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My daughter had just turned 
eight and was excited for me to 

baptize her. Her grandparents were 
also coming for the special occasion, 
which added to her excitement and 
anticipation. However, as the big day 
drew close, it looked like I might not 
be at the baptism.

My job as a military aircraft pilot 
and squadron assistant operations 
officer was rarely boring, but the pace 
became even more intense when 
my operations (ops) officer left on 
another assignment. I was dealing 

with wave after wave of airlift mis-
sions. To produce the required num-
ber of flight crews, I was forced to 
cancel training, suspend some squad-
ron functions, and cancel vacations 
that had been planned for months.

Aircrews were departing on 21-day 
flight orders with little chance of return-
ing home early. And when my ops 
officer and another assistant ops officer 
returned, it became difficult to justify 
my staying behind for a family event. 
How could I hang back when I had 
required sacrifices of so many others?

IN RECORD TIME
By Richard L. Bairett Jr.

O U R  H O M E S ,  O U R  F A M I L I E S

Only with the Lord’s help could I get home in time for my daughter’s baptism.

I felt torn in half. I always tried to 
put my family ahead of my career, but 
I also had a duty to serve my country. 
My ops officer, while not a member 
of the Church, understood the impor-
tance of this event to my family and 
allowed me to make the decision 
myself. After much prayer and family 
discussion, I did what I felt was right 
and scheduled myself on the next 
mission out.

When my crew was alerted for a 
mission to begin on Monday morn-
ing, it didn’t look like there was any 
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chance I’d be back for my daughter’s 
baptism on Saturday. We were to fly 
to a cargo pickup location, then to 
a staging base on the East Coast of 
the United States, where we would 
be required to enter crew rest before 
flying again. Later we would fly to 
Europe and rest, then deliver cargo 
to a Middle East location, and on the 
return flight, stop for yet another crew 
rest, return to Europe, stop for another 
crew rest, and return to the United 
States to collect more cargo and cycle 
back through. It normally took at least 
seven days to complete this circuit just 
once, but I knew my family was pray-
ing to have me back. Their faith and 
prayers helped me to have faith, and 
it quickly became apparent that this 
wasn’t going to be a typical mission.

First, instead of stopping on the East 
Coast for a day or two, our mission 
was assigned to air-refuel and con-
tinue non-stop to Europe. Then, after 
the minimum legal crew rest period, 
we were alerted to fly a different mis-
sion out-and-back to the distant cargo 
delivery location. The equipment off-
load and ground-refueling at our des-
tination went uncharacteristically well, 
and after another bare-minimum crew 
rest period, we were amazed when we 
were alerted to return directly to our 
home base. We were going home for 
a day or so!
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Calling from the plane, I was elated 
to tell my family I was nearly home. My 
wife told me the baptismal service had 
just been moved from 5:00 p.m. to 2:00 
p.m. to accommodate a youth activity. 
I next called our airlift stage manager 
and explained my situation. After a 
pause, he replied that he could delay 
our alert until 5:00 p.m. on Saturday—
the time the baptismal service had 
originally been scheduled to begin!

As we cleared the mountain range 
near my home, I saw that I had one 
more trial of faith remaining: the city 
lights below were blanketed in fog. 
This would be the worst visibility 
I’d ever flown an approach in. We 
quickly put together a plan to divert 
to another airfield if necessary, com-
pleted our checklists, and flew down 
to take a look.

As we sped toward the runway at 
200 feet (60 m) above ground level, 
we were completely shrouded in fog. 
Suddenly, passing 120 feet (37 m), 
there was a lighted runway in front 
of us, and a few seconds later we 
were safely on the ground. Everyone 
exhaled in relief.

An unprecedented string of 
seeming coincidences had enabled 
my crew to make a multi-stage trip 
to the other side of the world and 
back in record time, and I was able 
to be home for a brief window that 

coincided with my daughter’s baptism. 
With the Lord’s help I was able to ful-
fill my duty to my country, my squad-
ron, and most of all to my family. 
While life would have gone on if we 
needed to reschedule our daughter’s 
baptism, Heavenly Father was letting 
us know that He loved us and heard 
our prayers. He gave my daughter the 
memory of those miraculous events 
as a witness that He loves her, and 
my wife and I both gained a stronger 
witness that “whatsoever ye shall ask 
the Father in my name, which is right, 
believing that ye shall receive, behold 
it shall be given unto you” (3 Nephi 
18:20). ◼
The author lived in California, USA, at the 
time of this experience.
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Before Alzheimer’s took his mind, 
my father always had a story or 

song for his children. I can remember 
him sitting in his big chair cradling my 
baby brother on his lap as his mellow 
voice filled the room with stories from 
his youth—everything from tending 
the cows with his cat draped over his 
shoulder to sliding down the red rock 
of Escalante, Utah, USA. Then, as my 
brother’s eyes began to droop, the 
stories stopped, and the same cowboy 
lullaby began:

Close your sleepy eyes, my little 
buckaroo,

While your Heavenly Father 
watches over you.

Don’t you know it’s time for bed, 
another day is through.

So go to sleep, my little buckaroo.1

Now my baby brother is a father, 
and my dad lies in a hospital bed in 
San Diego, California, USA. Though 
he sees palm trees, he thinks he is a 
boy turning irrigation water down the 
rows of corn, tomatoes, and green 
beans. But he is not. He is dying.

Day after day, my mother, brothers, 
and sister gather around his bed. My 
mother calls me at my home in the 
mountains of Utah, USA. She tells me 
that when she shows my dad old fam-
ily photos, a smile comes across his 
sunken face. Other times, his brothers, 
long since dead, wander in and out 
of his mind and heart. She tries to get 
him to eat, but he refuses. He tells her 
that his brothers have caught some 
trout and he has to go take care of the 
horses before dinner.

WATCHED OVER BY OUR 

R E F L E C T I O N S

One by one we have made peace 
with the knowledge that when he 
passes from this mortal life, our dad 
will be “taken home to that God who 
gave [us] life,” to “paradise, . . . where 
[he will] rest from all [his] troubles 
and from all care, and sorrow” (Alma 
40:11–12).

I call my mother and she hands 
the phone to my dad. To my sur-
prise, he begins to sing to me: “Close 
your sleepy eyes, my little buckaroo, 
while your Heavenly Father watches 
over you.”

I wonder if my dad really knows 
it’s me. He probably doesn’t, but this 
song comes as a gift drifting into my 
heart. I weep in gratitude for this 
tender mercy from my Heavenly 
Father and for His plan of salvation. 
Soon the lullaby is over, and I imagine 
my dad’s eyes beginning to droop. 
The moment is gone, but I find hope 
in the knowledge that death is part of 
God’s plan to bring us home to Him. 
I believe in God’s plan and in His 
love for us as we pass from this life. 
I whisper, “Goodnight, Daddy. Go to 
sleep. Our Heavenly Father is watch-
ing over you.” ◼
NOTE
 1. See Jack Scholl and M. K. Jerome, “My Little 

Buckaroo” (1937).

HEAVENLY FATHER
By LaRene Porter Gaunt
Church Magazines
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