts toward the shallows. The sound of the rushing river filled the air.
“Quickly now,” Ammon urged in a low voice. “Before the current takes us.”
Hem, his jaw clenched, drew his knife and began slicing through the thick ropes that bound the logs together. The sharp blade cut deep into the fibers, each snap releasing a groan from the once-sturdy raft.
“These cords are tighter than I expected,” muttered Aaron, struggling with a knot.
“Keep at it,” Ammon said, glancing over his shoulder at the bend in the river. “We don’t have much time.”
One by one, the other warriors followed suit, their knives severing the cords. As the logs shifted and water began to seep between them, they guided the sinking vessels toward the riverbank. With the rafts coming apart, the warriors pressed the disintegrating wood beneath the surface, ensuring the remains would be swallowed by the current.
“Hold it steady,” Ammon hissed, wading into the water to help Elam with the final logs.
“Almost there,” Elam grunted, pushing the last piece either beneath the water, or to flow with the currents itself.
The river swept the fragments away, vanishing beneath the surface as if the rafts had never existed.
“We’re clear,” Ammon said quietly, scanning the tree line. “Now, let’s move before anyone notices.”
15 shivering warriors standing thigh deep in the icy tumbling river as Ammon gave last minute instruction, "We must wade the entire way back to the bend where the people are hiding," Ammon continued. His voice was firm, instilling confidence in his weary men.
"Helem, you be first and make haste on your return. Amaleki, you go next," he instructed, pointing to his most trusted warriors. "As soon as you reach Limhi and his people, create a crossing team of available men, fashioning ropes across the stream to ferry the host of people, goods, and animals to the other side. The entire operation must occur in complete darkness. We cannot afford for any dust or light to give away their positions."
Helem plunged into the water without hesitation, the cold shock sending shivers through his body. He moved quickly, disappearing into the shadows of the riverbank. Amaleki followed, his movements just as swift and purposeful.
"Amaleki," Ammon called after him, "don’t wait for everyone to cross before you move a group forward. Have the weakest of the people cross first and as soon as there is a large enough contingent, be underway. Follow the ridge northwards and head over the headwaters of the Crystal River. The rest of us will take turns with different groups of people guiding them along the same route, following you and your group. We will all catch up."
The men set off into the water, their bodies low to avoid detection. The river was icy, the current strong, but they pressed on, driven by the knowledge that their survival depended on their speed and stealth.
As they waded through the dark waters, Ammon's thoughts were a whirlwind of plans and contingencies. The night was their ally, but it was also fraught with dangers. The Lamanite scouts were relentless, and any misstep could spell disaster. The river whispered around them, a constant reminder of their perilous situation.
Helem's ears strained for the sound of the approaching Lamanites. The roar of the river seemed deafening in the silence, but soon enough, the crunch of footsteps on the riverbank cut through the noise. He could hear their low murmurs, the clink of their armor. One wrong move, one errant breath, and he would be discovered. His heart hammered in his chest, each beat resonating like a drum in his ears.
One by one, the men followed Helem's lead, disappearing into the water and emerging among the reeds. 
Amaleki went next, the cold biting into his skin like a thousand needles. His breath came in short, controlled bursts as he pressed himself against the riverbank, the reeds partially concealing him. He watched Helem's eyes, wide and alert, a silent communication passing between them.
Amaleki crouched low beneath the dense cover of reeds, his breath shallow and ragged. The murmur of the river concealed the sounds of his quickened heartbeat, but only just. His bare feet sunk deep into the frigid silt, the icy waters biting his skin like daggers. Every fiber of his being screamed against the cold, but he forced his body still, blending into the reeds that bowed over the stream’s edge. In the distance, the unmistakable sound of the Lamanite warriors’ voices rose on the wind, harsh and guttural, calling to one another as they scoured the riverbank.
They were close. Too close.
The pale moonlight cast long, silvered shadows on the water’s surface, shimmering as it rippled over the stones. Amaleki dared not move. A misstep here meant certain death. The Lamanites were relentless - hunters trained in the art of silent pursuit; their footsteps as stealthy as panthers. One wrong movement, one snapped branch, and they would find him.
He gripped the long reed he had plucked earlier from the shallows, its hollow stem his lifeline. Slowly, deliberately, he sunk into the water, inch by inch, until his entire body was submerged. The cold seized his lungs like iron clamps, but Amaleki held firm, guiding the reed to his mouth. He exhaled gently, bubbles rising to the surface in delicate, controlled bursts, as he began to breathe through the slender tube.
The night was unnaturally still now. Only the soft rustle of reeds and the muted rush of the river filled the air. The Lamanites had stopped speaking. Their silence was a warning, one far more terrifying than their shouts. They knew he was near. Somewhere.
His muscles tensed beneath the water’s surface, his mind racing. Could they hear him? Could they sense the slight disturbance in the current? For long moments, nothing moved, save the river itself. Then came the crunch of footsteps - deliberate, slow, right at the water’s edge.
Amaleki’s heart pounded as he strained to hear through the muffled cloak of the water. A shadow passed above him. He could make out the rough shapes of their dark figures, towering against the night sky like giants. They scanned the bank, their spears gripped tightly in their hands, their eyes sharp and unforgiving.
The warrior nearest to him crouched low, eyes searching the reeds with the intensity of a hawk. Amaleki held his breath, every muscle in his body burning with the effort of remaining still. He could feel the warrior’s presence just above him, the water distorting the image but not enough to hide the cold gleam of the man’s blade as it cut through the reeds. Slowly, methodically, the Lamanite drew the edge of his spear along the bank, parting the grasses as if searching for a snake in the undergrowth. The blade cut dangerously close to Amaleki’s leg, close enough to feel the stir of water displaced by its passing.
He could not survive much longer like this. His lungs screamed for air, his body trembling in the cold. Desperation surged through him. If the warrior plunged his spear into the water, it would all be over.
But just as the Lamanite warrior leaned closer, his eyes narrowing in suspicion, a shout rang out from further upstream. Another group had found something - a false trail, perhaps, or a fleeting shadow that drew their attention away. The warrior snapped his head up and barked a command to the others. With a last, lingering look at the water, he rose and moved away, his footsteps fading into the night.
Amaleki remained submerged, even as his vision blurred and darkened around the edges. He waited until the last sound of the warriors faded into the distance before he surfaced, gasping, every breath searing his lungs like fire. He pulled himself up onto the bank, dripping and shivering, the night air no less cold than the river’s icy depths.
But he was alive.
 Amaleki disappeared back into the darkness of the water, leaving nothing but ripples to mark his passage.
…
[image: ]As the Lamanites drew nearer, each man had to, in turn, muster every ounce of willpower to remain still. The water was frigid, numbing their limbs and making their muscles ache with the effort of staying submerged. On several occasions, the Lamanites passed so close that some of the men could clearly hear their breathing. The faint scent of sweat and leather drifted to them, mingling with the earthy aroma of the riverbank. 

…
Ammon held up the rear and as the Lamanite force approached, he could hear the frustrated voices of their pursuers. Dissatisfied they had not found the quarry they hunted, they seemed to double-down on their efforts to find them. 
Ammon’s heart pounded like a war drum in his chest as he pressed himself into the muddy bank, the cold, black waters of the river swirling around his legs. His breath came in shallow, measured gasps, every muscle tense as he strained to remain still. The night air clung to his skin, thick with mist and tension, as the Lamanite warriors closed in. Their guttural voices drifted through the darkness, a deadly song that promised violence.
The reeds around him shivered, stirred by the movements of the approaching warriors. Ammon’s knuckles whitened as he gripped the rough stalks, sinking deeper into the water, and mud. He could feel the cold numbing his body, creeping up his limbs like the fingers of death itself. But he had no choice. Movement meant death.
The Lamanites were methodical, their shadows moving with practiced precision through the twilight. Ammon’s eyes followed their figures as they approached the water’s edge, their spears glinting in the dim light. His pulse quickened. He could hear their gruff muttering - frustration, impatience. They hadn’t found them yet, but they might soon.
Suddenly, the reeds just a few feet from him quivered violently as a Lamanite thrust his spear into the undergrowth. The sharp tip of the weapon came dangerously close, slicing through the tall grasses with the ease of a predator’s claw. Ammon clenched his jaw, stifling the scream rising in his throat. The warrior pulled back, dissatisfied, but another took his place. Over and over, they stabbed into the reeds, each thrust coming closer to Ammon’s trembling body.
Panic clawed at his mind, threatening to take over. There was no escape. The river, once his sanctuary, now felt like a grave. If he moved, they’d see him. If he stayed, they’d find him. His breath came quicker now, the cold biting deeper, combined with adrenaline numbing his thoughts. Desperation swelled within him, the weight of his choices hanging by a thread.
A harsh voice barked an order from the riverbank. One of the warriors, his patience worn thin, directed several of his men into the water. The Lamanites murmured in discontent, their bare feet reluctantly entering the frigid current. The water splashed softly as they waded in, slowly closing the gap between them and Ammon’s hiding place.
He froze, his mind racing, eyes darting for any escape. The murmur of the warriors grew louder, their movements deliberate. They were less than ten feet from him now, their dark shapes distorted by the undulating surface. Ammon felt the cold grip his chest, but it was not the water—it was fear. He was trapped. The Lamanites were closing in, their eyes scanning the reeds, their spears poised for the kill.
In that moment, a desperate idea flickered to life. His hand shot down into the soft, muddy riverbed, searching frantically until his fingers wrapped around a small, smooth rock. His heart thundered in his chest as he weighed it in his hand. He had one chance. One small window.
With every ounce of strength he had left, Ammon stealthily hurled the rock downstream hoping with any last hope the Lamanites would fail to see his movement. The splash it made echoed through the still night like an explosion, sending ripples racing across the water.
The effect was instantaneous.
The Lamanite warriors froze, their heads snapping toward the sound. For a heartbeat, there was silence, as if the river itself had stopped flowing. Then, without hesitation, the warriors surged toward the disturbance, their voices rising in excitement. They waded deeper into the water, their spears stabbing into the river where the ripples had spread.
Ammon watched, barely daring to breathe as the warriors, both on land and in the water, moved in unison toward the false lead. His heart pounded against his ribs, his entire body trembling with exhaustion, cold, and a need to breath. But they hadn’t seen him. His gamble had worked.
The Lamanites searched the water where the splash had come from, their frustration growing as they found nothing. A fish, one muttered. A muskrat, suggested another. They stabbed at the reeds one last time, then, satisfied that their quarry had slipped away, began retreating from the water.
Ammon didn’t move, didn’t exhale, until he was sure they were gone. His limbs ached from the cold, his muscles stiff from the tension, but he forced himself to remain still, hidden beneath the cover of the reeds.
The night was silent once more, save for the soft murmur of the river. Slowly, cautiously, Ammon began to crawl upriver, the cold biting deeper with each movement. His body shook with exhaustion, but he pushed on, knowing that the Lamanites may still return.
…
Finally, the last of the Lamanites passed by, their footsteps receding into the distance. One by one, the men followed, wading through the shallows, the cold-water swirling around their legs. They moved with a quiet urgency; every step calculated to avoid detection.
The journey back to Limhi's people was a grueling ordeal. The physical toll of hours and miles spent wading in the frigid water was exhausting. Darkness fell, and the men were near hypothermic. They couldn’t leave the water's edge for fear of leaving any trace that the Lamanite scouts might pick up. So, they continued to trudge mile after mile, bend after bend in the river.
Footing was difficult. The mossy rocks were slippery, and at times, the current was so strong that they had to pull themselves upriver with their hands and feet, clinging to rocks and roots to avoid being swept away. The cold seeped into their bones, and their muscles ached with the constant effort of staying upright and moving forward.
Their minds focused on the goal of reaching Limhi’s people. Every step was an ordeal, but they pushed on, their very survival and that of King Limhi’s people hanging in the balance. 
Hours passed, and the night deepened. The stars above offered little comfort as the men waded on, their breaths coming in ragged gasps. The river seemed endless, each bend revealing yet another stretch of cold, dark water. Their progress was slow, but they dared not hurry for fear of making noise or losing their footing.
Near exhaustion, they finally saw the bend in the river where Helem had secreted Limhi’s people. The sight renewed their strength, and they surged forward one aching step at a time. Ammon felt a wave of relief as they approached the hiding place, but he knew there was still much to do. They had to get Limhi's people across the river and on their way before dawn broke and the Lamanites renewed their pursuit. Despite being near exhaustion, their labors were far from over.
Helem emerged from the water first, his body trembling uncontrollably, every muscle in his frame shuddering with the cold. His breath came in ragged gasps, eyes wide with the terror of what they had just escaped. Amaleki followed, dragging himself onto the muddy bank, his skin as pale as death. Their faces - haunted, hollow - bore the pallor of ghosts, shadows of men who had seen the very edge of darkness and barely clawed their way back. They stood there, drenched and shaking, staring into the blackness of the river that had nearly swallowed them whole.















[bookmark: _Hlk181024319]Chapter Forty-Six: An Interminable Wait

On the River’s Bend

Night had fallen, and a deep darkness had settled around the cove and cave by the river's big bend, where Limhi and Gideon had hidden with their people. The darkness seemed to deepen their doubts and fears, and Limhi's heart was a heavy knot of worry. What if Ammon and his men were unsuccessful? What if they were killed? These thoughts gnawed at him relentlessly.
Gideon, approached Limhi with a calm that belied the tension of the moment. "King, I believe everything will be okay," he said, his voice steady.
Limhi forced a smile, but the uncertainty lingered. The minutes stretched into hours, each one feeling like an eternity. From time to time, faint sounds drifted from the water, causing both men to grow increasingly anxious. Were the Lamanites creeping up on them? If it were Ammon and his warriors, why were they being so stealthy?
Then came a more pronounced sound of water splashing differently than was the norm. 
Gideon gripped his sword tightly, preparing to defend the people. Limhi did the same, even though he knew it might be a futile attempt. Seeing their leaders arm themselves, the people grew more fearful and anxious, their imaginations conjuring the worst possible scenarios.
Tense moments passed as they waited in the oppressive silence, every sound magnified by their fear. Then, just as the shadows of doubt seemed ready to overwhelm them, a figure emerged from the river, wading through the water with a determined stride. It was Helem, his smile visible even in the dim light.
A warm wave of relief spread through the camp. Helem quickly relayed what had transpired, and his words lifted the people's spirits as if a heavy weight had been removed. He emphasized the urgent need to create a ferry system and start getting the people across the river.
Upon reaching the bend where Limhi and his people were hidden, Helem and Amaleki sprang into action. The men worked silently, securing ropes across the stream with practiced efficiency. 
Everyone sprang into action. Limhi, Gideon, and the strongest men began to fashion a makeshift ferry using ropes and logs. They used the hilly embankment to create a platform from tree trunks, improvising a craft that could carry a few passengers at a time. They fashioned cables from the ropes and ran them over the river, anchoring them with an innovative buoy system. The ferry was attached to the buoy, which was secured in the river, and pulled by the rope cables, the length of which was twice the width of the river.
The small ferry system, capable of transporting only a few passengers and small loads at a time, was an incredible feat of engineering. The entire operation had to be accomplished in complete darkness, with as little noise as possible. The men worked with great focus and effort, aware of the people's anxiousness to get across the river and put distance between themselves and the Lamanites.
Amaleki organized the crossing with meticulous care, his voice a quiet murmur of encouragement and instruction. The weakest crossed first, their relief palpable as they reached the other side. Groups of men, armed and alert, followed in waves, their eyes scanning the darkness for any sign of the enemy.
As soon as a sizeable contingent had gathered, Amaleki signaled them to move forward. "Follow the ridge northwards," he whispered. "Head over the headwaters of the Crystal River. We cannot stop until we are well clear of this place."
Ammon finally arrived, cold and shivering, but watched from the riverbank, feeling a surge of pride and hope. His men were moving with precision, and Limhi’s people were safe—for now. He took a deep breath, steeling himself for the journey ahead. The night was their shield, but dawn would bring new challenges.
One by one, Ammon’s warriors guided the remaining groups through the water, their steps sure and silent. The chase was far from over, but they had bought themselves precious time. 
As the last of the people crossed, Ammon cast one final glance at the river. The sinking ferry were no longer visible, their evidence swallowed by the current.
"Let's move," he whispered, leading his men into the forest. The darkness closed around them, and the silent march began, each step taking them further from danger and closer to freedom.
Ammon organized his warriors to take turns guiding groups, following the same path Amaleki had taken. The crossing had been arduous and slow, and there was no time to waste. Ammon, ensuring every group was safely across, accompanied the last contingent.
The large host made haste through the night, the urgency of their flight pressing upon them. The moonlight cast a silver sheen over the landscape, providing just enough light to navigate. The terrain was uneven and treacherous, but the people pressed on, driven by the knowledge that the Lamanite army could be on their heels at any moment.
Children were carried on shoulders, their tired eyes wide with fear and curiosity. The elderly leaned on the strong arms of younger men and women, each step a demonstration to their resilience. Mothers whispered comforting words to their little ones, the soft murmurs blending with the night sounds of the wilderness.
The path was narrow, winding through dense thickets and over rocky outcrops. Every so often, Ammon would call for a brief halt to ensure no one was left behind and to check for any signs of pursuit. The warriors formed a protective perimeter, their eyes scanning the darkness for any movement. The air was filled with the scent of pine and the distant sound of rushing water, a constant reminder of their recent escape.
Time seemed to blur as they marched on. Exhaustion tugged at their limbs, but the fear of capture spurred them forward. They moved in near silence, the only sounds being the rustle of clothing, the crunch of footsteps on dry leaves, and the occasional murmur of encouragement.
Dawn was fast approaching and Ammon feared that the commotion and dust from such a large group would give away their position. He urged his warriors to do what they could do to encourage the host to push forward and make haste.
King Limhi was doing his best to encourage his people, but he was depleted of his core strength. Most of the trek he had to carry at least one or more of Leah’s children and her oldest daughter was finding it difficult to keep pace. 
Women and children were seen pushing beyond their physical limits, their faces pale with fear but their steps steady. 
Children were carried on shoulders, their tired eyes wide with fear and curiosity. The elderly leaned on the strong arms of younger men and women, each step a demonstration to their resilience. Mothers whispered comforting words to their little ones, the soft murmurs blending with the night sounds of the wilderness.























[bookmark: _Hlk181024388]Chapter Forty-Seven: Rage, Fury, Zamesh


Zamesh was beyond consolation. He stood at the river’s edge, the slow current barely creeping along, and stared at the waters as if they held the secrets to his torment. His certainty was unshakeable: he had arrived before Limhi or his people, and certainly before Ammon and his band of warriors. How could it be otherwise? He had driven his men unrelentingly, marching them with a merciless determination that saw many men collapse along the way. Those that faltered he caused to be put to death. When they finally arrived, he had constructed defenses and readied himself to annihilate King Limhi’s people and Ammon’s fierce warriors, so intense was his fury.
Hours passed, the landscape shifting from day to twilight, and the remaining portion of his army finally arrived. Scouts on the opposite side of the river reported back, their faces etched with confusion and concern. There was no sign whatsoever of Limhi’s people or Ammon’s warriors. The riverbank was undisturbed, the waters calm and unbroken. How could they have vanished so completely?
Zamesh’s mind whirled, the only answer that made sense to him was that somehow, some way, Limhi and his people had beaten him down the river. Despite the sluggish currents that stretched interminably before him, he could not shake this belief. Resolute, he split his forces, sending some along one bank and some along the other, continuing the trek downstream with an unwavering resolve.
A day of searching yielded nothing. No tracks, no campfires, no whispers on the wind to betray their presence. Zamesh’s frustration mounted. He was convinced now that Limhi and his people must have fled west. Reconvening his troops on the western edge of the river, he ordered a broad sweep through the countryside, sending scouts in every direction.
Days turned into a grueling blur. The men, already pushed to their limits, now faced a dire situation. They had anticipated a swift campaign, not this prolonged chase through unfamiliar territory. Rations ran out, and soon they were starving. The landscape, once teeming with promise, now seemed a desolate enemy. Each step became a battle, each breath a labor.
Zamesh cursed the heavens and his fate. Ammon’s warning rang mockingly in his ears, fueling his fury. He lashed out at his surroundings, a fearsome tirade that echoed through the camp. His men, gaunt and hollow-eyed, watched their leader with a mixture of fear and helplessness.
Later that afternoon, hope seemed to flicker in the returning scouts’ eyes. They reported finding an encampment of Nephites. Though they had only viewed it from a distance, the scouts were certain, a large number of Nephite men were moving about the camp. Zamesh’s heart surged with a savage satisfaction. He needed to hear no more.
“Prepare the troops!” he commanded, his voice a harsh bark. “We move on the encampment with all haste.”
The soldiers, though weakened by hunger and exhaustion, rallied at the promise of action. Their bodies ached, but the anticipation of battle stirred something primal within them. Led by their commander, Zamesh, they moved swiftly through the dense underbrush, the sound of their footfalls masked by the wind whispering through the trees. Their hearts pounded with a mix of desperation and hope, each man silently praying that this next encounter would bring an end to their torment.
Zamesh was consumed by the need to avenge the lost trail of King Limhi and the elusive Ammon. His fury grew with every step, driving him forward through the thickening night. The sting of failure gnawed at him like a beast, and his men followed him, their faces grim, their eyes hollow but determined. They would not rest until their enemies were found and justice was dealt.
Through the gathering twilight, the soldiers pressed on, their weapons held tight, ready for the fight they were sure was nearby. But as they broke through the final line of trees, the scene that greeted them was nothing like they had imagined.
In the clearing, amidst the tangled foliage and the glow of a dying sun, they saw a strange and unexpected sight. Figures moved about in the open, a group of people, half Nephite and half Lamanite by their appearance, with small children running and playing in the grass. The soldiers hesitated, their advance faltering, confusion rippling through their ranks.
Zamesh’s eyes narrowed, the fury in his chest threatening to boil over. This was no enemy battalion, no war-hardened Nephite force awaiting them in battle formation. Not one person from King Limhi’s people. No, what stood before him were men, weathered and ragged, along with women and children, their laughter and innocent games at odds with the savagery he had expected.
The sight ignited a flicker of recognition. The men were not warriors, but outcasts, those forsaken by both Nephite and Lamanite bloodlines, the misfits of their people. And the women, Ammon’s gaze sharpened. They were Lamanite women, their faces familiar from stories whispered in the camps. These were the abducted daughters of the Lamanites, stolen in the night by the wicked priests of Noah, who had fled into the wilderness after their treachery in King Noah’s court.
Zamesh’s breath caught in his throat as the full weight of his realization hit him. He had been so consumed by the hunt for Limhi and Ammon that he had missed the trail entirely. Zamesh let out primeval guttural scream
The priests, realizing that they had been found, began to run, their eyes darting toward the soldiers, calculating whether to fight or flee.
Zamesh’s hand tightened around his spear, his knuckles white. His heart was torn between the desire for vengeance. 
But the priests had already taken action. A few of them began to back away, retreating into the shadows of the trees, while others whispered hurried orders, urging the women and children toward the deeper woods.
"Seize them!" Zamesh’s voice cut through the stillness like a blade. His command was sharp, the decision made in an instant. There would be no mercy for the wicked priests of Noah. 
The soldiers surged forward; their exhaustion forgotten in the rush of adrenaline. The priests turned to flee, but it was too late. Zamesh and his warriors descended upon them like a storm, their spears and blades flashing in the waning light.
The women and children screamed, scattering in terror, but Zamesh’s eyes were fixed on the priests. They had lived too long in the shadows, and now, their judgment had come. 


























[bookmark: _Hlk181024422]Chapter Forty-Eight:  Deliverance


Many days went by as the large host of King Limhi’s people moved slowly, but surely, through the wilderness. Ammon, with his knowledge of the terrain and the maps, provided invaluable guidance. His expertise allowed them to chart and pursue the most effective course. As they progressed, a cautious optimism began to grow among the people. Their journey, though arduous, was marked by a sense of hope.
One evening, as the sun dipped below the horizon and the campfires flickered to life, King Limhi called a meeting. Ammon, Gideon, and several of Ammon’s warriors gathered around the central fire, their faces illuminated by the dancing flames.
“We have scouted well in every direction,” Limhi began, his voice steady but tinged with concern. “There has been no sign of the Lamanites pursuing us.”
Gideon nodded. “Your scouts have been thorough. We’ve seen no movement, no tracks. It seems we’ve managed to stay ahead of them.”
Ammon, though sharing in the relief, remained cautious. “We must still be vigilant. The journey to the great river is nearly at an end. If the Lamanite army finds us there, we will be vulnerable. The river’s edge offers little in the way of defense.”
The warriors exchanged glances, their resolve hardening. “We will remain watchful,” Gideon said. “But we must also acknowledge the blessings we’ve received thus far. Our people are weary, but their spirits are high.”
As the days progressed, the terrain began to change. The air grew cooler, and the sights and sounds associated with the region encompassing the great river were noticeable. They were approaching the great river. The anticipation was palpable, mingling with a threat of anxiety that ran through the camp.
King Limhi moved away from the host, finding a quiet place to think about things. He was experiencing a great sadness with the plight of Leah. Her children would have tremendous freedom and a new life but it had been at the cost of her very life and liberty. Limhi wept in private for the heroism of this amazing mother. He offered up prayers to God on her behalf and vowed to see to the welfare of her children the remaining days of his life.
…..
On a particularly long day, the host finally began arriving at the river’s edge. The great river stretched wide before them, its waters swift and deep. The people moved slowly; their fatigue evident in every step. As they reached the shore, a murmur of amazement and joy rippled through the crowd.
Ammon’s heart leapt as he saw familiar faces standing next to the river’s edge were none other than Amesh and Yoezer, who he had sent ahead for help. They stood waiting with a large contingent of other warriors, under Ammon’s command who King Mosiah had sent forth. Barges had been prepared and were ready to ferry the people across the river.
Ammon’s eyes filled with tears of gratitude as he embraced Amesh and Yoezer. “You made it!” he exclaimed. “And you brought help!”
Amesh grinned, clapping Ammon on the back. “We couldn’t leave you to do this alone, Ammon. King Mosiah sent every able-bodied man he could spare.”
The reunion was a joyous affair. Warriors from the city greeted their comrades, and the people of Limhi’s host expressed their heartfelt thanks. The work of ferrying the people across the great river began immediately. It was a monumental task that took nearly two days to complete.
Ammon and his warriors, along with the newly arrived contingent, formed a protective barrier at the rear of the host. They remained ever watchful, their eyes scanning the forest for any sign of the Lamanite army. Helem and Amaleki were sent out continually to scout, but each time they returned with the same report: no Lamanites in sight.
As the last of the people crossed the river and the final barge was secured on the opposite shore, Ammon fell to his knees. His heart overflowed with gratitude. “Praise be to God,” he whispered, his voice choked with emotion. “I thank thee for thy divine protection and guidance.”
The people gathered around him; their own hearts lifted in thanksgiving. They knew that it was by the grace of God that they had been delivered safely. Ammon’s plan, inspired by divine wisdom, had brought them through the wilderness and across the great river to safety.
That night, as the stars sparkled overhead, the camp was filled with a sense of peace and fulfillment. Ammon lay by the fire, his thoughts turning to the future. They still had a journey ahead, but for the first time in many days, he allowed himself to believe that they would see it through. With the help of God and the courage of their warriors, they had overcome every obstacle. And for that, he was profoundly thankful.
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The trek from the great river’s edge took nearly four more days, each step bringing Ammon’s host closer to Zarahemla. Though the threat of the Lamanites had lessened, the air of caution lingered, especially among Ammon’s warriors. They moved as shadows, always alert, forming a protective shield around the weary mass of people they escorted. What had begun as a small band of 16 strong men, had now swelled into a formidable force, nearly a hundred warriors strong. Ammon’s military presence was no longer just a reassurance; it was a powerful deterrent against any lingering threat that might dare to pursue them.
But as the days stretched on and the danger seemed to fade into the horizon, a change swept through the host. The weariness in their steps began to lift, replaced with the cautious hope of safety. Conversations grew livelier. Smiles began to crack the faces of those who had known only despair for too long. At night, around the campfires, laughter replaced the anxious murmurs of the journey. For the first time in what felt like an eternity, these people found comfort in one another’s company, the weight of survival no longer hanging over their every move.
Ammon, though ever vigilant, allowed himself moments of peace as well. He moved among his warriors, ensuring their well-being. Each man had endured much - long days without sleep, battles fought with dwindling hope, and the constant fear of pursuit. 
Ammon checked in on Yoezer, who just grinned up at Ammon, clasping his hand. "I’ll be back to outrunning you soon enough, brother," he teased, his eyes gleaming with the spark of life that had been dimmed for so long.
Ammon chuckled and moved on, finding himself in quiet conversation with the warriors King Mosiah had sent with him. He caught up on the news from Zarahemla, the happenings in his absence, and the preparations that had been made for their return. Though his mind remained sharp and ready for any unexpected threat, he allowed himself, in these moments, to feel the warmth of camaraderie.
On the fourth day, as they crested a gentle rise, the long-anticipated sight of Zarahemla appeared in the distance. The city rose as a glorious beacon, its walls gleaming under the midday sun, a sight more splendid than they had imagined. For a moment, silence fell over the group, a collective breath drawn in awe and relief. Then, as thunder breaking across the plains, the people erupted into joyous cheers. Their voices echoed through the hills; the sound carried on the wind … a victory cry.
Tears streamed down faces that had seen too much sorrow, and children, once weary and scared, laughed with abandon. Mothers hugged their little ones, and fathers lifted their children onto their shoulders, pointing excitedly toward the city that promised rest and refuge.
As the first banners crested the rise beyond the southern plain, the watchmen on Zarahemla’s towers gave the cry - not of alarm, but of welcome. Word had arrived that the people of King Limhi’s kingdom had been delivered from bondage. But no herald, no whisper, no dream could have prepared the city for the moment when the long-lost kin of their ancestors finally came into view.
At the gates, King Mosiah stood already waiting. He had cast aside any pomp, and had come in the plain robes of a servant-king. His dark wavy-streaked hair caught the breeze, and his eyes - bright, tear-ringed - scanned the dusty line of travelers with the fervor of a father seeking his children. Beside him stood Queen Kyra, her bearing noble and serene, but her face tender, radiant with expectation. She clutched the hand of a small orphan girl, one of many the city had taken in during the years of turmoil, and her other hand trembled against her breast as if to steady her heart.
Then, they arrived.
Not as an army. Not as emissaries. But as survivors - dust-laden, sun-weary, their clothing threadbare, but their spirits clinging to something luminous. The first of them crossed the threshold, and the gates of Zarahemla opened not merely in iron, but in soul.
There was no trumpet. No war cry. But there was music - a rising wave of flutes and lyres and the rhythmic beating of hand drums, joined by spontaneous singing from women in the crowd who could not contain their joy. The sound, though untrained, was holy.
Children ran ahead of their parents, their faces breaking into bewildered smiles as they were swept into the arms of long-lost kin - grandparents, aunts, cousins, and neighbors they had never met. Mothers fell to their knees, weeping not from grief but from the impossible fulfillment of prayers thought long unanswered. An old man dropped his walking staff in disbelief and cried out, “My son! My son lives!” before collapsing into a fierce embrace with the boy- now grown- who had left as a babe.
Queen Kyra wept openly as she moved among the people, not above them, but within them. She knelt beside women whose shoulders trembled with the memory of whips and hunger. She brushed dirt from the cheeks of children and kissed their brows as if to seal them into safety. Her voice was low and healing, her touch like balm to the wounded dignity of those who had known captivity.
King Mosiah clasped hands and embraced men who had been thought lost to time. “Welcome home,” he said again and again, his voice breaking with each utterance, until it became a liturgy among the crowd. Welcome home. Welcome home.
He found Limhi among the group - thin, haggard, but upright. The two kings locked eyes and embraced without pretense. No titles passed between them. Only tears.
The city streets became rivers of reunion. Fruit-laden tables overflowed with food. Baskets of bread were broken and passed from stranger to stranger, and fires were kindled not for warmth but for feasting. Women adorned their visitors with garlands of wildflowers and fresh linens. Laughter and weeping flowed in equal measure, not separate, but intertwined like threads of a single cloth.
Zeniff stood at the edge of the crowd, his arm still in a sling, watching as survivors of the wilderness were pulled into the embrace of their people. He saw a boy reunited with a grandmother who had long kept his toy carved bear beside her bedside. He saw Josh, bloodied and bruised, kneel in silent gratitude as a long-lost brother appeared out of the crowd and wordlessly embraced him.
And then, Zeniff felt arms around him. A woman - his sister - whom he had not seen since they were children, wept into his tunic. “I thought you were dead,” she whispered.
“I was,” he said. “But so was hope.”
The sun dipped low, gilding the towers of Zarahemla in amber light. The air was filled with the scent of roasted lamb, wine, and fresh herbs. There was music again - this time more orderly, a song of return and renewal, and in the center square, the people danced.
And King Mosiah, with Queen Kyra at his side, raised his arms - not to command, but to bless.
“My brothers and sisters,” he called out, “today we are made whole.”
And for that one night, they were.
Finally, King Limhi came forward, his once-proud form now humble, his eyes filled with gratitude and humility. With great reverence, he knelt before King Mosiah, bowing his head in subjugation, offering his kingdom into Mosiah’s hands.
A hush fell over the crowd as they witnessed this profound moment of surrender. But Mosiah, with the heart of a true king, raised Limhi to his feet and embraced him warmly.
“There is no need for such gestures, King Limhi,” Mosiah said, his voice filled with both admiration and sincerity. “Your service to your people is known to God and to me. You have suffered for them, and for that, you will forever be esteemed. Your sacrifices will not be forgotten, and you shall be blessed for your goodness and the trials you have borne on their behalf.”
The two kings stood together, united by their trials and by the faith they shared. The people around them, witnessing the strength of their leaders, were filled with hope. In this moment, the suffering of the past melted away, replaced by the warmth of unity and the promise of a brighter future. Zarahemla would be their home, and under the care of King Mosiah and Queen Kyra, they would find peace at last.
….
The sun sank low, casting golden light over the rooftops of Zarahemla, as the city prepared for a night unlike any it had known in a generation. The wide plaza at the city’s heart, once home to sorrowful dirges and funeral chants, had been transformed into a space of jubilation and ceremony. Crimson banners fluttered from the columns of the temple courtyard. Long tables overflowed with roasted lamb, honeyed nuts, fruit baked into fragrant breads, and pitchers of wine pressed from the autumn harvest.
The drums began softly at first - rhythmic, pulsing the beating heart of a people reborn. Then came flutes, harps, and choruses of young maidens whose voices lifted into the sky like morning birdsong. Lanterns were lit, strung from every tree and eave, so that when the stars emerged, they were met by their earthly kin, glowing points of light in celebration of deliverance.
It was the Festival of Remembrance and Rejoicing - declared so by King Mosiah himself, and none in the land, not even the oldest elders, could remember a night so filled with joy.
At the center of it all stood King Limhi, no longer cloaked in the exhaustion of the wilderness, but robed in dignity, his bearing noble. His people stood behind him - redeemed, restored, and clothed anew by the hands of their kinsfolk. Limhi raised his hands and the music softened. A hush fell over the crowd.
“My people,” he began, voice deep and resonant, “and now, once more, my brethren - tonight, we feast not only for what we have survived, but for what we remember. And for what we bring back from the shadowed lands.” 
He stepped aside and gestured, and two men carried forward a heavy bundle wrapped in deerskin. Reverently, they set it at the feet of King Mosiah, who stepped forward with deliberate grace.
“These,” Limhi continued, “are the relics and records uncovered by the forty-three men I sent long ago in search of this city. They never found Zarahemla, but they found something far older. A place of ash and ruin in the north, where the bones of a fallen civilization lay as if still in battle ranks.”
Gasps rippled through the gathered. Limhi gestured to the wrappings. “What they brought back were not only remnants of tragedy, but of knowledge. Plates of gold, etched with a forgotten language. Tools of intricate design. Weapons never seen before by our people. And most haunting of all… a seer’s stone buried in a crumbling altar, beside the bones of what must have been their prophet-king.”
The crowd murmured, awe mingled with unease. King Mosiah knelt, lifting the plates with reverent hands. The firelight glinted on the inscriptions - rows of tiny, ordered characters, ancient and unknowable.
“These records,” Mosiah declared, raising them above his head, “are sacred. They will be preserved and studied. They may tell us who these lost people were - what they believed, how they lived, and how they died. We will honor their memory, just as we honor the story of your return.”
Limhi bowed low, tears forming at the corners of his eyes. “Let this be the day we remember not only our ancestors, but the ancestors of the land itself.”
The square erupted in cheers. Horns sounded. The dancing resumed.
Torchlight spun across the polished flagstones as women twirled in vibrant garments, their feet tracing the rhythms of life. Children chased each other through the columns, their laughter windchimes. Old men lifted mugs and clasped hands. Young warriors sang ballads of the journey, inventing verses on the spot to immortalize the great escape. The clapping and drumming carried deep into the night, echoing into the hills.
Amidst the celebration, Ammon stepped quietly away. He found a quiet balcony on the temple’s western wall and stood alone; his face lifted toward the stars.
He said no words aloud. But in the silence of his soul, his prayer rose as holy incense:
“O Lord, we are dust - but in Thy hands, even dust may shine.”
He thought of the trials they had faced: the prison chains, the hunger, the madness that had nearly consumed their brethren in the camp. And yet… here they were. Alive. Safe. And whole.
Below him, the city glowed with light and music, and Ammon smiled faintly.
The people of Limhi had found more than refuge in Zarahemla. They had found kin. And kin, once scattered, were now gathered. Their shared sorrow had forged something new - a covenant not written in stone, but in suffering and forgiveness.
As the moon crested above the river, King Mosiah and Queen Kyra danced in the square, hand in hand, amid the laughter of their people. And across the city, torches burned until morning.
Zarahemla had witnessed many things. But that night, it witnessed the rebirth of a nation.
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Chapter Fifty:  Assembly of Gratitude

In the days that followed, King Mosiah meticulously interpreted the records Limhi had brought forward, reading through all the detailed accounts of the people. Once he had completed this monumental task, he decided that the time had come to share these revelations with his people.
King Mosiah summoned all the inhabitants of Zarahemla. It was a diverse assembly, composed of the children of Nephi and their descendants, the people of Zarahemla, descendants of Mulek, and those who had journeyed with him into the wilderness. Despite their numbers, they were not as numerous as the Lamanites, who greatly outnumbered them.
The assembly was divided into two large bodies: the people of Nephi and the people of Zarahemla. King Mosiah stood before this gathered multitude and began to read the records of Zeniff. He recounted the story of the people of Zeniff, from the time they left Zarahemla until their return.
He also told of the contents of the 24 plates of gold King Limhi’s army had retrieved.
The plates told of an ancient, tumultuous era of the Tower of Babel, when the tongues of all nations were confounded, there stood a man of extraordinary faith and leadership, Jared, and his equally devout brother, Mahonri Moriancumer. As chaos reigned and languages were splintered, Jared and Mahonri sought divine intervention. Their prayers were answered, and the Lord preserved the language of their people, sparing them from the confusion that befell the rest of humanity.
The Lord, in His infinite wisdom, granted Jared and his people a land of promise. This sacred covenant marked the beginning of an epic journey. Under the Lord's guidance, they traversed vast, treacherous wildernesses, ever faithful, ever hopeful. Their path, though fraught with peril, was illuminated by divine light, and their hearts were buoyed by the promise of a new home.
As the journey continued, the Lord commanded them to construct barges for the final leg of their voyage. These vessels were marvels of ancient engineering - sealed and watertight, capable of withstanding the most ferocious of storms and the highest of waves. Air was ingeniously obtained from outside as needed, ensuring the survival of all aboard.
On these barges, Jared’s people brought with them the essentials of life: animals, food, seeds, and honeybees - known in their tongue as "Deseret." 
Their journey across the vast, uncharted sea lasted 344 days, a period marked by divine protection and guidance. Despite the trials and tribulations, they remained steadfast, their faith unshakable.
Generations passed, and the descendants of Jared and Mahonri flourished in their new land. Ether, the last in the royal line that began with one of Jared's sons, chronicled the rise and fall of their civilization. The Jaredites grew to be a mighty nation, their numbers exceeding two million at their zenith. Yet, this vast empire was not without its strife. Periods of peace were fleeting, interrupted by relentless intrigue over the throne, civil wars, and the reign of wicked kings.

The warnings of Jared and Mahonri about the perils of monarchy proved prophetic. The monarchy, despite its initial promise of stability and order, descended into tyranny and corruption, tearing the fabric of their society apart. The Jaredites, once a unified and prosperous people, were consumed by internal conflicts and power struggles.
The prophecy of Ether, the last great seer of the Jaredites, foretold the ultimate fate of their civilization. The final Jaredite king, Coriantumr, witnessed the complete annihilation of his people. The once-great empire crumbled, its people scattered, its legacy reduced to ruins. Coriantumr, the last remnant of a fallen civilization, lived to see the arrival of a new people—Lehi and his followers from Jerusalem - who inherited the land once promised to Jared and his descendants.
Thus, the tale of the Jaredites was one of divine providence, human frailty, and the inexorable march of history. King Mosiah taught that it would serve as a testament to the enduring power of faith and the tragic consequences of power untempered by wisdom and righteousness. The legacy of Jared and Mahonri lives on, a poignant reminder of the heights to which humanity can aspire and the depths to which it can fall.
King Limhi knew all too well the pattern of pride illustrated in the plates.
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After the grand gathering in the city’s main hall, King Mosiah, filled with warmth and gratitude, extended a personal invitation to Ammon and his fifteen warriors to join him and his wife, Kyra, for a meal at their royal home. Those among the warriors who had wives were also invited to bring them. The invitation was accepted with great honor, and the men, weathered by their journey, felt a sense of deep gratitude and belonging.
Kyra had prepared a feast fit for the most honored guests. The modest dining room inside the royal home was crowded was yet warm and inviting, lit by the soft glow of oil lamps and the fragrant aroma of roasting meats, breads, and seasoned vegetables that filled the air. Several large tables had been set to accommodate the entire group, with goblets of fresh water and wine, and baskets of freshly baked bread placed at each setting.
As the guests took their seats, King Mosiah stood at the head of the table, his presence commanding yet humble. “Before we begin,” he said, raising a hand, “let us have a moment of silence, to give thanks.”
The room fell still. King Mosiah bowed his head and offered a heartfelt prayer of gratitude. His words were tender and sincere, thanking the Almighty for the safe return of these mighty men and for the sacrifices made by their loved ones during their absence. He gave thanks for the food before them and prayed for continued blessings upon their families and the kingdom. “We ask this in the name of our beloved Messiah,” he concluded, his voice strong yet reverent.
The silence was followed by a soft murmur of “Amen” from the warriors and their families. With the prayer concluded, Mosiah and Kyra, ever the gracious hosts, began serving their guests. Plates were filled with the hearty fare, and soon the room was alive with the clatter of utensils and the hum of conversation.
The warriors, finally at ease, began to share stories of their perilous journey. Laughter erupted as one of the men recounted the night several of them, exhausted and distracted, had stumbled into a stream, soaking themselves in the frigid water. King Mosiah, normally serious in countenance, found himself laughing along with them, his spirit lifted by the joy and camaraderie in the room.
As the evening wore on, the laughter faded into the soft murmur of contented conversation. King Mosiah, sensing the right moment, rose from his seat. “My friends, it is my great honor tonight to offer a blessing to each of you. For your loyalty, your courage, and your unwavering faith, you have earned this, not just from me as your king, but from the Lord, who has watched over you.”
One by one, the warriors stepped forward. King Mosiah placed his hands gently on each man's head, his words both personal and powerful, invoking blessings of health, peace, and prosperity. When Yoezer stepped forward, Mosiah’s prayer was especially tender. He prayed for Yoezer’s continued recovery from the snake bite that had nearly claimed his life, and for a long, fruitful life filled with purpose.
After the blessing, Yoezer approached King Mosiah and Ammon, his expression resolute. “My king,” he began, his voice filled with hope, “I wish to return to the Valley of Peace, to visit Eleazer and his family. I have unfinished business there.”
Ammon, who had already suspected Yoezer’s intentions, smiled knowingly. The journey had changed Yoezer - not just in body but in spirit. The time spent healing under Eleazer’s family’s care had sparked something deeper in him. And there was the matter of Gabriella, Eleazer’s beautiful daughter, with whom Yoezer had formed a deep connection.
King Mosiah, taking Yoezer’s shoulders in a firm, fatherly grip, met his eyes. “Yoezer,” he said, his voice filled with warmth, “…go with my blessing. May God speed your purpose and guide your path.”
Yoezer, with a broad grin, wasted no time. He left immediately, his mind already on Gabriella, her laughter and bright eyes as vivid in his memory as if she were standing before him. The room felt lighter in his absence, as though his departure carried with it a sense of hope and renewal.
As the other warriors and their families made their way home, King Mosiah turned to Ammon. “Stay for a moment, my friend,” he said quietly. Ammon nodded and remained seated as the others departed, leaving the room to the two men and Kyra.
When they were alone, Mosiah’s demeanor softened. His eyes, usually filled with regal composure, shimmered with unshed tears. “Ammon,” he began, his voice trembling slightly, “I do not have words strong enough to express my gratitude. Your loyalty to me, to our people, and to our God has been unwavering. You have led with courage, with wisdom, and with faith. Without you, I do not know if we would have ever heard of the people of Lehi-Nephi or their trials. You have done more for this kingdom than I could ever repay.”
Ammon, deeply moved, found himself at a loss for words. His chest tightened with emotion, and he could only manage a soft, “It has been my honor, my king.”
Kyra then returned, cradling a small bundle in her arms. She approached Ammon with a gentle smile and placed the child in his lap. Ammon gazed down at the baby in wonder, the tiny face peeking out from the folds of a soft linen blanket.
“This is our eldest son,” Kyra said softly. “His name is Ammon, in honor of the great warrior who has served our people with such devotion.”
Ammon’s heart swelled with emotion. He looked up at Mosiah, tears now brimming in his own eyes. “I... I don’t know what to say.”
Mosiah smiled, placing a hand on Ammon’s shoulder. “There is no greater man than you, my friend. I only pray that my son will grow to be as noble and faithful as you.”
The moment was profound, the air thick with the presence of something divine. Mosiah then offered Ammon a personal blessing, invoking the Spirit of the Lord to guide and protect him in all his days. As the words flowed, Ammon felt a deep peace settle over him, a certainty that his path was aligned with God’s will.
With a heart overflowing with gratitude and wonder, Ammon returned to his home. For the first time in what felt like an eternity, he laid down in his own bed, the weight of the journey and the magnitude of all that had transpired finally catching up with him. He fell into a deep, restful sleep, his soul at peace, knowing he had fulfilled his purpose and that brighter days lay ahead.
And in the quiet of the night, with the stars twinkling outside his window, Ammon could finally rest. The weight of his journey, the countless struggles, and the triumphs melted away as he lay in the familiar comfort of his own bed. For the first time in many weeks, his mind was free of burdens, his heart full of peace.
As sleep embraced him, Ammon found deep slumber, his breathing steady, his body relaxed. In his dreams, he saw the faces of those he had saved, the land he had traversed, and the love and gratitude of King Mosiah and his people. For now, his purpose was fulfilled, and he could rest, knowing he had done all that was asked of him.
The stars outside seemed to shine a little brighter, as if the heavens themselves were offering a benediction over the great warrior. His journey had come full circle, and for this night, Ammon knew peace.




















Afterword: The Author’s Reflection on 16 Strong Men
The story of Ammon and his fifteen companions has always stirred something deep within me. Of all the accounts found in scripture, this is the one I’ve returned to most often, each time wondering what must have happened between those sacred lines. 16 Strong Men is, in many ways, the product of that wondering - a labor of imagination, faith, and reverence. It is my attempt to walk with them, to feel what they may have felt, and to give voice to the quiet bravery that history often leaves unsaid.
Many know the Ammon who later went to the Lamanites and defended the flocks with sword and spirit. But the Ammon of this tale - the lesser-known Ammon, the first one mentioned in the Book of Mormon - as long captivated my heart. To me, he was no less brave, no less devout. In fact, his courage shines in a unique way. His was a mission not to fight, but to find - to deliver a people from the silence of abandonment, the fog of bondage, and the long exile of despair.
I often wondered how such a journey was even possible. The record tells us they wandered forty days in the wilderness. Forty days! Surely, they had no accurate maps. Any charts or paths to the land of Nephi likely left with Zeniff’s original expedition, decades earlier. And yet, Ammon and his men pressed forward. Their strength was in more than their arms - it was in their purpose.
I found it remarkable that Ammon was not even Nephite by blood. He was a descendant of Zarahemla, a leader, and yet he risked his life to rescue a people whose ancestral claims had little to do with him. That detail - buried in the text - moved me deeply. It spoke of selfless devotion, covenant loyalty, and the quiet nobility of a man called to serve where no reward was promised.
When they finally reached King Limhi and his people, they found a community ravaged by war. So many of the strong had perished. The city had become a haven of widows, orphans, and the elderly. And yet, when the time came to escape - under the cover of night, while the guards lay in drunken slumber - they fled not empty-handed. The record tells us they took some belongings, even livestock. That image stayed with me: a slow, burdensome exodus through dangerous terrain, pursued by a furious enemy. And still - within two days - the Lamanites lost track of them entirely.
How?
We are not told of bloodshed. We are not told of a final stand. Instead, it is as if the hand of the Lord simply removed them from danger. That was the moment I knew what this story was truly about.
Deliverance.
Through the grace of God, and by the mercies of His Son, Jesus Christ, Ammon and his men achieved the impossible. They became the arm of salvation to a weary captive people. They were not merely warriors. They were instruments.
16 Strong Men is not a tale of perfect heroes. It is the story of strong mighty men who stepped into the unknown and found strength not in steel, but in God. It is a reminder to all of us that when the Lord fights beside us, no wilderness is too wide, no bondage too strong, no path too lost.
May we remember where our true strength lies.
May we walk into our own wildernesses with courage.
And may we - like Ammon and his brethren - be counted among those who never stopped believing in the Deliverer who sees all, knows all, and never forgets His people.
 - T. William Gilbert
Author of 16 Strong Men

























Acknowledgments
I remember the stories my father told me, how his voice would soften when he spoke of the heroes of scripture, and how the Spirit would settle in the room like a warm quilt. His testimony was never boastful, but always sure. It was from him that I first learned the power of faith passed from one generation to the next.
I remember Brother Tew, whose teaching could bring the scriptures to life with fire and depth. He didn’t just read the words - he lived them. Like so many inspired teachers throughout my life, he showed me how the Word could leap off the page and take root in the soul.
To all those who have brought the scriptures to life through the power of the Holy Ghost - thank you. Your witness has strengthened my own.
There have been seasons in my life that challenged me spiritually. But what has anchored me to the gospel through every storm has been the quiet, unmistakable testimony delivered by the Holy Ghost - that Jesus is the Christ, and that His voice speaks through the pages of the Book of Mormon.
This novel is a tribute to that witness. And to all those whose voices helped me hear it - I am eternally grateful.

















About the Author
T. William Gilbert was raised in a small southern Idaho town, never far from the deep pioneer roots shaping his faith and storytelling. A descendant of the famed Willie and Hancock handcart company, his great-grandmother was the first non-Native child born in the Idaho region - a legacy that has infused his life with a profound sense of heritage and purpose.
From an early age, Gilbert was captivated by the stories and truths of the Book of Mormon, inspired largely by the powerful testimony and teachings of his father. That early spark led him to serve a mission in the Netherlands Amsterdam and Belgium Mission, deepening both his conviction and his connection to the gospel. His career has spanned business ventures and educational pursuits, but his heart has always remained with the youth.
A devoted teacher and mentor, Gilbert has coached high school football for more than forty years, and spent five years teaching Seminary and Institute, where he first shared the story that would become 16 Strong Men. His love for scripture, combined with his passion for vivid narrative, makes his writing both spiritually rich and emotionally immersive.
An avid outdoorsman, Gilbert finds peace in the field with his beloved English Setters and in the company of his ten children and cherished wife. When he isn’t writing historical fiction or exploring upland coverts, he contributes to numerous national sporting publications, blending humor, history, and heart.
He is currently completing his next historical novel, Three Days in Bama, a post-Civil War drama set in Memphis, Tennessee, chronicling the legendary duel between the renowned Llewellyn Setter Gladstone and the Irish-American champion Joe Jr.  - a tale of rivalry, redemption, and the early American competitive dog world.
With his deep love of history, his gift for teaching, and his unmistakable voice, Gilbert brings characters to life and breathes spirit into the forgotten corners of the past.












“Not Another Word”
Book Teaser Chapter:
The Tapestry Breaks
The loom had long since stopped moving, but her hands still trembled as if it hadn’t. The silk threads clung to her sweat-slicked palms, stained by the crimson of the royal dye. A half-finished tapestry hung behind her, an offering to a king who would never miss her, only what she produced. He would certainly punish her absence with brutal efficiency.
Her children.
The thought came again, savage and hot. She could almost hear their voices, laughing, crying-vanished into some far-flung corner of servitude. Taken from her under, the youngest had cried for her as they dragged her by her hair through the dirt.  
She would die before she let that be the end.
Now, her feet pounded the earth beneath the moonless sky, each stride a defiance against the impossible. She had escaped through a servant’s tunnel under the storehouse - one few even remembered, let alone dared use, and now she fled into the unknown.
Behind her, the alarm had risen.
Torches. Footsteps. Dogs.
The wilderness swallowed her, thick with branches that clawed at her arms like the fingers of accusers. Thorns ripped her shift. She welcomed the sting - it reminded her that she was still alive, still moving.
Somewhere beyond the ridgeline lay freedom. Or death.
She would take either. She would not go back.
The First Near Capture
The hoofbeats drew closer. Panic surged as she stumbled into a ravine, its slope jagged and steep. Her ankle gave a sickening twist beneath her, and she fell, crashing down into a patch of dried bramble and silence. Pain flared white in her vision.
The guards crested the hill above her.
"Split left - check the bend near the cedar wash!" one barked.
She bit her lip until blood came. The shadow of a torch passed feet from her hiding place. The horses whinnied nervously, catching her scent perhaps, but a sudden gust carried it away. A branch cracked in the distance. The guards cursed, redirected.
She waited long after the last footstep vanished.
Then she moved again - limping now.
Happenstance or Providence?
She followed a creek bed, its water faint and slow but enough to mask her trail. Hours passed. The darkness gave way to pre-dawn ash. Exhaustion pressed heavy on her shoulders, but the fire inside her would not die.
Near midday, as she crawled through a narrow gap between two granite boulders, she heard voices…too close.
“…she couldn’t have gone far…”
She dropped flat. One guard passed directly above her, boots slipping on the mossy rock. Another stopped.
“I thought I saw something -”
A sudden rumble.
A flock of wild turkeys burst from the underbrush to her left, startled by her breathless stillness. The guard yelped, stumbled, and fell backwards into a pool of his own pride.
“Flaming birds - get up, you fool,” another laughed.
They moved on.
She hadn’t moved a muscle. Not one. She closed her eyes and whispered a prayer she hadn’t dared speak in years.
Her Children’s Names
Each footstep forward she whispered a name.
Not her own.
No, hers had been taken. Replaced by a title. A number. A designation beneath the King’s ledger. But her children - their names were hers to keep.
She whispered them as spells to keep her feet moving. Each name a step deeper into the wilderness. Each breath harder than the last.
The Sound Behind Her
Evening came again. The woods quieted.
And then she heard it: footsteps. Too light for guards. Not animal. Not boots. Not alone.
She turned, heart lurching. The forest flickered behind her. Shapes. Voices. Whispers. Too faint to place. Her eyes watered with strain.
Then silence.
She dared not move. She dared not breathe.
Then…a branch snapped just behind her.
She bolted.

The Final Confrontation
The pain in her ankle screamed with every step. Her lungs burned. Her vision spun. She knew she couldn’t outrun them.
She didn’t care.
“I will not go back!” she shouted into the dark. “I will die before I sew another robe for that monster!”
The trees echoed her defiance, mocking, hollow.
Another step - then her foot struck a root.
She fell - hard. Her breath left her in a sob. This was it. They would find her. Drag her back. Chain her hands to the loom and rip her soul apart one thread at a time.
She rolled over…
And found herself looking up…
Not at a sword.
But at a man and a woman standing over her, not dressed as guards, not cloaked in Lamanite garb - but in simple travelers’ clothing. Dust-covered, leather-tied, sun-worn. The woman held a baby swaddled in soft linen. Its dark eyes blinked curiously at the collapsed figure on the ground.
The man knelt cautiously.
“Woman…what is your travail?” he said gently.
She could not speak.
The woman stepped forward, kneeling beside her, pulling a waterskin from her side.
“Drink.”
The water touched her lips. It was real. Cool. Sweet.
“W-who are you?” she finally gasped.
The woman’s eyes held sorrow. And something else - understanding.
“Travelers,” the man said. “Refugees, like you.”
“We heard you praying,” the woman added. “We’ve been walking a long time… but maybe this is where we were meant to be.”
The baby cooed.
And for the first time in years, she wept.
…
They traveled in silence, putting distance between themselves and whatever tormenters had pursued this woman.
Later, as they lit a small fire beneath the rock’s shadow, the woman hummed a lullaby she’d never known, but somehow remembered.
The man said nothing, watching the flames.
She - once a slave, once a mother - sat wrapped in a stranger’s cloak, staring into the light.
Her journey was not over.
But she was no longer alone.
And somewhere, her children still called her name.
























Short- ABOUT THE AUTHOR
T. William Gilbert grew up in a small southern Idaho town, never far from his pioneer roots. The great-grandson of the first non-native child born in the Idaho territory, Gilbert’s love of scripture was ignited by his father and refined through years of teaching, coaching, and storytelling. A graduate of the Netherlands Amsterdam Mission, Gilbert has spent decades coaching high school football and teaching seminary and institute.
An avid outdoorsman, English setter enthusiast, and father of ten, he currently resides with his beloved wife and children, and is completing his next novel Three Days in Bama - a post-Civil War historical drama. Gilbert also contributes to national upland magazines and is a beloved voice in both sporting and Latter-day Saint circles.






















Back Cover Copy for 16 Strong Men
BOOK BLURB
Their mission was impossible. Their courage, unshakable. Their deliverance - divine.
When Ammon leads fifteen brave men deep into the wilderness in search of a lost people, he does so with no map, no promise of return, and no margin for error. What he finds is a kingdom under siege, a people broken, and a God who does not forget.
Inspired by the brief but powerful account in the Book of Mormon, 16 Strong Men reimagines the journey of Ammon and his warriors as they face hostile lands, Lamanite captivity, betrayal, and an exodus of widows and children. With the quiet strength of faith, the fire of brotherhood, and the unrelenting call of destiny, these men set out to rescue a nation.
Epic in scope, rich in humanity, and tender in spirit, this is a story of sacred deliverance - a story of strength not found in swords, but in the quiet courage of the willing.
 
PRAISE FOR 16 STRONG MEN
“Gripping, spiritual, and profoundly human.”
T. William Gilbert brings the scriptures to life in a way that is both reverent and raw. These aren’t just names in a record - they are fathers, warriors, and faithful men walking the razor’s edge between duty and deliverance. A must-read for anyone who has ever wondered what faith looks like when all seems lost.
- C. H.  Steeley, Latter-Day Historian

“I’m a student of Latter-day Saint history. Though not a member of the church, I found this novel fascinating.”
“It started compellingly - by Chapter 5 I was hooked. I got Lonesome Dove vibes. I read hurriedly as the men crossed the river, praying they all made it. The peaceful valley chapters were beautiful. The last third of the book was gripping. I cried when Leah had to leave her children. And the final battle? 
- Henry Van Dam, Verified Reader Review

“I couldn’t put it down.”
From the very first chapter, 16 Strong Men pulled me in and never let go. The language is poetic, the pacing intense, and the heart behind it all beats strong and true. A stunning novel of endurance, faith, and family.
- Andrew R. Hanson, Editor, Xtreme Upland Quarterly


image3.png
Timeline of Events

W Arrival & Founding (589570 B.C.)

589 B.C.
Lehi’s family arrives in the Promised Land.

588-570 B.C.
Lehi dies: Nephi separates from the Lamanites and builds a temple.
B Growth & Development (400 B.C,)
400 B.C.
Nephites become master crafismen in wood, metal, and machinery.
B The Mosiah Exodus (279-270 B.C.)

279270 B.C.
Mosiah 1 flees the land of Nephi, unites with Mulek’s descendants in Zarahemla, interprets the
Jaredite stone, dies; Benjamin becomes king.

BB Return & Rebellion (200-148 B.C.)

200 B.C.
Zeniff returns and establishes a Nephite colony.

160 B.C.
King Noah reigns wickedly.

148 B.C.
Abinadi prophesies and is martyred by fire.

W Reunification & Renewal (145-120 B.C.)
145-121 B.C.
Nephite language spreads;

124B.C.
King Benjamin’s covenant address; Mosiah 2 consecrated.

121B.C.
Ammon discovers Limhi under bondage.

121-120 B.C.
Limhi’s people escape to Zarahemla; Jaredite records preserved.

ing Noah executed; Limhi becomes king.
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