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“We are not human beings having a spiritual experience. We are spiritual beings having a 
human experience.” — Pierre Teilhard de Chardin 

“You will be like Enos as he went to hunt beasts in the fields and he remembered the words 
of his Father that were taught to him in righteousness, and you will remember the words 
also and the things that were taught to you in relation to your Temple activities.” PB 

I give you a special blessing, in relation to your profession, that you may enjoy your great 
call as a teacher, that you may share with the Lord, Jesus Christ this great calling,..PB 

I give you this blessing that the time will come that you will have the privilege of gathering 
your family together to be sealed to you and your companion as your eternal children, as 
it was designed in pre-mortal life… PB 

“Fear not: for they that be with us are more than they that be with them” (2 Kgs. 6:16). 

“We came to be tried, to be tested, and to choose”. Russell M. Nelson. 

“Just as Joseph fell on his knees…fall on your knees, that Father may hear you and your 
pleas, in relation to yourself and your family and your children, and he will let things 
take place as they were foreordained.”…PB 

“Bring ye all the tithes into the storehouse, that there may be meat in mine house, and 
prove me now herewith, saith the Lord of hosts, if I will not open you the windows of 
heaven, and pour you out a blessing, that there shall not be room enough to receive it.” 
Malachi 3:10. 

“I will go and do the things which the Lord hath commanded, for I know that ..He shall 
prepare a way.…” 1 Nephi 3:7 

PB= Patriarchal Blessing Note Paul Bang was the Patriarch that gave this blessing. I know 
the blessing was from the God. 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Prologue 

An empty nester group from the Ephrata Ward met on the first Monday of the month to share 
thoughts and stories. In one home evening Sister Everlie Powell suggested that we take time 
and record our spiritual experiences. I took that to heart and started  collecting these stories. 
My granddaughter, Julia Capener,  requested me to answer some questions regarding my 
spirituality.  This collection of stories shares some of the important spiritual experiences in 
my life.  I found the histories of my ancestors to be invaluable in building my testimony. I pray 
that this document may help a friend or descendant build or strengthen their testimony.

During my inactivity there were times when the spirit would penetrate my life and warm my 
bosom. I remember two occasions that surprised me. The first was during a trip to 
Pennsylvania to meet with Tom Heart and family. At dinner his sons insisted on playing the 
sound track from Jesus Christ Superstar. I was leery of this because of the stories that it was 
sacrilegious. As we listened I could feel that this Jesus was better than where I was in my 
life. Obviously He could lead me to a better place. A second time was when I watched the 
movie “Star Wars”.  We waited in line at the  Oxford theater until the the place was almost 
full.  We sat on one of the first rows. Again I knew what the force was and just thinking about 
it warmed my heart. Thus I can say that the Holy Spirit worked on me in many ways before I 
recognized that I was a spiritual being having an earthly visit or human experience. 

 


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 

7



Introduction 
The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints 

 My first introduction to the Church was when my mother took me to primary at a young age. 
I have no memory of this experience because we stopped going, probably about the time 
Carol Sue was born. My next introduction to the church came while we were walking home 
from school in the second grade.  As  we passed the Church on a bright, wintry Tuesday, a 
friend invited me to primary.  I had no idea what that was, but he promised me that it was 
fun.  So we went in, and the experience wasn’t too bad other than I got lost in this old 
building. When I got home Mom was worried about me, but when I told her where I had been 
she was not upset.  In fact, she pointed out that she used to take me every week, and she 
encouraged me to continue.  I really got into primary; we contributed birthday pennies to The 
Primary Children’s Hospital, filled our bandalo with progress markers, and learned about 
Jesus. Later on I attended Sunday school and was ordained a Deacon, and Priest by my 
father.  I loved my church and could bear a testimony that I believed in Jesus and Heavenly 
Father. I did not say that I knew that God existed.


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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The Dress I wore for receiving a Name 
and Blessing by my father in The 
Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day 
Saints.  I never knew of this dress until 
2017 when my Sister shared this photo.



Who is your missionary? 

Like many people in my home town, I 
was born in a church family. Thus my 
church was determined by my 
ancestors. My first ancestors to join 
the church were taught and baptized 
by missionaries.  Thus some members 
were taught by missionaries and 
others were born into the church. 
Most converts know, love, and respect 
their missionaries.  In fact I was 
somewhat envious of these converts, 
because I did not have a missionary. 
After study and prayer it dawned on 
me that the missionaries that brought 
the gospel to my family were my 
missionaries. I have studied my 
ancestors on family search in an 
attempt to find those missionaries that 
brought the gospel to my family and in 
turn to me.


Ann Hough was my first ancestor to join 
the church.
“As I recall, it was the middle of June 
1831 , we were leaving church services 
and saw two men preaching under a tree. 
We listened to them. They had been commanded to travel to Missouri and preach along the way. (See 
D&C 52;25) David Whitmore (Whitmer) and Harvey Whitlock were the missionaries. They had a 
glorious message. I joined the “Mormon Church” that month, and George joined later.”

John Loveless was my next ancestor to join the church and his wife. From the biography of 
John Loveless: 
“..On July 4, 1831, two Mormon elders, Simeon Carter and Solomon Hancock, came into the 
town and on the 5th of July, I heard them preaching and on July 7th, 1831, I was baptized a 
member of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints by Solomon Hancock and 
confirmed by Simeon Carter. The elders remained preaching four or five days longer and 
built up a branch of some 30 members. I was ordained a teacher under their hands. Three or 
four weeks later, Thomas B. Marsh and Seeley J. Griffin came and preached to us and 
ordained me a priest. Sometime in the month of October, Simeon Carter returned from his 
tour to Zion in Jackson County, Missouri, and on his return found me prostrated with a 
burning fever of five days standing. He prayed with me, administered to me, and I was 
immediately healed. I arose from my bed and joined with them in returning thanks to God. 
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This was the first miracle that I 
had witnessed. About two weeks 
after this Solomon Hancock 
returned from his tour to Zion and 
baptized my wife..” (Rachel 
Mahala Anderson). 
Thus, my second set of 
missionaries  also received 
mission calls recorded in the 
“Doctrine and Covenants 52;
(25&27)  This revelation was given 
to Joseph Smith at Kirtland, Ohio, 
June 7, 1831. The elders were to 
head to Missouri and preach on 
the way. Fortunately all went 
through Ohio where my 
ancestors lived at that time.


John and Elizabeth Tanner

 
“In the mysterious dispensations 
of Providence, a terrible calamity 
overtook him in the form of a 
painful disease, which, according 
to the most consummate skill, 
was incurable; indeed its 
character was unknown by the 
medical fraternity. His left leg 
from the thigh down was covered 
with black sores through which 
the muscles of the limb having 
formed into hollow pipes or tubes 
projected outward to the surface. From these tubes matter was continuously oozing. 
He employed seven of the most eminent physicians in the country but all their efforts were 
unavailing. The last one, Dr. Black, frankly told John Tanner that he could run up a bill for 
additional medical attendance, but, said he, "You are beyond the reach of medicine, and I 
can do you no good." 
For six months Mr. Tanner had neither let his diseased limb hang down nor his foot touch the 
floor. He was obliged to keep his leg at a right angle with his body, resting it on pillows 
placed on some object directly in front of him. Yet, with all his bodily suffering, his mind was 
active. Feeling he must soon die, Mr. Tanner sought opportunity for doing good. He had a 
vehicle so constructed that he could move himself from place to place without other 
assistance. 
Early in September, 1832, notice was circulated in the community where he lived that two 
Latter-day Saint elders would preach on a certain evening at a specified place not far from 
Mr. Tanner's residence. The announcement he hailed with delight. It afforded him an 

10

John Loveless & Rachel Mahala Anderson, colorized photo

George Carson & Ann Hough (Huff)



opportunity, he thought, of doing much good. He was conversant with the Bible and felt 
himself amply qualified to discuss such heresy as he thought the Latter-day Saints were 
propounding in their efforts to spread Mormonism. Mr. Tanner also believed that he would 
confer a benefit upon his fellow men by showing up the fallacies of the Mormon elders. 
When the hour for meeting arrived, he took his place in his wheel chair directly in front of the 
elders whom he sincerely believed were impostors. The elders to whom he listened were 
Simeon and Jared Carter. Long before their discourses were ended a wonderful change 
came over the mind of Mr. Tanner, and when they closed the evening services he invited 
them to his home. That evening a new light was shed on his conceptions of religious life and 
teachings. These men, stopping at the home of Mr. Tanner, engaged with him in conversation 
until the hour of eleven o'clock. He told the missionaries he was then ready to be baptized 
but that he would not be able to receive the ordinance. They asked, "Why not?" He replied, 
"On account of my lameness." He explained that he had not put his foot to the floor in the 
past six months and could not possibly do so. 
Thereupon one of the elders wanted to know if he did not think there was power enough in 
the gospel of Jesus Christ anciently to heal all manner of diseases, to which he replied in the 
affirmative. The elder then wanted to know if Mr. Tanner did not think that the same cause 
produced the same effect in all ages and if there were not power enough in the gospel to 
heal him. To these suggestions Mr. Tanner replied that such a thought had not occurred to 
him, but he believed the Lord could heal him. Whereupon, Elder Jared Carter then arose and 
commanded John Tanner in the name of Jesus Christ to arise and walk. "I arose, threw down 
my crutches, walked the floor back and forth, praised God, and felt as light as a feather" was 
the explanation of the event which Mr. Tanner gave of this marvelous power. That night he 
walked three-quarters of a mile to Lake George and was baptized by Simeon Carter. Walking 
back, he gave thanks to God for his complete restoration to health. His wife Elizabeth was 
baptized that same evening.
Thus I now have an additional elder in Jared Carter and find that his brother Simeon Carter 
had baptized a member of my fathers and my mothers family. 
Revelation given through Joseph Smith the Prophet, at Amherst, Ohio, January 25, 1832. HC 
1: 242–245. D&C 75:30 Wherefore, let my servant Simeon Carter and my servant Emer Harris 
be united in the ministry; Somewhere along the line Simeon picked up his brother Jared and 
went to meet John Tanner. 


William and Lydia Jane Calkins Smith baptized into the Church in 1832 presumably  by Jared 
and Simeon Carter. They left the church during the bank failure. Their daughter Rebecca 
Archibald Smith married John Joshua Tanner becoming my great-great-grandmother. 


Bradley Wilson, his wife Mary Polly Gill, his seven sons, and families. 

Here the Gospel found the family in the spring of 1836 through the teaching of Oliver 
Granger and George A. Smith. 

..These missionaries were received with coldness, were refused the use of the schoolhouse 
to preach in, and were threatened with violence, unless they left the locality. Learning the 
condition of affairs, and knowing it was the usual custom for other denominational preachers 
to have use of the schoolhouse, the Wilson boys told the travelers they would constitute 
themselves a committee of seven to see fair play. 
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Accordingly, notice of a meeting was given out and, with the Wilsons on guard, services 
were held without disturbance. 
On taking leave of the family the next day Oliver Granger told them that they would yet join 
the Church, but received for an answer, simply, " I guess not," from the old gentleman. The 
preachers had not been on the road many hours , however, before they were overtaken by a 
man in a wagon with a summons to return. Their defenders of the previous night had 
reconsidered and were ready for baptism. 
Thus I now have two more missionaries. Oliver Granger and George A Smith (grandfather of 
the president of the same name) We find a section of the D&C remarking about Oliver 
Granger (D&C 117: 12, 15),

“12 And again, I say unto you, I remember my servant aOliver Granger; behold, verily I say 
unto him that his name shall be had in sacred remembrance from generation to generation, 
forever and ever, saith the Lord.  
15 Therefore let no man despise my servant Oliver Granger, but let the blessings of my 
people be on him forever and ever.” 
It is my belief that we the decedents of Bradley Wilson will hold Oliver in our hearts because 
he brought us the blessing of the gospel. Twenty-five adults were baptized on the 23 May 
1836, another 42 under the age of eight joined the church later thus Bradley Wilson’s family 
of 67 joined the church as as a result of these events. 
Missionaries that Introduced My Ancestors to The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day SaintsMissionaries that Introduced My Ancestors to The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints
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Other family members that I have yet to identify their missionaries. 

Ann Dodd and daughter Kaziah Butler Joined before - <1849 William Benjamin Ralphs joined 
1 Feb 1841 but no one is sure of the missionaries. We know that many of the twelve apostles 
were teaching in that area.

George Tiffany and Almira Whipple 31 Jan 1842 William Davis (or Davies) and Eliza Brain 18 
Dec 1844 
This completes my fifth generation sheet and apparently all joined the Church as did some of 
the 6th generation. 


I am eternally grateful to David Whitmer, Harvey Whitlock, Simeon Carter, Solomon Hancock, 
Jared Carter, Oliver Granger, George A Smith, John Hughes, and Elder Allred for bringing the 
gospel to my ancestors.(see table)  There are others that I have yet to identify. Living in a 
family only introduces one to the gospel, developing a testimony is another question. Each 
person has the agency to choose  Jesus Christ as their individual savior. My choice and 
conversion is developed in subsequent chapters.


 

Missionaries that Introduced My Ancestors to The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day SaintsMissionaries that Introduced My Ancestors to The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints
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“How did you come to know Jesus?” Julia Capener 
I have been working on this book for quite some time. I have written most of the stories that 
will be included but I have not yet answered the real question posed. For a scientist there 
was a spiritual and an intellectual battle to become converted to Jesus and His church. I had 
to accept Jesus and prove to myself that The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints 
was the only true church.  This battle started during my youth when I was active in the 
church. I asked my sister how she knew that our church was the only true church. "How can 
you know that only our church is correct as you don't even know a person who is not 
Mormon?" How could I know that my ancestors had chosen the only true church? 


In my life I have had three periods of activity and two of inactivity in the church. My mother 
took me to primary when I was very small and then stopped for some reason. I feel that it 
was due to her miscarriage and then having a baby. I then became active when a friend took 
me to primary. This second activity lasted from the second grade until sometime during high 
school when I became inactive. My final activity started around my fortieth birthday.

The real struggle occurred during my second inactivity. I had a period where I vowed to not 
read books because of a temporary blindness episode. College did away with this silly 
pledge, but I had stopped reading my scriptures as well as other books. I still identified with 
my church but started finding faults with it. College challenges all of your beliefs, and I was 
very torn by the fact that some men of color were not allowed to hold the priesthood. Could 
this mean that God did not love all of his children? Now I feel that this was just an excuse for 
not following his first great commandment to love God. Since I really did not understand the 
Atonement, I had no desire to change my lifestyle. Since I was from Utah many nonmembers 
chastised me for drinking coffee and smoking cigarettes. I was on the verge of becoming an 
alcoholic. My family was telling me to change my life. During these dark years I did read 
some books that helped bring light into my life including - "The Source" by James Michener, 
"The Story of Civilization, vol 3, Caesar and Christ" by Will and Ariel Durant, and "Heart 
Throbs of the West" compiled by Kate B Carter. "The Source" built a foundation in Judaism 
and Christianity, while "Caesar and Christ" pointed me to Christ. "Heart Throbs" turned me 
to my Mormon heritage. I often read myself to sleep with the Heart Throbs while in Goshen. 
Thus, my mother-in-law was changing my heart by her choice of books, as well as her 
Christ-like love. I finally came to the conclusion that I needed to personally evaluate the 
question, "Is there a God?"  If there were a God, it would be a terrible mistake to not 
seriously evaluate this question. Leibniz proposed that we could only know there was a God 
and a hereafter when we die. Thus, if there is no hereafter no one 
will ever know. However, if there is a hereafter all will know when 
they die. Thus, non-believers can only know if they are incorrect 
and believers are correct. A wise man told me that even if there 
is no hereafter a Christlike life is a good way to live. Since there is 
no penalty for following Christ, I needed to determine which religion 
follows Him most closely. 


One of the big differences in Christian religions is Trinity vs. Godhead. After reading about 
the Trinity and meeting with people that believed in it, I became more confused. "A 
Marvelous Work and A Wonder" by Le Grand Richards provided the basis for eliminating the 
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Trinity from consideration. After Jesus is baptized we simultaneously observe all three: The 
dove or Holy Ghost, Jesus Himself, and God the Father speaking.  Luke 3:22:  “And the Holy 
Ghost descended in a bodily shape like a dove upon Him, and a voice came from heaven, 
which said, Thou art my beloved Son; in thee I am well pleased.”  Thus, we see that they are 
three separate beings.  After I accepted this point, I could then work on the truth of The Book 
of Mormon and the Prophet Joseph Smith. The conundrum: if The Book of Mormon is true 
then Joseph Smith is a prophet, if Joseph Smith is a prophet then The Book of Mormon is 
true. My approach to solving this came about because of my study of genealogy. My reading 
of the “Tanner Family Book” gave insight into my ancestors that knew Joseph. John Tanner 
gave up a vast fortune to help Joseph Smith. He stood with Joseph and suffered with him 
and never turned from him. He had his scalp split open by a mob but never failed to support 
Joseph. Two of his sons joined Zions Camp, and they never turned from him. I accepted this 
heritage and decided to follow my roots. If they believed maybe I could believe also. After 
accepting that Joseph was a Prophet I could then turn to the The Book of Mormon, study it, 
take the challenge found in Moroni 10:4 and James 1:5 and gain my own testimony that the 
book was true. After committing my life to Jesus and becoming active in The Church of 
Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints many blessings came to my family and me. Furthermore I 
could see the past blessings that had come leading up to activity. I have always been 
blessed. The spiritual growth and blessings are included in subsequent chapters.


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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Preparation for Activity 

Charity or Service 
My first service was in the family.  I would help my parents around the yard.  We had cows, 
pigs, chickens, Bantam roosters, Skippy the cat, and Duke the dog when I was very young. 
The first job was to help gather eggs from the nests. Then as I got older I was told by Jennie 
to go mow our neighbor’s (Tessie Drissel)  lawn.  I remember the whole family helping 
Grandpa and Grandma Tanner move from the farm into town and Uncle Wayne move to the 
farm. I still remember the flooded dirt road to the farm house. The gravel trap broke and Dad 
opened a flood gate and sent water flooding through this farm area. This must have been a 
hard decision. I remember one family that lost the bridge to their home.

My concept of service expanded  when I started going to Church. In Primary we delivered 
fruit baskets to the widows and senior members on Thanksgiving. We were allowed to 
actually deliver these baskets to people.  

As a deacon we served by passing the sacrament and collecting fast offerings. 


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 

Ross Dowdle  

I knew everyone in the neighborhood except Ross Dowdle.  The house between Schramms 
and Larsons was a small house that no one seemed to live in. Rumor had it that Ross was a 
sheepherder and was always out on the range.  I envisioned that he lived in a sheep wagon 
like the ones that came by every spring and fall with the herds going to and from the 
mountains. Ironically his house was on 4th north just across the street  from our barn on that 
road the sheep traveled.  I was about 7 years old and playing in the yard. I looked up and 
saw smoke coming from Ross’s house.  I quickly ran in my house and reported that the 
neighbor’s house was on fire.  Mom used our new phone to call the fire department, and dad 
grabbed some buckets as we headed toward the house.  On the way we told Schramms that 
their next door neighbor’s house was on fire.  🔥  Soon we had a bucket brigade taking water 
from the irrigation ditch to the house a few feet away. One of the Schramms was up on the 
roof fighting the fire.  We could hear the fire siren but no fire truck came. We had the fire 
almost out when they finally got there. Important to this was the water in the ditch. Finding 
water in the ditch at our end of town was very lucky.  🍀  You only find water in the ditch if it 
is someone’s water farther down the line.  Since we were near the end of the line, water was 
rarely in the ditch. There were two Dowdles in town, and the firemen had gone to the wrong 
one. Not too long after this the house was renovated, and somewhat later I met Ross for the 
first time.  He considered me a hero and treated me as such.  We became fast friends and 
spent many hours together over the next few years. He had a record player and drawer full of 
78 rpm records.  He had a great collection of cowboy records; we would listen to them  and 
talk.  I remember him explaining how an aircraft carrier could cross the Pacific Ocean on a 
cupful of uranium.  He put boards across the back of the pickup for seats and started taking 
us to school every day.  One day Ross got out his paint brush and inscribed “The Shrimp 
Boat” on the doors of his truck.He named his truck after the then-famous song “Shrimp 
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Boats” by Jo Stafford. I guess he still loved the Navy and thought of us as shrimps in his 
boat.  

He would take all of us to the movies on Thursday.  We always sat in the same place, toward 
the front of the theater on the left side.  I think this kept us from upsetting the general 
audience. Ross would sit on the aisle so that he could control our movements.  Then out 
would come the tootsie pops that were essential to this treat. Ross reached out to every one 
in our ward. He would take widows and divorcees and their children.  Because of his service 
he became one of my childhood heroes.  He was my hero, and I was his hero. Ross taught 
us what true service was all about.


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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Utah Utes Meet Jesus in the Huddle 

As college students we would meet in the “Huddle” or University coffee shop for lunch or 
breaks between class.  It was a place for coffee or Coke, and, if necessary, one could review 
notes or study note cards for an exam.  One day during a morning break in classes,  a small 
young man walked in and announced that he was Jesus Christ and was here to save the 
world.  My first thought was, “In the Huddle?”  Soon there were questions flying at him. I 
watched with interest as he used the scriptures to answer all questions.  I was really 
impressed with his fearlessness and his knowledge.  He really quoted scriptures with great 
facility and accuracy as far as I could tell. Pretty soon every one in the coffee shop was 
asking questions.  All the Mormons were trying to shoot this guy down.  No one was buying 
food, and the manager was worried about business. Soon they asked the group to go 
outside so people could eat.  After some time they all went outside on the lawn.  I followed, 
and the impersonator continued to rebuff all who tried to trip him up.  I then had to go to 
class, and after an hour I returned.  I noticed that the numbers had diminished but the young 
man was still putting up a good argument that he was the Savior. Finally, the much 
diminished group was led by two young men that I assumed were returned missionaries.  
This assumption was based on three facts: their age, their  knowledge of the gospel, and 
their conviction. These two then dealt the final blow to confuse the young pretender.  They 
had established that he was a just and fair god and the only way to be saved. They then 
asked if a person that had not been baptized or had any knowledge of Jesus Christ would be 
saved. Well, he didn’t think that they would.  They then asked him if this was fair. That was 
the straw that ruined his whole day. He truly understood that it was not fair, but his god had 
to be fair. What a paradox! How could his god be fair and damn a person who had never 
heard of him.  I remember thinking that I could answer that, but this great scholar could not. I 
was thankful to those two men for their faith and their reminder that our gospel was very 
strong.  This is one of the principles of the gospel that will overcome many worldly 
ideologies.  

My assumption was that the young man was getting an advanced degree in some religious 
college. This was some type of an oral examination or defense.  He did very well, but his 
doctrine was incomplete. Our gospel is strong and true.


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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Genealogy 

My interest in genealogy was initiated by assignments in grade school and primary. One 
assignment in grade school was to develop a map that demonstrated the emigrations of 
people from around the world.  We were asked to bring a list of countries of origin of our 
ancestors.  Well after the due date the teacher asked if any people came from countries 
other that Europe. When the teacher brought in the map and we were to put a pin in the 
country of origin and connect that with string to a pin in Utah on the map. Dick Spencer 
asked where Africa was on the map. The Spencers were from Dutch colonies in South Africa.  
I am not sure how the teacher rectified the problem only that it was rectified. 

In primary we were required to have a book of remembrances (Moses 6:5, D&C 85:89). This 
assignment was basically a four generation 
tree.  Mom helped me with this assignment 
and we were able to identify all of the people 
in this tree. Since I was one of the few to 
finish my four generation chart, I memorized it 
and it served me well.  The story that stuck 
with me was that Great-Grandmother Wilson 
walked across the plaines when she was 
nine.  From this story I gleaned the idea that I 
had at least one pioneer relative and that she 
had walked a long way when she was my 
age.  

As a graduate student I began studying my 
ancestors. This was precipitated by my 
recognition that I would have to seek 
employment outside Utah.  The Genealogical 
Library was on Broadway (3rd South) near the 
Strike building where I had worked for 
Hercules. I may have started going to the 
library during my time working on Broadway.  Later on I would take time on Friday 
afternoons to find my ancestors. I found them 10 cents at a time. The cost of a Xerox copy  
was a dime.  This new technology made it possible to collect valuable data with out having 
to write it in a note book or genealogy book.  This expenditure of time really got me 
interested in my ancestors.  I would find out things such as seven of my great grandparents 
were true pioneers.  Emily Ralphs Tanner, my great grandmother, was born in Salt Lake City, 
Utah. All were really pioneers. I guess everyone had assumed that I knew this. All that I had 
been told was that my great grandmother Priscilla Loveless Wilson had walked across the 
Prairies at the age of nine,  which I verified during this period of study.

Did any of my ancestors know Joseph Smith? The John Tanner Family book had stories of 
John Tanner meeting Joseph.  In fact, John Tanner was prompted by the Holy Spirit to travel 
500 miles in the dead of winter to meet Joseph in Kirtland, Ohio. Upon arrival he was able to 
lend Joseph enough money to save the land where the first temple of this dispensation 
would be built. The loan of $2500 was never collected, but a blessing was given to John 
Tanner that his family would never beg for bread.  I assumed that this would include my 
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mother.  My analysis was that my mother would never beg, she would 
work things out.  As I became active this blessing seemed to 
include me and my family. After I finally started paying tithing, I 
seemed to be blessed financially (Malachi 3:10). 

John Tanner gave much more, even all that he had.  He left 
Kirtland in a borrowed wagon, heading to Missouri and then to 
Nauvoo and on to Utah. He never wavered in his trust and aid to the 
prophet Joseph.  This was an important part of building my 
testimony that Joseph Smith was a prophet, and therefore the Book of 
Mormon was true.  Later I did take the Moroni 10:4 challenge and prayed, allowing me to say 
that I know The Book of Mormon is true.  Joseph Smith is truly a prophet of God. My second 
stage of activity is now approaching 40 years.


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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will never beg 
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Boyd’s Accident 

Often I would drive the children to school. I would drop Carla at the Junior High and Cindy at 
Talawanda High and Boyd would go with me to the laboratory. After a cup of hot chocolate 
we would walk together from Upham Hall to McGuffy School. There was a crossing guard at 
the corner of Spring and Campus, but that was farther than we wanted to go. I would wait 
while he crossed Spring Street at the first cross walk.  We enjoyed spending time together on 
our regular morning walk.

This regime was interrupted on election day because Kathryn was working at the polls. On 
this hectic day, I let Boyd walk to school on his own.  Shortly after he left I got a phone call 
from my good friend, Mina Treick, the school nurse.  I recognized her voice and she told me 
not to worry.  I immediately new that I had to worry!  She stated that Boyd had been hit by a 
truck while crossing Spring Street and had been taken to the hospital.  I quickly went to the 
hospital to find out how he was.  I was told that he might need surgery as there seemed to 
be damage to his spleen. Since Kathryn was not able to leave her job at the polls, I had to 
make some difficult decisions without her counsel. As tests were being run, a uniformed 
policeman (probably the Chief of Police) came and talked to me.  After some small talk, he 
got down to business.  He stated that he had three witnesses that had observed the event. 
All three agreed that Boyd had run out in front of the truck without warning. The driver had 
no chance to stop! This really upset me and I wondered why he was telling me this at this 
particular time. He then said that he wanted me to understand how the driver felt and 
wanted me to meet him. I felt that he wanted me to console him.  I remember being really 
upset but humbled by the situation. I wanted to scream but could not.  Then the thought 
came to my mind that reacting angrily was the only thing I could do to hurt me and my 
family.  This feeling of peace came to me that Boyd would be OK. I remained calm and 
nonemotional. This was a tough meeting but one that I survived. After the votes were 
counted I was able to talk things over with Kate and the girls. 

We spent a lot of time getting Boyd through surgery and rehabilitation.  All I knew about 
spleen damage was that my friend, Glen Ray Spencer, had needed a lot of time to recover 
from surgery after his accident. Our doctor was really abrasive, and friction continued during 
Boyd’s recovery.  We were warned that a bump could cause great harm to his spleen, thus 
we had to keep him from being bumped - no rough sports etc. We took this very seriously 
because Boyd had had two serious accidents earlier that fall.  The first was when he tried to 
get some buck-eye fruits from a young sapling.  He climbed too high and fell on his back.  
From this injury he had blood in his urine, which caused us to worry. Our family doctor 
explained that this was common for people getting hurt in football. He had us watch Boyd 
for a time, and then he seemed OK. We explained that climbing a sapling like that was not a 
wise thing to do, and he promised not to do it again.  I assume that he never fell from a tree 
again. 

The next accident occurred just after school started.  Some of the parents built a complex 
wooden playground structure that looked very exciting.  It was really a large undertaking and 
built with love and care.  There was only one problem, the bolts were sticking out of the nuts 
by about an inch.  Boyd slipped and fell on one of these bolts. The sharp edge gouged his 
leg  just below his knee cap.  He needed several stitches to close his wound.  We focused on 
getting the dangerous bolts cut to make the structure safer.  
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After these three accidents, we recognized that we need to help Boyd modify his behavior. 
Kathryn was really dedicated to helping him change.  It seemed that everyplace we went he 
was still a rambunctious young boy.  At Christmas Carla’s class had a piñata party for their 
siblings.  We went to the party to support both Carla and Boyd.  They had numbered tickets 
so that they could have a drawing to choose who would hit the piñata. Boyd was chosen to 
take the first hits. He was blindfolded and given a stick to break the piñata. I was on edge 
with the fear that he could be injured by the excited children.  He made a big swing, and 
everyone run at him just as I had feared.  My heart couldn’t take any more! They drew 
another name, and it was Carla’s.  The class members had put their names in the pool but 
they had agreed that they would give it to their siblings.  I put my foot down and insisted 
Carla choose someone else. No more hits at the piñata for Boyd!

We got reports that classmates were punching him in school. To investigate this, Kathryn 
starting going to school to watch from the observation deck without Boyd’s knowledge. 
What she found is that Boyd went around the class punching people on the shoulder.  He 
was the one starting the punching.  It was in fun, but we had to work with him.  In hind sight, 
I don’t know how much Boyd changed his behavior but I know that we really changed our 
behavior. I feel that the Holy Spirit had prompted me against anger and that everything 
turned out better because I followed this prompting. In fact, our family became stronger as 
we worked together to help Boyd overcome his injuries.


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 

Missiles Aimed at Zion 

In 1981 while I was on Sabbatical leave at the University of  Utah, a proposal to develop a 
mobile minuteman system throughout the mountain west was proposed.  This would bring a 
large amount of construction throughout Utah and Nevada. The politicians and business men 
were salivating at the boom that would arise from this government largesse.  Since I had 
worked on the minuteman system while at Hercules, I thought that the concept of having a 
shell game would work. It would allow for a larger number of targets without increasing the 
number of missiles. I could see where this project might be desirable for the local 
construction business.  Finally, President Spencer W. Kimball made a statement on the 
problem.  He just stated that he could see no advantage of aiming every missile in the world 
at our home or Zion, so to speak. Wow, I had overlooked that obvious question.  Would the 
construction dollars be worth making your home the focus of an attack?  Every bomber, 
every missile, every attacking army would be aimed at the state of Utah.  I was impressed by 
that curt statement with so much wisdom and felt that this was a truly inspired decision. 
Later, back home in Ohio, at the Golden Lamb at dinner with Shirley Jermain Taylor, we got 
into a discussion of how controlling the church was. I defended the position as the only 
reasonable point.  I then realized I was defending the church, something that I  had not done 
in many years. It was not long after this that I started going back to Church.  It is interesting 
that in Utah we had spent time with family, spent time in the genealogy library, but never 
went to Church.  My heart was changing, and I did not notice. President Kimball had reached 
my heart and mind.


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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As of This Hour I No Longer Smoke 

In rebellion I started smoking when I was a freshman in college. Starting was easy; I just 
announced one day that I was going to start smoking. This mistake went on for about 20 
years.  When I was working at Hercules, I stopped on a bet with Dwight Mendenhall.  He was 
always trying to stop, so I would bet him ten dollars that I could go longer without smoking 
than he could. I won twice, but I was never paid. Hercules considered taking matches on 
plant a security violation. Dwight had been caught twice with matches on the back seat of 
his car.  If he were caught a third time he would be fired as a security risk. As a security risk 
there was no hope for another job in the aerospace industry. He resigned rather than quit 
smoking.

 Stopping for real was much more difficult. I remember all of my old movie heroes dying from 
lung cancer, the push by the medical doctors that  smoking is hazardous to your health, and 
my knowledge of the Word of Wisdom, but this was not enough.  I needed a personal 
conviction, and that came during a discussion with another smoker. Kaye Phillips  was the 
person that explained the symptoms of nicotine withdrawal with such clarity that I could 
relate to these symptoms when not smoking for a while. She then explained agitation, tunnel 
vision, and even visual blackouts.  I had experienced these when I went to church on special 
occasions for the children. I would not smoke on these mornings, and by the end of the three 
hour block I had to take a walk and have a smoke. My symptoms would disappear.  It was 
only after I was self-diagnosed as a nicotine addict that I could solve the problem. The real 
impetus came from the family.  With the knowledge that second hand smoke was harmful, 
the girls (Kate, Cindy and Carla) voted that I must smoke outside of the house.  I considered 
this to be harassment but did as required. The kicker came in a discussion with the family 
where Boyd asked how old he needed to be to start smoking like dad.  Of course I did not 
want him to start. I was studying the teachings of Steven Covey on how to make a change in 
your life.  First, you announce the intention to change to your friends. I did this at a New 
Years party at Tom Wilson’s home.  As we approached midnight I smoked my cigarette 
down, and at the stroke of midnight I announced to Tom Wilson and Jerry McClure, 
“ Tomorrow you will be smokers but I will not be.” Tom eventually quit but Jerry never did, 
dying from lung cancer just as all of my movie heroes had.  In a way, Jerry was my scientist 
hero helping me get started at Miami University. 

That was not the end of the story.  I had no problem for about six months and then I enjoyed 
a cigar.  But I remembered that Grandpa Wilson had quit smoking for six months and then 
restarted, never to quit again. I took that to heart and never had a temptation to smoke 
again. Thanks to Pa Roy for sharing that story. Sometime after the cigar incident, a change 
came over me and tobacco became repulsive to me. I learned that it is never too late to 
change a bad decision if you repent.


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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My Forty Crisis 

The 18 May 1980 was my fortieth birthday. On the same day Mount Saint Helens erupted. 
Thus, I can say that my fortieth was a seismic, volcanic event. As my 40th birthday was 
approaching, the news was filled with rumblings about a possible volcanic event. A Mr. 
Truman would not leave his home on the mountain.  Everyone was warning that the changes 
in the mountain indicated an eruption was very likely. In a similar fashion, changes were 
taking place in my life.  Carla was graduating from high school and had been accepted by 
BYU. Cindy and Scott had scheduled a wedding in the DC Temple which I would not be able 
to attend. This was troubling because she would have to resign from the Naval Academy 
without a degree. I was trying to get time off for a sabbatical leave for half a year starting in 
January. I thought that it would be good to go back to the University of Utah, partly because 
I could get some support from family.  This was one of the times in my life when I felt that I 
was not controlling my destiny.  Things turned out better for me than for Mr. Truman; I was 
only buried figuratively not literally. 

This stay in Utah was  good for all except possibly Boyd.  He was not happy in school and 
told me I could never move him again (I guess Gabby could). This connection with family 
was very important for two reasons. First, we got to spend time with our extended family. We 
went skiing almost every  weekend, often  with my brother Scott. Ben and Ann adopted 
April.  We were able to take Naomi to the Grand Canyon, thus we went with her both the first 
and the last time she worked at Grand. We spent weekends in Goshen and Payson with our 
respective families. Second, we spent time with our ancestors by going to the Genealogical 
Library. We used the 
bus system, and 
Kathryn often went in 
the morning, came 
home for lunch with 
Boyd, and returned for 
the afternoon. The 
three of us would go in 
the evenings after 
supper. Kathryn ended 
up with a very thorough 
compilation of our 
ancestors. We were 
able to cap this family 
time on Memorial Day 
by placing flowers on 
many of the graves of 
our ancestors. During 
this ritual we also met 
many of our living 
relatives doing the 
same thing. 


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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“Decoration or Memorial Day” 
Shorty & Thelma Chapman, Annette & McKenzie Carlson, & Kate



Reactivation 
Completing The Change 
While in Utah we never attended Church but we did have one home teacher visit that 
provided us with an organized list of phone numbers that would be important including 
emergency and church.  I remember commenting, boy our church is well organized.  Carla 
joined us for the Summer working in Dr. Lark’s lab. Boy was she a good worker but she 
decided that Chemistry was not for her. 

At the end of my leave Boyd, Benji, Carla, Kathryn and I headed east, stopping off in Corpus 
Christi, Texas, to be with Scott Dean when he received his wings. We then wound up in Ohio 
for the start of a new academic year. I was all excited about my new-found scientific 
techniques.

We also returned to a ward that had been working on getting us active for several years. 
Kathryn and Carla had been involved in teaching primary in Oxford with Bonnie Cannon.  
Professor Hugh Cannon was one of the best home teachers we had. One summer when he 
left for leave he let me take care of his apple computer.  Kathryn had audited several of his 
advanced marketing courses. This was the only contact with the Church in Oxford around 
this time.  When we got back Hugh had taken a job at Northwestern University.  The 
Hamilton ward really picked up the slack and started working to get us active.   They started 
a dinner group especially for us.  On one occasion they scheduled  a group dinner where 
every one had to bring part of the food.  I remember telling Kate that I would go and later 
trying to back out and she said that we promised to provide the rice for a chutney and there 
would be nothing to eat if we don’t show up. We went! This helped me build friends in the 
ward and was very important.
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Scott & Shotgun (hand-me-
down from me).

Scott’s Birthday Party with 
Aunts Cindy & Carla.

Scott & his lamp that now sits 
on my desk.



  When Boyd met with the new Bishop to consider the priesthood, he wanted to be ordained 
a deacon by his father. The key to my activity was to meet my obligation to Boyd.   We 
discussed this as a family and Kathryn said I could not ordain him because I wasn’t worthy. 
Bishop Minor invited me to meet with him one morning before Church.  We met and he 
talked about the seed in the Book of Alma. (I am sure glade he didn’t start with the olive tree 
in Jacob.). He then extended a call to teach the 14 year olds in Sunday School.  He was very 
persuasive and  I agreed to teach the class on Church History which was of  great interest to 
me after our time in the Genealogical Library.  We were a little bit late for Sacrament meeting 
when we finished up.  I went and sat by Kate and she whispered, “What did the Bishop 
want?” I answered, “He wanted me to come to church every Sunday.”  After a long silence 
she asked, “what did you say?”  “I told him that I would.” That is the take home from a 
calling you have to be there.  I have not missed many meetings since then. I later found out 
that Bishop Miner had been assigned to call an inactive member back and I was the one the 
Lord sent to help him meet this invitation or challenge. He had been in his office praying 
when I called to see what he wanted.  

The blessing that came from this reactivation came late in July.  I was awakened at 3 or 4 in 
the morning of the 25.  I remember setting straight up in bed.  I was very much frightened by 
this event.  I then had an interesting phenomena of feeling I would soon be up Payson 
Canyon I could smell the canyon air.  I had this sensation that I would be in a certain place 
where I would feel peace. Later in the day I received a phone call that my brother Scott and 
my cousin Kelly had been killed in a motor cycle-car crash. How could such a tragedy be a 
blessing? The blessing was that now I understood the plan of salvation and was able to cope 
with this double loss. In age Scott was between Cindy and Carla, thus he was like a child 
and a brother. I know that the activation was a blessing for me at this time. The Comforter 
was with me. Within the week after the funerals I went up the canyon and looked over this 
area of my dream and realized that Scott and Kelly were in a better place.  

Background: Over the years the Hamilton Ward had made many a full court press to get us 
active.  These charges were lead by Sister Haruch (the young women’s leader), and bishops 
Laney, Reading, and Deroiser. In the early days John Haruch was not a member and Connie 
used the excuse that John 
and I could smoke and 
commiserate together.  
We both gave up smoking 
and John was baptized 
and our paths crossed 
while serving on the stake 
high council together. 
Eventually Elder and 
Sister Haruch served as 
senior missionaries in San 
Diego, California.


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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Tithing - Net or Gross Blessings 

Tithing was something that I had paid as a youth but as I got older I stopped paying. I had 
earned my four year award except for tithing in the fourth year.   When I was offered the 
opportunity to pay some tithing  for the previous year to receive my the award. I refused 
because I would not buy the award. It hurt to miss the award but in my honest opinion I was 
not worthy. Not too long after this I became inactive.

Fast forward 20+ years and I start back to church. In January we start paying a tithe on my 
take-home pay. This takes every every dollar that we have. This excludes a ten percent 
deduction for my tax deferred annuity. My rational was that I would not receive this money 
until I retire.  In February I was interviewed to receive the Melchizedek Priesthood. During this 
interview I explained my idea on deferred annuities. Bishop Long just said “do you want net 
or gross blessings?”  Well of course I needed all the blessings I could get!  I promised to 
start paying a full tithe on the gross earnings as he recommended . I am ordained an Elder 
and then I get my next paycheck and it is time to pay tithing.  A problem arises because I 
can only change my annuity deductions at the beginning of a new school year thus, I am 
going to be really short. I cut my payments on bills to the very minimum like $5 or $10.  I still 
come up short $70.00.   As I am trying to find a way to keep my promise tears are running 
down my face and I cannot think of anything to do. After some time the telephone rings and 
Carla is on the phone and she says dad I feel a need to call you and remind you that I do not 
need a check for my rent.  Remember we paid for the first and last months when I signed up.  
Guess what her rent was, you are right $70. Now the tears really did flow.  If the Lord can call 
me on the phone and give $70 I will never stop paying my tithing.  Remember He not only 
solved my problem this month but for the next four months.  I can testify that Malachi was 
right He will open the windows of heaven and pour out blessings to you. Maybe I now 
qualified for the blessing John Tanner (my great-great-great-grandfather) received from the 
Prophet Joseph Smith, “That your family will never beg for bread”. 


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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Malachi 3: 10  
Bring ye all the atithes into the 
storehouse, that there may be bmeat in 
mine house, and cprove me now herewith, 
saith the Lord of hosts, if I will not dopen 
you the ewindows of heaven, and pour 
you out a fblessing, that there shall not be 
room enough to receive it.

https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/scriptures/ot/mal/3?lang=eng#note10a
https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/scriptures/ot/mal/3?lang=eng#note10b
https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/scriptures/ot/mal/3?lang=eng#note10c
https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/scriptures/ot/mal/3?lang=eng#note10d
https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/scriptures/ot/mal/3?lang=eng#note10e
https://www.churchofjesuschrist.org/study/scriptures/ot/mal/3?lang=eng#note10f


Giving My First Priesthood Blessing 

Many years before becoming an Elder my father had given me priesthood blessings and I 
had witnessed him give blessings. When I was ordained an elder I had not thought about 
blessing other people.  I surely didn’t understand the details of anointing, sealing, and 
blessing, I did know that you need two elders. One morning after Sacrament meeting Bishop 
Jim Long caught me and said come and help me give a blessing to Phil.  I hesitated and said 
I don’t think I know how to give a blessing.  He said you can anoint and I will bless.  My next 
remark was what do I do? He explained carefully the steps in anointing as we entered his 
office.  He then turned to Phil and asked, “Who do you want to anoint and who do you want 
to bless”.  Terror struck as Phil said “I want you to anoint and Bro. Wilson to bless”. Bishop 
nodded to me adding he would guide me through.  The anointing went very well but I was up 
next.  With some coaching I got the beginning correct and then started to give the blessing.  
With some stammering, I finally started speaking.  I then used a phrase I had heard my father 
use. I blessed the “hand of the surgeon”. Unknown to me Phil often requested blessings 
when he was having problem with depression which does not require surgery. After the 
blessing, Phil turned to the bishop and said I know that he is man of God because no one 
knows that I am having surgery tomorrow for a cyst in my nose. I then recognized the power 
of the Spirit in my life.  Bishop Long said he was never surprised by blessings.  He noticed 
my comment but knew that the spirit had spoken. As I think back I am amazed how this 
blessing went. 


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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Patriarchal Blessing 

#HearHim - Lesson March 23 - 29 Enos - Words of Mormon

 As we study the book of Enos I remember how this scripture became so important to me. I 
associate the relationship to my father and hunting. We had many wonderful hours together 
and hunting with my father was some of the best. I liken that to Enos spending time hunting 
with Jacob. My father was a just man that taught me many things. Hunting was a special 
time with my father.  One occasion that I remember very well was out west in Long Canyon.  
This particular day we were watching a patch of woods on the north side of the hill. These 
woods were isolated on all sides.  We could watch the deer enter the woods from above and 
see them leave on either side or the bottom.  We could not shoot the deer at the top 
because they were over a 1000 yards away. If a deer were to come out of the woods further 
down the hill we could hope for a good shot.  Neither my father nor I could set and watch a 
hill side for too long.  He suggested that I could use up some of youthful energy by going 
into the patch of trees and work my way up from the bottom. He suggested that if I move 
through the woods carefully I may get to see a deer.  Also I may scare one out for him to 
shoot.  Many people call this “bird dogging it”. I then set out and was moving through the 
forest as quietly as possible. After some time I heard something moving up the trail towards 
me. Coming up the trail right towards me going full speed was a young fawn. I waited and 
then stepped out waving my hands and hollering.  It turned and fled the other way. I did see 
a deer and everything went as my father had stated.  I would not shoot a fawn but that was 
my choice.  The real value was spending time with my father and being in the woods. 

When I received my Patriarchal Blessing we went as a family of three; Kathryn, Boyd, and 
myself. Thus, we each heard three blessings, which was very spiritual but somewhat 
overwhelming.  When we got through it was hard to remember who got which blessing.  One 
of the points I remembered from my blessing was that I would be like Enos. My problem was 
I remembered nothing about Enos.  I went home and looked Enos up in the Bible Dictionary 
and found that he was the son of Seth and could make little sense of the reference. Then 
several months later we studied the Book of Mormon and after Jacob I found a whole book 
about Enos.  He had a good father as did I.  He loved to hunt in the 
woods as did I. He had prayed much longer than I and he 
received an answer.  A voice told him that “Enos, thy sins are 
forgiven thee, and thou shalt be blessed”.  At this time I felt that the 
reason I had been unable to understand my blessing was my sins 
were not forgiven.  I then felt strongly that my sins were forgiven 
when I read this passage. During the intervening time I had been 
improving my life.  This event testifies to me that the gospel is true 
and that repentance works. 


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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“Enos, thy sins 
are forgiven thee, 
and thou shalt be 

blessed”



Temples  
In primary we learned about Temples. The two requirements for graduation from primary 
(ages 3-12yr.) were memorizing the 13 Articles of Faith and the names of the 8 functioning 
Temples. [St George, Logan, Manti, Salt Lake City, Laie (Hawaii), Cardston (Canada), and  
Mesa (Arizona), Idaho Falls (Idaho)] We also studied the Kirtland and Nauvoo Temples built 
before the migration west.
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After graduation from Primary (1952) we 
visited the Salt Lake  Temple and 
performed baptisms for the dead. This 
was my first time to enter a Temple and it 
was  memorable because of the 
reverence, spirit, and history. We actually 
performed ordinances for dead ancestors 
in the baptismal font. I remember looking 
down on backs of the golden oxen 
supporting the font.  Later I was able to 
enter the Manti Temple and be sealed to 
my parents. This ordinance meant that 
we would be an eternal family. These 
temple experiences greatly influenced my 
memory and in turn my life. About fifteen 
years later  I would enter the temple in 
Kirtland, Ohio. This temple was no longer 
owned by our church but I knew that 
some of my ancestors had been at the 
dedication. We were on our way to visit 
Shirley Jermain Taylor shortly after our 
move to Ohio. As we were driving for 
sometime I noticed a sign directing us to 
the Kirtland Temple. We needed a break 
so we stopped and joined a tour. We 
learned many things about church history 
and had a grand tour. In fact one of the 
best I have had.  I remember being 
influence by the spirit in the top floor. A 
few years later on a trip to Utah we were 
able to travel through Nauvoo, Il and visit 
the site where the Nauvoo temple had 
stood. All that could be seen from this 
site was the depression where the 
baptismal font had been. As we 
approached this site chills ran down my 
spine. This was the strongest sensation 
that I had ever had at a temple. For many 
years I could remember this feeling and 
wonder. After they rebuilt the Nauvoo 
Temple a friend told us that the spirit had 
told him this temple would be rebuilt. I 
then knew what the spirit was trying to 
tell me. 


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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Temple-Gathering My Family 

“Kathryn and I were sealed in the Atlanta Temple after we became active in the Church. This 
was a neat time and a realization of our Patriarchal Blessing coming true. The blessing 
essentially said that I would gather my family together and go to the temple. Kathryn had 
stated that her Patriarchal Blessing said that she would take the person of her choice to the 
Temple. Every time I would bring it up she would say “I haven’t chosen you yet”. She wanted 
to be sure that I was truly committed. Finally she decided that we should get sealed as a 
family because Boyd was going to turn 18 and then he would need to have his endowments 
before we could get sealed as a family (Actually, the age is 21). So we set out to get our 
endowments and sealing at some date in the near future. Cindy, Scott, Jeffrey, and Jasper (a 
tricolor Basenji) were living in Hawaii but would soon move to California. Cindy could come 
by on her way to California the week of Kathryn’s Birthday. Scott would be unable to come. 
We chose the Atlanta Temple because Carla and Brett could drive from Sullivan’s Island, 
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“The Gathering” 

Boyd C, Jennie V, Scott,Ken, Jeff, Cindy, Boyd, Kathryn, Carla, Brett, & Carol Sue



South Carolina. I called my mom and dad and got them to agree to meet us in Atlanta. They 
invited my sister, Carol Sue Mortensen, to come with them. All was going well except for 
Boyd as he had a swim meet on Friday (League Finals). I called to see how much airline 
tickets would be for Boyd to Fly to Atlanta. Would you believe $450.00? We were planning on 
driving to Atlanta after the swim meet and getting everything done on Saturday. I was 
dreading that on my second visit with my grandson I would lock him in a carseat and drive to 
Atlanta. Would he ever forgive me? Then the Lord took over. Scott called and said that airline 
fairs had dropped very significantly and he could come if he could bring Jasper. This meant 
that we would adopt Jasper. We agreed that we would accept and keep Jasper, boy was that 
a high price. I then checked on airplane tickets and found that we could fly for $45.00 each if 
we would stay the weekend. I decided that we could all fly at that rate. Carla arranged for a 
family suite that had beds for “all. Scott, Cindy, Jeffrey, Kate, and I flew to Atlanta, Thursday 
evening to be at the endowment session on Friday. Boyd, Jennie, and Sue flew from Salt 
Lake City arriving after we did. Thus, allowing us to rent a car (Cindy’s bonus milage) get to 
the Motel and then return and pick up the second party. Brett and Carla came by car with no 
trouble. It was unusual but the temple agreed to tend Jeffrey. We received our endowments 
on Friday and then picked Boyd up on Saturday morning. Cindy arranged for a second larger 
car that would hold all of us, thus we traded cars and went to the temple to be sealed as a 
forever family. Just a note; all flights were on time, no luggage lost and we had to stay over 
the weekend giving us time for a birthday party and meeting with family. When we went to 
dinner Cindy and Carla arranged for balloons on their mothers chair for the occasion. It was 
a special ending to a great trek as we made it to the temple. My father was my escort for my 
endowments and my two sons-in-law witnessed the sealings. “Now I understand the 
promise in my patriarchal blessing ..“that you will have the privilege of gathering your family 
together” .. in the temple.


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 

33



Temple - Second Trip 

In my Grandpa book I covered the excitement of getting to the temple included above.  This 
was an exciting time that I had waited for. I was committed to the life after the temple but not 
prepared for the actual ceremony. I had been to the temple for baptisms for the dead and I 
had been there to be sealed to my parents. I had been a member of the church for some 30+ 
years but had no idea about the ceremonies in the temple. The ceremonial aspects in the 
temple are significantly different from the general meetings in a chapel. This was somewhat 
of a shock for  me and many members attending for their first time. In a recent priesthood 
meeting Brother Nielson said that his second visit was scary, because he didn't have his 
father as his escort. This comment prompted me to reflect on my second trip. I was in 
Washington D.C. for some meetings so I went to the temple very early in the morning before 
my meetings. The drive there was dramatic because my windows fogged up on the busy 
freeway.  I made it to the temple safely and went inside. This temple was much larger than 
the Atlanta Temple. I was trying to remember and figure out were to go and how to do all of 
the things that I had been taught.  I was somewhat confused and dressed for sealing. The 
person there said I guess you would like to do sealings and directed me to the proper floor. 
That was fortunate because when I went in there was Ken one my friends from Hamilton 
ward. I had assumed that he had attended many times and would help me.  He then 
reported that this was his second trip to a temple also.  Two Kens on their second trip to the 
temple. Just having a friend in the room relaxed both of us. You can say that we escorted 
each other on our second visit. This was the first time I was involved in a vicarious sealing 
which seemed very strange. It was a blessing that I was guided where I would have a friend 
to help or escort me through the temple.  


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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Temple Marriage Two 

Linda and I first met on the internet, after hours communicating via internet and phone we 
met in Harrisburg for a tour of Gettysburg. I stayed in the 1777 house down the street from 
her house in Ephrata, PA. I did kiss Linda on the first date. We were courting long distance 
for about nine months.

On a trip to Oxford I took her to the Upham Arch and explained that a kiss in the arch starts 
a Miami merger and asked if she would kiss me.  She said yes! We were engaged for about 
three months before we could get married. We had to await permission from the first 
presidency. 

Linda and I were to be married in the D.C. Temple on a Monday. Generally temples are 
closed on Mondays except on some holidays, such as Labor Day. We had planned to have 
all of our families meet in Washington, DC with us paying for the rooms. As we neared the 
time of our wedding we had not received permission from the first presidency for our 
wedding. I got cold feet and released the rooms telling people it didn’t look like we would be 
able to pull things off. In frustration I turned things over to the Lord and stated that we would 
be married when he would let us. Now the Holy Spirit came to our rescue. I broke with 
protocol and asked people in Church Headquarters if the letter had been written. They could 
not tell me. I then stated that Linda had moved from her home and wanted to know if the 
“letter would be forwarded. Silence, then .. letters of that type are never forwarded. I asked if 
they could tell me if the letter had been sent to the old residence, because it would take two 
weeks to get a new letter. The wonderful lady told me that maybe if Bishop Jason Nielson 
would call they could tell him something. We ask Bishop  Nielson to check if papers had 
been mailed to the wrong address. He finally got in contact with the authorities and called us 
after 7:00 pm on Friday before Labor day and reported that we could get married. All of the 
family were able to make it but Scott, Matt, and Chris, who went to Jeff’s graduation from 
basic training. All in all there was this marvelous gathering of the family that would have been 
complete if I had kept the faith.

 

“I remember apologizing to temple worker for being so late at getting our papers in.  He 
remarked, late was if he had to call Salt Lake during this interview. I guess all people have to 
work hard to get to the temple, because it is so important.

I remember having the families  together and walking all over Washington DC.

We went to Gettysburg for a short honeymoon, as you may recall that was the place of our 
first date. We then took a trip west following the pioneer trek and met with the family in Utah. 
This was a fun trip that allowed us to get away from people and get to know each other. It 
allowed Linda to better understand the pioneers and meet some of our Utah family. 
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With Grand Children

Back Linda, Sean, Spencer Marissa, Mariah, Ken


Second row Sarah, Gabi, Zac W, Dagan, Esther, Makenzie

Front Madi, Aiden, Zac K, Julia. 

Brian Krall, Beth Minnich, Linda, Ken, Cynthia Dean, Carla Pielstick, Boyd Wilson
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Brian, Melissa, Aiden, Zac, Ken, 
and Linda

Madi, Beth, Sean, Sarah, Ken, 
Linda, and Gabi

Linda, Spencer, Zac, Boyd, 
Makenzie, Gabby, Julia, and Ken



Ministering 
Ward Teaching with Leo “Tiny” Smith 

Two members were called as ward teaching companions and assigned 1-8 families to teach 
each month. A ward teaching manual was given to the senior companion. The manual had a 
short lesson to be read or presented at each visit.  Each lesson had eight perforated “tear-
outs” that contained a brief version of the next lesson.  In practice it was expected to be 
posted in a conspicuous place in the home. 


As a newly ordained teacher I was assigned a senior companion, Leo "Tiny" Smith. Tiny was 
a short man that had retired from working on the railroad and was now able to attend church 
regularly for the first time in many years. He was definitely improving his religious life. We 
were assigned seven families to visit all within one block of Tiny's house. We always started 
the first weekday of the month at a specific time.  I think that it was the first Thursday of the 
month. A typical visit consisted of a greeting, me reading the lesson verbatim and Tiny telling 
a joke. Since he told the same joke seven times I had a new joke to share with friends each 
month. I also learned how to tell a joke from a master.  The last visit was with Patriarch 
Cheever and his wife where we received greater insight into the lesson. It seemed that it 
would have been better if we had visited Cheevers first so we could share his insight, but 
they were last because of Brother Cheever's work schedule. We carried out this schedule for 
two years without fail until  Tiny was called to be the Bishop. I always told people I trained a 
bishop, but he trained me on dedication and personal relationships.


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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Home teaching Oxford/College Corner 

When the Oxford Branch was formed I was called to be Elders Quorum President.  I was 
given the name and address of a new family in College Corner. Several times I tried to locate 
them but when I got to the address there was no house or trailer there.  Over the the months 
I would worry about this family but I could not find them.  Then on a very cold night I figured 
out in my mind what was wrong with my interpretation of the address.  I knew where to go so 
I took Boyd and we headed out.  On the way I noted how cold it was and drove right to an 
old trailer house with few if any lights on and their station wagon was there.  We went up and 
knocked and there was a small family with a just flash light.  I noticed that it was very cold in 
side.  My attention turned to the small children because they were bundled in coats and their 
faces were dirty.  It looked like jam first dirt second.  The children were so cheerful and 
welcoming that we sat with them.  I remember being torn by how dirty they were yet so 
cheerful.  I asked why they had no heat and they related the following story. The husband 
had been working for his uncle finishing concrete.  My impression was that he was a really 
hard worker. The weather had gotten so cold that his uncle had gone to Florida for the winter 
leaving him with out any job.  They had used their meager savings and were broke. They had 
no money for fuel or electricity. The night before we arrived they had spent the night in their 
car with the motor running and now it was out of gas. They had a small space heater but 
they had used that fuel also.  I asked them where we could get fuel for the heater for the 
night.  I remember I had $10 in my pocket.  I usually didn’t have money in my pocket, but for 
some reason I did that night. The brother went with us to get fuel and we went back to the 
trailer and got some heat for them.  I didn’t know what the Church would do for them but I 
promised that we would help. I went and reported to President Cupps. He really went to 
work and used fast offering funds to get them on their feet.  This was a great opportunity to 
show love for the family.  Everyone in the branch pitched in helping them get on their feet. I 
remember how blessed I was to have this experience and learn about helping people.  I was 
amazed at the prompting I received to find their trailer at their time of need.  I still breakup as 
I worry what would have happened that night had I not listened to the Holy Spirit (#HearHim). 


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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Getting Ed and Eileen to the Temple 

I have a strong conviction that the Lord wants us to develop forever families.  A forever family is one 
that has been sealed in the House of the Lord for time and eternity.  One of the things that limits this 
is part member families.  I have had the blessing of helping some part member families become 
forever families through the home teaching program.  Thus helping the  non-member become a 
member and then going to the temple with them. At the time of writing Cindy has asked that I 
chronicle these for our missionaries Anziano Dean and Sister Pielstick.  I plan to send them as 
individual stories.

One of my best friends has been Edgar Meadors.  I was assigned to home teach Ed and Eileen 
Meadors many years ago.  The Meadors had been a part member family for 35 years since Eileen 
had become a dedicated convert to the Church.  Ed had been very supportive of the Church, on 
many occasions donating to the building fund and helping members with work, but for some reason 
he would not join. 

Mitch Baier and I would with great regularity home teach the Meadors.  Mitch had been a friend of 
the Meadors since he was adopted.  In a way I was the junior partner as Mitch would spend time 
with Ed and his machine shop.  Every visit entailed a discussion of what Ed was making that month.  
On many occasions Ed would give some elaborate part to Mitch.  These treasures would be parts 
that had missed specifications.   There were some neat parts that we took home.  Ed’s shop was 
something to behold.  It was a rambling series of buildings that had grown over the years to house 
this immensely important shop.  Ed had been responsible for 60% of the parts in the government 
money printing press.  His business had grown to a high of 18 machinist working around the clock.  
We became very close friends with the Meadors learning about machining from Ed and learning 
about the DAR and poetry from Eileen.  There came a crisis in their life and Ed was able to repent of 
some past sins.  During this repenting Ed had a vision of the Savior.  In this vision the Savior was 
standing in a road and God was behind him.  From this vision Ed deduced that great truth that Christ 
was the only way to   Our Heavenly Father.  With the aid of the full time Elders, Ed was readied for 
baptism.  No one was a stronger convert than Ed.

Then came the great day when Kate, Ed, Eileen, and I were headed for the Columbus Temple.   As 
we were leaving Camden after picking up our soon to be forever friends our trusty car failed.  There 
was a loud popping like something broke in the engine.  We got out and checked the car and found 
nothing.  It was fun to have a real mechanic like Ed along.  We got in and after a prayer the car 
started right up.  We drove to the temple and had the wonderful time of seeing the Meadors get their 
endowments and be sealed for time and eternity.  What a wonderful day!

The Sunday following I was driving from the Hamilton Ward to the Stake Center to report back when 
that same popping sound started again and my car stopped dead in its tracks.  I was able to pull to 
the side of the road get a tow truck and get to my meeting.  It was like I had time in my schedule for 
the timing belt to fail.  It was obvious that the earlier stop we had lost five or six teeth in the timing 
belt but some how not the remaining which were lost the next day.  Somehow the Lord helped us 
that day by holding the teeth in the timing belt only to allow the normal large scale break down until 
it was not critical to the salvation of His children.

Mitch received a gift in that he found his life’s work, as a machinist.  Mitch was surely a great home 
teacher and I was blessed to accompany him. 


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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Being Home Taught 
The Sparto family were one of the important families in the foundation of the Oxford Branch.  
I remember one day at work when Larry Wencko (a non member) came and said we had a 
new “Mormon family” in town.   There was this family that had moved into the trailer court 
next to Larry. I finally got to meet this relatively large family living in a crowded trailer.  This 
family was a strong family that would affect the branch and my life in many ways.  The father 
was retired and soft spoken.  He was older than his outgoing wife. I was assigned to home 
teach the family and did so regularly. I got to know Sister Sparto, daughter Angie, and son 
Tony very well.  Brother Sparto and his sons Joe and Jeff less well. This was a fun family to 
meet with and our friendships strengthened significantly when Kathryn was called to be a 
Seminary teacher because she taught class in their trailer to Boyd, Tony, and Angie.  At one 
time I actually taught the seminary for a month while Kathryn was out of town. This seminary 
met very early because Boyd had morning swim practice much of the year and Angie had to 
catch an early bus to nursing school.  Poor Tony was force to arise one hour earlier than 
needed. Of course he could use that time for study if he needed.  I was always welcomed by 
Bro. Sparto but I just didn’t reach out enough to get to know him well.

Later Brother Sparto and Brother Dan Cronenwett were assigned to be our home teachers.  
This was an inspired assignment from my stand point.  Dan was a graduate student that 
allowed his senior companion, Joe Sparto, to lead. During these meetings I got to know Dan 
and Joe very well. One of the first visits came after I had tried my hand at fixing the kitchen 
sink drain.  I had just learned to use the plastic fixtures and was convinced that my “Rube 
Goldberg“ had fixed the problem. Then came the question that home teachers fear to ask, 
“is there anything that we can do for you?” I started to say that there was nothing, when 
Kathryn stated you can fix our leaky kitchen sink. This was an inspired moment because Joe 
had been a plumber and the next day he came and fixed the sink. He in no way down 
graded me but, he fixed the sink with great love and care. After this we became good 
friends.  I learned that as a 16 year old he had been drafted in the Italian Army in World War I. 
I had met very few veterans of “the war to end all wars” and he was the only “enemy”.  He 
then rolled up his pant leg and showed me the scar from being shot. He had been a great 
chef running Roy Rogers restaurant in California. He had moved to Cincinnati to be head 
chef in one of the big Hotels.  He had retired and moved to Oxford. 

Only now as I am getting older and my hearing is not as sharp as I would like, I can 
understand how I could meet with him and not get any of the wonderful stories in my visits. It 
is hard to follow a conversation and I remain silent because I do not want to be a fool. My 
impression is, that is what Joe did in my visits and I did not listen well enough.  I am glad the 
Lord sent him to teach me so I could get to know one of the best friends I ever had.  

My last visit with Joe was as he was nearing death from a stomach cancer.  Kathryn and I 
dropped by to say hi and Joe asked us to have soup with him.  He had some carrots boiling 
on the stove.  Kathryn asked to know how to make his soup.  He said water, carrots, and a 
pinch of salt as he added it.  Kathryn, “What did you do? How much is a pinch” A pinch like 
this showing us.  We then had soup with this famous chef.  I never tasted any soup better 
than this because of the love and presence of the HolySpirit.
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Stalled Along the Road 

When Boyd was a student at Miami University He was giving Bob a ride home on the 
freeway around Cincinnati in our old Oldsmobile.  Kate and I were on the way to Florida 
following a similar route.  I had no idea of the timing between our trips. All of a sudden I 
started worrying about Boyd driving our old car.  He was always helping people. Boyd had 
left much earlier and I started looking to see him returning. After being prompted to look for 
him we rounded a corner and there he was standing beside the car. As we pulled up beside 
the yellow Oldsmobile I noticed that he was alone.  Where was Bob? Why was he stopped? 
He was waiting for a tow.  Bob had caught a ride with another student and promised to call a 
tow company when he got home.  Boyd then admitted that he had no money, no credit card 
and of course no cell phone because they had not been invented yet. We waited until the 
tow truck arrived and followed them to the nearest garage.  We determined that the car 
could be fixed gave him a credit card and left him to get back to his dormitory. I feel that we 
were prompted to travel that road for a reason and at the moment we needed to be aware 
we started worrying about him.  It seems that the Holy Spirits helps those doing good things 
and we were the recipients of a prompting that aided our son because he was doing good.


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 

Helping Boyd #HearHim 

Recently I had an opportunity to follow a prompting that helped my son. I was watching a 
business show on TV when I noticed a rapid increase in the value of Tesla stock. I decided 
that Boyd would like to know that his favorite stock had increased in value. I just called him 
on the phone. He was happy that I called and then I asked him how his business was going.  
Was everyone working from home? I then asked if he was applying for the small business 
loan. He said they were working on the forms when I called. He then asked where he should 
apply. He was afraid that applying to his bank would endanger a personal loan. I had been 
listening to Secretary Mnuchin talk about going to your bank that knows you, so you can get 
the money quickly. I explained that the theme was to get the money to the right people so 
that they would not release employees.  While I was talking Boyd was texting his banker and 
working on getting things done.  About an hour later Boyd called and said that I was an 
answers to his prayers.  He had been praying about where to apply. He did get his business 
loan which will turn into a grant if he keeps his employees on the payroll. 
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#HearHim & Get Your Computers 

Linda reminded me of this event: When we were living in Ohio, I explained to Linda all of the 
reasons that I needed to upgrade my computer. She said, “Pray about it”. Later that day I 
met with the missionaries and explained to them how my old computer was causing 
troubles. They said, “Pray for it”. Just after they left I went to get the mail and found a check 
for the exact amount needed. This was a second check from my mothers estate. Linda said I 
didn’t even need to ask for it. Maybe that explains why she made me wait so long before she 
would agree to my new computer. 


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 

Branch Boundaries  1
  
Early in May 1985 President Wm. Budge Wallis called Larry Burton and I to serve on a 
committee chaired by Ron Laney.  This committee, which may have been in response to a 
letter written by Sister Ann Wicks requesting a branch in the Oxford area, was charged to 
review the membership in the Oxford area. To define the Oxford area I then located the 
surrounding Chapels on a map. I then drew a line connecting the center of Oxford to each 
chapel on the map. I then located the mid point on each of these four lines and constructed 
a perpendicular line at the midpoint to define the Oxford area. I presented this four sided 
structure to pres. Wallis and he remarked reduce the size. No one will remember how much 
distance you saved from their chapel.  Make your area small enough because it will be too 
hard to cover a large area with home teaching.  Was he ever inspired. 

With a reduced map I then had to define the dividing lines by following the roads.  I drove 
every road and prayed as I went. When I felt good about the lines I then drove them with Bro 
Laney. In most cases I really never felt any spiritual guidance.  I went to Fairhaven and the 
local church was having a welcome on the front lawn, and I joined in. I was sitting at a table 
just thinking of the good people there and I felt that it was important that Fairhaven be in the 
branch.  I knew that an important work would occur there. Besides that would add Israel 
township to our branch. How could we leave Israel out?

After the Oxford Branch was formed and I always told the missionaries that  something 
special is going to happen in Fairhaven.  We tried everything and not even one person will 
take the lessons. Then one family moved into Fairhaven.  This family had serious problems. 
We tried everything to help the family and we are unable to find the key to solve the 
problems. They moved away from the branch.

Many years later I noticed that the Oxford branch had a new branch president with the same 
last name. I finally got the phone number and gave the Branch President a call.  Sure enough 
it was the Dave Durant that I knew.  Now I understood the work in Fairhaven better.  Soon 
after we made it a point to go to Oxford and we picked a fast Sunday.  I got up and bore my 
testimony of the story.  

President Durant then got up and said his side of the story. I thought, am I in trouble?  He 
pointed out that what I said was correct but incomplete.  I had told him that he was to be 
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Branch President some day.  He said he thought he had that beat when he moved from the 
branch, but years later they called him to serve in Oxford even though he lived in another 
ward. I don’t remember telling him but he heard it and the Lord called him, I guess I said 
what the Lord told me. I know that the Lord is in charge and he even draws boundaries when 
it is important. I also know that it is important to follow the boundaries he gives us.

 Journal Kenneth G Wilson

13 May 1985..

“..We had four bishopric meetings in one week and no pending disaster.  One meeting was 
caused by change of date due to a Court and two stake meetings. The most important was a 
meeting with the high Council Pres. Wallis, Pres. 
Olson and the executive Secretary.  The outcome 
of the meetings was that a committee will be 
appointed to review the membership in the 
Oxford area.  Brother Laney, myself , and Bro. 
Larry Burton will be involved, Bishop Martin will 
be actively involved. (The problems are over 
whelming.) I sat down with a map and plotted the 
local churches in the area and attempted to 
determine the midpoints between Oxford and the 
Richmond, Batesville, Hamilton (Fairfield), & 
Middleton. I then constructed a perpendicular 
line at the midpoint this constructed a four sided 
structure that will constitute a starting point for 
the Oxford branch.  May the Lord Bless this area 
with some conversion Baptisms.  We need them 
now. I pray for guidance, that we may get things 
started. This is a unique chance to do the Lord’s 
work. It must be done carefully. The Stake 
President talked about next fall. I have visions of 
Cumler [Kumler] Chapel at Western or elsewhere 
until we can get started. Interestingly a church is 
so far in the distance that we cannot see it.  The 
Lord will show the way.

Elder K. G. Wilson
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The Oxford Branch today



Calling as a Branch President- 

I had the opportunity to lay out the boundary for a new branch, find a building to hold 
meetings which would normally be done by the branch president. Many assumed I would be 
the branch president, a friend on the high council broke precedence and informed me that I 
was to be the first branch president. I was not ready for the calling and the Lord new that.  I 
was somewhat troubled when the new branch president was sustained but in the end this 
event saved my family. I served as the first elders quorum president for four years. As the 
branch grew, members wanted to change things that I had worked out and I felt that I was a 
negative in the ward council and I asked to be relieved from my calling. My release came in 
the form a calling to the stake high council which is one of the best callings in the church. I 
was assigned to work with the Wilmington Branch where I worked with two branch 
presidents. 

At the first elders quorum meeting there was a teacher, one pupil and myself.  We needed 
more class members. When I met with the branch president I ask him if he had any young 
men ready to be elders. He had one that was ready. Soon after being ordained an Elder he 
was called on a mission. He shared his mission call with a fellow worker. His friend was 
impressed that he would spend two years serving the Lord. He helped the missionaries 
teach this family of four. Early one week I received a phone call from the branch president 
asking me to join in a fast for a brother that had a serious heart attack.  I was warned that he 
might not survive the night. His loss or inactivity  would be a serious loss to the branch. I 
dutifully joined in fasting and prayer.  This same week the husband and wife were baptized 
by the soon to be missionary. The next meeting was on fast Sunday. Since I had fasted 
earlier in the week I went to the meeting without fasting. The first item of business was the 
confirmation of the newly baptized couple. The second item of business was the naming and 
blessing of the two young children. Normally a child is blessed shortly after birth but to be 
inclusive the children were blessed while setting on a chair. One of the first 
testimonies was the brother that had the heart attack. His 
testimony of fasting, prayer and healing was very special. The new 
missionary went to the mission field having taught and baptized this 
couple and blessed their two sons. This was a special meeting for me 
because I could see that maybe I had made a difference. After this 
wonderful meeting I was asked to take  some information to the stake 
clerk, so I  headed to Cincinnati rather than Oxford.  As I was driving 
I started giving thanks to my Father in Heaven for this experience.  I joked and stated, Father 
this was best Fast and Testimony meeting I have ever been to and I didn't even fast.  Then a 
voice came to me and said "you won't be back as you have a work to do in Oxford." I went 
to the stake center and was met by the stake clerk and informed that my wife and I were to 
meet with President Wallis. I ask what for and he replied be there. We met with President 
Wallis on Sunday 13 August 1989 and he extended the call to be branch president which I 
accepted. I knew that I was finally ready to shoulder this load. It was almost 8 years before I 
returned to Wilmington as high councilor to speak in sacrament meeting. That day was the 
first day that Jeff and Tricia Sparto former members of the Oxford Branch had chosen to 
attend church.  I was one of the few that recognized them. I welcomed them when I spoke 
and replied that they couldn’t get away from me by moving. Wilmington was one of the 
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spiritual places in Ohio and in my heart. I felt prepared for the trials of a branch president due 
to my time with two great branch presidents. 


Closing Testimony as Branch President -15 Sep 1996 
Thanks to Father for the opportunity to come to this Earth. 
Thanks to The Savior for the opportunity to serve in His Church. 
Thanks to my father, mother, and mother-in-law for never loosing faith in me. 
Thanks to my wife for 37 years of marriage. 
Then thank as a group all who have worked with me. 
Thanks to all who have let me be a part of your lives. Please let Pres. Slater be a part of your 
life. 
Then the present branch presidency, Tom, Jose, Chris & Dave. 
When you get older you have more past to live in. 
It was about 14 years ago that I was ordained an Elder by Richard Brent Minor. It was about 
7 years ago I was set apart by Wm. Budge Wallis as President of the Oxford Branch, thus ca 
half the time I have been in the Melchizedek Priesthood I have been Branch President. 
The greatest blessing of this time is how Kathryn and I have grown together. 
I was reviewing my diary this morning to make certain I had my dates and facts correct. In 
this review I understand how the Church has made me a better husband and I feel worthy 
of such a special daughter of our Father in Heaven. This is the greatest blessing. 
Of course I have many experiences with each of you as you have grown in the Church, but 
the greatest achievement is in the growth in my marriage and family. That would be reward 
enough. 
The first day I started as branch president we went to the Church (Talawanda HS) and the 
doors were locked. (Thats how I knew that I didn't have all of the keys needed) 
The next Sunday there (were) only 36 people in attendance. We have helped a great number 
of people and I thank each of you for that. I feel that I have committed to this calling all that 
I have. I have made mistakes, I apologize to any I have hurt their feelings. 
Once when I made a mistake I gave President Somers the opportunity to release me. He 
related he would release me when I got it right.  I guess I finally got it right or the Lord gave 
up on me. 
The last time I spoke to you in Sacrament meeting was on Last Lectures which I felt at the 
time that this could be my last lecture as branch President it was. 
I would now like to remind you of keeping your covenants with exactness,  We have just 
sustained a new branch president who was sent to this branch by the Lord to do this 
calling. I have felt his warm spirit. We had a nice meeting yesterday for three hours going 
over the members. Let me assure you that the spirit has made known to me that President 
Slater is the person needed to guide the saints in this area. If each of you magnify your 
calling, I am certain that he will be a bishop soon and that I will be the last branch president 
released in Oxford. This work will go forth. Please give him your unfailing support as I will. I 
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promised President Slater that I would always support him and if I didn't please remind me 
of this day and immediately I would. 
Bear Testimony of the Savior. 

#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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Branch President Again 

One day after Linda and I got settled into life in Oxford. I was in a leadership meeting in the 
Oxford Branch I was overcome with the impression that I was to be the next branch 
president. It was clear in my mind of the events to follow. I went home and explained my 
feelings to Linda. I explained that we would meet with the stake president and he would 
interview us and then call me to be branch president. I am sure that she thought I was 
hallucinating, but soon we got a call to meet with President Guffey. This meeting proceeded 
just as I had explained, as I was called to serve as branch president again. Thus both times I 
served as branch president I was informed by the spirit before the call was extended by the 
stake president.  I was blessed to serve again for three and a half years before our serving as 
senior missionaries in New York. 


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 

 
Words of Wisdom Token 

To encourage reading of the Book of 
Mormon in the Oxford Branch, we 
proposed that a token be awarded for each 
of the fifteen books.   Volunteers would 
choose, prepare and give a token to each 
member finishing a book. We had a large 
signboard indicating individual books, who 
was giving the token, who had read the 
individual books. The concept was that as 
you finished a book and signed your name 
to the board a member would give you a 
token .  For example Kathryn had chosen a 
small piece of iron attached to some 
cardboard. This was the reward for reading 1 Nephi and it represented the rod of iron in 
Lehi’s dream. Noriko chose the “Words of Mormon” and made an origami ball for the reward. 
When she handed out her first ball everyone that saw it skipped to the sixth book.  
Summary: every one read Words of Mormon and Noriko probably spent more time making 
each origami ball than a person did reading the eighteen versus in this book. I love my 
liahona  that sits on the shelf in my home office.


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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Brother Dale Wants the Sacrament Covenant 

I first met Brother and Sister Dale when they came to our branch with their daughter, Sister 
Baier, one of our strongest members.  I soon learned that her parents were some of the 
strongest members of the church in Indiana. My first meeting is etched in my mind because 
we were without music that particular Sunday.  Sister Baier pointed out that her mother 
could play the piano which took care of half our problem. We needed someone to lead the 
music and I soon learned that Brother Dale could lead the music.  He was so happy to be 
leading the music.  In fact he was just happy to be needed. As we met in future meetings I 
would kid that I could call him to lead the music if he would move to Oxford as his daughter 
wanted.  Weeks later I was informed that he had been called to be a Patriarch. Well the Lord 
had a special calling for him and I did not have authority extend the calling he received.  A 
few years later he moved to Oxford because of failing health. One special Sunday we went to 
administer the Sacrament to him.  His wife who requested blessings weekly, asked if he 
would like to have another blessing. She persisted until he finally told her to stop nagging.  
He didn't want a blessing he wanted to fulfill his covenant by taking the Sacrament. This 
statement helped me to focus on the importance of covenants, especially the baptismal 
covenant and the Sacrament.  


BLESSING ON THE BREAD 
O God, the Eternal Father, we ask thee in the name of thy Son, Jesus Christ, to bless and 
sanctify this bread to the souls of all those who partake of it, that they may eat in 
remembrance of the body of thy Son, and witness unto thee, O God, the Eternal Father, that 
they are willing to take upon them the name of thy Son, and always remember him and keep 
his commandments which he has given them; that they may always have his Spirit to be with 
them. Amen.


BLESSING ON THE WATER 
O God, the Eternal Father, we ask thee in the name of thy Son, Jesus Christ, to bless and 
sanctify this water to the souls of all those who drink of it, that they may do it in 
remembrance of the blood of thy Son, which was shed for them; that they may witness unto 
thee, O God, the Eternal Father, that they do always remember him, that they may have his 
Spirit to be with them. Amen.


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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Teaching/Sharing 
Doctrine of Signatures or When it Rains it Pours. 

In the early 1980's when I started back to Church I had a very impressionable event. I was 
teaching a new course called “Plants, Man and Environment” the politically correct version 
became “Plants, Humanity and Environment”. I was teaching in Room 1 Upham Hall. This 
was a large room that held close to 200 students. I remember the class very well because a 
Mr. Dana Brown was in this class. His brother Ed Brown was my home teacher. The Brown 
boys were some of the best students that I ever encountered at Miami. Both were returned 
Missionaries and the Lord had sent them here to help me on my road to activity. Room 1 
Upham was a mess at that time and would soon be closed and remodeled. This room had a 
large lectern (20 + feet in length) at the front of the room. Like most large rooms the floor was 
sloping up and away from the lectern. It seems that some steam pipe had been broken and 
ceiling tiles were falling off but it was usable. 

After the class Dana reported that he wanted to just sit on the back row and sleep, but here 
was this new person that they were trying to activate teaching his class. He said “oh no now 
I have to study”. The Brown brothers worked a full forty hour work week at Keebler Cookie 
Company in Cincinnati every night and went to school in the day. It took them a minimum of 
10 hours per day getting to go to work and get back to school. They were amazingly brilliant 
students and apparently they never slept. 

One day I was talking about the “Doctrine of Signatures”. This was a medieval concept that if 
a plant looked like an organ it would be useful medicinally to treat that organ. For example, 
liverworts look like the liver and therefore they should be used to treat liver aliments. I was 
not too fond of this doctrine and to this day I am not sure about it. It does appear in Native 
American lore and in Chinese herbal medicine. 

This one day I had put my lecture notes on the center of the lectern and was ranting and 
raving at the front of the room doing anything I could do to keep the students awake. It was 
hard to keep a large class interested, especially in the “Doctrine of Signatures”. I made the 
well used scientific statement that “God did not put plants here for mans use” slamming my 
fist on the table to make an impression. My intention was to contradict the “Doctrine of 
Signatures”. Instantly several gallons of water poured out from the ceiling covering the 
lectern with water. It was like Heaven had opened up and was dumping buckets of water in 
my class room. The water missed everyone but covered the lectern. This event surely had an 
impact on me. There was complete silence in the class room as none of us understood what 
had happened. I quickly excused class. I learned that day that God did put plants here for 
mans use and you better believe it. Further more I had a witness in the person of Mr. Dana 
Brown. I never again challenged God in the classroom. 


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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Argentina - Mandevilla - Bradykinin 

One of the best experiences as a Botanist and most rewarding spiritually occurred when I 
went to Argentina. One of the great classical eras was economic botany when the plants of 
the world were collected and examined for value. I never saw myself as a classical botanist. 
One day my branch president asked if I could help Procter and Gamble get samples of 
Mandevilla velutina from an area other than Brazil. Calixto had reported that M. velutina 
contained chemicals that would inhibit bradykinin, the pain hormone. He had based his 
research on the report that the natives used an extract from the roots of M. velutina to 
reduce the painful snake bites of Bothrops.

I soon found myself with tissue culture supplies on an airplane heading towards Buenos 
Aires, Argentina. I was to meet with Cecilia and her husband at the air port. President Tom 
Cupps  would join us in a week.  Cecilia was a pure botanist and was not allowed to work for 
contract so she had us contract with her friend Daniel De Azcue who worked at a biotech 
firm.  Since I was to meet her husband at the airport,  was her husband  Daniel de Azcue? 
Fortunately it was.

As we were leaving the airport we passed the Argentina Temple.  I asked them about this 
prominent building and they said it was some type of religious building that just popped up 
there.  I pointed out that was a temple built by the Church that Tom and I attended. After 
changing money we flew to Salta where we rented a car started our search for plants. On the 
way to San Salvador de Jujuy we found our first Mandavilla pentlandiana which was found 
growing on a support line for a telephone pole. Next we found Mandavilla laxa growing as a 
vine on small tree. While inspecting this beautiful white flowered liana we noticed a person 
running down the road towards our car. He seemed to be packing a lit stick of dynamite.  He 
was calling out in Spanish  and I could not understand a word. Were we in the middle of 
some revolt?  Daniel and Cecilia took off running toward the car and I followed suit. As we 
neared the man I could see that the lit fuse fortunately had no stick of dynamite attached. 
Then Daniel and Cecilia explained that the man was a miner.  Then I recognized that he had 
a timing fuse and he was warning us that soon there would be a large explosion and we 
needed to look out for falling rocks.  There was a large explosion and we then ran away from 
the blast area and rocks started falling all around us.  No one was hit but I gave thanks to the 
Lord for our safety. Finding Mandavilla laxa was a very exciting endeavor. It reminded me of 
the stories of the old timers collecting plants around the world. Was I experiencing true 
classical botany?

One day traveling through a desert like area we approached a little stand with two young 
men waiting for a bus. I asked if it was OK to talk to these missionaries from our church. We 
stopped and I found that both were from Ohio. They were waiting for the bus but it was very 
late. They had a teaching appointment in the next town and were hoping (praying) for a bus. 
We were their bus that day. Later I was speaking in the Hamilton ward I found out that one of 
the Elders had lived in the Hamilton ward before moving to Dayton. Some of his relatives had 
heard of this crazy botanist who had saved their day. We were successful at collecting 
Mandavilla velutina and the researchers at P&G were able to reproduce Calixto's 
experiments. Tissue cultures were doing well but the chemist wanted two hundred pounds of 
Mandavilla velutina and were willing to send us back the next year.
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I decided to take ten copies of the Book of Mormon with me. On my way to Argentina I went 
to visit Carla in Florida the family would spend time there while I was in Argentina. I went by 
the mission office in Florida and met with Pres. John Tanner to obtain 10 Spanish Book of 
Mormon. That was an interesting meeting because my grandfather was a John (de Alton) 
Tanner. 

I related to Tom that the only way we could get 200 lbs. was if the whole mountain was 
burned over. My theory was that the tubers were adaptive for survival during a fire. We had 
found Mandavilla velutina at “Mina 9 de Octobre”. This was a federally gated area, as we met 
with the gate guard he said we would not be able to find any plants the whole mountain had 
been burned over. I was elated because we would be able to find our plants. As we 
approached this hill or mountain that resembled a larger version of the P-mountain of my 
youth we noted the beautiful pink flowers were every where. We had developed a system of 
flagging locations where we extracted plants. My goal was that we would not collect over 
half of the plants, by flagging extracted plants we could compare the ratio of flowers to flags. 
After flagging many plants I recognized that there was no way that we could collect half of 
the plants. Inspection of one of the plants we had collected the year before we noted that 
there were multiple plants originating from the roots left buried. I was certain that we would 
not decimate this important plant in fact we might facilitate the increase in the number of 
plants on the mountain. I feel that the Lord had blessed this project. 

On this trip unlike the first trip I hadn't seen any missionaries. I had hoped to see Tony Sparto 
from the Oxford branch. The last couple of days I was getting worried about my Books of 
Mormon, when Daniel remembered there should be a radio station that helped you find 
people. Your message would be broadcast with hope that someone would hear you. Our 
hope was that some member or friend of the Church would tell us where the missionaries 
lived. He went and ask the laundry lady about this station. On the way to the station she 
asked who he wanted to contact. He explained that he was doing for me to find the 
missionaries. She said that they were renting from her. She had washed my laundry and 
recognized I was a member. Daniel, she, and I headed out to give her a ride home and see 
the missionaries. I found that Elder Sparto was at the other end of the mission but I was able 
to give my extra books to his former MTC companion. I was blessed to make two trips to 
Argentina achieve the knowledge and experience of classical economic botany. This was 
truly a blessed, spiritual journey! 
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#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKE 
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El Cielo/Garden of Eden? 

In 1991 Kathryn and I had the opportunity to go on a 
spring-break trip with the Botany Department to El Cielo 
Biosphere Reserve in Tamaulipus, Mexico. We flew to 
McAllen, Texas and took a bus to Ciudad Victoria, 
Mexico. We arrived on a Saturday and with the help of 
Alfredo Huerta found that we were a short distance from 

a church. We walked to the 
church hoping to find out what 
time meetings were. We 
expected the church to be 
identified by a sign "Iglesia de 
Jesucristo de los Santos de los Ultimos Dias" (Mormon Church). In addition to the sign there 
was a volley ball game going on behind the chapel. As we watched one young man 
approached to help us and practice his English. We finally explained that we would like to 
attend sacrament meeting with them. He arranged for us to meet his friend Eloy. Eloy spoke 
pretty good English but with many apologies.  He arranged that he would pick us up in the 
morning. He wanted us to go church with him and his BYU brother and have dinner with his 
family. They arrived the next morning in a clean neat beat up VW Thing with a hard top. Eloy, 
his brother and wife, Kathryn and I filled the auto.  He wanted to take us to a different ward. 
We soon realized that we were with a member of the local stake high council. This was the 
Sunday that the stake high council provides speakers at ward sacrament meetings. We 
arrived early for meeting while Eloy met with the local bishop. He returned from this meeting 
and reported that the local speakers were not going to be there. He asked us to bear 
testimonies and his brother translate for us. The only thing I remember from the talks was 
that Kathryn explained the reason little children are always squirming and active in church is 
that there was this great big spirit in such a tiny body.  As I saw the response I wished that I 
had said something like that. She always spoke with love. We both survived.

The main point of meetings that day was that members had to donate more to the ward 
budget or the missionaries out from this ward would be transferred home until there was 
enough money to sustain them in the field. This really struck my heart, because members in 
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US no longer had to pay budget.  
In priesthood meeting I asked the 
bishop how much they needed to 
keep the missionaries in the field. 
It was small, in fact I had enough 
pesos to meet the need. As we 
left meeting I quietly put all of our 
pesos and few dollars in his back 
pocket. We have no need for 
money because we were going to 
El Cielo in the morning where 
every thing was prepaid.

We left that chapel and evidently 
visited all the wards in Ciudad 
Victoria along the way we picked 
up two young children who would 
ride setting on the tailgate. 
Finally, we were headed for 
dinner when we went around a 
corner and the rear wheel came 
off. Quickly the 
young boys 
jumped down 
and started 
getting the 
lugs that 
came off 
allowing the 
wheel to go 
free. My 
feeling was 
that this had 
occurred 
before 
because 
everyone 
seemed to 
know what to 
do. We 
waited for the 
gomeria (tire 
repair shop 
or wrecker) 
to come but 
we had a 
long wait since only half of the gomerias were on duty on Sunday. After an hour Eloy had a 
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taxi take us to his house while he stayed with the car. This was a wonderful dinner that was 
so carefully prepared.  The lettuce was so beautifully arranged on the plate and that I did not 
dare eat. Finally we got back to our hotel. We had been greatly fed literally and spiritually. As 
we were back on the bus headed to El Cielo everyone was sharing stories. When we 
mentioned our 
dinner the 
anthropologist 
stated that he 
was jealous. He 
had come on the 
trip to try and 
meet with a real 
family. He then 
pointed out when 
the Mennonites 
came to Mexico 
they would have 
starved were it 
not for Mormons 
who gave them 
aid and training to 
farm in this 
country. This 
comment was 
brought about a 
sign offering good 
Mennonite 
cheese. We soon found out that our 
bus could not make it up the last 
part of the road so we had to walk.  
It was warm and we were not in 
shape but we had a wonderful walk 
with Mike Vincent and Tom 
Lammers giving us a botany lesson 
along the way. When we finally 
finished climbing, we entered one 
of the most beautiful valleys I have 
ever seen. We then understood why 
our church friends had called it the 
Garden of Eden. 


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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Family & Marriage Class- -The Family Proclamation 

As President of the Oxford Branch and Professor of Botany I was often invited to participate 
in various courses on campus. The one important to this story was an invitation to 
participate in the Family and Marriage Class.  This was a large class with 200 plus students. 
Many were religious and interested in getting married and starting families. I was happy 
(maybe proud) to be on a panel with other ministers including Catholic, Methodist, Lutheran, 
Presbyterian Jewish, etc. I loved the few chances to meet with these sincere leaders.  
Ground rules that we had about 2-3 minutes to introduce ourselves and present what we felt 
would be important to the class and then respond to questions. I like this format because I 
usually come off well in questions with good, quick answers.

I then started to prepare materials for class and I had the hardest time finding general things 
about families.  Things that I had read previously were not to be found. I became worried that 
I had overstepped my abilities.  In fact I was in a panic until I discovered this new document 
that had been presented in conference - “The Family Proclamation”.  Why had I not heard 
about it?  I always go to conference and listen intensely but I had missed this.  As I read the 
Family A Proclamation to the World I was overwhelmed by the spirit.  As usual I was tearing 
up and started reading it to my wife.  She responded who was speaking?  I answered Jesus 
Christ! She said “Why are you always overstating things”. She then read it and said you are 
right this is revelation from God.

As I contemplated how I could have missed I noticed that it was presented to the General 
Relief Society Meeting.  I am embarrassed to say the I was prompted by the Spirit to go to 
that meeting and I could not see why. Now I knew.  My wrestle with the spirit was that I had 
just called a new Relief Society President and I felt that my presence would someway 
distract from her authority.  This was a lesson that I needed to learn.  I assume my invitation 
to the class was the way of teaching me to listen better especially to the Holy Spirit.

Meeting with the class was fun, I handed out copies of the Proclamation to every student. 
Made a short presentation pointing out that I had performed a few marriages and that was a 
free service.  I labored on temple marriage with some statistics.  I was able to answer all 
questions by referral to the proclamation.

I add that after I had found “The Family - A Proclamation to the World” my mind was opened 
up and I could find all the things I had been searching for and not finding. My thoughts were 
that I experienced “the stupor of thought” found in D&C 9:9 until I listened to the Holy Spirit.	 


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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Becoming A Better Parent Class 

We were called by the bishop to attend “The Becoming a Better Parent Course”.  I was not 
sure if I wanted to spend time taking a course but Kate was determined that I needed to 
improve my parenting skills, so we went. Brother Bill Reed taught the course and did a very 
good job.  I remember his reflexive listening portion to this very day.  He came to class and 
reflected everything that class members said. It took me time to catch on, but to this day I 
admire that lesson.  After completing the course I found out that we were taking the class to 
prepare us to teach this in the Hamilton Ward. This was a great opportunity for Kate and I to 
work together.  I admit that I followed her in this class.  Obviously she was the better parent, 
but I was a quick learner. We taught the course several times.  Each time was very spiritual 
as we were able to work with parents.  In fact this was important for me because I had not 
taken my children to church when they were young and this was my osmotic learning. There 
were many spiritual experiences in this assignment but I would like to focus on one prayer 
when we were late to class.

Sister Gardner, Kate and I were traveling on highway 177 south of Darrtown when we came 
upon an accident. The road was blocked because of a head-on collision. We were the third 
or fourth car stopped and waiting.  I remember Sister Gardner stating that she was a nurse 
and needed to go help but didn’t want to. She got out of the car and literally had a temper 
tantrum.  She stomped her feet and then almost instantly gained her composure and went to 
help. She was like a rock as she went and helped.  This accident was tragic because a 
young child was killed and two police offers badly injured. The one year old child ended up 
under the dash board dead. Her mother was horrified and almost irreconcilable.  The two 
policeman left head prints in the windshields. The cars collided  head on. None of the four 
people involved was fastened in their seat belts.  It was in the day  when no one had a car 
seat for children and few used seat belts. They paid a heavy price for not using their seat 
belts.

After this horrific scene we finally made it to class in the Hamilton Ward. All were aware that 
we would be late so they waited. I walked into the room and all I could think of is that we 
needed our help from the Lord. Almost as a reflex I said let’s pray and dropped to my knees.  
The whole class got on their knees and I prayed as never before. I let it all out and gave 
thanks to the Lord that it was not us that were hurt after I did ask Father to bless those hurt 
in the accident.There was such a feeling of peace in this classroom that all were blessed.  
The blessing of being a good parent was more important after that accident.


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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To walk with Faith 

One of the toughest times in life is the loss of a loved one. I have explained how the spirit 
helped through the loss of my youngest brother. The toughest loss was my wife of 43 years. 
This story is about how I was able to recover with the help of God, family and friends.

It all started when we were getting ready for bed after watching a movie at the Dean's home.  
Kathryn reported that she had a tingling in her fingers and hand. We quickly redressed and 
headed to the hospital. Preliminary analysis was that we should have her transported to a 
Cincinnati Hospital. We waited and waited for the ambulance as conditions worsened. [I 
should have just taken her to Cincinnati myself.  I feel that this waiting was critical.] It 
seemed surreal watching the doctor carefully working on her that night. After a few days in 
the hospital in Cincinnati she was moved to Fort Hamilton Hospital. I was sure that she 
would be healed and as I blessed her that she would get well and not suffer long. I 
remember each Day I would go spend time with her and we would read a chapter in the 
Book of Mormon. As time progressed in rehabilitation things seemed normal. I was worried 
about the staff training me to care for her. Could I do this without error? Carla came to be 
with us during this time. A day after reading the 18th chapter of 1 Nephi things turned for the 
worse. I had just given my final examination to my class and student presentations were due 

59

The Last Date- 
Dinner Texas Roadhouse on Jeffrey Deans graduation. (29 May 2003)



the next day.  When I arrived at the hospital I was warned that Kathryn was having more 
trouble. The doctor ask me if he should put her on life support. Let me pray I replied, we 
have an agreement that we would pray for guidance before making that decision. As I knelt 
in prayer in a circle with four missionaries to make this decision, I was interrupted, because it 
was too late she had passed on. The Lord had answered my prayer for me. I was allowed in 
to see her and I gave her my last kiss. She was still warm but lifeless making no response. 
She seemed at peace. We contacted family and friends that evening. I then sat down and 
graded my tests. I took my granddaughter, Marissa, to class the next day to help take notes 
so we could grade the presentation and determine final grades. The students were most 
supportive of us in our sorrow. Thanks for wonderful students. The funeral was attended by 
family from across the country and the chapel was full with friends. The Pielstick family took 
my extra car to Florida which I would retrieve later.

 After the funeral I was left home to start a new unplanned chapter in my life. My first battle 
was with the washer and drier. As I went in the washroom I found a panic button which I 
pushed with little hope of reaction because it  was just a button painted on a board. With 
further looking  I found a wonderful step by step set of instructions on how to use the washer 
in Kathryn's handwriting. She was always so organized.

 I flew to Florida to  spend some time with family at the beach and retrieve my car. I hoped 
this trip would let me get my bearings. Brett came to me and stated that he needed me to 
help him give his high council talk in church. He was filling in for another councilor who was 
helping a neighborhood that had a death. Why me? I 
didn't even have a suit or sport coat. I bought a sport 
coat and started writing a talk. Brett assigned me to 
speak on the topic - "To Walk by Faith" I almost backed 
out but I knew that this important to my life. He was 
inspired.

—————-

Sacrament Meeting Talk:To walk by Faith 20 July 2003 
Shores Ward, St Augustine Florida ??


Brother Brett Pielstick has asked me to speak on the 
topic to walk with faith. I accepted this assignment 
because I new that I needed at this point in my life more 
than ever to walk by faith.  I need all of the strength that I 
can get. 


To walk by faith –

To walk with faith-

To walk with great faith –

Can I walk by faith? -


This topic on the weekend before the 24 July could relate 
to the great faith that the pioneers exhibited on the walk across the plains.  My great 
grandmother made such a walk of great faith when she was nine years old as she walked 
from Nauvoo to Salt Lake. But this is not the walk that I want to talk about.  
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I feel prompted to talk about the walk through life/the plan of salvation and how faith is 
necessary for each of us as we make this walk.  As I was preparing this talk yesterday 
morning I was doing that which I insist on doing when I come to Florida namely walking 
along the beach.  Walking down the beach with my grandchildren is special; we stop and 
look at shells, the birds, the waves, and of course the rising sun.  As we started the morning 
there were few people out on the beach and we pretend that we are completely alone.  As 
the day progresses, more people come to the beach.  A younger man casts his line in the 
ocean to gather food just as each of us goes about our journey gathering food for our family.  
Then we are joined by a family body surfing.  Then we notice that there are couples of all 
ages traveling this section of beach.  There are some that travel the beach alone.  But all are 
enjoying the view from the beach.  


I then notice a man on a bike leading a younger family as they are riding on the beach.  Mom 
has a young daughter pedaling along behind on a bicycle built for two, father has a car seat 
hooked on his bike with a baby in it.  As the older man comes down the path he encounters 
a tidal pool and as he is on a peninsula he turns around and leads the crew around the tidal 
pool and then on down the beach they go.  This is so typical of this walk of faith we have 
leaders helping us along the way.  We have our elders in the church helping us choose the 
way.  These pioneers that mark the trail for us such as are our parents, neighbors, friends, 
and family. We often need to turn around and go back to avoid pitfalls of life.


Then I notice the lighthouse not far off.  I always thought that the light house was just a 
beacon to warn us of the shore, but just recently I  learned that each light house is unique 
and that the frequency of flashes tells the mariners with a good map where they are.  
Lighthouses are being replaced by global positioning satellites.  I like to think of light houses 
as they stand as sentinels on the shore and they are part of our heritage, and further more it 
is hard to visualize satellites.  We have Bishops that are similar to these light houses that tell 
us where we are especially in our temple interviews.


Many of us just walk on the beach and have no goal.  The only thing is that we must 
remember which exit will return us to the car and then our home.  It is similar in our walk by 
faith we must remember that our goal is to return to our Heavenly Father. 


What are the things that we can do in this walk by faith that will allow us to return to our 
Father in heaven?

Pray – communicate with Him. 

Scripture study – This is like the mariner studying his map

Go to our meetings – 

Make and keep covenants -  

Help our neighbors along the way – Luke 17:5-10

This walk through life is like a walk along the shore. We must remember where our exit is and 
that we have friends and family waiting for us on the other side.

Giving this talk was therapeutic for me. I was able to go home and start the new chapter in 
life knowing that Kate was in a better place. 


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN
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Missionary service  
   
My goal as a young man had been to graduate from college which I did rather than go on a 
mission. Later in life after we became active in the church we set a goal to serve a mission as 
a senior couple. Kathryn wanted to serve a family history mission and I wanted to serve a 
proselytizing mission. We used to joke about this with each hoping to win the discussion at 
some later date when I would retire. It seems that the Lord called Kathryn on her family 
history mission without me. Since a single male cannot go on a mission I would need to get 
married to serve a mission. This was the number one point in my searching for a companion. 
The second point was that I could make a good husband, because Kathryn had trained me 
well. 


After my retirement Linda and I started getting ready to serve a mission. One morning we got 
a call from Brother Partlow pointing out some openings for senior missionaries to teach 
institute .  There were openings at Buena Vista and Williamsburg. He suggested that the best 
bet would be Williamsburg. We called the director at Williamsburg who was really serious 
about getting someone that would do the work not some one just interested in history. Next I 
checked with my long time institute friend John Cardon. He said great, call his friend that 
was in charge of suggesting names to the mission committee. We called him to see if he 
would suggest us for Williamsburg. He said if we could get our materials in first because 
there was another couple interested.  We filed our papers while I was branch president. This 
provided me with ability to follow the movement of our applications. When our application 
was awaiting assignment we went to New York to Berkley and Laura's wedding.  When we 
went to Church with Brian in New York, Linda met the NYNY Temple Presidents wife. Linda 
explained that we were awaiting assignment for our mission. After their meeting the Temple 
President joined the conversation. Sister reported to her husband that our first choice was 
Williamsburg but our second choice was New York. The Temple President stated that they 
needed good people in New York and they would pray for us to come to New York. When I 
checked the progress of our application it was still awaiting assignment suggesting that 
something had gone awry. After that I lost the capacity to check on line so I drove the 
mailman crazy with my daily checks. Soon we got a telephone call from Murdock Travel to 
arrange flights to the MTC.  When Linda stated that we were yet to receive a mission call, 
they said they would have to get back to us. Linda and I had prayed to be assigned to 
Williamsburg and secretly I had prayed for palm trees in our mission. Finally we got a call to 
the New York New York South Mission to teach Institute. What happened to our prayers? 
Were they trumped by the Temple Presidents? Not really, When a map of our mission arrived 
we noted that it consisted of three islands Staten Island, Long Island, and Bermuda. 
Bermuda has palm trees! When we asked President Bennion about it, He offered to transfer 
us but warned the rent was much higher.  Brooklyn was expensive enough for us and my 
prayer about palms was answered. When we met with the institute students I asked what we 
could do to be good missionaries. One suggested that I read and get to know Brooklyn. A 
book came to mind that I had suggested as reading in almost every general botany class I 
had taught over the past 40 years. The book "A Tree Grows in Brooklyn" seemed 
appropriate. I set out to read this book for the first time. It is a semi-autobiographical book 
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about  Francie Nolan who lives in Williamsburg a neighborhood in Brooklyn. Note the Lord 
had answered our prayers as well as the Temple Presidents. 

Be careful what you pray for! Our prayers were answered.
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Subway Stop: Brooklyn Heights in background

Elder Wilson at

Subway Museum

Sister Wilson catching up on 
the Good Word at the Institute 

Lounge.

Getting Directions from one 
of the oldest light houses - 

Montauk

Our Fearless Leader Jonathon Stephenson



#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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Staten Island. 

Some of theYoung Mothers 
and Children from a Class 

at Park Slope 

Sister Wilson with Janet in Brooklyn



CES Missionaries Teach and Publish 

When we arrived in Brooklyn, Brother Stephenson and Elder Gilstrap helped us get moved 
into our apartment. They gave us keys, our teaching assignment and a subway schedule. He 
would see us in a week. We were off and running. We loved every minute of our mission and 
had many blessings from our service.  I have had and worked with many teachers in my life 
but Brother Stephenson was the best. His courses were truly inspired and inspirational. 


We had many opportunities to teach institute in Brooklyn, Staten Island, and Manhattan. As 
CES missionaries our primary audience was the young single adults, which we loved. One 
very spiritual group was the young married mothers. Jonathon Stephenson asked us to 
substitute teach his class in Manhattan composed of young mothers and young children in 
the nursery room. The children were playing as a group while the mothers were studying 
institute lessons. The spirit was so strong in this class. Many of the mothers were graduates 
of BYU with great backgrounds and faith to match. Later we learned of a group in the Park 
Slope Ward that had a prekindergarten class that a group of young mothers took turns 
teaching. We suggested that the mothers not teaching may like to take institute while they 
waited with nursery-aged children. We loved the fact that we all sat on the floor and studied 
the gospel in the nursery room.  Many loved the idea, thus we had this special class with 
nursery children and mothers. We gained from this group of saints that because they were so 
special.  They really are the power of the church.  Again we were blessed by following our 
leader (Bro. Stephenson).


Also he had this inspiration to publish a newspaper that covered all of the activities in the 
New York area. I remember questioning why Brother Stephenson was pushing us so hard. I 
was feeling that we could not get the fall paper done in time. As I write this I recollect all the 
missionary publications such as "The Times and Seasons", tracts, and translations. This is 
what missionary work is about! We were doing the same thing as my missionary heroes of 
the past.  Brother Stephenson had worked on the editorial staff of the Ensign and really knew 
what he was doing. Linda and Luana Gilstrap were really talented editors.  Elder Gilstrap and 
I filled in where ever they needed us. We learned as we put this newspaper together. I had 
worked with Dave Newman on a three volume sequence, but Dave was the real genius 
behind our work. All of this work came together when I was home teaching Sister Hite and 
asked "Is there anything I can help you with?" She took me into her office and pulled out 
some folders and ask me to help her publish her life story. I now recognized the second 
blessing of working on that newspaper. I was able to help Sister Hite with a great deal of 
editing by her daughter, Sharma Woolstenhulme, to chronicle her life story.  This was one of 
the most gratifying things that I have accomplished in my life of service. In the process I 
developed the confidence to tell my story. 


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 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Midwood Ward - Finishing our mission 

The old Midwood Chapel was a beautiful building in a grand old section of Brooklyn.  I 
remember teaching class Wednesday evening after President Obama was elected.  I saw 
how important it was for the members of this class to have a president that they identified 
with. This class had a special place in my heart, because of the wonderful students that 
attended.  Our last term we had two students join us.  One was a member that wanted to 
return to activity.  She had non-member friend come with her. He was very knowledgable in 
the gospel and very helpful.  After a few weeks the member stopped coming.  We worried 
because she had been making great progress but she stopped. We learned that she was 
assisting the missionaries teach her husband.  Next the rumor mill suggested that her 
husband was getting baptized. The last class she returned with her new member husband.  
This was a special meeting where they thanked us for our class. This reactivation and a 
baptism seemed to be a nice capstone to our mission. 

Jonathan required one last meeting for us the evening before we were heading home. I was 
frustrated that he would have us go to the last class at NYU. This was a class that he had 
taught and we had only met with the students once. Almost murmuring we went to this 
class.  The class met on the 8th floor of the student union building in a room that looked over 
the Washington Arch and up 5th avenue. We had discussions, pizza, and just enjoyed the 
view. As the sun was setting you could see the lights on 5th avenue growing brighter and 
then turn into the great white way.  I then recognize what Jonathan was doing.  We had a 
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beautiful view of the city seared into our memories and our love of New York.  It was a fitting 
end to a wonderful period of services for the Lord. As we were awaiting a subway we saw 
the  Brooklyn Stake president across the tracks who remarked "Well done good and faithful 
servants".  Now we could leave the big city and spend a year with Linda's mother.  


#HEARHIM LOVE FAITH HOPE CHARITY #HEARKEN 
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As the sun was setting you could see the lights on 5th avenue growing brighter and then 
turn into a “great white way”.
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