
 

 

 

 

 

 

I’ll never forget how I came to find Jesus, and just how close I came to meeting 

my maker. 

The year was 1974 and I was living in Salt Lake City, right smack dab in the 

middle of Mormon country. I was a wanna-be Buddhist who had come for the George 

Harrison, Ravi Shankar concert at the Salt Palace, then decided to stay. Salt Lake 
City is just teeming with spirituality, and you could feel the buzz everywhere. 

Unfortunately, in 1974 Salt Lake City was also in the midst of a serial-killing spree. 

It had everyone on edge. 

But not the holy-roller brigade. Those guys aren’t scared of anything. They’ll go 

anywhere, anytime. They’ve got the power of Jesus Christ behind them, and they 

could eat through a brick wall if they had to. 

Seeing them here in the Mormon capital of the world did seem a little odd, 

though; so imagine my surprise when these two young men in crew cuts came 

knocking on my door one beautiful morning. They were wearing white button-down 
shirts, short sleeves with a tie, and backpacks. The first thing they said when I 

opened the door was, “Have you heard the good news?” 

“What good news?” I asked them. I thought maybe I’d won the lottery. 

“The good news about our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ.” 

That’s right. It’s Ed McMahan who does the Publisher’s Clearing House thingy. 

Had I heard the good news? Wow. I couldn’t believe my eyes. Two JW recruits 

right here on Brigham Young’s front porch. Didn’t they know that the Joseph Smith 
goon squad could show up at any moment and stomp them within an inch of their 

lives? I had to give them credit, though: these Jehovah's Witnesses types really 

had guts. Balls, too. 
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I thought: They were audacious enough to make it this far, the least I could do 

was let them speak their piece. Besides, I’ve been an atheist, an agnostic, a 
discordianist; heck, I once even belonged to the Church of the Flying Spaghetti 

Monster, so I knew exactly what it was like to be a stranger in a strange land. 

They immediately started into their spiel. Truth is, my dad was a traveling 
salesman so I always had a soft spot in my heart for those door-to-door types who 

sell everything from steak knives to vacuum cleaners. Not only do I listen to 

everything they have to say, I own a Kirby and a set of Cutco as well. 

“Did you know, sir,” said the nice young man, “that only 144,000 souls from Earth 

will be chosen to enter the kingdom of Christ?” 

I did not know that. 

“Would you like to be one of them?” 

You bet your ass I would. 

“Did you know, sir,” he continued, “that Halloween is a pagan holiday? It is 
integrally related to the prospect of contact with spiritual forces, many of which 

are meant to threaten  or frighten?” 

That’s right, I thought. Today was October 31, and I had not even one stick of 
candy in the house. 

“The Bible warns:” the little crop-top warrior went on to say, “’There must never 
be anyone among you who . . . practices divination, who is soothsayer, augur or 

sorcerer, who uses charms, consults ghosts or spirits, or calls up the dead.’” 

I might have been be a Buddhist, but I wasn’t about to start arguing with the 
Bible. God, either. I didn’t believe in God or Christianity, but what if I was wrong. I 

was always one to hedge my bets. 

“The Celts first observed the festival of Samhain at the end of October in the 

5th century BC,” continued the little shaved-head soldier. “They believed ghosts and 

demons roamed the earth at the end of October and must be appeased. Halloween 

is a pagan ritual, and to participate in it is a sin.” 

Really, I thought? But little Billy Snorer looked so cute last year all dressed up 

in his Superman outfit. He hardly seemed the pagan sort. Sinner, either. 

Come to find out, these JW types are against holidays of all kinds. EVERY kind. 
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Seems they’ve not only got it in for Trick or Treaters, but the Easter Bunny and 

Santa Clause too. How could anyone not like Santa Clause? Fat jolly old man going 
around handing out gifts to kids all over the world. How could anyone be against 

that? 

“Truth is,” said the little fellow in the clean white shirt, “these holidays are all 
false beliefs.” 

Turns out Jehovah’s Witnesses don’t celebrate birthdays or the Fourth of July, 

either. But when they told me they didn’t believe in military service, that was the 
last straw. I served my country in Vietnam. Don’t believe in serving their country? 

Next thing you know, they’ll be telling me they don’t like Elvis. 

“Holidays like the Fourth of July reflect a nationalistic or political spirit,” they 

went on to say. Damn right they do! 

That was it. Door-to-door salesmen or not, I wasn’t buying. 

But I was a compassionate soul, a fellow seeker of the true nature of life, so I 

wished them all the best. I asked them if they’d like to come in for some blood 
sausage, but they declined. Rejection didn’t seem to bother these guys in the 

slightest. 

“Be careful,” I told them. “There’s a serial killer on the loose.” 

They said they hadn’t heard about it. Hadn’t heard about it? But it was all over 

the TV news. They said they didn’t watch TV, but weren’t worried about it all the 

same. They had the power of Jesus Christ watching over them. 

They said goodbye; told me one more time about Jesus and his love for me. That 

was nice. They were very polite fellows and I said a prayer for them. They were 
going to need it here in the heart of Mormon country.  

Then, they went over to my next-door neighbor’s house. I told them my neighbor 

was a Mormon, but that didn’t stop them. 

“Have you heard the good news?” they asked my neighbor, as he opened the 

door. 

“What good news?” he said.  

“The good news about our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ.” 
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“I have not,” said my neighbor. “Why don’t you come inside and tell me all about 

it.” 

They were more than happy to. 

“It’s nice to meet you,” said my neighbor, as he was closing the door behind 
them. “By the way, my name is Ted.” 

A few years later, I learned all about my neighbor, Ted, on the TV news. Seems 
he’d been blackballed by the Sigma Chi fraternity down at Florida State University 

and gone on a Chi Omega killing spree soon after. Ever since then, Jesus Christ has 

been my Lord and Savior. You betcha. 

 

Have You Heard the Good News is the latest in the Flashbytes series from worst-

selling author Philip Loyd. It’s another in the Ted Bundy, 30th anniversary series. 
Ted Bundy lived in Salt Lake City in 1974. He went to law school there, serial-killed 

five women there, and was even an active member of the Mormon Church. 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 

What are Flashbytes? Catering to today’s ADD masses, Flashbytes are complete 

stories in 5 minutes or less.  

Flashbytes are perfect for those brief outbreaks of mental awareness. Read 

Flashbytes while you’re waiting at the doctor’s office, the DMV, even dropping a 
deuce. After all, most songs last 5 minutes or less; why not treat your brain instead? 

 

Get Fresh Flashbytes at 
https://realflashbytes.com 

 

Philip Loyd loves fat chicks and cheap beer, though not necessarily in that 

order. He has worked for Forbes and McGraw Hill, both times running for 

his life as if waking up from a nightmare. His dream is to one day move to 

Hollywood, take up serial killing, and walk away with a Razzie. Until then, he 
lives with his mom in Dumbass, Texas. http://PhilipLoyd.com 


