
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Thirteen-year-old Sherrie underwent a 14-hour 

operation for a tumor on her spinal cord. As 

she regained consciousness in the intensive 

care unit, she said: “Daddy, Aunt Cheryl is 

here, … and … Grandpa Norman … and 

Grandma Brown … are here. And Daddy, 

who is that standing beside you? … He looks 

like you, only taller. … He says he’s your 

brother, Jimmy.” Her uncle Jimmy had died at 

age 13 of cystic fibrosis. 

“For nearly an hour, Sherrie … described her 

visitors, all deceased family members. 

Exhausted, she then fell asleep.” 

Later she told her father, “Daddy, all of the 

children here in the intensive care unit have 

angels helping them.” 

(Elder Kent F. Richards, Ensign, April 2011, p.17) 

When I was recently assigned to a conference in 
the Mission Viejo California Stake, I was touched 
by an account of their four-stake New Year’s Eve 
youth dance. Following the dance, a purse was 
found with no outside identification. I share with 
you part of what Sister Monica Sedgwick, the 
Young Women president in the Laguna Niguel 
stake, recorded: “We didn’t want to pry; this was 
someone’s personal stuff! So we gingerly opened 
it and grabbed the first thing that was on top—
hopefully, it would identify her. It did, but in 
another way—it was a For the Strength of 
Youth pamphlet. Wow! This told us something 
about her. Then we reached in for the next item, 
a little notebook. Surely this would give us 
answers, but not the kind we were expecting. 
The first page was a list of favorite scriptures. 
There were five more pages of carefully written 
scriptures and personal notes.” 

The sisters immediately wanted to meet this 
stalwart young woman. They returned to that 
purse to identify its owner. They pulled out some 
breath mints, soap, lotion, and a brush. I loved 
their comments: “Oh, good things come out of 
her mouth; she has clean and soft hands; and she 
takes care of herself.” 

They eagerly awaited the next treasure. Out came 
a clever little homemade coin purse made from a 
cardboard juice carton, and there was some 
money in a zippered pocket. They exclaimed, 
“Ahh, she’s creative and prepared!” They felt like 
little children on Christmas morning. What they 
pulled out next surprised them even more: a 
recipe for Black Forest chocolate cake and a note 
to make the cake for a friend’s birthday. They 
almost screamed, “She’s a HOMEMAKER! 
Thoughtful and service minded.” Then, yes, 
finally some identification. The youth leaders said 
they felt greatly blessed “to observe the quiet 
example of a young lady living the gospel.” 

(Elder Quentin L. Cook, Ensign, April 18-19) 

The Teton Dam burst on Saturday, June 5, 1976. 

Eleven people were killed. Thousands had to leave 

their homes in a few hours. Some homes were 

washed away. And hundreds of dwellings could be 

made habitable only through effort and means far 

beyond that of the owners. 

Those who heard of the tragedy felt sympathy, and 

some felt the call to do good. Neighbors, bishops, 

Relief Society presidents, quorum leaders, home 

teachers, and visiting teachers left homes and jobs 

to clean out the flooded houses of others. 

One couple returned to Rexburg from a vacation 

just after the flood. They didn’t go to see their own 

house. Instead, they found their bishop to ask 

where they could help. He directed them to a family 

in need. 

After a few days they went to check on their home. 

It was gone, swept away in the flood. They simply 

walked back to the bishop and asked, “Now what 

would you like us to do?” 

(President Henry B. Eyring, Ensign, April 2011, p.24) 


