
Bio Clip 2 - Morayma
! Morayma came into my life in my darkest hour. At age 19 I was like a 
lost sheep without direction and in peril of following the voice of any 
lunatic. But God mercifully zeroed-in on me and Morayma and I met. 
Being ten years my senior, she caught early on that I needed guidance. 
So she tried to be my spiritual mentor in an effort to bring some kind of 
clarity into my clogged mind. Not clogged as if by drugs, but from 
spending too much time in abstract thinking and solving math problems 
for fun. As a child, I possessed the nurturing traits one associates with 
little girls, except that I got easily sidetracked figuring out and 
experimenting with stuff; for instance, a doll. I’d take off its clothes, and 
snap off its head, arms and legs. Then I’d rearrange it trying out different combinations: a leg 
coming out of one shoulder, one arm sticking out of its neck, etc. When all possible 
combinations were exhausted, I was bored. Then I’d notice my grandmother’s look of concern 
mixed with amusement as she took me by the hand and lead me to watch how my sister 
played with her doll. Morayma gave me that same puzzled look and smile many times.
! Morayma was raised in an SDA home and knew a lot about God, yet she chose to never 
be baptized. By the time we met, too many inconsistencies drove me to reject my mother’s 
religion. My perplexity began in second grade the day Mother Veronica announced that Pope 
Pious XII had died. Many of the girls started to cry, but my little brain went: “What kind of a 
joke is this? God is not supposed to die.” Mother Veronica had taught that the pope was God 
on earth. She called him “holy father.” And now he died? I had a weird feeling that something 
was not right. Then there were also bizarre moments, like when Mother Veronica ushered me 
into a booth to confess my sins to a priest. I didn’t know  what to say and couldn’t remember 
any sins. So he tried to juggle my memory. “Have you lied?” No. “Have you kissed a boy?” 
Yucky! No! But he kept going trying to get a hit. I felt uncomfortable and finally said yes to 
whatever it was just to end it. He said he forgave me and told me to recite one Lord’s Prayer 
and three Hail Marys. His was better than Mother Veronica’s punishment for sin. She said that 
when we sin we were to wear a belt so tight that it would cause blisters and bleeding, and 
doing so pleased God. So with those experiences and others, once I became an adult it was 
time to make a decision. And that happened a day I drove past a Catholic church. I began to 
think that it was not right for the pope to change God’s law. For example, it had always been a 
sin to eat meat on Fridays, but now the church said it was okay to do so. Also some statues of 
saints that people would pray to, were now declared to no longer be saints. The weird feelings 
of old came over me, but now I was no longer a child and I realized that the religion of my 
mother and logic were universes apart. It was time for me to make a choice and I chose the 
side of logic. I now had no religion, but my heart longed for God.  
! Morayma imparted to me spiritual knowledge using as close to one sentence only as 
possible, and never giving me the Bible reference. Yet each time I believed her. I recall the 
first one. “God wants you to give 10% of your income to the church.” That was it. Talking 
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about tithing is not recommended as a starting point, but her method worked for me. And as 
soon as I had the opportunity to spend money in a religious way, I did so and used it to buy 
my parents the Bible Stories for children before I started visiting an SDA church. Then, when 
ordering dinner at a restaurant, Morayma shed more light onto me. She ordered a shrimp 
cocktail and I did so also. Immediately she turned to the waiter. “Don’t bring it to her.” Why? 
She explained that God does not want His people to eat shrimp and I looked like the type that 
wanted to please God, so she would guide me. As for her, long ago she had already made 
her decision against obeying. “Just do what I tell you, not what I do.” I believed, watched her 
eat her shrimp while I did not, and never again did I eat shrimp. Sometime after that she 
invited me to go shopping on a Saturday. As I picked out an item, she said no. God’s people 
don’t buy anything on Saturday and I looked like the type, blah, blah, blah, do what I say, not 
what I do. Again I believed and didn’t buy anything.
! When I visited Morayma, she would read the Bible to me. She started with Revelation 21 
and 22. From then on, Revelation was all I wanted to read though she never explained what 
we were reading. But it didn’t matter to me. I just loved that book and wanted to read only 
from it. One day, Morayma called me telling me that she needed a ride home, and asked me 
to pick her up at a new job she had started working at, as a cashier in a book store. When I 
got there she said it was a trick, that she didn’t need a ride. Then she showed me a Bible and 
told me to buy it, that that was the real reason she had called me, because I needed to own 
my own Bible. I bought it. 
! Yes, I would have followed the voice of any lunatic and it may be that I did after all. But 
God merciful allowed that person to be one who had been well trained by a very devout 
mother, and the seed of faith, though it had not sprouted in Morayma yet, nonetheless had 
been planted in her and she shared it with me in her own nonconventional way.
! In the late summer of 1970, I read The Great Controversy in a matter of days. As I was 
finishing the book, suddenly a horrific awareness came to me. “I’ve been in Babylon all of my 
life!! What am I going to do?!” Immediately it was as if the Bible spoke into my mind 
answering my desperate cry, “Come out of her, my people.” The next day I visited the SDA 
church for the first time and in January of 1971 I was baptized. Thirty years later, in May of 
2001, Morayma was baptized.
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