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Communion Sunday only:
(the first Sunday of each month)
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Wednesday Prayer Service at 7:00 p.m.

Branch Pastor: Elder Eric English
Associates:
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Live Internet Streaming
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(except Communion Sunday)
Go to www.ogrb.org and click “Video.”
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I WANT TO TALK
WITH JESUS
I want to talk with Jesus
As I journey on life’s way.
I want to be more like Him
Every moment of the day.
As I go about my daily task,
No matter what it be,
I want to have that still small voice,
A constant guide to me.
I want to tell Him—“oh, so much,”
All my haunting doubts and fears,
And have Him melt my hardened heart,
And wipe away the tears.
“Oh” the aching in my heart
And the bitterness I feel;
Was Gethsemane so hard,
When Jesus went to kneel?
I want to talk with Jesus;
At least that’s what I think.
I want to meet Him at the well,
And living waters drink.
But as I entertain this thought,
My heart is pierced with shame.
Who am I, a sinful man,
To even call His name?
If He should come to meet me,
What could He have to say?
Would He lift my heavy burdens,
Cause my fears to fade away?
I met a needy soul today,
I helped him and felt a bond.
I saw a tear as he turned away,
He thanked me, and then was gone.
Then I heard a still small voice;
It said, “My child, you see,
When you serve your fellow man,
Your voice is heard by Me.
You have opened up the Heavens,
Caused the veil to draw apart,
When you chose to come before
Me with a broken contrite heart.”
–Ira Brosam
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cross pieces; one along the
top and another about half
way down. There is a
larger grassy area
beyond the fence.

I Am a Blind Man,
Lost in Darkness
-by Elder Mark Nunn, member of the Pastorate,
Oak Grove, Missouri
On July 17, 2019, I had the occasion to be at the
Kansas City VA Medical Center for a doctor’s
appointment. After the appointment, I was walking
down the main corridor on the first floor when I came
upon the alcove to the right where there were two
elevators set about fifteen to twenty feet back.
Just as I came abreast of the alcove, one of the
elevator doors opened and a young man in his early to
mid-twenties exited. He immediately turned right and
was walking straight toward the side wall of the
alcove. I wasn’t overly surprised by this, considering
he was waving a long white cane in front of him.
I moved to my right until I was next to him and
said, “Hey buddy, there’s a wall in front of you. You
need to guide to the left a little bit.” He turned about
forty-five degrees and walked out of the alcove into
the corridor, and I told him to guide back to the right,
which he did.
When we came out into the open lobby area, with
the pharmacy and the exit off to the left, I told him to
go ahead and make a left turn and he would come
directly to the exit doors in about one hundred fifty
feet. I had one more very quick stop to make so I
continued on, keeping an eye on him to ensure he
continued on a straight path. Seeing that he was doing
fine, I continued on to my destination.
I quickly concluded my business and headed for
the exit myself. When I walked out the door, I
immediately saw this blind veteran walking down the
sidewalk toward the bus stop and parking lot. The
sidewalk is fairly wide but makes a sweeping curve to
the right. On the left there is a small strip of grass, a
curb, and the drive for passenger drop-off. On the
right is a metal fence consisting of two-inch posts
spaced about five feet apart and connected by two
4 Zion's Call

Unfortunately, this young
blind veteran was having
difficulty navigating the
curving sidewalk. He would
drift to the left and
encounter the grass which
would prompt him to angle to the right
whereupon he would bump into the fence. His cane
did not engage the fence but rather went under the
middle bar.
When he tried to turn a bit to his left to get away
from the fence, his cane would get tangled behind the
next post forcing him to pull back and up with his arm
to extricate the cane. This motion would cause him to
rotate too much to the left and he would wander to the
left edge of the sidewalk only to then repeat this
process.
I picked up my pace in order to catch up and assist
him on his way to the bus stop. (I was pretty certain he
wasn’t heading to the parking lot across the street.)
Before I could catch up to him, he came to the end of
the fence. The sidewalk at that point extended one six
by six-foot square to the right then jogged to the left
and around into the bus stop shelter. Without being
able to see this, the young man walked right off the
pad and into the grass. He stopped about two or three
steps into the grass and was totally lost.
He began to cast his cane about in all directions
only to have it continue to tap the grass. He continued
casting about with ever increasing urgency, unable to
take more than a half step in any direction, not
knowing where it might lead him. As I approached
him I could clearly see he was anxious, then
fearful—then utterly afraid.
I quickly stepped up beside him and, not wanting
to startle him in his state of fear, I spoke quietly to
him saying, “Hey buddy, you look lost. Can I take
your arm and direct you to the bus stop?” There was
immediate relief on his face as he accepted my offer
and thanked me. I took him by the arm and walked
him to the bus stop where there were four other

veterans sitting on the bench. Immediately, all four
veterans jumped up and offered him a seat. They took
his other arm and guided him to the bench.

them by the arm and to guide them in His light and in
His safety—will be brought together as one and He
will establish His Zion.

As I turned and headed on across the street to the
parking lot, my eyes watered a bit with the emotion
associated with witnessing this young man’s difficulty
and the immediate response of the other veterans at
the bus stop who jumped up to help him upon his
arrival. When I got in my truck, I sat still for a
moment to collect myself and said a quick prayer
asking the Lord to be with this young man as he
continues to adjust to his blindness.

Val Brotherton shared a testimony at the
Priesthood Retreat in the Kirtland Temple last year
(2019) in which he stated he had committed to attend
every one of these retreats since their inception back
in 2001 so he would be sure to be present if and when
it is the chosen place for the endowment. When he
was asked why he continues to attend after all these
years without an endowment manifesting, he didn’t
know how to answer. Then he recalled the scripture
in Doctrine and Covenants 46:9b where it says, “and
ye must give thanks unto God in the spirit for
whatever blessing ye are blessed with; and ye must
practice virtue and holiness before me continually.
Even so. Amen”

As I sat there praying for this young veteran, the
Spirit of the Lord washed over me as a great flood
until “my cup runneth over” (Psalm 23:5). I was
completely and utterly overwhelmed by the Spirit, and
I wept openly!
I did not weep because of the struggles this young
veteran was facing. I wept because the Lord made
known to me in that moment that what I just
witnessed was a representation of my life. I am as this
blind man, struggling in darkness, and wandering off
the path of righteousness to the left and to the right
until I find myself utterly lost and afraid. This young
man was not merely lost! Just like I tend to do, he
allowed his fear and doubt to completely immobilize
him. His spirit was broken, hope abandoned him, and
he was lost spiritually.
And yet I was assured that Jesus Christ is ever by
my side, quietly saying “Hey buddy, you look lost.
Can I take your arm and guide you on your way?”
The Lord informed me that it is up to me. I only need
to accept His offer and hold out my arm for Him to
take. And where He leads me, there will be others
who will immediately jump up to welcome me, and to
offer me a place to take a seat and rest.
As I dwelt upon this message, it was further
revealed to me that this is also the condition of the
Church. The Church is also as the blind man, casting
about in darkness seeking the true path, only to
wander first one way, then another. I was assured that
the Church belongs to Christ and that He is most
assuredly standing by her side saying, “Hey, you look
lost. Can I take your arm and guide you along the
way?” With His guidance, and with His guidance
only, all who believe in Him—who allow Him to take

In my life I have received an abundance of
blessings from the Lord. None have been earned or
deserved, but are given because of God’s great love
and mercy toward me. It is my prayer that I will never
become discouraged because of my failings or for the
failings of the Church, but rather that I will be found
continually practicing virtue and holiness before the
Lord. As the old saying goes, practice makes perfect.
May the Lord bless this testimony to all those with
whom it is shared!

“Jesus saith unto him,
I am the way,
the truth,
and the life:
no man cometh
unto the Father,
but by me.”
John 14:6
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-by Francis Harper, Woodbine, Iowa
Near the end of my term of service with the U.S.
Army, it was required of me to take a joint inventory
with the officer who was replacing me. All the
property, valued at many thousands of dollars, had to
be accounted for piece by piece. After days of tedious
counting, everything checked out pretty well except
for blankets and barracks bags. We were short a few
hundred of each of these. The shortages were valued
at more than three thousand dollars, and if the missing
items were not found, I would have to pay for them
out of my own pocket!
We counted the blankets and barracks bags again,
but some were still missing. I shared my problem with
my fellow officers and was counseled that I didn’t
have anything to worry about. I was told that all I
needed to do was to tear good blankets and bags into
pieces and turn them into the salvage officer, and he
would replace each part of a blanket or bag with a
new one. I asked, “But what if he doesn’t want to
cooperate?” I was told that I surely had some “trading
material,” such as extra steaks or coffee from the mess
hall that I could give him.
I didn’t approve of this method of making up my
shortages, but I was being tempted. I didn’t have the
money to pay for the losses. I might have to leave the
service with a debt hanging over my head. It would
also reflect on my record of service. I had always tried
to be a good steward of the property for which I was
responsible. I was troubled and worried.
One evening, after returning home to our little
duplex in Augusta, Georgia, I said to my wife, “I’m
tired of worrying about the missing property. Let’s let
God worry about it!” We went to the bedroom, knelt
by the bed, and asked in our desperation for the Lord’s
help. We felt better after placing our burden at His
feet.
After our prayers, I sat down in the chair near the
bookcase, and opened my Bible. It opened at Psalm 1,
and I began to read:
“Blessed is the man that walketh not in the counsel
of the ungodly, nor standeth in the way of sinners, nor
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sitteth in the seat of the scornful. But his delight is in
the law of the Lord; and in his law doth he meditate
day and night. And he shall be like a tree planted by
the rivers of water, that bringeth forth his fruit in his
season; his leaf also shall not wither; and whatsoever
he doeth shall prosper” (Psalm 1:1-3).
The message of Psalm 1 was the help I needed. The
Holy Ghost was at work. When I read, “he shall be
like a tree,” I could see a strong oak that doesn’t bend
easily. The words gave me the strength to refuse the
counsel of my fellow officers. I would not make up
the shortages in ways that were contrary to the law of
the Lord. Now I was ready to face the consequences
of the losses. I had overcome the temptation to violate
the commandments of God.
A few days later as I arrived at my office, I was
met by a smiling supply sergeant, who asked me to
come with him to the supply room. He pointed to the
highest shelf near the ceiling and said, “Guess what I
found in those burlap bales up there?” I didn’t need
three guesses. They contained the missing blankets
and barracks bags!
I had learned two valuable lessons: 1) God can be
trusted to help us with our troubles and afflictions.
2) The Holy Ghost will help us resist the counsel of
the ungodly, and will give us the strength to keep his
commandments, no matter what the cost may be.
I had been comforted and helped through a
difficult situation by the power and presence of the
Holy Ghost. I know that the
Holy Ghost stands by to
comfort and help in time
of need.

Trust His Perfect Plan
-by Susan Freeze, Oak Grove, Missouri
My favorite
scripture is the one that
talks about how all
things work together
for good. Even if I
know all trials work
for good, I don’t like
going through them. I
don’t like watching my
friends go through
them. I have even
griped to the Lord
multiple times. Maybe
whined is a better word. Another way of saying this is
I would often have a pity party for the trials that had
already passed or the current ones I was watching
others go through. It seems hard to believe Romans
8:28 is my favorite scripture.

side of the memorial to see if the sun
shone differently. No, I still could not see
the outline of the ship.
My husband, Flip, was really happy we
had made it to Pearl Harbor because he
had really wanted to see it. I left still
feeling a little disappointed because I
could never see the ship under the water.
The next day when we were shopping, I
found this postcard that gives an aerial
view of the Arizona. It was amazing. You
could see the whole ship from the air.
Suddenly the Lord spoke to my mind and
told me, “You don’t see the big picture from where
you stand.” Wow! All of a sudden I knew His ways
are higher than my ways, and His thoughts are higher
than my thoughts. I wonder where I heard that before?
(Isaiah 55:9)

I hate to even admit this, but often my prayers had
become telling the Lord what I thought He should do
to solve the problem. Of course, my options were the
quickest way out of the suffering of whoever was
involved. To use a word picture, I was like a backseat
driver or an armchair quarterback. Surely, if the Lord
would listen to ME He could solve the problem and
those involved could get on with their lives.
Thankfully, our Lord is ever patient and kind,
which means He didn’t kick me out of the car or
chair. The Lord gave me an object lesson to help me
understand His way of thinking.
When we went to Hawaii, we stopped at Pearl
Harbor. When people visit Pearl Harbor the most
important part of the whole park is to go out on the
memorial of the U.S.S. Arizona.
We had to take a boat out to the observation deck.
Only a certain number of tickets are given out every
day so we had to plan part of our trip around the ticket
time. I was all hyped-up to see the Arizona.
When I got out there, I felt disappointed because I
could only see the parts of the ship above the water.
You could see the oil slick from a leak in the ship.
They also had a memorial to all those who lost their
lives. It felt very somber. I was still glad I came, but
I kept thinking, “I can’t see the ship.” I tried the other

I’m so thankful He taught me this lesson. Now
instead of telling the Lord what I think He should do
when I pray, I am trying to spend more time asking for
His will and for the ability to trust His will.
Corrie Ten Boom, a Holocaust survivor, shared
this same idea of trusting our Father in Heaven. She
said, “When a train goes through a tunnel and it gets
dark, you don’t throw away the ticket and jump off.
You sit still and trust the engineer.”
In the coming days, may we each spend time
asking God to show us His will and that we will each
trust His perfect plan, even when we can’t see the big
picture.
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Winnie in Heaven’s Garden

-by Pat Chadwick, Oak Grove, Missouri
I would like to go back into time and share some of
the testimonies that I grew up hearing as a child. On
Sundays, we would often go to my grandparents’
home after church. There my aunts, uncles, and
cousins would gather, and we would share a meal.
The grownups would then visit and the children
would be playing, but also listening. The testimonies
that were shared at those family gatherings became a
part of my foundation of faith.
“And then shall it come to pass that the spirits of
those who are righteous, are received into a state of
happiness, which is called paradise” (Alma 19:44).
“But little children are alive in Christ, even from
the foundation of the world; if not so, God is a partial
God, and also a changeable God, and a respecter to
persons; for how many little children have died
without baptism.
Behold, I speak with boldness, having authority
from God; and I fear not what man can do; for perfect
love casteth out all fear; and I am filled with charity,
which is everlasting love; wherefore all children are
alike unto me; wherefore I love little children with a
perfect love; and they are all alike, and partakers of
salvation.
For behold that all little children are alive in
Christ, and also all they that are without the law”
(Moroni 8:13, 18, 25).
My favorite testimony was one that my
Grandfather Sherman shared a number of times. Even
at a very young age, I could tell by the emotion he
expressed whenever he shared this testimony that it
was very meaningful to him and to all of the family.
My grandparents had a little daughter named
Winnie who was blonde, blue-eyed, and from all
accounts very sweet. Winnie was around two years
old when a terrible accident occurred. Winnie fell
into a large pail of boiling water which was being
used to wash the floor and had been left unattended by
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an elderly relative. The doctor was called, but the
medical help available was limited, not as we know it
today. The elders of the Church came and anointed
her head with oil, petitioning God for a healing, but
the Lord did not intervene. Winnie went into shock
and died later that night. It was a terrible tragedy for
the family!
My grandfather related how he was so overcome
with grief that he could hardly function. He sank into
great depression and despair. He could hardly eat or
sleep because of the grief that was his constant
companion. I am sure my grandmother shared his
grief, but I never heard her speak of it. Then
Grandfather was given an experience that became a
blessing to both of them and ultimately to our entire
family!
Grandpa recounted to us how he was sitting on the
side of the bed feeling so terrible and grieving to the
point that he could hardly endure it, when suddenly
the wall of the bedroom began to fade away. He said
that he was most amazed at the scene that appeared
before his eyes, because as the wall faded away he
was allowed to look into paradise. There was a
spiritual enlightenment that came to his mind and bore
witness to him that he was looking into paradise.
There in this heavenly paradise he saw a garden,
most beautiful and beyond description, and in it he
saw little Winnie playing with some other children.
Grandpa then saw Jesus come into the garden and the
children all ran to him and he sat down and gathered
them into his lap. My grandfathers’ grief faded away
as he saw Winnie happily sitting in the very lap of
Jesus.
Grandpa told us that in that moment, because of
the wonderful scene before his eyes and the sweetness
of the Spirit that accompanied the vision, he realized
that Winnie was most blessed to be taken at an early
age and to not have to endure the trials of this life. He

would say that this concept may seem strange to
many, but having been allowed to see her in the
beautiful heavenly realm with Jesus, he believed it to
be true. His great grief never returned, but he would
often say that he was looking forward to seeing her
again one day in heaven.
I can remember questioning him over and over
again about heaven and what it looked like. He
always replied that it was beyond description. He
would say the colors were so intense he did not have
words to describe them. The flowers in the garden
were a blend of flowers some that he recognized and
many he did not recognize. The grass was greener, the
air was fresher, and all he saw was beyond
description.
I remember pressing him on this point somewhat as
a child will do when wanting a better answer. He said,
“I don’t know what else to tell you because the words
we have in our language could not begin to describe
the beauty of heaven.”
I finally came to realize that there really were not
words to fully describe what Grandpa had seen, and I
was content. Then he would add, “It was so beautiful!
I am looking forward to going there someday, but not
yet.”
My grandparents lost several children as infants.
One was born prematurely and was known only as
Baby Sherman. They lost a set of twins, also born
early, who lived less than twenty-four hours. They
were named Orland and Ormond. A few years later
they lost another boy named Howard.
My grandmother noticed that something was
wrong with Howard’s eyes when he was a month old
and had him examined by a doctor. The doctor
discovered that Howard was blind. Howard was a
beautiful, sweet-natured baby with lovely curls.
Grandma cared for him tenderly.
Howard was happy and developing normally
despite his blindness, when tragedy struck. Diphtheria
broke out in the community. Howard came down
with the dreaded disease and died. He was only
eighteen months old. They could hold no public
services because of the diphtheria. They placed the
little casket in the window that looked out onto the
porch and adult friends and relatives came and viewed
it through the glass.

How could their hearts bear so much loss?
Grandfather’s experience of seeing little Winnie in
paradise brought great consolation to them. This
particular experience continued to minister to my
grandparents throughout their entire lives. Down
through the years, my grandfather’s vision of paradise
has been a great blessing to our whole family. I hope
that you, too, have found a message of hope and
comfort through reading it.
I want to add a confirming testimony to my
grandfather’s. My little granddaughter Amanda was
very verbal at an early age. One of her very first
words was “broccoli.” She could carry on a complete
conversation before she was even two years old.
One day when she was around twenty months old,
she was looking at some pictures of her mother and a
cousin in a family photo album, which were taken
when they were both expecting their babies. Amanda
commented, “That was when I was still in your
tummy and Jeremiah was in his mommy’s tummy.
But before that I was in heaven with God and Jesus.”
Sandy, her mother, realized
that this was a very special
moment, as Amanda had a
faraway look in her eye and
seemed to be actually
recalling a past experience. Sandy asked
her, “What were your
favorite things in
heaven?”
Amanda answered,
“God and Jesus and
the beautiful garden
with the golden staircase.” Then she added, “I want to
go back.”
Sandy said, “Well, Amanda, if you went back to
heaven now you would have to leave me and Daddy
and Grandpa and Grandma and everyone.” Amanda
did not care. She reaffirmed her desire to return to
heaven with God and Jesus stating, “I want to go
back.”
The memory seemed to end at that point and she
went back to looking at the pictures. Sandy called me
and asked if I had been talking to Amanda about God,
Jesus, golden staircases, heaven, and beautiful
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gardens. I said no. Then she told me what had just
happened.
Our family believes that for a brief moment
Amanda did have a fleeting memory of heaven, and
being so verbal at such a young age, she was able to
testify of it. Her witness of both God and Jesus being
there testifies of the trinity and goes beyond what a
small child could comprehend. Joseph Smith, in his
experience in the Grove, also testified of seeing both
God and Jesus.
The fact that she would have left all of us to return
to heaven validates my grandfather’s experience of the
beauty of paradise and that it is something to be
desired beyond this earthly experience and that those
little ones who are called home far too early, in our
way of thinking, are indeed the most blessed.

A Dream of Jesus
-by Andrew King, Independence,
Missouri
It is one thing to know
something about the Lord Jesus
Christ, while it is another to
actually know Him. The Lord
God has given His Church, the
only true and living Church
upon the face of the earth, an
especial testimony of His Only
Begotten Son. God has not given this testimony
simply for one’s personal enjoyment and satisfaction,
but that they might become stewards, sharing the
testimony of Christ with world. For the Lord hath
said, “Stewardship is the response of my people to the
ministry of my Son and is required alike of all those
who seek to build the kingdom” (Doctrine and
Covenants 147:5a).
It is the design and desire of God that His people
might know Jesus Christ whom He has sent, so that
they might speak in the name of God the Lord, even
the Savior of the world. The gospel of the kingdom
must be preached in all the world for a witness.
However, our witness is not simply to share a few
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scriptures about Jesus, but that we might declare His
testimony as He lives within us. It is one thing to tell
someone, “I know about Jesus.” It is something
completely different to testify, “I know Him.”
Nevertheless, as much as we might know Him, we
discover we do not know Him enough. It is for this
reason I wish to share my testimony, for I have seen
Him, and I do know that He lives.
In January 2016, I received a dream in which I
looked out upon a vast, open plain—one that was very
different from any I have beheld in life. The grass, the
sky, and the clouds shined with bright, vivid colors, as
if they were in the attitude of praising and glorifying
their Heavenly Father. It was as if the environment
itself was testifying of the Lord Jesus Christ.
As the wind waved across the plain, I noticed the
clouds began to flow and billow outward toward
where I stood, as if the heavens were about to open. In
that moment, I understood that the clouds were about
to unfold, and I was going to see the Lord Jesus
Christ. However, for some unknown reason, the
clouds began to rescind and to flow backwards into
the sky. In response, I cried out, “Please come!” The
clouds again began to flow downward and to open.
The anticipation and excitement grew even stronger,
and I knew in my heart and soul who awaited on the
other side.
However, as the clouds were about to open fully,
the scene shifted, and all of a sudden I found myself
at the bottom of a large hill. Once again, the
environment shined with praise, and at the top stood
the Lord Jesus, dressed in white garments with His
arms outstretched as if He was inviting me to come
unto Him. On either side of Him stood a heavenly
host clad in white armor with a red cross upon each of
their garments. They stood as if they were ready to
battle. As I began to climb the hill, the dream
eventually closed.
I have not been a steward of this testimony as I
ought to have been, but I believe the Lord is inviting
each one to come unto Him and join ourselves to this
great and marvelous work. The Lord is marshaling
His army. Are you ready? Are you brave enough?
Are you prepared to enter into the fray? The Lord
Jesus desires you and yearns that you might join Him
in the battle for every soul.

I Was Healed!
-by Carol Allen, Oak Grove, Missouri
In 1951, I was eighteen years old. My husband and
I were living in a trailer in my parent’s yard. Mother
and Daddy heated their home with coal and in their
kitchen they had a Warm Morning heating stove. They
went away for the weekend, leaving a fire banked in
the stove. They asked us if we would go into their
home on Sunday afternoon and stoke the fire in that
stove so their home would be warm when they
returned Sunday night.
We went in and poured coal into the stove, opened
the damper and tried to get the fire to burn. It didn’t
start up so my husband went out and got a small can
of kerosene and poured it into the stove. It still didn’t
start burning after a few minutes so he went back
outside to get something (I don’t remember what he
went out to get).
I waited a couple minutes then I told myself that I
was afraid he was going to do something wrong and
get burned. A Warm Morning is a round stove with a
lid on the top that you raise to feed it fuel. I went to
the stove and raised the lid to see if I could see any
signs of it starting to burn. Just as I raised the lid and
looked down into the stove, the kerosene reached the
hot coals and it blew up into my face. It burned my
face, my arm and my hair.
Our car was broken down so my husband called his
twin brother who lived on the north side of the
Missouri river. (We lived in Courtney, Missouri,
which was south of the river). As his brother was
trying to hurry to us, he got his car stuck in the mud
and it took some time for him to arrive.
In the meantime, I got a brush and was brushing
out the burned hair. When he finally arrived, we took
off to the hospital in Independence. While we were
gone, my parents came home. They found the house
open, the lid of the stove open, and a hairbrush full of
burned red hair. I have red hair and so did my
husband, so my parents didn’t know which one of us
was burned. They called the hospital and were told we
had been there but we were on the way home.
When we got to the emergency room, the doctor
cleaned my burns then put something on the burns to
heal them and also to ease the pain. They wrapped

bandages around my head and neck then cut eye holes
in a pillow case and put that over my head. This was
on Sunday and the doctor told me to go to my doctor
on Wednesday and have him change the bandages.
We then went home.
When we arrived home, my mother put me to bed
in their home, and we called the elders for administration for me. They arrived as soon as they could and
had prayers for me. I stayed in my parent’s home that
night and Mother took care of me. By Tuesday
evening, the bandages were really irritating me so I
told her that I couldn’t stand them and pleaded with
her to remove the bandages. This she finally agreed to
do and we found my burns were practically healed.
I didn’t go to the doctor Wednesday because I was
fine. In fact we went to prayer service on Wednesday
night. I didn’t have a single scar anywhere and my red
hair grew out in fine condition.
My Lord took very good care of me and taught me
a couple of lessons. One, you don’t pour kerosene on
a fire, and two, we should always ask Him to take care
of us, every minute of our lives.

You’re Always There for Me
When the world
comes crashing in
And chaos rules my mind,
I turn my heart to you, Lord,
And pure, sweet peace I find.
You lift me out of trouble
You comfort me in pain;
You nourish, heal and cleanse me,
Like cool, refreshing rain.
In times of joy and bliss,
When things are going right,
You lift me even higher,
And fill me with delight.
You listen to my prayers;
You hear my every plea;
I’m safe because I know
You’re always there for me.
–Joanna Fuchs
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Ask and
You Shall Receive
-by Lori Smith, Oak Grove, Missouri
Our family makes a habit of praying for
God’s hand of protection when we leave our house—
especially when we are traveling a great distance. In
July 2018, we were traveling about one hundred fifty
miles to spend some time at Lake Pomme de Terre
with our extended family. My grandson Talon had
spent the night at our house and that morning at
breakfast we asked him to say the prayer over the
food. He spent so much time praying for our trip and
our family’s safety that he forgot to pray over the
food, so he actually said two prayers that morning.
Because so many of us were traveling, we couldn’t
all fit into one vehicle. We decided at the last minute
to leave two vehicles at home and take our van and
our daughter’s SUV. I noticed, because I was
following my daughter’s car, that her back tire was
wobbling a little. I was going to tell her, but forgot
once we got to the lake.
When we left that evening to come home, it was
later than we had planned. We ended up driving the
last half of our trip in the dark, and it was raining
most of the time. We were almost home and traveling
on 50 Highway about 65 mph when a truck with a
large load of huge bales of hay pulled out in front of
us. I braked the van as this truck and trailer would
have hit us, and we narrowly missed crashing into the
trailer he was pulling. We knew the hand of God was
upon us as this happened.
We arrived home later than we wanted to, but safe
and sound. After our oldest son and his family left to
go home from our house, we noticed our daughter’s
left rear tire was getting flat. Also, when our daughterin-law tried to start her car to go home, the battery
wouldn’t start her car.
First we tried to put some fix-a-flat in my
daughter’s tire, but it didn’t seem to help. When my
husband began to attempt to put air from an air tank in
her tire, part of the tire began spewing out the liquid
from the fix-a-flat. Finally, we were able to move our
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daughter’s vehicle out of the way so we could jump
start our daughter-in-law’s car with our van. Once we
moved our daughter’s car, we could see that tire
threads were hanging out in places on that left rear tire
and there was a large gash in it. We began to see the
hand of God’s protection and were thankful. Many
worse things could have occurred had she blown that
tire on the way home. My husband said he couldn’t
believe that she made it home without that tire
bursting. We could have been stuck on the highway
somewhere in the dark and pouring rain, and we knew
that we were greatly blessed.
Our daughter-in-law’s vehicle was one we decided
not to take. It would have been terrible if her battery
didn’t start her car when we were down at the lake, or
when we were going home, or even when we stopped
somewhere in between. As it worked out, we were
able to jump start her car at our house, and she was
able to go home safely.
As we went back into the house around midnight,
we marveled at how one little boy’s prayer that
morning covered a multitude of problems. How
blessed we were because we took the time to have
someone pray over our travels. We were reminded
that if we ask, we receive.
“And all things, whatsoever ye shall ask in prayer,
in faith believing, ye shall receive” (Matthew 21:20).

Put faith into practice
by thinking on these four truths:
God is always present.
Nothing happens without
his permission or
outside of his will.
Anything we do to others
we do to him.
All kindness and goodness
are in him.
–St. Bernadette

God’s Wisdom and the Sanctity of Life
-by Mickey Pritchard
It was just past midnight, on a bitterly cold January
night, when a little mother awoke, shaking violently.
Anxiously, her husband sought to comfort her. She
was shaking so badly that some of the pictures on
their bedroom wall were rattling. She was very hot,
and in great pain.

arrived. Consecrated oil was
poured on Lavetta’s head,
and earnest prayers were
offered, both for her and for
their unborn child.

Her husband, Max, called their doctor. After
hearing her symptoms, the doctor told him to get his
wife to the hospital, where he would meet them. Max
dressed their little two-year-old daughter, Dorothy,
and dropped her off at her grandmother’s house, then
hurried on to the hospital with his wife.

When their doctor came in to have
them sign for the abortion, they stated firmly that they
could not take away the right for a little soul to live.
They told him that they understood the great risk, but
had faith that God had a blessing waiting for them.
The doctor shook his head and went to dress for
surgery.

In the emergency room, a careful examination
revealed that she was having an acute appendicitis
attack. Her white blood count was very high. Other
tests indicated that her appendix was likely to rupture.

Anxiously, Max waited while the surgery was
performed. Many relatives and friends were praying
for both mother and child.

This young couple was not prepared for the next
words their doctor spoke. Gravely, he informed them
that further tests had revealed that Lavetta was more
than four months pregnant. That explained a lot of her
recent health problems. Now days, this situation
would pose less risk, but in 1926, it was unlikely that
either mother or baby could survive the rigors of such
surgery.
Their doctor advised Max that unless they would
give him permission to abort the baby, he could offer
them no hope of saving his wife’s life. The doctor said
he would make arrangements for the surgery. It was
scheduled to take place in two hours.
This was one of those times in their lives when
their own wisdom was not enough. They weighed the
possibilities—and they prayed. They already had one
child, who was two years old. Truly, little Dorothy
needed a loving mother to care for her. Man’s wisdom
told them that their best choice would be to do as the
doctor advised. But what about that little life that
would be blotted out?
This couple was what we might call “pro-life.”
After weighing all the facts, they chose to lean on
their God and ask Him to take charge. It was still the
middle of the night, but Max called for the elders of
the Church to come and administer to his wife. They

The doctor emerged from surgery. He announced
that both mother and child had survived the surgery,
but it was likely that one or both of them would soon
be gone. He said he was sorry for them.
Three difficult weeks went by. At last the glad day
came when the crisis was past. Lavetta and her little
unborn child began to recover.
The next four-and-a-half months were not easy, but
God responded to the faith of that courageous couple.
At last, on Lavetta’s birthday, a plump little baby girl
was ushered into this world at the Independence
Sanitarium and Hospital. Little black ringlets of hair
covered her tiny head. Once again, God had
performed the impossible! Once again, God had
rewarded the prayers of the faithful.
I was that little baby girl. When I consider how
much my parents risked to give me life, I thank them
with all my heart. They have gone on to be with their
Lord—that God who rewarded their humble faith and
that same God who gave me the chance to know Him
and serve Him here on earth.
When I see Him, I will thank Him for sending me
to two believing souls who exercised their right of
choice and put all their trust in Him. As long as He
gives me breath, I will serve Him. I will serve Him,
because I love Him.
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“I Love You”
-by Jason Webster, Mentor, Ohio
I want to share a testimony that took place between
my wife Renee and our son Henry. At a very young
age, Henry was diagnosed with autism. Autism is a
condition where individuals have a spectrum of
developmental delays.

“But God commendeth his love
toward us, in that, while we were yet
sinners, Christ died for us.”
Romans 5:8

Jesus is Mighty to Save
-by David Strahan, Oak Grove, Missouri

In Henry’s case, he is a nonverbal autistic (unable
to speak) and has difficulties learning. However, at
the time of diagnosis, we didn’t realize that Henry was
nonverbal. It wasn’t until later that we found he had
this condition, and it broke Renee’s heart. We often
take for granted our children’s ability to say, “I love
you, Mommy.” Renee wondered if she would ever
hear Henry say, “I love you.”

Many years ago in my teen years, because of my
older brother, I got mixed up with drugs and alcohol.
Life was depressing enough. I did not enjoy school.
One night as I crawled into bed, I thought it was in
vain to pray, because of how I was living. The last
couple of years of school, I became very depressed. At
one time, I asked my mom if I could talk with a
psychiatry doctor, but it never happened.

After moving to a new city, we enrolled Henry in
a program specifically designed for autistic children.
This program provided a communication device free
of charge and would teach Henry how to use it. The
device would essentially speak for Henry. We were
very hopeful that Henry would one day learn to speak
using this device.

Anyway, I quit praying for a few days. I did not
like how I felt during that time when I quit praying. I
started praying harder than ever.

Every day, Renee would say to Henry, “I love
you,” hoping to hear, “I love you,” in response back.
However, Renee would hear the same, “JJJJJJJJJJJJ,”
as Henry would randomly hit the icons on the speech
pad. As time went on, she began wondering if Henry
would ever say, “I love you,” back to her.

The drugs and alcohol can really mess up one’s
life. I got a job on a construction crew that my dad
worked for. One late afternoon, me and my brother
were leaving the job site. An ironworker started
talking to my brother. I listened. The ironworker told
my brother how he had drifted from the Church.
Drugs and alcohol can trick your body into thinking
how great they are. Because of the ironworker’s
words, I gave up drugs and alcohol. I started attending
church again after giving up drugs and alcohol. Life
got a whole lot better.

A number of weeks later, Renee said her usual, “I
love you,” to Henry. Though, this time she didn’t get
the typical random response. Henry said nothing at all.
She walked over to find Henry methodically placing
together the words, “I,” “love,” and “you.” She stood
over Henry’s shoulder as he touched the icons one by
one, building the sentence. When he was done, his
speech device spoke the words, “I love you,” to
Renee. Henry had told his mother that he loved her.

After quitting the drugs, one late evening I was
riding home with my two brothers. They were
smoking marijuana. They kept asking me if I wanted
a drag of the joint. They were very persistent. The
thought crossed my mind that if they asked one more
time, I would say yes. They quit asking. Then I
realized how thankful I was that I had not smoked that
marijuana cigarette.

This was truly a miracle! The Lord had answered
Renee’s prayers.

Jesus is mighty to save. God’s mercy is great.
There is no doubt in my mind that if I had stayed on
the path of my youth, I would have died a long time
ago.
The way is prepared, even for a sinner.
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With Great
Thanksgiving and
Gratitude
-by Marceia Walters, Oak Grove, Missouri
At a recent Wednesday evening prayer service, the
elder in charge asked us to consider a person who had
had a great impact on our lives. It could be a parent,
grandparent, child, brother, sister, neighbor, friend,
relative, or someone else.
While I personally have had many people in my
life who have made an impact on me, my choice was
Jesus Christ. He died for my sins on a wooden cross
and suffered intense pain and agony physically, and I
am sure mentally and emotionally as well. His life and
teachings have guided me in my life concerning my
choices and decisions. He gives me comfort in my
darkest trials, brings peace to my troubled heart and
mind. He loves me more than I can ever love him
back. Because of Him, I have had many wonderful
blessings. Because of Him, my faith is strong and my
trust complete.
I have never met Him face to face, but have felt the
embrace and peace of His warm Spirit. He has carried
me through the deaths of two children, my mother, my
sister, as well as through many other hard and sore
trials. He continues to carry me even as of this
writing.
His compassion and grace, tenderness and mercy,
kindness and gentleness, along with many other
attributes, give me goals to achieve in my own life.
I can think of no other person who loves me as He
has done, who blesses me as He does, who protects
me as He does, who inspires me as He does, who
provides all my needs as He does, and who is always
there no matter what time I call. He gives me all of
this and more, even though I am a sinner.

and problems that I cannot fix. Over the years, I have
relied on Him because I know He cares and wants to
help and bless us as only He can. I cannot wait to
meet him. I am excited to do so.
This is an ongoing testimony, because there are
going to continue to be many blessings, along with
many trials. But we know that our Savior Jesus Christ
will be with us through them all, no matter how long,
how hard, how heavy, how seemingly impossible it is
for them to turn out right. I look forward with great
anticipation and impatience, because our reunion with
the Lord will be sweet.
This testimony is by no means complete or
comprehensive, for who can know all of the ways
Christ ministers in our lives. He has ways that we are
not aware of and always works to draw us closer to
Him.
Jesus is the one and only person who always has
our best interest at heart. Only through His example
can we hope to come up to higher spiritual ground and
ultimately be citizens of Zion. So I pray that we all
would consider carefully every thought, every action,
every prayer in humbleness, meekness, and humility.
We can grow and develop into a truly Zionic
people as we strive though our daily living to be one
in Christ. As I have already stated, I can think of no
other person who has and continues to have such a
profound impact on my life.

“For other foundation can no
man lay than that is laid,
which is Jesus Christ.”
1 Corinthians 3:11

Jesus Christ is everything to me. I each and every
day put the lives of my children, grandchildren, and
others into His care and keeping. I pray for situations
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God ’s Blessings
-by Alice Ruble, Independence, Missouri
I wear contacts as well as glasses due to cornea
transplants so I can see. The only contact solution that
I can use is from Optimum and there are three bottles
to the program. I was running low on the wetting rewetting bottle and kept feeling like I needed to go
buy another so I wouldn’t run
out. I like to do more than one
stop when I go out and did not
need anything else in the area of
Walgreens (which is the only
place Optimum is available) so
I was putting it off.
One morning the urge was especially strong to go
get it, so I decided I had better listen. When I got
there, only one bottle of any kind of that brand was
left, and it was just what I needed. Of course I bought
it and was thankful I had listened to the promptings.
I supposed the products would be restocked, but
maybe not by the time I was completely out.
A couple of weeks later I was nearly out of another
part of the program and felt I needed to stop and see
if what I needed was in stock even though I had a few
days to go before I would be all out. I found there was
nothing of that brand on the shelf so I asked at the
pharmacy about it. She investigated and from her
phone found that it was not available in any other
Walgreens and that the warehouse did not have any.
Also, she found that it was not available from the
manufacturer or another site that sometimes carries it.
Needless to say, I am using what I have left very
sparingly and hoping it comes in soon. I am thankful
I had stopped to find what the situation was. Again,
this shows God’s blessing.
One day in January, I had an appointment which
took me to Oak Grove. It was barely snowing when
I started out. I hoped road conditions would get better
as I went. They didn’t until the last couple of miles
before the Oak Grove exit, and then I-70 was quite
snow free. However, when I took the exit, snow was
more prevalent than it had been to start with and snow
kept falling harder all the time I was in my
appointment. My concerns for driving home were
increasing.
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I got out of Oak Grove with only minor problems
and got back onto I-70. There was a lot of blowing
snow around the semi trucks, but by driving slowly
and staying quite a ways back from them, I got along
okay, although I was tense.
When I was within a few miles of Independence,
one of my contacts began to have extra fluid behind it.
I was quite concerned that it could shift out of place.
If that happened my sight would be badly affected—
worse than if I had no contact in at all. And it was my
best eye that was having the problem. I began to pray
and tried not to do anything that would move the
contact.
God answered my prayer and the contact stayed in
the center of the eye where it needed to be. I got home
through the snow safely. I had prayed before I left that
God would be my pilot and He was. I have so much
to be thankful for.

The Father Manifested to Mankind
Man’s great and wonderful destiny, if he is
willing to accept it, is to live forever and have a
personal relationship with God as a member of
His family. [God’s] greatest desire as part of His
eternal plan is to have that personal relationship
with us, to walk side by side with us as he did
with Adam and Eve before the fall . . . He wishes
to be with us.
Only through the revealing of Himself as that
total and pure sense of Love could He, through
the sacrifice of His Son, bring us back into the
potential of joining Him. Through the perfect
life, perfect obedience, and through the profound
miracles that Jesus performed, Jesus manifested
the Father to mankind. For the very first time,
the very being and nature of our Creator was
manifest to humanity, through One who literally
lived and walked beside His disciples and the
peoples of that time.
He was not just a God in heaven to whom
they could pray, but a real being, and by looking
into His eyes, they could see the depths of His
soul—and the depths of the soul of the Father.
–Excerpts from a sermon by Elder Bob White,
December 15, 2019, OGRB

The Gift of the Holy Ghost
-by Carol Allen, Grain Valley, Missouri
When my girls were small and before my son was
born, I would put my girls down every afternoon for
a nap. I would also lie down.
One time as I was reading the Doctrine and
Covenants, I read about how we would receive the gift
of the Holy Ghost when we were confirmed after
baptism. I started wondering if I had truly received
this gift, because I didn’t remember receiving it when
I was confirmed at eight years old. I prayed and asked
the Lord if I had received the Holy Ghost.
I fell asleep on the bed and had a dream. I dreamed
that I and another person were standing before the
Lord, and I asked Him this question. A small man was
with the Lord, and the Lord said, “This man gave you
the gift of the Holy Ghost.”
I then awoke, remembering this dream. Sometime
later, my mother gave me my blessing certificate and
my baptism certificate. As I looked over them and
read them, I saw that Oscar Case had confirmed me
with another elder.
I knew Brother Case well because I went to church
with him. I was very amazed when I read this and then
realized that Brother Case was the small man I had
seen in my dream.
I never after this have had any doubt that I truly
received the gift of the Holy Ghost. I know He is with
me at all times, and I thank the Lord for this gift, as
well as the dream I had that afternoon.

“And hope
maketh not ashamed;
because the love of God
is shed abroad in our hearts by
the Holy Ghost which
is given unto us.”
Romans 5:5

There’s a Voice
in the Wilderness Crying
There’s a voice in the wilderness crying,
A call from the ways untrod:
Prepare in the desert a highway,
A highway for our God!
The valleys shall be exalted,
The lofty hills brought low;
Make straight all the crooked places,
Where the Lord our God may go!
O Zion, that bringest good tidings,
Get thee up to the heights and sing!
Proclaim to a desolate people
The coming of their King.
Like the flowers of the field they perish,
The works of men decay,
The power and pomp of nations
Shall pass like a dream away.
But the word of our God endureth,
The arm of the Lord is strong;
He stands in the midst of nations,
And He will right the wrong.
He shall feed His flock like a shepherd,
And fold the lambs to His breast;
In pastures of peace He’ll lead them,
And give to the weary rest.
There’s a voice in the wilderness crying,
A call from the ways untrod:
Prepare in the desert a highway,
A highway for our God!
The valleys shall be exalted,
The lofty hills brought low;
Make straight all the crooked places,
Where the Lord our God may go!
–James Lewis Milligan
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The Silver Lining

One Small Miracle
-by Carrie Baird

-by Delores Champ-Heater, Oak Grove, Missouri
My prayers are often answered, even in the little
things—such as when I misplaced my phone the other
day, and it was important that I have it. I prayed, and
as soon as I located the phone, I thanked God for
helping me find it.

I have always enjoyed the beauty
of nature. It is one of God’s greatest
blessings to me. I have a small flower
bed just outside my kitchen window where I can
watch the flowers grow and bloom in their seasons.

But when things happen that I don’t like, I try to
find the silver lining in those occurrences. One recent
instance was this: Several years ago, the key fob to
my Mustang’s key broke off of the key ring to which
it was attached, and cannot be fixed. So I just carry
the fob in a small Ziploc snack bag in my purse, and
most of the time I don’t even use it, using only the key
to unlock the Mustang.

The jonquils multiplied over the years and became
so crowded that only a few of them were blooming.
I dug up the bulbs and relocated them. Apparently I
missed a few, because during the unusually warm
weather the next February, two small clumps of them
came up and burst into bloom. It was a joy to see
them as I worked at the kitchen counter or sink.

I went to pick up food from a restaurant at lunch
time, and locked the car before going inside. I had my
purse with me to pay for the food. It was a nice day,
so the windows of the car were down just a little bit.
When I went to get back into the car, I couldn’t
find my keys in my purse. Sure enough, I had locked
them inside the car. I thought maybe I could push the
window down far enough to reach the door’s
lock/unlock button, but then the thought occurred to
me that I had the key fob with me—in my purse. So,
I used it instead.
Of course, I praised my Lord, thanking Him for
helping me; thanking Him that the key fob had
previously broken off of the key ring; and thanking
Him for giving me the intelligence to think to use it.
There are times when I really do not know why
God allows things to happen, but He knows, and I
trust Him, and will continue to try to find “the silver
lining” in all such instances. If I become anxious
about anything, I just take a deep breath and tell
myself, “God is in control.” That brings much peace
to my mind, heart, and soul.

However, the inevitable happened. The temperature dropped from a warm sixty-five degrees at noon
one day, to a frigid nineteen degrees by the following
morning. All the vegetation that had begun an early
growth suffered from the shock. My poor little
jonquils looked so wilted that I was sure they were
lost. But later in the day when the temperature had
moderated, I glanced from my window to see them
standing straight and tall.
There was a second night of freezing temperatures,
with the same results. Those little plants were
determined to fulfill the measure of their creation in
spite of the most extreme adversity, bringing joy to
my heart.
This small miracle was a
lesson of God’s love for His
creation, and it renewed
my resolve to try to
fulfill God’s purposes
in my life, regardless
of whatever difficulties
I may encounter.
God is so good to me.

“For my thoughts are not your thoughts, neither are your ways my ways,
saith the Lord. For as the heavens are higher than the earth,
so are my ways higher than your ways, and my thoughts than your thoughts.”
Isaiah 55:8-9
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God Really Blessed Me
-by Josiah Gonzales, age 8, Independence, Missouri
The day after last Thanksgiving (when I was
seven), I broke my arm. I was hanging out with my
cousins in Georgia, and we were playing on their bunk
bed. We were rolling down off the top bunk and
landing on pillows and blankets. I missed and hit the
wood of the lower bunk bed.
I ran out to the living room where my mom was
and told her I hurt my arm. We went to my Nana’s
house and she looked at my arm and told my mom to
take me to the emergency room. At the emergency
room, they took an x-ray and said my elbow was
fractured. They set it and put it in a temporary sling.
The next day we went home to Missouri.
It was about three weeks before we could see the
doctors at Children’s Mercy in Missouri. The doctor
looked at the x-ray and said it was a clean fracture.
They put a cast on it and said to come back in two
weeks.
A lot of people were praying for my arm and it
healed in those two weeks. When we went back, the
doctor took the cast off and said it was fine.
God really blessed me.

We Can Always Call on Jesus
-by Clara Webster, age 8, Kirtland, Ohio
I am eight years old. This is my testimony about
Jesus working in my life.
One night, I had a really bad dream. I was very sad
and upset. I ran to my mommy and daddy’s bedroom
crying. The dream bothered me so much. I woke up
my daddy and told him what happened.
He walked me back to my room and told me not to
be afraid, because Jesus promised to be with us.
Daddy told me anytime I needed Jesus
all I had to do was pray. My daddy tucked
me back in bed and knelt down, holding
my hand, and said a prayer with me.
After the prayer, I felt so much
better and knew that Jesus was with
me. I was able to sleep and not have
a bad dream.
We can always call on Jesus whenever we need Him, and He will help us.

God Helped Me Be Brave
-by Marleigh Norman, age 5, Independence,
Missouri

“Oh give thanks unto
the Lord,
for he is good;
for his mercy
endureth forever.”
Psalm 107:1

One time I broke my arm. I was three and I was
at the park with my grandma and cousins. I fell off a
spinner and landed hard on my elbow. It hurt a lot
and I was crying. My grandma called my mom and
took me home.
Then my mom took me to Children’s Mercy
urgent care. They took and x-ray. It did not hurt.
They said I broke my arm and I had to get a sling
that held my arm tight against my body. God helped
me be brave. I did not cry a lot.
People were praying for me and my arm healed
quickly with no problems. I am glad God helped me
and made my arm heal so well.
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Blessed by God
-by Mason Norman, age 8, Lee’s Summit,
Missouri
Last summer when I was seven, after we came
home from Grandma’s house, my sisters and my
cousin Marleigh were swinging in the hammock in
my back yard. It was my turn in the hammock, and
I was not fully in when my sisters started swinging
me. I said, “Stop!” but they didn’t. I fell out of the
hammock and the full weight of my body landed on
my arm when I hit the ground.
I ran into my house yelling, “Ow, ow, ow!” I ran
to the couch and started to cry a little bit. My arm
hurt a lot. My dad asked me where it hurt. I showed
him the place which was on my left arm almost up
to my shoulder.
My dad said I needed an x-ray. We got in the van
and went to Children’s Mercy. I got x-rays and my
arm was broken in two places. One of the places
was near the growth plate and the doctor said I
might have to have surgery if it didn’t heal well.
They put my arm in a sling fastened to my body. We
went to McDonald’s and I got oreo ice cream.
We went home and my pa [grandpa] came over
to my house. He is an elder and he administered to
me. Lots of people were praying for me, too. I slept
really well that night.
Several weeks later, I went back to the doctor for
another x-ray. They said my arm was healed up
well, and I was able to take off the sling. It was hard
to move my shoulder after holding it still so long.
They said if I didn’t get full motion of my shoulder
in a couple of weeks, I would need physical therapy.
But I was blessed and did not need physical therapy.
When I went back again six months later, I got
another x-ray. It did not hurt at all. The results of my
x-ray were good. It had healed so well that the
doctor said, “No doctor could ever tell your arm had
been broken.” I definitely did not need surgery.
I believe God really blessed me that my arm
healed so well.
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A Child’s Prayer
-by Sue Slauter
Our granddaughter, Melissa, was just two years and
three months old. She was staying all night with us.
We had just gone to bed when we heard a cow bawling.
Melissa said to me, “Gramma, what’s the matter with
that cow?”
I told her that the mamma cow had just lost her baby
calf. She was crying for it just like Gramma would cry
if she lost Melissa. She said, “Oh.” Then she said, “I’ll
pray for that mamma cow and baby calf.”
And I said, “Okay.”
And this was her prayer, “Dear Lord, how
excellent is Thy name. And all the power and all the
glory. Amen.” Then she
opened her big, brown
eyes and said, “She’ll
feel better now.” In
just a few minutes the
cow quit bawling and
Melissa fell fast asleep.

A Little Boy’s Need
-by Darrell Webster, Youngstown, Ohio
I had been taken to the reunions at the Kirtland
Temple from the time I was two weeks old. I was born
prematurely and when the hospital let me go home with
my mother, she took me to a prayer service in the
Temple.
In 1951, at six years old, I once again attended the
reunion. The theme was, “If any man lacks wisdom, let
him ask of God.” I had heard this from my mother and
grandmother as long as I could remember. Sister Amy
Axelson was the teacher of the class I attended that
week. She impressed me with this quote.
We had been talking about taking a hike to various
sites around the grounds, depicting Church history. I
asked my parents if I could stay for the hike.
Arrangements were made for my cousin, Gloria
Patterson, to meet me after the hike at what was then
called the Chestnut Room. With this all set up, I went

on the hike, which was a lot of fun. I returned to the
designated place only to find that she was not there.
I waited for what seemed like an hour or more. I
don’t remember how long it really was.
I got worried that she would get in trouble if my
parents came and she wasn’t there. So, I made the
decision to go and find her. Not such a good idea.
The traffic on Route 306 was very heavy, so I
waited until a large group of people were crossing
the street and got in the middle of them to cross
over to the Temple. There were many people
walking and talking. I became lost and didn’t see
my cousin.
At that time, there was an open field to the south
of the Temple and a row of bushes that ran behind
the buildings. Being scared, I went down along the
row of cars that were parked there and went
between two cars where I thought I would not be
seen. I knelt under the bushes and began to pray and
cry to the Lord. I said something like, “Lord, I am
just a little boy and need your help and wisdom
because I’m lost. And, if I don’t find my cousin,
we will both get in trouble, and I’ll get a whoop’n
and I don’t want that.”
I got up, wiped my eyes, and walked out from
between the cars. As I did, I immediately felt the
presence of two personages by me, one on each side.
They stayed with me until my cousin saw me and
then they left.
Some years later I was talking to my father about
this experience and he told me that he and my mom
were not far away and that they saw me coming
from between the cars. He was going to come and
chastise me, but mom said to leave me alone
because I was having an experience and it needed to
be finished.
This one experience sticks out in my mind to this
day and has been what has kept me grounded in the
Church all my life. I am now seventy-four years old
and this is still as vivid in my mind today as it was
then. I know this gospel and the Church are true,
and I will never leave it under any circumstances.
These two personages have been in my life in
other times of need, even when I didn’t realize it,
but those testimonies are for another time.

Children, Obey Your Parents
-by Edgar Pillsbury
“Children, obey your parents in all
things; for this is well pleasing unto the
Lord” (Colossians 3:20).
Scriptures advise us to obey our
parents. This is because they have lived
longer than us and have learned much
from life’s experience. Therefore, they are able to draw
from their experience valuable knowledge which can be
beneficial to us.
Did Jesus obey His parents? Oh, yes. He said of His
heavenly Father, “for I do always those things that
please him,” and we should do the will of our parents,
as well. John 3:16 say, “For God so loved the world,
that he gave his Only Begotten Son, that whosoever
believeth on him should not perish; but have everlasting
life.” This means that when His heavenly Father wanted
Jesus to come to earth and die upon Calvary’s cross,
Jesus willingly obeyed—even though He knew it would
mean being spat upon, being badly beaten with a whip,
and dying a cruel, painful death. Nevertheless, Jesus
willingly accepted the assignment to do His Father’s
will, knowing that His Father knew best.
Jesus’ obedience made possible our salvation and
eternal life. It made it possible for us to eternally live in
His presence and that of His heavenly Father. All we
have to do is obey—repent of our sins, be baptized at
age eight or older, and then do our best to continue to
live for Him.
As far as Jesus’ earthly parents, Joseph and Mary, we
know that Jesus also obeyed them. Scriptures tell us that
when Jesus was twelve years old, He returned from
visiting the temple in Jerusalem and was “subject unto
them,” (Luke 2:51). That means He obeyed them.
How about you? Do you sometimes rebel, sulk, and
defy your parents because they want you to do things
you don’t feel like doing, even when these things are
best for you, such as attending church? Do you
disregard your parents’ good advice only to later
discover that you shouldn’t have, because your parents
were right?
Why not follow Jesus’ example? He obeyed both His
heavenly Father and His earthly parents. If you do this
too, you will never regret it.
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Five Little Pigs
and the Faith of Two Young Boys
-by Darrell Webster, Youngstown, Ohio
When I was a boy, my family lived in southeastern
Ohio in a small town called Senecaville. One time,
our father, Arthur (Bill) Webster, took my brother
David and me to an animal auction in Barnesville,
Ohio. He wanted to buy a pig to provide meat for us
to eat.
It was quite an experience as we had never been to
anything like it. People and livestock were milling
around everywhere. There were various vendor stands
with vegetables and crafts of all kinds around the
outside of the auction arena.
Inside was a semicircle of seats around a pit that
had a wall about six feet high. The seats where we sat
were raised up like those in a theater, but steeper. In
the center was a raised platform where the auctioneer
stood calling out the bids and recognizing the highest
bidder.
The bidding started when a mother sow with five
little pigs came into the arena. Dad tried to bid on
them but he was outbid. The man who won the sow
didn’t want the five little pigs. The auctioneer asked
him what he was going to do with them. He said he
would dispose of them because they were too young
to be separated from their mother.
A man in the audience yelled out that he would
offer twenty-five cents apiece for them. Dad looked at
mom and us boys, and we indicated to him to buy
them. Dad yelled out he would give fifty cents apiece
for them. There being no other bids, the auctioneer
struck the gavel on the table and said sold! When we
went to pay for them, they gave us a box to put them
in, and we took them home.
Because they were too small to eat, we had to feed
them by hand. My mom, Gladys, had some old baby
bottles and nipples. We took turns feeding them one
by one. They grew, but when the time came that they
should be weaned, they became sick.
We had an old chicken coop on the hill behind our
house and we took a cardboard box and some straw to
22 Zion's Call

make a little house for them. We put straw in their
house, as well as on top of it and outside on the
ground to keep them warm.
For a day or two they just lay there in the little
house and did nothing. Dad said he had seen a vulture
sitting on the roof of the building the morning of the
second day. He said they probably would die.
David and I ran up the hill to check on them and
they were still breathing. We looked at each other and
said, “Wouldn’t it be nice if we could lay hands on
them like the elders do for the sick?”
We thought about what we could do. I suggested
we could get some liniment and put it on them and
pray over them, asking that God would heal them and
let them live. We felt we shouldn’t use olive oil, so
we found some Sloan’s Liniment to use.
We took each little pig out of their house one by
one, laid it on top of the house, rubbed it with the
liniment, and prayed over it. We put each one back
into the house.
After the last little pig was put into the house, in
what seemed like only a few minutes, one by one they
began to run out dancing around and they began to eat
and drink. God answered our prayers! We had
believed, without a doubt, that He would heal them.
We did not know that Dad was outside the building
watching us. He told us later he really thought the pigs
were going to die. But, he said to the Lord, if they
lived he would give half of the price of one of the pigs
to the Church.
Dad did as he had promised the Lord and gave half
of the price received for the largest pig. All five of the
little pigs grew big and fulfilled their destiny to
provide food and income for our family.
God does answer our
prayers, even those of young
boys (or girls) who have
unwavering faith in Him.

A Testimony of

How God Speaks to Us Through Others
-by Abigail Sebulsky, age 17, Point Marion, Pennsylvania
I was born and raised in this Church. I
am sixth generation. To me, church was
just something I kind of just did because
it’s what I was raised doing and my
parents went. The year 2007, my family
and I decided we’d go to a church camp
at Temple Grove Campgrounds at
Transfer, Pennsylvania. I was only four
years old, but I had such a great time I
wanted to go back the next year.
But for me, church camp wasn’t anything special
yet because I had not yet had my own personal
testimony. I was more excited to hang out and play
games, etc., with my friends. I didn’t spend much time
in prayer or study at camps. Over the years, I’ve
gotten close with many of the youth at Temple Grove,
although there were probably nine or ten of us who
really got close and formed a bond, you could say.
Over the years, several of the members of the group
just stopped coming to church or just left the Church
in general.
Like in the parable of the sower, we should all be
striving to be that which fell on good ground. “But
that which fell on the good ground are they, who
receive the word in an honest and good heart, having
heard the word, keep what they hear, and bring forth
fruit with patience” (Luke 8:15).
So this past year at church camp (summer 2019),
the group was down to me and five other members. I
still just came, though, to have fun and enjoy the week
with just those five others. The first night we had a
campfire outside. We all kind of goofed off a little
and didn’t really sing a lot of the songs. We all would
just sing and laugh at random stuff.
The second night they announced campfire was
going to be inside because some of the people
couldn’t make it outside to enjoy the campfire. So me
and those five friends decided we weren’t going to
campfire. We would just skip and go the next night
when it was outside again. Then the third night they
said they are going have campfire inside again due to

rain. I and two others talked about how much we
would rather have the campfire outside and how we
didn’t like having it inside. So again, we all decided
to skip campfire and do our own thing and just hang
out and chat. Except one member of our group
decided he was going to campfire.
He saw all of us all sitting at the same table we all
sat at the night before. He thought, “Should I invite
them to campfire or no?” He decided he would just
leave the decision up to us if we wanted to go. He
headed in for campfire.
About fifteen minutes later a lady came out with a
young toddler who was getting tired and needed to go
to sleep. She then saw a few of the youth sitting at a
little table and asked if we were having our own little
campfire. Then she saw us all on our phones laughing
at stuff that had nothing to do with church. She kind
of got upset and said, “You know it would be nice if
you guys came to campfire tomorrow night.”
She then began to say how we are the next
generation of the church and how the younger kids
look up to us. I’ve personally heard that before but it
never really meant anything to me until that evening.
She then began to say how she didn’t even know
where her other two kids were, but they didn’t come
to campfire that night. She said that evening at
campfire there was probably about seven young
children there and the rest were adults.
Something about her saying these things to us
really touched me, and I began to cry. That evening
the Spirit of the Lord touched me as I realized none of
the younger youth wanted to come to campfire
because of the example we were setting for them. I
knew I needed to become a better servant of the Lord!
Later that evening after campfire we all decided to
go back to her and apologize for setting such a bad
example for the younger ones. The next morning was
Wednesday and every Wednesday we always split up
for prayer and testimony services. The women have
their own service, the men have their own service and
all the youth have their service. We all decided we
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A Present
Help in Times
of Trouble

were going to stand up and say something at our
service and just set a better example for the children.
So I and two others shared part of what happened the
previous night. The other two said prayers. That
evening we all said we were going to campfire no
matter where it was.
We all sang and had a wonderful time praising the
Lord with our voices. After the campfire one young
man shared a testimony and several others decided to
share testimonies as well. It was so spiritual that
nobody wanted to leave. It was getting really late so a
lot of the adults began to leave. Suddenly it was
mostly just youth there and we all continued to share
in testimony.
Usually after campfire, I and those five others
would go somewhere in private and hang out and do
our own thing. But instead, we went into the middle
room of where we were staying and about seventeen
of us decided to continue our fellowship. Hanging out
with all those kids was so much fun to me, even if it
was to do something just as simple as to hang out and
share with one another.
From now on I’m not looking forward to coming to
church camp just to have fun. I’m looking forward to
worshiping and praising the Lord with all my family
and friends. For all the youth who might be reading
this, remember we are not just the next generation of
the Lord’s Church—our hope and desire should be
that we are the generation to bring about the cause of
Zion! We need to share our testimonies with others so
that we can let our light shine and let others know
about God and His Church.
“Therefore let your light so shine before this
people, that they may see your good works and glorify
your Father who is in heaven” (3 Nephi 5:63).
May we all continue to let our light shine unto the
world for the Lord.

“Let no man despise thy
youth; but be thou an example
of the believers, in word,
in conversation, in charity,
in spirit, in faith, in purity.”
1 Timothy 4:12
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-by Skylar Sebulsky, age 19,
Point Marion, Pennsylvania
“

God is our refuge and strength, a present
help in trouble” (Psalm 46:1).

Every morning when I leave my house, I
always make sure to pray and ask for safety
with my travels. One day this past January,
just like every day, I went to my car and before
pulling out, I prayed asking God to keep me safe on
my travels. That day it was bitter cold and the roads
were starting to get very icy, so I decided to pray even
more due to being nervous about the harsh weather
conditions I would be driving in.
About halfway through my drive I was making a
slight turn around a bend when I hit a patch of black
ice. Instantly spinning out of control, I tried
desperately to get myself back on track. However,
seeing that I was heading off the road and straight into
a ditch, I began to pray more. The car ended up
smashing into a nearby telephone pole.
I was shaken up, but was not injured
other than being a little sore for about
a week. While trying to
get a hold of my
parents, a very
kind elderly
couple stopped by
to see if I was okay
or needed anything. When they saw the way the car
had been stopped by the telephone pole, they told me
that if it wasn’t for the telephone pole my car would
have rolled into a nearby creek. In that moment I
knew that God had been with me throughout the
whole experience.
After they had left, I got in touch with my dad. I
told him what had happened and asked him to come
and get me. Being that he was at work, he told me he
would be there as soon as he safely could make it, but
it might be a little bit. Fortunately a church member

lived only a few minutes away from where my
accident occurred. My dad called him, knowing this
church member could make it to me quicker than he
could.
This particular member quickly came and let me
wait in his truck until my dad arrived. I was thankful
that God allowed me to be safe in what could have
been a much worse situation and that He provided
people to come help in my time of need.
The following week on a Wednesday night prayer
and testimony service, my grandma stood up and bore
testimony about how the same morning I had my
accident she had been awoken around 4:30 a.m. with
the feeling she needed to pray for me. She had no idea
why yet, but she felt she needed to pray for me at that
time. She later realized that the Lord’s Spirit had
impressed upon her to pray for me so that I would be
safe during my daily commute.
I wholeheartedly believe that this is just one of
many testimonies of how God works in mysterious
ways to help people in their times of need. I am so
thankful that God was with me during the whole
ordeal. I will continue to thank Him for everything He
does in my life. What a blessing it is to know that our
Heavenly Father is with us throughout everything we
do.
“Wherefore, the blessings which I give unto you
are above all things” (Doctrine and Covenants 16:7c).

Thank You, Lord,
For Changing My Life
-by Alex Slezak, Barberton, Ohio
I’ve been with the Restoration Church for two and
a half years. Prior to joining the Church I was heading
down a bad path. Due to my problems, I was about to
lose my job and had no money. By the grace of God,
I was able to get out of my situation and get back on
my feet.
While getting back on my feet, someone I worked
with invited me to come to church with him. I was
invited in the past, but I always passed on it. This time
I went with him. This church was the Restoration
Branch of Jesus Christ in Barberton, Ohio.
During my first service, the one thing that caught
my attention was the pastor’s ministry. He said,
“Don’t believe on my words, but God’s words. Don’t
trust man, trust God.” Because of those words I kept
coming, and I also discovered the Book of Mormon.
I learned that these words come from Christ and that
it supports the Bible.
Being in this church has changed my life. I’ve
grown spiritually and as a person. I’ve gained a new
family where we lift each other up and desire the same
thing, which is to be with God and build up Zion.
Thank you, Lord, for changing my life.

With God in a Quiet Place
’Mid all the rushing to and fro,
The frantic race with life,
Make in your heart a quiet place
Away from care and strife.
A quiet place, where none can find
The secret of its hiding,
Where you commune with God, and gain
New strength from this confiding.
For He can know your secret heart,
Your joys and sorrows share,

When you’ve prepared the quiet place
And bid Him enter there.
The strength to fight life’s battles
And to run the winning race
Comes from these shining moments
With God in a quiet place.
Each day, then, find a moment for
Your secret rendezvous;
Then share your strength with others;
It will bless both them and you.
–Carrie Baird
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The Sacred Covenant of Marriage
-by Sherrie Smith, Oak Grove, Missouri
This testimony is directed
especially to young adults. When
I went to Graceland, I became
acquainted with a fellow who
seemed to be the “one” for me. We went together
for two years while we were at Graceland. One night
in April of my second year, he came to see me just
before hours. (We had curfews in those days!) A
problem had been bothering me and as we talked it
over, I was filled with a feeling of rightness about our
relationship. At that very moment, he pulled out of his
pocket a ring and asked me to marry him. How
surprised and excited I was! So we became engaged.
We both continued to seek the Lord in prayer that
the course we were on was the right one for us.
Instead of our relationship improving, it became
progressively worse. We were both a little relieved
when school ended and we parted, he to the canning
facilities in Oregon and I to my home in Florida to
find a job.

I continued to work hoping to earn enough money
to return to school. My heart and mind had been set
on marriage and when the opportunity was taken
away, it had not taken away my desire to be married.
I felt that marriage was the right thing at that point in
my life. Having been a member of a church-divided
home (my father only joined the church many years
later), I was determined, if possible, to marry someone
belonging to the Church. So I found out which
universities had the highest concentration of RLDS
students. These were the University of Kansas at
Lawrence and Central Missouri State University at
Warrensburg (now University of Central Missouri). I
applied to both schools and was accepted by both. The
University of Kansas seemed to offer more of what I
wanted in the way of academics and so I chose to go
there beginning the second semester. However, my
sister’s future husband came to visit us over the
Christmas holidays, and he persuaded me into going
to Central Missouri State.

After the canning season was over in Oregon, my
fiancé came to spend several weeks with me. I was
working full time and couldn’t spend much time with
him. He accepted an opportunity to attend the Florida
reunion. We had discussed our relationship and
before he left, we decided to spend that week
especially in prayer searching for an answer to our
problems.

About this time, I received a letter from a friend
who had been at Graceland with me but was then at
the Sanitarium Hospital in Independence. She told me
about a date that she had had. She wrote (and I still
have the letter) that she was anxious for me to meet
this guy Lyle because she thought he might be just
what I was looking for and vice versa. Needless to
say, my interest was aroused.

That Monday night after he had left for reunion,
my parents sat down with me and said they thought
that we were not suited and asked that I reconsider my
decision to marry him. I knew then that we would
break our engagement.

Just before I left, I attended the Florida winter
reunion. As I mentioned before, I had not participated
in any of the services, but I felt led near the end of the
reunion to put myself back “right with God,” and bore
a testimony to this effect. On the last day of the
reunion, the Lord spoke to me through Brother John
Gorker, reassuring me that He understood my
problems and that I was to trust Him. What a joy to
know that the Lord loves you! This mountaintop
experience stayed with me in the following months,
and I felt as close to God as I have ever felt.

When my fiancé returned from reunion, we both
mutually agreed to break our engagement. It seemed
as if my world had fallen apart. I was hurt,
heartbroken, and miserable and felt betrayed by the
Lord. I couldn’t understand why the Lord had at one
point seemed to confirm something to be right and
then seemed to turn around and change His mind. It
was most disturbing. I continued to attend church, but
took no part in the services as I had previously. My
hurt was too strong.
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The friend who had written me about Lyle was able
to take me to Warrensburg when I arrived in
Independence. She continued to stir my curiosity and
interest in this person called Lyle. I met Lyle on the

first Wednesday night of the spring quarter of 1965 at
a Liahona prayer service at the Liahona house. He was
dating another girl at that time and so did not take
much notice of me. I was not at all sure whether he
was all I was looking for!
However, in the days that followed, I became more
aware of the fact that Lyle could be the one for me. I
felt so strongly! I could not understand why he did not
feel the same strong pull of attraction that I felt. It
took three weeks before he asked me out. We were
together every day thereafter for over a month. We
became engaged in July and married in December. I
believe that the Lord directed our paths to cross. Lyle
had been praying daily that the Lord would send him
a companion and wife. We were blessed with a spirit
of rightness.
There is probably no decision one makes in life as
important as the one of marriage. In this latter day,
marriage is considered a game. If we don’t like what
we have, we can just change it. However, God says
that marriage is a covenant and a serious step, not to
be taken lightly. My testimony is to seek the Lord in
ALL things, especially concerning the choice of a
companion for life. For when the Lord has a part in
the relationship, it will help to sustain it through the
hard times that will and do come in any marriage.
Lyle’s father Leonard performed our marriage
ceremony. In it, he said, “Remember Sherrie to say
each day ‘The Lord had been so good to me, Lyle, that
I have found you,’ and Lyle, remember to say, ‘The
Lord had been so good to me, Sherrie, that I have
found you.’” We feel this to be true. The Lord has
been so good to us because we have found one
another.
May God bless and guide all who
are thinking of marriage, those newly
married, and all marriages, that
we may remember its sacredness
and make God a part of our
marriage covenant.
“For this cause shall a man leave his father, and
mother, and cleave to his wife; and they twain shall
be one flesh; so then they are no more twain but
one flesh; what therefore God hath joined together,
let not man put asunder” (Mark 10:7).

“These things
I have spoken unto you, that
in me ye might have peace.
In the world ye shall have
tribulation; but be of good cheer;
I have overcome the world.”
John 16:33

Fill Me, Jesus,
Fill Me Now
-by Cheryl Virag
At the close of a busy day I had gone to bed and as
usual, I began to pray. As a teenager at that time, my
prayers were always seeking guidance, direction, and
understanding. As I asked God to help me to be a
good person, I felt the presence of two distinct powers
within my room. It became obvious to me that these
two forces were struggling over my soul. I knew that
one power was good and the other was evil.
The strength of the two powers was paralyzing. I
could not move. Fear welled inside me as the forces
became stronger and stronger against each other.
Then suddenly the forces were gone and the most
peaceful calm came over me and was within my room.
I began to quietly whisper the words of a song. “Fill
me Jesus, fill me now; Fill me Jesus with Thy
precious Holy power. I am yours, my Lord, to do with
as you will, so fill me Jesus, right now.”
The Spirit did fill me, and I could feel the warmth
from the tip of my toes to the top of my head. That
night in the smallness of my room, I realized that
goodness is stronger than evil and my faith in God’s
power was made firm.
Thank you, Lord, for always being near us. I pray
for continued guidance and strength to always
overcome evil by trusting in Thee.
Reprinted by permission from testimonies collected and compiled
by the Parkersburg, West Virginia, Restoration Branch.
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The Night God Heard
-by Alice Miracle
I was overwhelmed with sorrow; I was numb with
grief. My anxiety deprived me of all comfort. I stood
by my dad’s bed and watched him slowly slip away
from me, knowing there was nothing that could be
done. As I looked up the heavens seemed to mock
me. Cold fear gripped my heart as the night settled
around me. It seemed as if God himself was hiding his
face from me. Then in desperation, I cried, “God,
please do not hide Your face from me.”
Immediately it was as if hands were laid on my
shoulders and the burden was lifted. I felt at peace;
the fear was gone. I found myself humming an old
hymn: “How many times discouraged, we sink
beside the way; About us all is darkness, we hardly
dare to pray; Then through the mists and shadows the
sweetest voice e’er known, Says, ‘Child, am I not with
thee, Never to leave thee alone?’”
In times of sorrow and tribulation, let us try God
who has said, “Take my yoke upon you, and learn of
me . . . and ye shall find rest unto your souls; for my
yoke is easy and my burden is light” (Matthew 11:30).
In the time of trial, let us rejoice in the comforting
presence of God.

The Faith of a Child
-by Linda Stribling
Many years ago my daughter, Ginny, was severely
burned over half or her body. It was a cold, winter
morning and Ginny was dancing around her room in
her house coat. It flipped into an open fireplace and
immediately caught on fire. By the time I heard her
screams and got to her she was engulfed in flames. I
tore off her clothes and ran with her to the bathroom,
immersing her body in cold water.
She spent several months in the hospital struggling
to survive, fighting the pain and enduring the many
skin grafts that followed.
I couldn’t always hold back the tears when I saw
her suffering. She would say, “Mommy, it’s okay. I
asked Jesus to take away the pain.” Oh, the faith of a

child! It was the faith of this eight-year-old child that
strengthened my faith all through those months of
extensive skin grafts and pain and long stays at the
hospital—and the years ahead of facing the scars and
accepting it.
She helped me to be strong. She kept her faith and
continues to help me be strong as we work together in
the church having faith always in our Lord and Savior,
Jesus Christ.

The Special Bolt
-by Jim Robinson
It was the first day of my vacation
and I headed to the country, planning
to get a lot of work done. I arrived
and got my Gravely tractor
out and checked everything.
I knew it had a flat tire, so
I fixed that and started
it up so I could mow. I
started to put it in gear and
a little lever rod came out of the
socket. I looked at it and the threads were stripped.
It was too far to go back to the city and get parts, and
I wondered how I could fix it without taps and dies.
I took it apart and found I couldn’t fix it that
evening without being able to thread a piece of rod to
go into the socket. While I was trying to figure out
what to do, a voice said, “Look in your tool box.” I
thought to myself, “I don’t have anything in my tool
box that will work. It takes a special bolt.”
I kept looking around and the voice kept saying,
“Look in your tool box.” So finally I heeded the voice
and poured the things out of my tool box. At the
bottom I found a bolt the same size. One end had a
course thread and the other end a fine thread. The fine
thread was what I needed.
I put it in the vice and started threading the fine
thread into the socket. It started easily, so I knew it
was the right thread for it. I put it all back together
and it worked just fine. I mowed with it all summer
and it is still working. Many would say that was a
coincidence, but I feel the Lord had a hand in it. Lord,
help us remember we can come to you in all our
needs.

Testimonies on this page are reprinted by permission from testimonies collected and compiled by the Parkersburg, West Virginia, Restoration Branch.
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“Glory, and honor, and power, and might,
Be ascribed to our God, for he is full of mercy,
Justice, grace and truth, and peace,
For ever and ever, Amen.”
Doctrine and Covenants 83:17c

God Spared Us
-by Deanna Grasher
For nearly six years, my husband and I were
without children. We were advised by doctors to
adopt. After much waiting, our dreams came true. Our
son Scott came to live with us.
After only eleven months, our daughter Staci was
born. It was as though a miracle had happened. Two
years later, Jody, our youngest son was born. Both
pregnancies were difficult, but through prayer and
administration by the elders, the children were born
healthy.
Somehow in the midst of raising my family, I
found it easy to fall away from Church and God. I
guess I felt my children were all I needed. I believe
God has a way of knocking us to our knees when we
begin to feel we don’t need him anymore.
In the 1970s, the kids, our dog, and I were driving
back home one night from visiting my parents.
Suddenly, a car came toward us very fast and crowded
us off the road. I remember crying out to God and
saying, “Oh my God,
I’ve killed the kids!”
God heard my cry and
set us down very gently as
we rolled over and went
down a twenty-foot embankment stopping just short of a creek.
The engine was still running, and we could smell
gasoline. I was afraid of an explosion. Both doors
were jammed shut. The horn was stuck, which only
added to our panic. I prayed as I have never prayed
before, and with God’s help, I was able to open a door
enough to get the kids, the dog, and myself out.
Somehow, we got up the embankment and flagged
down a passing car.
The kids weren’t seriously hurt, although I had to
wear a brace on my neck for a while. Again, through

prayer and administration by the elders we were
helped.
My gifts from God, my children, are more precious
than I can ever describe. They cheer me when I need
them most and love me always. Whenever I start to
fall away from God, I remember that night when I
nearly lost my children. Even the policeman who was
there said “Someone” helped us down very gently.
There wasn’t a straight piece of metal left on the car,
and yet we walked away from it. I feel unworthy of
such a gift, but oh, so terribly grateful!

Serving Others
-by Jean Elwell
During World War II, gas was rationed for cars. At
that time we were living in a town where we were the
only Latter Day Saint members. We chose to drive
thirty-five miles to attend church. The effort to be
with the Saints and in church services was truly a rich
spiritual blessing.
Seventy Hubert Case was a missionary in
Oklahoma for many years. He came through our town
and stayed with us for a few days. He knew Saints all
over the state and asked my husband to take him to
visit a number of these people around an area in
another town.
After they visited these Saints, Brother Case
organized them into a mission. My husband was an
elder and was asked to shepherd this little flock. The
round trip was seventy-five miles and sometimes
more if my husband needed to go administer to the
sick. We traveled this distance for twenty-two years to
give ministry to this group of Saints.
When gas was rationed, we used a bicycle to get
around to work and on errands, and thus we saved gas
to make the trip to church on Sunday. We also coasted
down the hills to save gas. We were blessed in our
efforts and there were very few times when we ran out
of gas. Then we were always blessed by someone
coming along to push us home.
We thank the Lord for having the privilege of
being able to help in the work in this way and for His
blessing upon our efforts. It was not a hardship, but a
joy to do His work.
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The Watchful Eye and Protective Hand of a Loving God
-by Mark Nunn, Oak Grove, Missouri
I watched my speedometer intently as it steadily
crept up— 97 . . . 98 . . . 99 . . .
It was a warm Friday night in the middle of July
1977. At twenty-one years old, I had been clean and
sober for about a year and had just gotten married two
months before on May 21. I was going back to
church, thanks to the encouragement of my new bride,
and I had a good job at a major printing house in
Kansas City, Kansas. As we well know, the more we
try to turn to and rely on God, the harder Satan works
to befuddle our plans, and he certainly worked on me
that night.
We closed up shop at 11:00 pm as usual. My
coworkers would frequently stop at a local bar around
the corner before going home on Friday’s and were
constantly trying to get me to join them. I finally
decided to take them up on their offer thinking it
would be fun for old times’ sake. Over the hour or so
we drank three or four beers and had some good
conversation with a lot of laughs.
At midnight, I decided it was time for me to leave
and headed out to the parking lot. Wayne, who was
about my age, had been telling me about the new
house he just bought and invited me to come over to
see it before I went home. Considering the number of
beers I had consumed, my judgement was obviously
impaired, and I agreed to follow him to his house
despite the late hour.
He climbed into his car and I got onto my little
250 Yamaha motorcycle to follow him. As we
cruised up I-35, he started horsing around by dropping
back behind me then gunning it to pass me up in a
flash. I decided to follow suit and cranked the throttle
wide open to go screaming past him. I glanced down
at my speedometer to see how fast we were going. I
was doing well over 90 miles per hour which was the
fastest I had ever driven on a motorcycle before.
In my impaired state I made another bad, fateful
decision. I decided to see if I could get her up to 100
mph. I watched my speedometer intently as it steadily
crept up— 97 . . . 98 . . . 99 . . . 100 mph! Woo hoo!
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I looked up and my heart
jumped up into my throat,
taking my breath away.
I looked just in time to
see the road bending off
to the right with the concrete dividing wall curving
out right in front of me. In an instant I envisioned my
impending death as my motorcycle would likely flip
over the wall, throwing me into the oncoming lanes of
traffic. In that same brief instant I had very clear
thoughts of my wife Sheri, my parents, my family and
Wayne— and of being concerned over how my death
was going to affect them.
I immediately tensed up . . . CRASH!!! I side
swiped the wall at 100 mph. Much to my surprise the
bike was still upright. In tensing up, my arms
stiffened, keeping the handle bars and front wheel
from turning into the wall which would have flipped
me over. Unfortunately, the centrifugal force was
holding me tight to the wall as I continued to speed
down the highway. All I could think of at that
moment was to keep the bike upright and get it off the
wall. Wayne told me that while I rode the wall the
sparks off my bike made me look like a comet flying
down the highway.
Finally the wall straightened up enough that I was
no longer pressed into it. I couldn’t believe it; I
survived the wall and was still upright. My joy was
very short-lived though. The clutch handle on the left
side of the handlebars had broken and when I came
off the wall it was freed up to drop down toward the
ground. Being attached to the cable, instead of just
dropping straight down, it swung in a downward arc
entering the spokes of the front wheel effectively
locking it up.
A front wheel locking up doesn’t skid like a back
wheel does. Instead, it bounces. My front end began
to bounce rapidly with each bounce tossing the front
end higher and higher until the entire bike went
airborne. It turned slightly to the right, and I leaned
away from it as the bike struck the ground. This kept
me from flipping over, but it bounced me higher into
the air and turned me to the left. This repeated about

four times going higher and higher until finally the
bike flipped, and I went head over heels onto the
pavement. The bike landed some distance in front of
me (thankfully) and the sparks, now flying past me,
made me feel like I was in the middle of a Fourth of
July fireworks display.
I had been a gymnast and a tumbler in school and
knew enough to tuck and roll to avoid breaking arms
and legs. I landed on my left shoulder balled up into
just such a tuck. Only, because of the speed I was
traveling I just slid like a fast moving bowling ball
down the alley until enough friction started me
rolling. At that speed it was more of a bounce as I
shot up into the air and tumbled about three times
before striking the ground again.
After two or three bounces like this, I got a good
sense of my position and opened up to land on my feet
running. I was still going too fast for my feet to keep
up and I went head over heels again, this time in a
series of fast somersaults. I eventually came up
running again and found myself chasing the bike
down the highway. It finally stopped and I was able
to slow enough to stop next to it so I could reach
down and shut off the engine.
I was in shock and being embarrassed about my
drinking leading to this accident, I didn’t want to face
Sheri. I talked Wayne into taking me to his house for
the night. The shift lever was bent and jammed into
the motor housing making the bike undrivable, so we
pushed it off the road and behind some bushes. I
climbed into Wayne’s car and we went to his house
where I called home to tell Sheri I was going to spend
the night there and would see her in the morning. She
suspected something was up, but I was too goofy to
realize it at the time.
The next morning Wayne took me home. Sheri
took one look at me and informed me we were going
to the emergency room. My left pant leg and the left
side of my shirt were gone along with large portions
of my back at the left shoulder, my left arm and left
leg.
At the hospital the doctors, found no broken bones,
only deep abrasions and a soft tissue injury to my left
arm causing it to swell quite a bit. They gave me
some pain medicine and cleaned the wounds using

what looked like a kitchen sponge with the green
scour pad on one side. They used the scour pad side
to get all the asphalt and road tar out of the wounds. I
remember watching them in awe at the effectiveness
of the pain medicine because it really didn’t hurt.
Sheri told me later that when they first started
cleaning the wounds, I screamed so loud I could be
heard in the next county and they had to give me
another shot of pain medicine. I don’t remember any
of that so just have to take her word for it.
With clean bandages and instructions for wound
care they sent me home. For some reason Sheri
refused to let me drive even though I insisted I felt
just fine. In retrospect, I’m sure her judgement was
better than mine at that time. Sheri got me settled into
bed then called my father and her father, both elders,
to come administer to me.
As a side note, when I was recovered enough, a
friend with a pickup truck drove me out to pick up my
motorcycle. We could see the fresh scratches on the
concrete dividing wall where I first hit it. We stopped
to pick up my bike a little over a quarter mile down
the road from that initial impact.
My foolishness almost caused me serious injury
and even death. After being administered to, I
proceeded to make a quick recovery and was back to
work in about a week to ten days. The Lord truly
blessed me far beyond anything I deserved that day
and I will never understand why He chose to reach
down and protect me from myself as He did.
Over the years I have lost numerous friends and
family to accidents and other unexpected deaths and
find it inexplicable that they were taken while I was
saved. Many of them were far better Christians than
I have ever been. I have to simply accept the fact that
the mysteries of heaven are not for me to know and
trust in God’s perfect plan.
In many ways my life has been similar to the
prodigal son told about in the fifteenth chapter of
Luke. I didn’t come from a wealthy family with a
large inheritance, but our family was rich in the Spirit.
I chose to go my own way though and squandered a
significant portion of my life seeking my own
pleasures.
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While I may have found some semblance of
temporary happiness there was no true joy in my life.
My upbringing saved me as the Lord never left me
alone. When I was finally willing to be still long
enough to listen to His continuous call, I was able to
turn around and begin my journey back to my Lord.

We are saved by grace and God’s forgiveness if we
just repent before Him (John 15:15; 2 Nephi 11:44;
Ephesians 2:8; 2 Nephi 6:48-49).

Through my self-imposed suffering, just like that
of the prodigal son, I have come to a greater
understanding of the ever enduring, merciful and
gracious love of my Heavenly Father. It’s
human nature to wonder why, and to
question the suffering we experience and
witness in this world.

God rejoices with all the heavenly host when we
accept Him and return to the fold (Luke 15:7).

One thing I have learned over the years
is that in my suffering I gain wisdom; and
with greater wisdom I gain greater
understanding; and with understanding I
gain greater knowledge; and with all these
things I find myself drawing closer to God.
I believe there are at least six important
lessons to be learned from the parable of
the prodigal son that reveal God.
1. The father freely gave the
inheritance to his son early because he
loved his son.
We have the promise to be heirs with Christ with
our own inheritance (Romans 8:16-17).
2. The father begged his son not to leave and
grieved his loss because he loved his son.
Christ implores us to follow Him and weeps over
us when we fail (Genesis 7:35-46; John 7:37-38, and
many other scriptures).
3. The son had to choose to come home rather
than being forced to stay because his father loved him
enough to give him his free agency.
Man’s agency is a key element of God’s creation,
established in the beginning and never taken away
(Genesis 7:40; D&C 36:7b).
4. The father accepted his son’s repentance
immediately, rushing to embrace him and receiving
him as his son and not as a servant because he loved
his son.
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5. The father and his entire household rejoiced
and celebrated the return of the son because he loved
his son.

6. The father restored the son’s
inheritance in its entirety because he
loved his son.
We have the promise of eternal life
in His holy presence (1 John 2:24-25;
D&C 12:3b).
I find this analogy to be an
amazingly detailed account of God’s
love for each of us. He gives us our
agency, allows us to make fools of
ourselves, and then forgives all,
receiving us in a loving embrace
when we return to Him and to choose
Him above all else.
Our mortal lives are doomed. We
never know when or why they will
come to an end. But we have our
greatest hope in our spiritual salvation, which rests
upon the condition that we freely choose Christ as our
Savior and, by extension, choose our Heavenly Father
who loves us even in the midst of the weakness of our
flesh.
What a comfort to know that no matter what we
have done, if we repent and humble ourselves we
have the promise that He will restore our spiritual
inheritance—in its entirety. May God continue to
bless us daily.

“I say unto you, that likewise joy shall
be in heaven over one sinner that repenteth,
more than over ninety and nine
just persons, who need no repentance.”
Luke 15:7

Mount Up with Wings
as Eagles
-by Howard Parker, Independence,
Missouri
“But they that wait upon the Lord
shall renew their strength;
they shall mount up with
wings as eagles; they shall run, and not be weary;
and they shall walk, and not faint” (Isaiah 40:31).
With all that’s going on in the world today, I have
been feeling unsettled. I remembered the promise
found in this scripture. A few years back, I did a short
study on eagles, so that I might understand this
scripture better. There are three points that I would
like to call to your attention.
1. Eagles have incredible vision. The human eye
contains 200,000 receptors per millimeter, while an
eagle’s eye has over 1,000,000 in the same area.
Imagine being in the nosebleed seats in Arrowhead
Stadium. We would need binoculars to read the
numbers of the players, while an eagle can focus in on
an individual blade of grass from that distance.
2. Eagles soar to heights unreachable by any other
bird. Pilots of our big airliners have seen eagles flying
at heights over 30,000 feet.

Jesus Loves Me
-by Isabel Stobaugh
One time, my mother told me that when I was
young, she didn’t know if I would live because I was
sick so much the first four years of my life. When I
was three, my sister took me to Sunday school when
I was able to go.
When I was four, I had a very bad case of
pneumonia. The doctor wanted to stay with me until
the crisis passed. He and my mother sat with me
through the night. At three o’clock in the morning, I
sat straight up in bed and sang, “Jesus loves me, this
I know, for the Bible tells me so.” After I was
finished, the doctor told my mother that the crisis had
passed and that I would be fine.
I know Jesus still loves me. He had taken away the
pain when I broke my ankle, my knee twice, and my
hip. I hope I will always be worthy of His love.

“This is my commandment,
That ye love one another, as
I have loved you.”
John 15:12

3. The last interesting point that I would make is
dealing with the determination of first flight. It seems
when the mother feels it’s time for the chicks to take
flight, she “troubles” the nest. This means that she
begins to stir the nest, causing sticks to poke up and
into the nest, making it uncomfortable for the chicks.
At some point, the chicks decide it’s too
uncomfortable to stay, and they decide to try flying.
If they fly, they’re on their own. If they don’t fly,
mother rescues them and allows them to grow and get
stronger, only to trouble the nest again later.

A couple of years ago, I was finally on my own and
wanting to find someone. The pastor of my branch
and his wife convinced me to go out on a blind date
with someone they knew named Tim. I agreed and
they gave him my number. He called, then I didn’t
hear from him for a few months. I figured it wouldn’t
work out and decided to ask God to find me someone.

I see a lot of spiritual worth in this lesson,
particularly in the troubling of the nest. I think we as
individuals and as a church are experiencing the
“troubling of the nest” in this day and time. Is the
Lord encouraging us to fly? My prayer is that we
renew our strength in the Lord and “mount up with
wings as eagles.”

Shortly after that Tim called me again. On June 17,
2017, we went to Super China Buffet for our first
date. We got along really well. Both of us love
dragons and have the same birthday. We ended up
going to a movie after eating, and a year later we were
engaged. On June 22, 2019, I married him and I
haven’t regretted it.

God Found Someone for Me
-by Christina McFee, Parkersburg, West Virginia
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Forgiveness — Finish the Process
-by Connie Smith, Independence, Missouri
On Sunday, November 4, 2018, I headed out to
church for the evening service. It was dark and drizzly
that night with periods of light rain. As I drove, there
was a point where the darkness literally pressed in
around my car. It was so real that I shuddered and
started looking around me to see if there was some
danger present. I saw nothing, but said a prayer asking
God to protect me and proceeded on my drive toward
church.
Just north of the church on H Highway there is an
intersection and a series of three bridges. As I crossed
through the intersection, I heard the loudest bang. My
car swerved sharply to the left, lunging me to the
right. Someone had run into me! I hadn’t even seen a
vehicle. All I knew was that I was in immense pain
and my car was spinning out of control. Spinning and
spinning and spinning … Would it ever stop? I cried
out, “God help me! Help me! Help me!”
Everything happened so fast and yet time moved so
slowly. While I was spinning and in this pain I heard
someone talking to me. I did not realize our used car
had an On Star program in it. A real person was
asking me questions: “Are you hurt? Were you in an
accident? Where are you?”
I said, “I’m hurt. I think my ribs are broken. The
car is spinning. Help me! I’m hurt.” The person said
they had contacted an ambulance/fire department in
my area and help was on the way.
I felt another bang as the car must have hit
something else but it stopped spinning and finally
came to a stop. I was very disoriented, in a lot of pain
and in disbelief that I’d been in an accident. I looked
around me. Only the side or “curtain” air bags had
deployed. Outside I could see a sign pole in front of
the car.
Someone was knocking on my window and I
managed to get it down. The local neighbors had
heard the bang and came running to assist anyone that
needed help. Here was this kind man, lifting the
curtain air bag and reassuring me that help was on the
way and that he would stay with me. It was very
comforting and I was grateful.
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After a few minutes a couple of other people were
there. One was the man who had run into me. He
didn’t come close to the car but stood several feet
away. He was asking if I was okay. As I raised the
curtain and looked out into the night, I could see him.
He was shook up and all of his body language told me
he was very downcast. I think he was afraid he’d
killed me.
I found out later he was in a big Ford 250 truck.
After he hit me, he went through the intersection then
lost control of his truck, plowing through someone’s
fencing, crossing their driveway and smacking into a
blue spruce tree, snapping it in two.
A fire truck, an ambulance, and the police arrived
shortly. I realized my car was still in gear and put it in
park. Someone asked if anyone had called my
husband, Ken. Paramedics were checking to see if I
could walk. Yes, I could. With help, I got out of the
car and walked to the ambulance. Someone retrieved
my purse. Looking out the back of the ambulance I
got my first look at my car. The passenger side from
the back door to the rear of the car was all smashed in,
windows gone…totaled.

I had no broken bones, just lots of bruising, tight
muscles, pain and an undiagnosed concussion. A
couple of days later I posted a couple of pictures of
the wrecked car. The fire chief (Kenny Beal) posted
about my accident. He said he has seen many similar
types of wrecks. He said, “If you had been hit one to
two feet closer to the front, the truck would have
climbed up the car and over it or stayed on top of it.
The outcome would have been completely different
and you would not have gotten out.”

saw this man’s downcast visage and heard the fear
and pain in his voice, my heart began to soften toward
him. But I was in so much pain I couldn’t deal with
my emotions and feelings toward him at that time.
Two days later I thought of him again. Who was this
careless person anyway?
My husband had obtained a copy of the accident
report and the man’s name and address were on it. I
looked him up on Facebook. There, right in front of
my eyes, was this happy man who appeared to love
hunting. There were pictures of his beautiful family,
a wife and two beautiful little red headed children. He
was your average man trying to raise a family and
enjoy life. I forgave him right then. I prayed that God
would help him through all of this. He didn’t post
about the accident, but had sent out a plea for prayer
to his friends.
A couple of weeks later I shared my testimony
about the accident and God’s protection. A few days
later I received a letter from one of the ladies who
attends church with me and had heard my testimony.
In the letter she felt prompted to tell me to forgive the
man who had caused the accident and to let him know
it. I was confused as I had already forgiven him, but
the thought to release him or let him know I’d
forgiven him had never crossed my mind.

The above arrows are pointing to tread marks left
by the truck’s tire as it had done just that—started to
climb my car. My car had spun out from under the
truck.
Immediately after the accident, once I was home,
the thought of my prayer that night came back to me,
“God, please protect me.” I questioned God why I had
been in an accident when I had prayed for protection.
However, after reading Kenny’s post about what
could have happened, and seeing the pictures with the
tires tracks going up the car and then turning over the
wheel well, the bigger picture came into view and also
a bigger purpose or lesson to learn. Had God protected
me? Yes, from certain death.
Also, I was angry—angry that I was in an accident,
that someone would be so careless, and that I was
hurt. What kind of a person would be flying down the
road on a dark, rainy night and miss a clearly marked
intersection? However, even at the accident, when I

I talked to my husband about this. He said,
“Forgiveness is a process. Maybe you need to
complete the process by reaching out to this man.” As
I pondered and prayed about this for the next two or
three weeks the thought, “Finish the process,” came to
me over and over.
On December 19 (about six weeks after the
accident) I sent a personal message via Facebook to
the man who had run into my car. I’d like to quote the
message as I feel very strongly that this is the heart of
the lesson God was teaching me through this
experience:
This is Connie Smith. We met at Pink Hill and
H Hwy on November 4th. It occurred to me a
couple of weeks ago that you might need to
know I harbor no anger or ill will toward you.
The night of the accident was unfortunate and
very painful and I was in shock. I did appreciate
that you walked down to my car and checked on
me. When I saw you turn and start to walk away
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you were very downcast in your countenance.
Even in my pain, it caused me to have
compassion on you. I looked you up on
Facebook a few days later and saw your
beautiful family and a post for prayers. Please
know that I forgive you completely. I hope
you are well. It was hard to drive past the
place of the accident at first but now I look at
it as a place where God saved both of us. A
place where angels dwell. Have a Merry
Christmas. Connie Smith
This is also important. Here is his reply:
Wow! Thank you very much for this message.
Not a day has gone by that I have not thought
of you and that night. I am extremely happy to
hear you are okay and your forgiveness! It all
happened so fast from beginning to the end. I
did not even get your name or any information.
I’m truly sorry for everything and for the pain I
have caused. So much had been going on within
my family…I’m so sorry. I have felt horrible!
I do agree with you and believe God had his
hand on us! I am very thankful for that. I hope
you have a Merry Christmas and a Happy New
Year as well. Again, thank you for reaching
out to me and all of your kind words. (Bold
emphasis added by me.)
There you have it—freedom from guilt. That is
what finishing the process of forgiveness can do. It’s
part of God’s saving grace. God saved me from
certain death the night of the accident. God saved the
man who hit me from a life of guilt and shame and
perhaps a prison sentence. Who knows what he
would have experienced had I not been okay. He can
now have freedom from guilt and anguish of heart. It
was healing for both him and me. My heart is filled
with praise and thanksgiving at remembering the
blessings he and I received through this experience.
God can and does take our sorrows, our pain, our hurt,
our anger, and carry us through, making beauty out of
ashes.
Isn’t this what Christ died for? So we could be
forgiven? So we could have freedom from guilt and
anguish of heart and be cleansed from all stain of sin
and sorrow? Is there someone you need to “finish the
process of forgiveness” with? Do you need to extend
to others what you have received through Christ?
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God Will Take
Care of You
-by Francis Harper, Woodbine, Iowa
After being invited to preach and teach at the 2019
Temple Grove Reunion held near Transfer,
Pennsylvania, I struggled with the decision on how I
would travel there. Should I drive or buy a plane
ticket? If I went by air, it would inconvenience those
who would be needed to transport me to and from the
terminals. If I drove, I felt I should not travel the
distance without an alternate driver.
At the 2019 Elders’ Conference, I met Bob
Dickson, who told me he would be going to
Pittsburgh and would also be attending the Temple
Grove Reunion. He said the airport was north of the
city and he would pick me up as they passed by. I had
no doubt that I should travel by air.
My itinerary routed me from Omaha to Houston,
and then from Houston to Pittsburgh. When I
informed Bob of my arrival time at Pittsburgh, he told
me his daughter, Julie, who lives in Houston, would
be coming to Pittsburgh on the same flight with me.
Although I had never met Julie, she was the first
person I met upon my arrival at Houston. I said, “Are
you flying to Pittsburgh?” We took the last two seats
on the plane and had a wonderful visit as we traveled
toward Temple Grove. The Lord is the best travel
agent.
During the previous week, I had attended the
Woodbine Reunion. While there, my leather belt had
nearly broken. It was being held together by threads!
I had been unable to buy a replacement due to the
scarcity of time. After my arrival at Temple Grove,
another brother, unaware of my predicament asked,
“We are going to Wal-Mart. Do you need anything we
can purchase for you?”
I said, “Yes, I need a new belt, size 35.” The belt
was obtained, but they refused my offer to pay for it.
God knows our needs and provides.

A Blessing of

Protection and Guidance
-by Edwin Lee Geiersbach, Oak Grove, Missouri
Some time ago, I called my daughter Cheryl on a
Sunday and asked her to share her testimony of her
appendicitis operation which was some fifty years
ago. Her memory of the details of this experience is
very good as it had a profound effect on her becoming
a nurse for fourteen years and then going on to
become a doctor. She believes God has been involved
all the way.
The people in this testimony are primarily my
oldest daughter Cheryl, my first wife Alice, myself,
the doctor, and of course the God of heaven and earth.
The scene was our home in Michigan, where Cheryl
became ill with a high temperature which caused her
to tremble almost to convulsions. She was ten years
old.
The day was a Wednesday I believe. With great
concern, I scooped up Cheryl along with the blanket
she was covered with, and we started toward the
hospital. But first, we stopped at our church for the
laying on of hands by the elders in administration for
her.
Cheryl was admitted to the hospital. The admitting
doctor had a problem determining what was causing
her high temperature. A lack of additional discomfort
when Cheryl’s tummy was pressed during the exam
indicated there was something other than appendicitis.
Because of the consistent high temperature, the
doctor considered the possibility of a kidney infection.
That diagnosis was questioned, too, by a second
doctor now on this case, as the conditions didn’t fit a
kidney infection either. Cheryl’s temperature was 105
which caused Alice and I to take turns bathing
Cheryl’s forehead, face and neck with water mixed
with alcohol to keep her brain from getting fried.
After the second or third day in the hospital the
doctors decided to operate and made the experimental
incision near Cheryl’s naval. The incision was not
where one would expect for an appendicitis operation.
The doctors were surprised to find the problem was
indeed appendicitis.

The lack of additional pain with pressure on that
area of her abdomen was explained when during the
operation they found that her appendix was behind her
bowel which cushioned it from the pressure. Upon
removing the appendix, it was placed in a container,
where it burst. They called it a hot appendicitis.
After a few more days in the hospital for recovery,
Cheryl was able to walk down the hall where the
nursery happened to be located. Viewing the newborn
babies while in the hospital for her operation became
an important factor to her future, as it made her
desirous to become a pediatric doctor.
We believe that the administration
by the elders at the Church on our way
to the hospital provided the blessing
of protecting Cheryl’s appendix
from rupturing before removal.
To this day, Cheryl remembers
her blessing by God during
this experience, and it helped
her decide what her life’s work
would be—in the medical field,
first as a nurse, then as a pediatric doctor.

“Keep yourselves
in the love of God,
looking for the mercy of our
Lord Jesus Christ unto eternal life.”
Jude 1:21

God Hears Prayers
-by Virgil Telljohann II, Lima, Ohio
At the 2018 Temple Grove Reunion in Transfer,
Pennsylvania, the children surrounded a man in a
wheelchair, knelt on their knees, and prayed for him.
I saw him at the 2019 Restoration Branch Family
Reunion in Independence, and he was walking with a
cane. Praise the Lord! He said, “Remember me?”
He also came to the 2019 Temple Grove Reunion
to thank everyone for their prayers.
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Always Choose the Lord’s Work
-by John Henderson
At home, I returned to work. One evening about
six weeks later I received another call from Chicago.
They said, basically, “We are closing down that
division, so you are terminated.”
Almost immediately, I received a call from a
regional manager in Sacramento saying, “Don’t worry
about the other call. We are transferring you and two
others across the country to another division and in
this division you can expect to receive about $50,000
a year.”
Looking back at my life, I see how God was always
working on my behalf. I was being blessed, but at the
same time, God was testing me by having me prove
my commitment at major junctions of my life. I would
like to tell of some long-term work the Lord was
doing in the background that was setting me up for a
major decision in my life. I never realized it until
preparatory events reached their climax and I was
faced with the decisions and had to make choices that
would test my commitment and change my life.
In the early 1970s, I had been working for a couple
of years as one of three hundred-thirty traveling sales
representatives for Bell and Howell. I enjoyed the
work partly because I had many special spots such as
city parks, ocean view points, etc. where I always
stopped for private worship.
One evening I got a call from company
headquarters saying, “We have a reservation on a red
carpet flight out of Portland to Chicago for you
tomorrow morning. Be on it.” It truly was a red carpet
flight—a DC 10 with only about six passengers.
At a banquet held at the Hyatt Regency Hotel I
expected to see a crowd of over three hundred, but
there were only about forty—thirty sales reps and a
team from management. The message we received
was that the company was reorganizing. All the
missing reps had been terminated and we who
remained were to be the nucleolus of a new sales
program. I returned home thanking God that I had
been so blessed as to be saved as one of the select
thirty. At this point I didn’t realize the Lord was
setting me up for another significant decision.
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This was a substantial increase for me, because in
those years a reasonably good working person’s salary
was about $20,000. “My, the Lord is sure blessing
me,” I thought. I still didn’t realize God was setting
me up for a decision.
While this was going on in my business life, I was
still active in the Church, considering this to be my
major calling. I became very sick while in Redding,
California, and my wife Lilli drove me toward home.
We stopped at a motel in Yreka. We found the
number for the pastor at the RLDS mission and called.
He told us Eddie Butterworth was to be the speaker
there the next morning. I had never met Eddie but I
had long wanted to, so I struggled to be in church the
next day.
Lilli asked Eddie to administer to me. Both he and
Brother Swain, the pastor, administered, and the
administration was much like a patriarchal blessing.
In the blessing I was given to know that I was to be
the next district president in my district. I didn’t want
that because I had served in that office previously, and
now I was very comfortable with beginning my new
$50,000 job. I was sure I could not do both that and
the district presidency properly. I didn’t tell anyone
about the prophecy.
I went to district conference held three weeks later.
I sat quietly while five men were nominated ahead of
me knowing what the outcome would be. At this point
I clearly saw that I had been set up by the Lord either
to choose turning down the Lord’s work in the district
or forfeiting the money job. So I was not surprised
when soon I was terminated without ever receiving a
first check from the new job. They said it was because

my production was down and because I refused to
work Sundays to bring it up.

with a chemical which keep them burning no matter
how hard one blows on them.

I needed a job where I would be close to home to
do the district work properly and began searching.
Employers who had previously tried to recruit me now
refused. Nothing seemed available; all doors were
closed. Finally the employment office mentioned that
the hospital had an opening for a maintenance man so
I applied. I was offered the job at minimum wages
$3.30 per hour.

Christ is called the light of the world. Nevertheless, over the years people have tried their utmost
to extinguish His light. First, they nailed Him to a
cross. But He arose from the dead and showed
Himself to many people in Israel and later to the
inhabitants of ancient America.

I went home and told Lilli that I had accepted a
minimum wage job. She replied, “That’s okay. Our
tithing is paid up and it will be all right.” I received
five pay raises that year. Most importantly, for three
years the work put me into every corner of the
hospital from the boiler room to systems above the
ceilings until I knew the hospital intimately. I made it
a practice and pleasure to go to the chapel for half an
hour worship every noon. The staff learned that if
need at that time they would find me there.
I think the Lord gave me this three-year orientation
to prepare me because at the end of that time, the
hospital director of plant services left for other
reasons, and I was given the position. It did not pay as
much as the work I had given up, but because I did
not have all the travel expense of the Bell and Howell
work, I now took home more and enjoyed the work. I
praised God and thanked Him for helping me make
the right decisions and leading me to this place.

During the course of human events, many have
tried to extinguish the light of Christ from the earth.
Wars have been fought for the purpose of
overthrowing and extinguishing this light. For
decades, Russian communism provided no room for
Christ in their society as they attempted to totally
eradicate that light from the earth. But they were
unsuccessful. No matter what evil men have devised,
Christ’s great spiritual light has always flared up
again, brighter than ever, impossible to extinguish.
Today there is a movement in our great country of
the USA dedicated to extinguishing the light of
Christ. They have tried to ban this Light from public
schools, where no one is to mention the Lord’s name.
Attempts are being made to eradicate God from the
pledge of allegiance. Prayer is forbidden before school
football games. The ten commandments cannot be
displayed inside a court building.
All of this might frighten or discourage us. Will
evil men succeed this time in eradicating the light of
Christ from our society?
Not if we keep the faith. Just as the light of Christ
has always flared up brighter than ever in past times
of darkness, so it will in the future also. Like those
candles on the birthday cake, it will not go out.

The Light
-by Edgar Pillsbury
Ever attend a birthday party which featured a cake
topped by trick candles which cannot be
extinguished? The honored guest attempts to blow
them out, and the little flames flicker, almost going
out, but somehow manage to flare up again. The
birthday guest tries again to blow out the candles, only
to achieve the same results, much to the merriment of
those assembled. The flames simply cannot be
extinguished, because the candles have been treated

Years ago, someone wrote a book titled, The Light
That Failed. It could not be referring to the light of
Christ, because that never has and never will fail. It
will always be there to guide us onward to Zion and to
celestial glory. Be guided by the Light of Christ. It
will never fail.
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God is Always Good
-by Janet Williams, Grain Valley, Missouri
From the end of October through the second week
of November 2019, I was very ill. I rarely got out of
bed and was in a lot of pain. I ran fevers with chills
for almost a week. Being in bed all that time, I had
lots of time to pray and think.
One particular time, I was praying for my family.
It struck me that most of my family members have
very little joy, including myself. I was very sad about
this and was imploring my Heavenly Father with tears
on our behalf.
A couple days later, I awoke with the hymn Joyful,
Joyful, We Adore Thee singing in my mind. It wasn’t
that I had heard the song recently or had even been
thinking along those lines at all. I didn’t fully
understand what the Lord was trying to tell me. I was,
however, elated to know that He heard my pleas and
wanted me to know it.
Joyful, joyful, we adore thee,
God of glory, Lord of love;
Hearts unfold like flow’rs before thee,
Hail thee as the sun above.
Melt the clouds of sin and sadness;
Drive the dark of doubt away;
Giver of immortal gladness,
Fill us with the light of day!
All Thy works with joy surround Thee,
Earth and heav’n reflect thy rays,
Stars and angels sing around thee,
Center of unbroken praise;
Field and forest, vale and mountain,
Blossoming meadow, flashing sea,
Chanting bird and flowing fountain
Call us to rejoice in thee.
Thou art giving and forgiving,
Ever blessing, ever blest,
Wellspring of the joy of living,
Ocean depth of happy rest!
Thou our Father, Christ, our brother–
All who live in love are thine;
Teach us how to love each other,
Lift us to the Joy Divine.
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Mortals, join the mighty chorus,
Which the morning stars began;
Father-love is reigning o’er us,
Brother-love binds man to man.
Ever singing, march we onward,
Victors in the midst of strife,
Joyful music lifts us sunward
In the triumph song of life.
Before I fell ill, I had scheduled an appointment to
get two new tires installed on my car. My two rear
tires were very nearly slick. With bad weather
arriving, I knew I had better get them replaced soon.
I was given a quote for the tires and installation to
cost $149.34 or more.
I was extremely ill the day before the appointment,
and rescheduled it for a couple days later, hoping I
would be well by then. The day before the
rescheduled appointment I was still very ill and again
rescheduled the appointment. I was feeling somewhat
better when the time for the third appointment came.
I really didn’t want to get out because it was cold and
precipitating a bit and I still felt wimpy, but I decided
to be brave and get the tires put on that day. It was
especially important to me because I needed to give
three piano lessons that evening, including driving to
a student’s house with a long steep driveway over
roads that don’t get cleared well. I had resolved not to
try to tackle it with bad tires.
I arrived at the service station, gave the man behind
the desk my car keys, and sat down to wait for the tire
installation. A bit later, the man came to me and said
they had neglected to order the tires I needed. That
meant no new tires for my car that day. I was quite
upset, as they had obviously had plenty of time to
order the tires because I had rescheduled my
appointment twice!
He was, of course, apologetic and offered to give
me a $20 discount because of their mistake. That was
hardly a drop in the bucket to the money I was going
to lose that evening, having to cancel my piano
students’ lessons for the bad weather. However, I
wasn’t rude and he assured me the tires would be
ordered the next day.

I went back the day after they were ordered, having
been notified that the tires were in. I waited quite a
while after giving the man at the desk my keys. I
thought, “The tires must be close to being installed by
now.” Then, the man came toward me and said there
was a problem. I’m not sure of the exact issue, but it
had to do with two lug studs being cross-threaded.
The man said they didn’t think they could get them off
without breaking the hub.
I had no idea what to do. I called a friend, who
advised me to tell them to go ahead because the hub
is made of galvanized steel or something. (I don’t
speak “car parts,” so didn’t understand completely.)
I didn’t know what else to do, so I told the man to go
ahead and try it. I also told him I was going to be
praying. I sat there praying constantly while I was
waiting. I have a very limited income and there was
no way I could afford any extra costs. I was already
scraping the bottom of the barrel to have the money to
get the tires put on.
After a long wait, the man returned and told me
they were able to save the hub. I responded by saying,
“God is good!”
The man said, “Yes, He is!”
They had to re-thread the hub and replace three lug
studs. One lug stud was missing on the other hub. Of
course, that meant extra charges. He graciously said
they weren’t charging me for the labor on the lug
studs, only for the lug studs that were replaced, since
there was the mix-up on ordering the tires. However,
he told me the total was going to be over $160. I
didn’t have that much!
I asked him to explain the charges again. After the
second explanation, I realized that the $20 discount
had not been included in the figures. I pointed that out
to him and he gladly deducted the $20 because he had
forgotten to do it the first time. The grand total was
then $144.76. You’ll notice that amount is actually
less than my original quote!
This was a very stressful
experience for me. I could’ve
saved myself a lot of
anx iety if I would
have just remembered
that God is always
in control and that
God is always good.

Two Families
-by Dorothy Dalton Independence, Missouri
I was born and raised in Parkersburg, West
Virginia. My home and my church were there. Our
region consisted of ten branches and one group (with
no priesthood). We were a very close church family.
We met together each month at a different branch. If
anybody needed help with anything, the branches
came together to get it done. God called me to gather
to Independence on September 24, 2018, which meant
I needed to leave this family in West Virginia behind.
This year, I was blessed to be able to attend the
women/youth retreat in Parkersburg, West Virginia on
April 13 and be with some of my family there. At the
Restoration Branch Family Reunion in Independence
in June, I was excited to see a few of them there.
However, the big reunion came in August when our
reunion was held at Temple Grove in Transfer,
Pennsylvania.
The final count at the Temple Grove Reunion was
one hundred thirty men, women, teens, and children.
It was a wonderful reunion. Christ’s Spirit was felt all
over the campground with all the activities. The choir
was beautiful with the harmonizing and the Spirit in
the singing. When the whole room sang, the words
echoed as if it were coming from the heavens. The
songs kept ringing in my ears all the way home and
even now.
The campgrounds were beautiful with the different
colors of green from the grass and the trees. The huge
lake was still and calm, and as you looked upon it you
could feel the peace of God. I love to watch the
clouds. The beauty of the blue sky and the white
clouds brings joy to my heart. As I stood on the porch
of the sanctuary looking at all the beauty, I could feel
the Spirit of the Lord there with me. There was so
much love from God flowing through everyone. I left
the reunion feeling renewed.
I told my friends there that I have two
families—one there and one in Independence. When
I attended church Sunday morning at the Missionary
Branch, Brian Mundy met me with open arms and
said, “Welcome home.” I told him I had two
families—one I visit in West Virginia, and one I
belong to now. God has truly blessed me.
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The Truth of the Book of Mormon
-by Pat Chadwick, Oak Grove, Missouri
“And when ye shall receive these things, I would exhort you that ye would ask
God, the eternal Father, in the name of Christ, if these things are not true; And if ye
shall ask with a sincere heart, with real intent, having faith in Christ, he will manifest the
truth of it unto you, by the power of the Holy Ghost; and by the power of the Holy Ghost, ye may know the truth
of all things” (Moroni 10:4-5).
I can remember a testimony by Grandmother
Sherman to the divinity of the Book of Mormon and
how the Spirit bore witness to her of its truth. She
testified that after she read it she held it in her hands
and knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that it was true.
She also spoke about a young man who had come
to their home with one of her sons as a guest. He saw
her Book of Mormon lying on the table and picked it
up and ridiculed it. This upset her, and she tried to tell
him her wonderful testimony of its truth and how it
was a second witness of Jesus Christ, but he would
not listen.
After he left she again picked up her Book of
Mormon and once more had the experience that it was
true. Grandma was also made aware that this young
man’s mind was closed to the truth, and he did not
want to know if the book was true.
I always believed that the book was true, because
of Grandma Sherman’s testimony, but did not have
my own witness. When I was in my mid-twenties, my
husband and I decided to get our patriarchal blessings.
In preparation I decided to read the Book of Mormon
completely through for the first time.
I did read it, but not without a struggle. I would
nod off while reading and often had to re-read part of
what I read the day before because I had lost the story
line. I struggled through and finally finished it. When
I received my blessing, I was told that my preparation
had been pleasing to the Lord, but I did not have an
experience of its truth.
Some time went by and then because of a Book of
Mormon class at church I decided that I would read it
again. I started reading with a fuller intent and with
prayer. The book just came alive for me. I read far
ahead of the class and could not put it down. I had two
daughters at that time and they were little and I could
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hardly wait to get them down for naps so I could read
the book. It was exciting and interesting and I read it
every chance I got, even late into the night at times.
One afternoon I had put the girls down for naps
and was reading in Moroni 10:3-5 where the promise
is given that if a person “shall ask with a sincere
heart, with real intent, having faith in Christ, he will
manifest the truth of it unto you by the power of the
Holy Ghost.”
As I read those words, the book seemed to burn in
my hands. The bedroom where I was reading was not
very warm on that cold winter afternoon, but suddenly
it filled up with amazing warmth and my heart did as
well. I held that book in my hands and I knew it was
true.
To this day you could stand me up against a wall
and say refute it or be shot, and I would have to be
shot. I could never refute the truth of the Book of
Mormon. It is true and the Holy Spirit did bear
witness to me of its truth.
Not only did I know it was true, but I knew that if
you took a trunk and piled it to overflowing with all
kinds of gold, silver, and precious jewels—even to
where it overflowed until it filled the whole bedroom—that all of that was nothing compared to the
value of the Book
of Mormon. The
book is valuable
beyond earthly
measure for it
is true and bears
witness of Jesus
Christ and
con t ai n s H i s
words—words of
truth and light to all
generations.

Take My Hand
Take my hand dear Jesus,
Lead me all the way.
Take my hand dear Jesus,
Teach me how to pray.
Teach me how to love Thee,
Be near me night and day.
Take my hand dear Jesus,
Lead me all the way.
Help me to remember,
What you did for me.
Teach me how to worship,
Teach me how to see.
Teach me to be loving,
Give me faith to know.
God the Eternal Father,
Show me the road to go.
Take my hand dear Jesus,
Lead me all the way.
Heaven’s gate keep open,
For me some glorious day.
–Lillian Denton
(submitted by Regena Denton, daughter)

How God
Protected
Me
-by Dennis Heater, Oak Grove, Missouri
It was around 1993 when I was living in Blue
Springs when my life was spared by the Lord. I had a
12 x 16 workshop/storage shed in the back yard. It
was a portable shed, put on skids so it could be moved
because it was over the utility lines buried in the back
yard. I didn’t wire it direct with electricity; I had a
heavy duty extension cord running from the outside
receptacle on the house.
On this particular day, it had rained, but the rain
had stopped and the sun had come out. I was sanding
a piece of wood with a hand sander. All of a sudden
there was a bolt of lightning that struck the corner of
the shop and took a chunk of wood out and went
through the receptacle I was using. It knocked me to
the floor.
I laid there awhile before I got up and staggered to
the front double doors. The neighbor was on her deck
and saw me come to the door. She had heard it hit
and had called 911. She asked if I was okay. I said,
“I think so,” but I was a little stunned.
The fire truck, along with an ambulance, showed
up. They checked me over and said I was okay. The
fire department was checking the corner of the shed
where the lightning hit. It blew out every receptacle
in the shop, burned a hole in the extension cord
halfway to the house, blew out the outside receptacle
on the house, and took out the microwave and our
television. The fire department checked for hot spots
in the walls of the house for any smoldering fire; there
were none.
I was told the reason I wasn’t hurt any worse was
because the sander I was using was double insulated.
Oh, by the way, the sander was not damaged. All I
had to do was put a new plug back in to replace the
receptacles in the shop, and buy a new extension cord,
microwave, and TV. It could have been a lot worse.
I thank the Lord for His protection.
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Press Toward the Mark
-by Ed Story, Oak Grove, Missouri
Having been brought up on a farm, I learned how
to plow a field for the very first time as a young boy.
My father showed me how to lay out the field in
sections and how to find landmarks to go by to make
my first straight furrow. For the landmark, we would
choose something at the farther side of the field,
usually a pole or staff bearing some sort of a flag.
Dad told me to keep my eyes steadily upon this
landmark and drive directly toward it to secure a
straight furrow. If I began to look back over my
shoulder every few seconds then the furrow started to
become crooked. And if the first furrow is crooked,
all succeeding ones will be crooked. These crooked
furrows sometimes may be seen after the grain is
sown and has grown up. Sometimes they can be
discerned even after the harvest. The only way to get
rid of crooked furrows is to do the work all over and
do it right.
Thus it is with the crooked furrows that we make
in life. Unless they are corrected and our “first works”
are done over again, the crooked furrows will be
repeated and visible all of our lives. They may even
appear after the harvest, on the other side of the
resurrection, as a monument to the folly of those who
have attempted to follow Jesus while looking back at
the world.
In passing, we might note that in order to strike a
true furrow the farmer must select a stable and reliable
landmark. We have heard of one who tried to strike
his furrow by an old horse that was feeding on the
farther side of the field. But the horse did not stand
still. He kept moving, and the result may be
imagined.
The world is full of crooked furrows made by those
who are following changeable and uncertain guides,
following the world with its fickle and passing
fashions that change with every changing, or following human guides with their whims and notions. We
have but to scan the history of the Church during the
“dark and cloudy day” to see the results of following
the erratic wanderings of irresponsible or corrupt
leaders. But our God has set up an ensign—
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fixed and unchangeable—by which we can shape our
course.
“And Jesus said unto him, No man having put his
hand to the plough, and looking back, is fit for the
kingdom of God” (Luke 9:62). What did Jesus mean
by the term “looking back”? Evidently we are not
forbidden to look back over our past experiences, for
that is something which can be done with profit. But
there are those who make the mistake of trying to live
in the past to the exclusion of activity and blessing in
the present.
It is impossible for us to reconstruct the past. The
writer looks back to his boyhood days and sometimes
wishes that he might live one of them over again. But
it cannot be. We may wish until we are gray-haired,
but time will not turn backward a single moment.
Even if we could become young again, past scenes are
forever closed.
Before everyone who is born into the world, God
opens the bright avenues of youth and says, “Come
in!” But when we reach manhood and try to wander
back again, we come to an impassable barrier where
it is written, “Keep out.” It is an impressive thought
that we cannot actually reconstruct and live over a
single day of the past. We cannot reenact a single
event just as it occurred. The past is forever closed,
except to the spirit-like excursions of memory. We
must live today and use today. We are journeying
toward the future, not towards the past.
So we feel that those Saints are in error who
lament the present and talk constantly about the good
times they used to have fifty years ago, or twenty

years ago, or perhaps only five years ago. They say
they do not have as good times as they used to have.
They do not have such spiritual prayer meetings.
They do not have such good sermons, nor such
wonderful blessings. What is the trouble? Others are
having a good time now! Others are having spiritual
meetings! Others are enjoying the preaching services!
God is blessing others with healing and many
marvelous manifestations! What is the trouble?
Those people who are having a good time in the
Church now are the ones who are busy now. Those
people who are not having a good time are, as a rule,
not at work. They used to be active. And in those
days they had their good times.
What is the moral? Get busy! If we would be
happy we must be active. If we will not be active, we
must pay the penalty and be miserable. It is a clear
proposition. Why hesitate about the choice? Get to
work and press forward. Live now. Do not live in the
past. God is willing to bless now. Meet Him halfway. Paul resolved that he would not sigh and lament.
He would not try to live in the past. He would not
look back. This is what Paul tells us: “This one thing
I do, forgetting those things which are behind, and
reaching forth unto those things which are before, I
press toward the mark for the prize of the high calling
of God in Christ Jesus” (Philippians 3:13-14)
How much better this is than the policy that is
sometimes pursued. When Moses came down out of
Midian, he found the Israelites slaves. They were
scourged to their heavy toil all day long and so poorly
fed that they had not vitality enough to resist. He led
them out of bondage and struck a course toward the
Promised Land. But they were scarcely out of sight of
Egypt before they began to lament and look back.
They reproached Moses for having brought them out
into the desert to die and said, “We remember the fish,
which we did eat in Egypt freely; the cucumbers, and
the melons, and the leeks, and the onions, and the
garlic” (Numbers 11:5).
At the very time when they should have looked
forward, they were looking backward. Do we as
Latter Day Saints ever make that mistake? God has
set us free under the gospel law, under the rule, “And
ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall make you
free” (John 8:32). Do we press forward in the
redemption of Zion? Or do we pause and lament?

This was what Jesus had in mind. He was
speaking about those who start out to serve Him, put
their hand to the plow, as He expressed it, and soon
repent of their choice or become discouraged, and
begin to look back. Such, He says, are not worthy of
the kingdom of God. Let us not make this mistake.
Let us take fresh courage and press on, our eyes
upon the standard, and then our furrows will be
straight and our work acceptable. May the Lord bless
us in our work that it is guided by His hand upon the
plow that our furrows will run straight and deep and
we never take our eyes off of the marker at the end of
the field when our day is done. May God continue to
abide with us in our labors.

O, the Deep, Deep Love of Jesus
O the deep, deep love of Jesus,
Vast, unmeasured, boundless, free!
Rolling as a mighty ocean in its fullness over me!
Underneath me, all around me,
Is the current of Thy love
Leading onward, leading homeward
To Thy glorious rest above!
O the deep, deep love of Jesus,
Spread His praise from shore to shore!
How He loveth, ever loveth,
Changeth never, nevermore!
How He watches o’er His loved ones,
Died to call them all His own;
How for them He intercedeth,
Watcheth o’er them from the throne!
O the deep, deep love of Jesus,
Love of every love the best!
’Tis an ocean full of blessing,
’Tis a haven giving rest!
O the deep, deep love of Jesus,
’Tis a heaven of heavens to me;
And it lifts me up to glory,
For it lifts me up to Thee!
–S. Trevor Francis
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The Harvest Time
-by W. V. (Bill) Davies Evangelist
“Behold, the field is white already to harvest; therefore, whoso desireth to reap, let him
thrust in his sickle with his might” (Doctrine and Covenants 1l:2a).
As I rode slowly across this land of Saskatchewan,
Canada, in the bright sunlight of autumn, I marveled
at the beauty. There was a chill in the air gently
reminding me that the summer was gone, and the
harvest was over. These were the magic months of
September and October when we would gather in the
sheaves. There was a great calm now that the harvest
was over. Joy filled the hearts of the people because
their granaries were full and bursting out. The harvest
was truly plenteous. “Then said he unto his disciples,
The harvest truly is plenteous, but the laborers are
few” (Matthew 9:43).
The stalks had been gathered into the threshing
machine, and now great piles of straw, thirty feet high,
covered the land. It was a wonderful time of the year.
And there, beside this great pile of golden straw, was
the granary filled with wheat. There was also a pile of
weed seeds, for truly the tares had been separated
from the wheat.

of the grain. It seemed to linger in the air. There was
a great, white moon shining in the eastern sky turning
the night into a fairyland. As I stopped to listen to the
sounds of the night, as I had done many times before,
a feeling of nostalgia swept over me. The call of the
geese in the distance and the lonely cry of the coyote
were like no music ever written. They could touch me
with a feeling that no one could duplicate. “It’s so
beautiful,” I thought, “so peaceful.”
I would cover the moon with my hand until I could
see the stars, thousands of them, millions beyond
counting, yet each one placed in the firmament by the
hand of our Heavenly Father. Everywhere I looked I
saw His work, I felt His presence, His peace. I never
realized then, that this was God’s way of speaking to
me. No wonder Elizabeth Barrett Browning wrote:
“Earth is crammed with Heaven, and every common
bush afire with God, and only he who sees takes off
his shoes.”
All these magical feelings, touching the depth of
our being are God’s wonderful love for us. No
wonder Paul wrote, “Eye hath not seen, nor ear
heard, neither have entered into the heart of man, the
things which God hath prepared for them that love
him” (1 Corinthians 2:9).

There was a sense of finality to all this. The fields
lay there abandoned. There was no activity now.
They lay there exhausted as though they were resting
from all their labors. After a summer of fighting
invading weeds, the hot sun, the frying wind, and the
pestilence, they had hung on and given us a harvest.
God seems to have set the stage for all seasons, for the
harvest is truly His. Let us hang on, through the
drought, hot summer’s heat, and the pestilence, so we
can say with Paul, “I have fought a good fight, I have
finished my course” (2 Timothy 4:7).
One night during harvest, as I rode across this land
of lakes, wheat, and cattle, I could smell the threshing
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Dear Saints, the Lord is crying unto us. Jeremiah
6:10 says, “To whom shall I speak, and give warning,
that they may hear? Behold, their ear is uncircumcised, and they cannot hearken; behold, the
word of the Lord is unto them a reproach; they have
no delight in it.”
In the Doctrine and Covenants, Section 45:la-b, we
read, “Hearken, O ye people of my church, to whom
the kingdom has been given, hearken ye, and give ear
to Him who laid the foundation of the earth, who
made the heavens and all the hosts thereof, and by
whom all things were made which live and move and
have a being. And again I say, Hearken unto my
voice, lest death shall overtake you; in an hour when

ye think not, the summer shall be past, and the harvest
ended, and your souls not saved.”
One night in September 1989, I awoke and saw a
big, red cross in the sky. I looked at this cross for
many minutes. I could see the Saints by the light of
the cross, stretching from the earth up to the cross,
singing songs of the Restoration. I saw some Saints
look around and slip away in the darkness. They
never returned. I even saw one sister I knew and my
heart ached for her. “Suppose ye that I am come to
give peace on earth? I tell you, nay; but rather
division” (Luke 12:60). Saints, this is the dividing
time.
Oh, the wonder of our God of glory, who brings us
out of the valley of darkness unto His glorious light.
Oh, to hear His voice in our souls urging us on to
higher ground, where we will have the courage and
fortitude to offer a sacrifice in prayer and fasting for
those who suffer. Oh, that we might bear each other’s
burdens. Then we could truthfully say, “Hallowed be
thy name. Thy will be done on earth, as it is done in
heaven” (Matthew 6:10-11).

Let us go on to perfection, praying always for the
Holy Ghost who speaketh of the Father and the Son.
For He is a loving God and will lift you up at the last
day if you seek Christ in your heart. Mosiah 3:11-12
tells us, “There is no other name given, whereby
salvation cometh, therefore, I would that ye should
take upon you the name of Christ, all you that have
entered into the covenant with God, that ye should be
obedient unto the end of your lives. And it shall come
to pass that whosoever doeth this, shall be found at
the right hand of God, for he shall know the name by
which he is called; for he shall be called by the name
of Christ.”
Let not your hearts be troubled, neither let them be
afraid. “Yea, neither shall they be harrowed up by the
whirlwinds; but when the storm cometh, they shall be
gathered together in their place, that the storm can
not penetrate to them; yea, neither shall they be
driven with fierce winds, whithersoever the enemy
listeth to carry them. But behold, they are in the hands
of the Lord of the harvest, and they are his; and he
will raise them up at the last day” (Alma 14:86-87).

God is marshalling His army for the rescue of His
truth. The signs of the times whisper to us of the
urgency of this hour. The coming of the Savior our
Lord is near, even at the door. Jeremiah 6:16 says,
“Thus saith the Lord, Stand ye in the ways, and see,
and ask for the old paths, where is the good way, and
walk therein, and ye shall find rest for your souls. But
they said, We will not walk therein.”
While on earth, Christ literally ignored the church,
the Sanhedrin, and the high priests. He walked alone
by the seashore and chose for His disciples the lowly,
despised, and unlearned fishermen. In Acts 4:13 we
read, “Now when they saw the boldness of Peter and
John, and perceived that they were unlearned and
ignorant men, they marveled; and they took
knowledge of them, that they had been with Jesus.”
This is an exciting time to serve our Heavenly
Father. Just think, Christ called you forth for this
particular time out of all the world. He wants us to do
something special. “Beloved, when I gave all
diligence to write unto you of the common salvation,
it was needful for me to write unto you, and exhort
you that ye should earnestly contend for the faith
which was once delivered unto the saints” (Jude 1:3).

Arise
Awake, awake, O slumbering bride
Arise.
Put on thy garments of fine linen,
Clean and white,
For the Bridegroom cometh;
He calls your name.
Awake, awake, O slumbering bride
Oh haste, make ready.
Arise.
–anonymous
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The Book of Mormon . . .
“Little children can not repent; wherefore it is awful
wickedness to deny the pure mercies of God unto
them, for they are all alive in him because of his mercy.
And he that saith that little children need baptism,
denieth the mercies of Christ, and setteth at naught
the atonement of him and the power of his
redemption.
For behold that all little children are alive in Christ . . .”
Moroni 8:210-21, 25
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