
 

Dear Elders and Sisters,        

Many years ago I became fascinated with the sport of “fly fishing.”  Fly fishing is a specialized technique to catch fish using a hook which has been 

skillfully disguised to look like an insect.  Many of those “artificial lures” are brightly colored and almost elegant in appearance.  The fisherman‟s 

objective is to deceive the fish into believing the “fly” is real and would make a tasty meal. 

Over the years I have spent  many hours attempting to hone my fly fishing skills.  Much of that time was spent along the banks of a small stream in the 

mountains of Utah.  One summer evening I noticed a large fish silently feeding on insects a few feet down-stream from where a large fallen tree caused 

the water to back up and deepen.  Before I could get close enough to attempt a cast, the fish was spooked and quickly darted to the safety of the deep 

water beneath the tree.  Return trips on subsequent days yielded identical results. 

Then, one late summer afternoon when conditions were almost perfect, I was drawn, once again, to the mountains.  Determined not to frighten my 

wary pray, I began to crawl on hands and knees thirty or forty feet before attempting a cast.  As the fly at the end of my transparent line entered the 

water it barely made a ripple and began to silently float toward the feeding trout.  In anticipation, my muscles tensed in preparation to set the hook.  

Even now I can feel the disappointment of the moment when the “biggest fish I had ever seen” slowly surfaced and almost mockingly batted at the fly 

with its tail, before gliding deep into the watery shadows. 

A few days later a return trip was arranged.  The beauty of the surroundings, the cool mountain air, the vision of the feeding fish, and my perfect cast 

were a dream come true.  As the fly floated toward the fish, I looked on in eager anticipation.  What would he do this time?  Would he go for the bait or 

would he do as he had done before?  Then without hesitation he took the fly in his mouth and in an instant the hook was set.  The fight was on and what 

a fight it was!  After a  minute or two of struggle, a four-and-a-half pound German Brown Trout was safely stored inside my fishing creel. 

Weeks later, after the “stories” subsided of how a monster fish dragged me up and down the stream, I pondered the significance of the events which led 

to the demise of that grand old fish.  There was, in that experience, an important parallel with how Satan carries out his deeds of darkness. 

Temptations are offered to us much like a fisherman presents bait to a fish.  Like the fisherman, Satan is too sly to seek his prey with a “bare hook.”  

Temptations are most often dressed in expensive clothing to make them as appealing as possible.  The effects of the poisonous products are cleverly 

concealed and kept out of view.  We are, after all, much too wise to bite a bare hook! 

But sometimes, like the unsuspecting fish, we notice the brightly colored “fly” as it is cunningly and carefully placed before us.  Perhaps at first we are 

wary and pay little attention to it but later we may become curious and tempted to draw a little closer---not to partake---just to look.  Perhaps we may 

decide to even flirt, just a little, with temptation.  Later, we may even see how far we can go, vowing to turn away before it is too late.  Eventually our 

rationalizations may progress until we are almost powerless to resist.  Then, much like the fish, we bite and Satan sets the hook. 

The evil one has had years of experience to develop his skills of deception and has at his disposal a tackle box full of “artificial lures.”  Some of his 

favorites are power, greed, envy, pride, immorality, pornography, and drugs.   His “lures” are brightly decorated and beautifully disguised so that  only 

the most discriminating eye can detect the cleverly concealed hook. 

May we be wise enough to avoid all temptation and dart quickly away to safety while we still have the willpower to resist.  May we develop the insight to 

recognize temptations for what they really are---cruel misrepresentations---which if not resisted, will bring us to ruin.  Nephi spoke a profound truth 

when he said, “…and whoso would hearken to the word of God, and would hold fast unto it, they would never perish; neither could the temptations and 

the fiery darts of the adversary overpower them unto blindness, to lead them away to destruction” (1 Nephi 15:24). 

    Let‟s decide now to be 100% obedient, to avoid temptation, and to hold fast to the word of God as though our very souls depend upon it.  For in  

 reality, they do! 

  Sincerely,    President Dunn 
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 Dear Elders and Sisters 

   Please do not eat local fresh water fish while serving in the AYM.  However, please do eat a healthy, 
balanced diet including plenty of fresh fruits and vegetables during this produce growing season.  Keep                                 
 hydrated!     Love, Sister Dunn 

      A Fond Farewell  

       Elder Hope                      Elder Wolfley  

          Elder Halcomb         Elder Gustin  

              Elder White         Elder  Hook  

       Elder Sheridan   

      A WARM WELCOME TO:    

           Elder Pulsipher          

     Elder Jonas             Elder Crook            

     Elder Garner  Elder Crawford  

Sister Dunnõs  Message 

 Elder Gustin ð4 

Elder Williams ð14 

Sister Dow ð19 

Elder Halling ð30                                       



According to a recent survey conducted by the AYM 
Institute of Higher Learning and Performance, the three most frequently 
asked questions by missionaries are: 

Where am I getting transferred to? 
Has Dutson put money on the cards yet? 
Where did all the time go? 

 

4ÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓ ÁÒÅ ÕÎÁÎÓ×ÅÒÁÂÌÅ ÂÕÔ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔ Á 
discussion on the third. 

Regardless of where you are in your missionary service, when you take a step 
ÂÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ ÈÏ× ÆÁÒ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÃÏÍÅ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÅÃÈÏ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÏÆ *ÁÃÏÂ ×ÈÏ 
ÓÁÉÄȟ ȰȣÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÐÁÓÓÅÄ Á×ÁÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓȣÁÓ ÉÔ ×ÅÒÅ ÕÎÔÏ ÕÓ Á ÄÒÅÁÍȢȱ (Jacob 
7:26) 

9ÏÕ ÍÁÙ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÓÌÏ× ÄÏ×Î ÔÉÍÅ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÉÔȢ )ÔȭÓ 
the epic battle of not being a missionary who counts time but a 
ÍÉÓÓÉÏÎÁÒÙ ×ÈÏ ÍÁËÅÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÃÏÕÎÔȢ  $ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÁÄ ÓÁÐ ÉÎ %ÄÇÁÒ 
,ÅÅ -ÁÓÔÅÒÓȭ Ȱ'ÅÏÒÇÅ 'ÒÁÙȢȱ  

For love was offered me and I shrank from its disillusionment;  
Sorrow knocked at my door, but I was afraid;  
Ambition called to me, but I dreaded the chances. 
Yet all the while I hungered for meaning in my life.  
And now I know that we must lift the sail  
And catch the winds of destiny  
Wherever they drive the boat.  
To put meaning in oneôs life may end in madness, 
But life without meaning is the torture.  

 

Many of us crucify ourselves between two thieves- regret for the past 
ÁÎÄ ÆÅÁÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÔÕÒÅȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÒÏÂÂÅÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÐÒÅÃÉÏÕÓ ÍÏÍÅÎÔÓ ÔÏ 
be a missionary.  Set a course for the future and lift the sail and catch 
your wind of destiny.  

Deep Thoughts ðby Olivia Obedient  

Thankful For the Moisture 

Can you believe how much moisture  weôve been receiving lately?  It was 

pouring down so much moisture  this morning that it reminded me of what 

it must have been like back in Noahôs time, when it was moist  for 40 days and 

40 nights.    And not only that, but we even had the humidifier  on in the 

house last night.  Not to mention the fact that I put on some lotion  after 

taking a shower today. 

So, soðso much moisture  to be thankful for.   Moistureéé. 

                                                                           Matsby 

Elder  Halling  

As the wagons crested the top of the hill and 

the pioneers looked down over the Salt Lake 

Valley on July 24, the cries of Peter Maurice 

Wolfley could be heard as he entered this 

earthly existence.   Huh??  Oops!  Sorry.  

Pioneers 1847...Wolfley- 1987.  But he certainly emulates 

his pioneer ancestors in so many ways.  He is a great friend 

and likes to help others have a good time.  He and his 

friends used to go down to the sr. citizens center on 

Saturday nights and dance with the senior ladies.  He has a 

kind heart and looks out for the disadvantaged.  Once, he 

was in charge of a raffle/contest for a t.v. and made sure 

the special needs boy in school was given every advantage 

to win and he did.  The boy ran around the gym shouting, 

“I won, I won!”  The crowd was touched by this simple act 

of caring.  He earned his Eagle Scout, several sportsman- 

ship awards, earned a Master Scriptorian, (passing off 100 

memorized scriptures) & graduated in the top 10 in his 

class.  He plays the piano and bass clarinet and taught 

himself the guitar.  He loves playing football, basketball, 

baseball and an occasional round of golf.  He discovered his 

love of writing and has written many great stories and 

poems.  Some even inspired his football team to great feats.  

He has been a missionary in much the same way he danced 

with the sr. ladies...with  caring charm.   His family says he 

is the best thing since sliced bread.  Whatev.  We think he‟s 

the best thing since  Armenian bread.   (It‟s the best ever!) 

Spotlights  

Elder Wolfley  

Every  worthy young mané.. 

should eat some breakfast here.  

By Matsby       

(betcha Halling ate  some) 

      

Ever since he was born, Seth Robert Halling 

has been living a double life.  He‟s a twin!  

Get it? „Double‟ life?  Ok….moving right 

along.  They were born on Aug. 30, 1988.  

His twin Sean, is serving his mission in 

Germany.  Elder Halling is a very diverse person, 

excelling at basketball, baseball, cross-country, water/

snow skiing, playing the piano & trumpet, camping and 

eating…especially breakfast.  When told he was staying at 

Grandma‟s house overnight, his only response was, “Do 

they have Cheerios?”   He is an Eagle Scout and was an 

“A” student in high school.  When Elder Halling was a 

teenager, his grandfather had a serious accident that left 

him unable to walk for a long time.  For the entire 

summer, he did most of the yard work for his grandpa.  

There is probably nothing that says more about the kind 

of person he is than sacrificing so much time away from 

friends to help his grandparents in need.  And he has 

been just that kind of giving and caring  missionary here 

in Georgia too.  He has been described as a quiet deep 

thinker, which is probably why he was so good at knowing 

the stats on the BYU football and Utah Jazz players.  Go 

ahead, ask him anything.  While he is  quietly thinking, 

we will  just say that in our stat book, he‟s in the top 1%. 

MESSAGE FROM THE AP½S 

ELDER½S WOLFLEY & BEUS 


