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Thisbook iswritten for my childrenand my grandchildren.
Asyoureadit, | hopeyouwill feel happinessand gratitudefor thewonderful life
that we haveall had together. | hopeyouwill feel thelovethat | havefor al of you
andfor your father (and grandfather), and for those of you who havejoined our family through marriage.
| hopethat all of youwho carry the nameof Scribner (inoneway or another) will be as proud of that name
asl am. | amaso proudto carry the name of Jesus Christ. | am so grateful for the Restored Gospel of
Jesus Christ. Itisbecauseof my faithinthe Savior and histeachingsthat | know wewill dways
betogether now and forever, along with those many loved oneswho have aready |eft us.

Withmuchlove,
Wom and (Grandma

(%/M’(’J/’H(IA 200 )/))

Holding Time

A second passes quickly and
then before you know it
another has already gone
Running, you fall with fingers
grasping the air where seconds once were

The years move like the
seconds now. Falling weightlessly
through powdered snow

Unable to stop or hold tight

The years race on

by %/W/a’l/anne @M’éﬂmf
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My sentiments exactly. . . Thank you for expressing this, Christy,

Lacking VWords

[ sit very still
with my pen held steady over
a blank piece of paper
frozen in place
I know words used to describe my family
would never express the truth
never could | explain even one person
adequately enough
to be satisfied
Love, support, friendship, and intellect
are a few descriptive words
but at the minimum
volumes could be written

by Christianne @éﬂ%ﬂwf
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My Life

Life Stories are meant to be written when old
And old, | never shall be!
So perhaps | will write just a short line or two
And a bit of my poetry.

My life is wrapped up with my family and friends
And my faith and my love for God,
And so many things that surround me each day
(I'm sure | appear to be odd)

But odd1 am (and so are you)
Perhaps the word is unique,

So carefully read with an open mind
As | allow you to take a peek

Of my life which is better and better each day
(Though sadness creeps in now and then
When loved ones are lost—some from this earth,

While others let go of God’s hand.)

You'll read of love as babies are born,
And children who “sure done us proud.”
Yet life is not smooth, many tears | have cried—
Quietly—never out loud.

Our story is good —yes, it’s your story too
My hope is to make you smile
It should be told—over and over again
Until it is truly worthwhile!

Cecile eritner 2000
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My Mother and Father and Patriarchal Blessings

Remember my mother—my hero—who said:
“If it’s not worth exaggerating, then it's not worth telling!”

id I say my mother wasmy hero? Well, there’'sagood placeto start. | wish somuchthat | could ve
beenjust like her, particularly asamother. | wantedto be. | triedto be. Oh, shehad somefaults, and
| wasaware of them even asachild, but they are small compared to the magnitude of the strength |
ganedfromher as| grew up. | wasabetter housekeeper than she
was, but she was a better gardener than | could ever be. Even
today asyou walk through the Old James Home on 1815 North
650 East in Provo, you can seethetrees, theroses, and theflowers
that she planted—they persistently bloom every year. You can
even see the walks and some of the patiosthat shelaid. | also
come up short as | compare my expertisein the kitchen to her
cooking, but nevertheless, | can make her bread, her roast, her
eight egg cake, her clam chowder, her macaroni and cheese, her
chili and her orangerolls—and |’ m good at thesethings! | hadto
learn how to makethese so | could keep her alivein our hearts
forever. She’'sbeen gonenow for over twenty-six years, and yet |
think of her with great warmth amost every day.

[ wish | knew how sheand my father taught usto begood. | don't
remember any lectures--any severetalking to. But somehow |
knew in my heart that | would not maketoo many wrong choices
because| could not envision bringing hurt to my mother or father—somehow | just felt that they expected me
to makeright choices, and had faithin methat | would. I’ vetalked many timesto my children about the
blessingsgiventothemintheir patriarchal blessingsif they would befaithful, but I’ ve never talked to my
children about my own patriarchal blessing. | don’t think any of them havereadit. Butit says:

“Honor your parents. They would give their very lives for you and are anxious and concerned
about you. | promiseyou if you do that, you will not only have along life, but a happy and a useful
life here in the earth and throughout eternity.”

Andthenthereweregreat promisesgiven meif | honored themall thedaysof my life. Death, and theveil that
has been drawn between ushas not ever brokenthat bond. | fedl it al thetime. Not even now could | make
achoicethat would hurt them, for if | did, they wouldfedl it, and | know | would feel thepain | caused them.
Even something assmpleasdrinking acoke—it'salinel couldn’t cross. Andyet | don’t remember my father
ever telling meto not drink acoke. Andif | had, what would he have done? Or what would my mother have
done? | don’t think they would’ ve done anything—coke simply was not allowed in the house. Therewas
never any fear. So, how didthey doit? | wish | knew.

There’smuch to writeabout my marriageto Doug. But I’ d liketo write something el se about patriarchal
blessings. | don’t think my children have ever read their Dad' spatriarchal blessing either. But hishasgivenme
asmuch strength asmy own has given me becausein amarriage we share each other’sblessings. There'sa
part of histhat appliesto mevery much. It says,
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“Marriage is ordained of God and when you consider taking this most important step seek the
guidance of your Heavenly Father and you shall find a companion who will join with you in the
Holy bonds of eternal marriage for your everlasting happiness, and together you will make a home
that will be blessed with lovely children. They will love you and follow your teaching and grow up
in the ways of righteousness and through them your posterity
will increase and your name shall be known and honored.”
(given October 16, 1960 at twenty-two years of age).

Thisgave megreat hopeand hel ped metakethe step of faithinto the
dark when I married him. | say thisbecause when | met Doug, and
we started falling for each other, | found out that he had the mumps
during hissenior year in high school. Mumpshardly exist anymore
because of vaccines, but everyonewas aware (back then) that for a
boy during hisearly development, during puberty, it wasthewrong
timeto get mumps. Thismadeboyssterile. My blessing had said
something about children, and when Doug | ater joined the Church and
received ablessing from hispatriarch, hiscontained thisgreat blessing
of childrenwhowould lovehim! Andyet. . . | wasso scared to take
that step of faith. Being ableto have children meant everythingtome.
| wasvery anxiousto beamother—much moreinterested inthat than
finishing college. Would God giveusamiracleand giveusthepromised
blessngs? With much fear and trepidation and only alittlefaith, | said,
“yes’ acrossthat atar inthe Manti Temple.

Which, of course, bringsmenext to my children—or did | misssomething? Should | say something about the
courtship first? Well, I’ ve written alot about thisin other places, but maybe I can think of something—
somethingjuicy—that | haven't said before. Whilel’ mthinking, I’ [l includeapoem that Doug wrotemewhile
wewereserving our mission together in New Zealand.

Cecile, age twenty-two Cecile, age twenty-three (almost) and Doug, age
twenty-six -- May 1964
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Our Fortieth Anniversary

2 June 2004
Cecile,

So many memories cross the years,
Some with joy — some with tears.
Who would dream when we began
This journey together; Our Father’s Plan
Would lead us and quell our fears.

We thought that children wouldn’t come,
But Father sent them one by one.
It was raising them that gave us trials
Through surgeries galore. But yet their smiles
Repaid us well when all was done.

Missions too were in our dream,
From Australia’s plain to Scotland’s stream.
Our children hearkened to the call
And took their turn. And yet, not all —

For each must find their way to lean.

Grandchildren are a new delight,
Their faces radiant and bright.
Missing them gives hearts a twinge
Of occasional sorrow. But out upon the fringe
We know they pray we lead aright.

Forty years have come and gone,
Which challenged both our brain and brawn.
But love has grown and blossomed more
As we mature. What joy I felt in store
To see you in New Zealand’s dawn.

j ;%06{ y0(&.
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Courtship

hmy goodness—how do | backtrack and cover thelast forty
ears, and yet keep this interesting! Well, let me write
something fun about our courtship. Dougand | metinAudrdia
whilewewere both servingmissions. No, wedid not court on our
missons! Quitetheopposite. You see, | had my heart set on someone
tall, someonewith extraordinary eyes, someonefrom Utah or Idaho,
and did | say, someonetall? Infact, the person | wasgoing to marry
wastheperson | had already met—hewasonamissonintheEastern
States, and we werewriting each other faithfully! | just knew the
Lord had led metothisother man. Hewasawonderful person (and
| think isnow making someone else quite happy). Soall Dougand|
did on our missonswasmeet. Well,
perhapsalittle more than that—he
wasmy Zone L eader, and hehad a
specid way of describing meinthose
days

“1 never met anyone who worked harder with less success than Sister
James.”

WEell, now that’s pretty romantic! | also had away of describing himinthe
missonfidd:

“1"ve never known anyone so short to have such long fingers!”

Inthemissionfield we kept Goal Boards. Wekept alist of Twenty Golden

Cecile and Lucie together . )
in Adelaide, Australia 1962 | Contacts. Theninanother columnwewould writedownthosewho werethe

most interested inthe Gospel and who were allowing usto teach them. Then

...wewould put them on athreeweek schedule. Thismeant that
wewould teach them once or twiceaweek, but during that timewe
would also contact them daily
in one form or another—a
note, aphone call, etc.—just
to remind them of how
interested wewerein keeping
their friendship. Attheend of
thethreeweeks, hopefully they
wereready to be baptized and
enjoy the full blessings of
membershipinthechurch.

'H )
1 1

Dougin 1961

President McConkie and Cecile 1963
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wouldn’t it work in finding awife? So he kept agoal board!! He listed twenty girlsthat he

needed to weed through. Then all he had to do wasfind onethat he could put on athree-week
schedule, and whammy! Engagement! Ohman, if | had known | wasonagoal board, | would' verun sooooo
fast! That wastacky! Hecamehomefrom hismissionayear beforel did, and of all crazy things, hewas
dating abeautiful girl from Oregon, who was aready advanced to the three-week schedule. However, she
only madeit to about two and ahalf weeksand decided to quit poor ol’ Doug!

Well, Doug thought thiswasawonderful system! If it worked sowell inthe mission field, thenwhy

| camehomefrom my mission and met alot of returned missionariesfromAustralia—such great friendswho
provided mewith quiteabit of good socid life! After only two dates, my missionary fromthe Eastern States
totally brokemy heart. | can’t even explainto anyonehow thishurt, how much | felt that the L ord had forsaken

me. How could | havewritten him for two and ahalf years

and based the hopefor my wholeeternal lifewith him, and
thento suddenly haveit washed away after only two dates? |
guess there were reasons that | won't go into here (and it
wasn't that | wasn't cute and fun to bewith—cuz’ | was!).
But at thevery lowest point of my lifeuptothat point, | gota
phonecdl:

“Hello.”
“Hello, Doug Scribner here.”
“Oh, hello.” (and who even cared—I didn’t)

WEell, heasked meout. Weatedinner ($5.00 each), andthen
we walked home to his house. On the way, we bought a
milkshake at aDairy Queen. Whenwe got to hishouse, he
popped popcorn, then he put arecord on therecord player,
and we danced, and then he sat me down and played his
ukuleleand sang songsto me. Well, you know what he sang:

Down theWay Wherethe Nightsare Gay, Froggy Went
A’ Courtin, The Fox Went Out On a Chase One Night, and You Are My Sunshine. It was a busy
night!!

| was only among the twenty golden contacts on hisgoal board, so | didn’t get asked out again for another
whole month. (You know, rotate and weed out, etc.). | wassurel would never see him again. Too bad,
because| found myself kind of liking him (but please, no moredateslikethat first one!). That was October.
At theend of November | got another phonecall:

“Hello.”

“Hello. Doug Scribner here.”

(“Oh, you again”—I thought). Thistimewewent bowling. It wasaGREAT date!! A magic moment.

Strikesal over theplace! Youjust haveto hug somebody after you' vethrownastrike! That wasreally agreat
night! But man, hewasstill working through other namesonthat list! | never got another phonecall until
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December! And by thistime, | was doing some chasing (you know, just happening to beintheright placesat
therighttime). | just found him so comfortableto be around—something quiteintriguing about him. What was
it? | decided Tall wasn't so important anymore (Dancing? Yes. But, Tal? Maybe not). It was now
Chrigmasvacation, and Doug went to Cdifornia, and | sarted dating another oneof theAustrdianmissonaries—

hewastall, and hisnamewasWes. | didn’t meantofal for
him, but | really did like him. He happenedto aso bea
goodfriend of Doug's. Therewasathird friend—hisname
wasDave (another Austrdian missionary) and agood friend
of mine, Doug'sand Wes' . When Doug came back from
Cdlifornia, Dave pulled him asidewhilestudying onthetop
floor of thelibrary, and said,

“Why don’t you cool it with, Cecile—Wes is pretty
interested.”

When Doug realized there was some fairly serious
competition, he put me on that three-week schedule so
fast! Man, weweredating every other day in January, and
in between times| was dating Wes. Wow, thiswas social
lifeat itsbest!! 1 know you must be worried about my

school work. Well, when | say “ dating,” | mean study-dates—all of us(Dave, Doug, Wesand me) onthe
fifthfloor of thelibrary! But after thelibrary closed, thewalkshomewereproductive! Onthe 312 of January

1964, Doug asked meto marry him! | could feel it coming, but nevertheless| said (and meant),

“Doesthismean | have to break my date with Wes on Sunday?”

Courting Days -- 1964




MARRIAGE

Eternity

A Sabbath’s morning’s early rays
With trills of birds which voice their praise,
Amidst lush green, beside a stream
Where we spent many days,

All brings to mind God’s plan divine,
That many things change not with time;
Eternal things, everlasting things,

As your own soul and mine.

And beautiful music knows no end,
For though by man it has been penned,
It was before, and will be more,
Where heavenly voices blend.

And Godly principles we'll see,
Like Honor and Integrity —
They will not fail, though men may rail,
But last Eternally.

The love that’s shared by man and wife,
Increased by courtship all through Life,
Fades not with years, nor death, nor tears,
But yields Eternal Life.

éy @0}7 Heribner

4 June 1964
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weremarried inthe Manti Templeonthe4™ of June

1964. How did | decide between Doug and \Wes?

It wasn't really black and white. It wasafeeling, |

guess. | supposel could say that it was because Doug asked
meand Wesdidn't! 1 wassodrawnto Doug’sspiritua strength.
| remember that it crossed my mind afew timesthat therewould
be momentsin our livesthat my spiritual strength would be
drained, and | would need to rely on someone stronger than |
was—and | think I’ m astrong person spiritualy. Doug has
alwaysbeen spiritualy strong. He'sunwavering—absol utely,
totaly, unwavering. Ittook himacoupleof yearsof being taught
by the missionaries, but when he finally got over trying to
intellectually know whether or not the Church wastrue and
finaly let the Spirit touch hisheart, herecelved atestimony that
was, and hasbeendl theseyears. . .unwavering. | didn’t know
at thetime he proposed that thiswould bethe case, but | felt |
would need that kind of strength, and | fdtitinhim. Sometimes,
there have been conversations with my children about who
makesthe decisions, and whose stronger willed, etc. and most
of them agreethat it sMom. They couldn’t be morewrong.

I’mmoreverbd, and Doug isquiet, so what ssemsto beonthe
outsde, isredly just afacade. | totdly rely on Doug'sjudgment
andfina word. We ve had some disagreementsin our marriage, but very, very few arguments. Doug usually
always seesthrough thingsmoreclearly than | do. | most dwayshavehimread what | write, check for better
waysto say things, or even seehow | look in something beforel buy it. But just to keep everybody guessing,
Doug used to dways say,

“Celie makesthe small decisionsin the family, like, ‘how many children we will have,” ‘what house
to buy,” ‘where we should live,” and ‘what car we should buy.” You know, little decisionslikethat. |
make the big decisionslike ‘whao’s going to be the next president of the United States,” *who should
we go to war with next.” You know, big decisions like that.”

A companion from
the missionfield in Australia--

Anne Milburn (from Melbourne)

A Poem and Picture from

My Nephew, Ron Hirschi

RE ARND REWARE
TAE mkgmu—: ROUND TO STARE

mwmmy
AT TRE WEE SmALL
CARRYING THAT GREAT RIG Tuwmny
OH IT WAS SUCH A SHORT TIME A
AT SRE WAS THE FANLY OF &yary BEAw
IPR.UT SUST LO0K AT WAAT Q SHORT MONTHS CARN Qo
T The FIGURE, 1T SUST WonT o /
ll AusT WAT, T A FEW WEEKS SHE AN SEE
NQRSELF, AL sHE UsE0 TO RE
| 2ur THE Reuer From HER TRAVAIL
Wit Re Repeaced By A Kip THas Bowd
TO WAL

First Family Photo --
1964
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severe complicationswith our first pregnancy—aplacentaprevea, and an emergency C-section that
asdone because my lifewasin danger. | wasonly seven months pregnant and only seven months
married. Obvioudy, themumpswerenot aproblem! — That donewasamiracleand blessing, but thelossof
our firgt littleboy who was stillbornwasvery difficult. | relied on Doug’sblessing that hegave me beforethey
performed the C-section. So many, many times have | been thankful that Doug wasworthy to givethose
blessingsto meand to the children—to give usthe strength to fight through ilinessesin themiddle of thenight,
and to get through the hard times. Our baby was named Scott Alan Scribner.

! ittledid elither of usknow that this strength | needed would betested so early in our marriage. Wehad

Cecile 4y Diug Deribner (4 Janvary 1965)
' Just seven months since we were wed;
Oh darling how the time has fled.
And yet this night as | review
Experiences I've shared with you,
| feel there’s much I have not said
To you, my dear Cecile.

Boots” concussion, a thesis to write,
A ‘top Timpanogos—spectacular sight;
Each Mia Maid who earned her award
Laid down her rose as her spirit soared
With love for one who taught her light. . .
My heart was filled, Cecile.

My pregnant wife, you left your home
To stand beside your husband alone.
You worked to budget, scrimp, and save;
And as devotion thus you gave,

I noticed that a softness shone
Within your eyes, Cecile.

And now this week in bed you lay —
The soul of Scott has slipped away
To await with God the Millennial reign
When he’ll come forth our son again.
How I'll rejoice that day to say,
“We're all together, Cecile.”

Still deeper now and more mature,
A lovely luster of love does pour
Out from your heart as we can see
These losses bring humility.

A beautiful woman—no wonder you're
The one I love, Cecile
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inAustralia. Thedoctorsasked usif wewantedto seeour littlebaby boy, but wesaid, “ No.” The

hospital took care of theburial. Weweretryingto swallow all our hurt and disappointment, and
almost pretend thewholething didn’t happen. 1f I could go back, | would want to hold that baby inmy arms
andlook at him, and memorize hisface, and kisshim. | wasinthe hospital for aweek, andin bed for another
week at home. | didn’t cry much until | received aletter from both my mother and my father fromAustralia.
Then| cried. Wewere so alonewithout any family member with us, and just new intheareaso we had very
few friends. Nevertheless, the church membersweregood to us. For somereason, | remember thisonelady
who brought usahuge chocol ate cake—the whol e cake just for us—not just acouple of pieces, but awhole
cake! And | remember thisother lady in the ward who brought us macaroni and cheese—I knew that she
could hardly afford to feed her own several children. Then another lady camein and cleaned my whole
bathroom, and another took my ironing basket and the next day brought al my clothesback—ironed and on
hangers.

Wewereyoung and soinexperienced withlife. Weweredoneinthis. My parentswereonamission

A few thingsbrought me some strength during that time. First of dl, thelettersfrom my mother and father just
gave metherealization that there was somebody out there hurting asmuch aswewere. | began at that timeto
wonder about my Grandmother Howard. How was she ableto bury three of her twelve children who were
only hours old when they died? | read some of her history. She wrote, “Just a tiny life, Sweet as a
Perfumed Kiss. But we are nearer heaven, | know, because of this.” I’'ve alwaysloved the poem that
Doug wroteto mewhilel wasinthehospital. All thesethingscametogether to give needed strength.

e Our First Christmas And A Couple of Unusual Experiences:

Andyet, it wasour very poorest (money-wise). Wedidn't and never havebelieved in goinginto
debt to buy things. But, unlesswe did something likethat, werewegoing to haveagood Christmas?
Weonly had about fifteen dollarswe could allot to Christmasthat
year. Thiswasour first year out of school, and Doug had agood
job, but we had made onemgjor mistake—wewererenting afurnished
homethat was morethan we needed. Doug cameout to Cdiforniaa
week beforel did to do some house or apartment hunting. Wewere
both so excited with theamount of money that Hewl ett-Packard was
going to be paying him—3$800.00/month—that Doug found ahouse
rightinthe middle of expensive PaloAlto homes. It wasfurnished
withantiques, it wasright next to the chapel wherehehad joined the
church and it had three bedrooms! Andit wasonly goingto cost us
$200.00/month rent! Only one-fourth of our income. .. Well, this
sad story lasted for eilght months beforewewere ableto find aplace
moresuitableto ourincome. Inthe meantime, Chrismaswascoming
andweonly had thosefifteen dollars. | spent $5.00 on materia and
sewed Doug aplaid bathrobe, and he bought meapair of nylons. |
also bought himapair of socks. Wethen bought sytrofoam ballsand
toothpicks and pink snow spray. With thiswe built ourselvesa
Christmastree. It wasso pretty! Doug made up abunch of rhyming notesthat |ed from one clueto another
until | found my onegift. Weaso drew namesin my family and | had Dick and Lorna’ sfamily. Sincewe
couldn’t buy anything, I went into my hope chest and pulled out itemsthat | thought they and their family could
use. They weresmall, so | wrote poemsto go with them to help convincethem they were getting agrest gift.
For my brother Dick, we gave him our best and biggest boomerang from Australia, but told him he could only
keepit for fiveyearsand then must giveit back becauseit wasso valuableto us. It wasafun Christmas!
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991 Lincoln Avenue
Ouir first home to rent in
Palo Alto, CA.

We paid $200/month.

It was killing us!!

en about a week later, this unusual thing

happened. | was so overtired because

of my pregnancy that | startedtoyawn. This
onenight, | yawned so BIG that my jaw locked open!
There | was, unable to close my mouth—it was
stretched wide open—and stuck! It hurt, but mostly
it seemed rather embarrassing. Wasl goingto belike
thistherest of my life? We rushed to the emergency room—mewith my hand covering my stuck wide-open
mouth--and gently the doctor mani pulated the joints of my jaw, and my mouth snapped shut. Themusclesin
my facehurt sobadly. 1t wasthe next evening when my labor prematurely started and welost our first son. We
sometimesreflected on this, and wondered if onetraumahel ped to bring on the second.

Only acoupleof monthsearlier, Doug had to be rushed into the emergency room for another ususual incident.
Wewerein our bedroom going to bed when suddenly hejust went WILD. A moth that wasflying aroundinthe
room, suddenly flew straight into hisear, and itswingswere beating against hiseardrum, drivinghimWILD!
Thedoctor carefully took it out with tweezers. All thisadded to arather eventful first year of marriage.

Thefirst homewelivedinwasthe Old JamesHomein Provo,
thehomewherel grew up. | lived herewith eight other girls
during the T :

year wewere
courting. My
parents were
still on their
building
mission in

Australia.
Dougwasliving inthe Old Knight-Mangum Homeon Center
Street in Provo. Thisiswhere he proposed to me. Then,
during the summer while Doug wasfinishing hisMasters
Degreeand writing histhesis, welived in the JamesHomein the apartment
whilethe g| risstill livedinthe other part of thehouse. Doug rather enjoyed

being surrounded by all those
girls' Thenwemovedto our
great (mistake) housein Palo
Alto, but after eight monthsof

being rent-poor, wefound a |
1 house on 1336 Emerson |
Avenue. Itwasfurnished, had &
three small bedrooms, had a [
pianoand afencedinyardso g
we could keep our dog, and it g
only cost $125.00/month. It
wasfabuloud!
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As Christmas Season comes again,
And laughter fills the air —

| have some feelings deep inside
That I would like to share. . .

At least a part of our success—
Six happy married years—

Is: We enjoy each other more
Through time; with glee and tears.

Not strangers, held in common BOND
By law or custom, we
Know each other’s mind and soul;

Our friendship makes us FREE.

Russ and Gina, what a PAIR!
And now that Craig makes three;
But as each Spirit joins our clan,

It builds our UNITY.

A hand made créche, a Christmas TRAIN,
In these, what do | see?
Family traditions that you began

With love and NOVELTY.

Gina and Rusty and our first Christmas Train

It’s that same charm that brings me joy
While watching a creative dance

That you designed and taught to YOUTH,

Their talents to enhance.

You love to decorate our HOME —
A talent the James girls share—
Just for the joy it brings our kids

In knowing that we care.

Your body is a thing of beauty,

A slim and graceful form;

[ love to watch you, hear you laugh,
Or hold you until morn’.

Your face reflects the thoughts inside
Mischievous or sweet;

The purity and peace show through
And make my life complete.

So as our Christmas Season ends
I'm thankful for your LOVE;

And grateful for God’s plan for us—
A Heavenly Life Above.

@éﬂb’lﬁ?ﬂd 797 0)
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Teamwork

The Homely Girl Story:

when | decided to have aChristmasAustralian reunion party at Doug's place—thiswasthe Christmas

of 1963 beforewewere married and thereunion wasfor al thereturned Australian missionariesthat
weknew. If you' Il remember up to thistime we had only had onedatein October and one datein November,
and | wasworried that thereweren't going to beany moredates, so thisgreat idea occurred to me. Doug and
| could plan this party together. 1t gavemean excuseto call him—so | could suggest theideatohim. That's
right, hefell forit! | went digging through our basement to find some of my mother’s Christmasdecorationsso
wecould havealot to do together. You know, wewould haveto pileall thedecorationsin acar, takethemto
his place, decorate, and then after the party, we would have to do everything backwards and get those
decorationsback into my mother’sbasement. My mother and father werestill ontheir missoninAustraia, so
they’ d never know thedifference. Thiswould requirealot of together ness, and perhapsin thewholeordeal,
| washoping Doug would ask meto behisdateat the party. It wasabrilliantideal I’ m certainly nodummy.
Infact, it was such agood ideathat when | got on campusthe next day, | raninto Elder Fergus, and said,

Over theyearsDoug and | worked on many thingsasateam. Perhapsour first bit of teamwork was

“Elder Fergus (couldn’t think of hisfirst name), guesswhat? We're going to have a party for all the
missionaries, etc. . . .Be sureto ask someone and come.”

Without even amoment’ shesitation, Elder Fergussaid,
“That really sounds great. Do you have a date yet?”

| just about swallowed my tongue. | didn’t haveadate. .. .notyet . . . .but | washoping Doug would ask me.
After dl, that'swhat al thiswasfor! | couldn’tlie, but smply said,

“Well, no not yet. . .”

It wastill two and ahalf weeksaway! Thenext day, Doug met meat the Honor Council officeand asked me
to comeinto aroomwherewe could beaonefor aminute. Oh.... | knew what wascoming. Hesaid,

“Since we're going to be doing all this planning and decorating together, why don’t we go together
that night.”

Hetook the bait exactly as| wanted himto!!! But | had to answer,

“I really want to go with you, but as| told Elder Fergus about the party yesterday, he asked meto go
with him.”

Oh my goodness, you should’ ve seen the surprised look on Doug'sface. | wantedto crawl inahole. There's
so muchmoretothestory. Doug went out and asked themost beautiful girl on campus(well, themost beautiful
onethat would gowithhim). Shesaid“ yes.” | wassuper upset! Shewasbeautiful! Why didn’t hejust ask
some plain Jane and be happy withit? Well, | had another plan. Aswetook al the stuff out of the basement,
into hiscar, out of thecar, into hisplace. . .well, | made him run. Weran here, and weranthere. Weboth knew
what | wasdoing, and it becameagood game. | just wanted himto besotired that he' d never be ableto enjoy
theevening withthat pretty girl! So, | must say, eventhoughwedidn’t go together that night, the afternoon of
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decorating wasawonderful successstory. Just listen to this—great music ontherecord player, pretty Chrissmas
decorationslighting theroom, snow faling outside, no oneinthe house except us—the most perfect setting for
aromantic dance. | got apretty nicekissfromthat dance. Do you want to hear therest of the story? Truly
unbdlievable!

Just aswewere about to enjoy another romantic dance (and possiblekiss) thephonerang. 1t wasthe beautiful
girl oncampuswho “unfortunately” had to break her datewith Doug for that night. Oh. . .now | feltbad. So
| called our good friend Wesand asked if he knew anyoneto lineup
with Doug that night. Hedid. When she showed up, she wasthe
homeliest girl | had ever laid eyeson. But thisiswhere Doug’strue
character came shining through. | wassurethat hewouldjustignore
her, and send signalswith hiseyesto meall night (after al, hehad just
kissed methat afternoont!), but no, not Doug. He gavethat homely girl
one hundred percent of hisattention and made her feel like shewas
beautiful. | admired himandkind of hated himdl at thesametime. But
hewasno dummy either. Thisonly increased my interestinhim.

A Thesis. . .then Debt:

ell, that was one of our experiences of working asateam.

W Another wasright after wewere married and together wefinished histhess—hewroteit, | typed

it. However, it wasdl about dectrica engineering stuff, soeventhough typedit, | hardly understood
aword. Wehad another experience. Right after welost our little Scott, wefound ourselvesdeeply in debt.
We had noinsuranceto help us pay for theweek in the hospital or the C-Section or theburial. Thismoney,
added to the money that we owed for Doug’s schooling, put us over $4,500 in debt—the equivalent of
$45,000today! And somehow wefelt that we had nothing to show for it—except hiseducation did gethima
good job with Hewlett-Packard Company. Nevertheless, wedidn’t know how wewere going to get thisrock
fromaround our necks.

Anopportunity—agreat blessng—wasgivento us. Our new Bishop (Jack Whestley) of the PAloAlto Ward,
waslooking for away that he could leave hisfive children and take hiswifeto Europe. Wewerethe answer
to hisprayers, and hewas certainly theanswer to ours. Wetook on thejob of watching thefamily of fivefor
over sxweeks. Our new family—John, Victoria, James, Elizabeth and Charl es\Whegtl ey—what an experience
wehad withthem! Only oncewasthereanear casuaty. Oneday Jamescamerunning downthestarsandran
right through the glassdoor that went outside. Themaid had just cleaned thewindows, soit didn’'tlook likea
door at al. Fortunately, theglassdidn’t start falling down until he had goneall theway through, but thenthe
glasscrashed totheground. It frightened dl of us. Wequickly gathered thefamily together and said aprayer
of gratitude. Welivedinamansion, themaid cameonceaweek and changed dl the bedsand did thewashing,
thecredit card bought the gasfor the car that we used that wasn't ours, and al arge spending all owance bought
our food, but no one came and cooked those meals. It wasgreat training for our futurelifeaswelearned to
cook inbigpotsl Thiswasalot of luxury for two kidsright out of school. Andwhen all wassaid and done,
wegot acheck for $600.00 for the six weeks of work (again, that would be like receiving $6,000 today!).
However, for two monthswe never had to pay rent, utilitiesor gas, sowe madeout likebandits! Everything
went straight into paying our debt and part of it went into saving for adown payment for ahome. That job
started aseriesof jobsthat brought usright out of all our debt. Other very rich familiesasked usto baby-sit
their kidsfor aweek here, two weeksthere, and the Wheatleys asked us severa times. We sat for Ronand
ClairePohlman’schildren severa timesaswell.
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A Missionary Experience—almost:

Sincel had never seen abaptism yet, Doug was determined that Sister Smith and | get someonein

thewater before heleft for home. So heasked usto take
him to an appointment with whoever was closest to baptism. We
were going to teach a missionary discussion together! The two
companionshipsmet at thisgoldeninvestigator’ shouse. Weknocked
onthedoor. Sureenough. . . they told usthat they never wanted usto
come back. That was our most golden contact. Well, at least we
walked up to the house together. That’steamworkisn’'tit?? Doug,
ontheother hand, met someonethevery last night of hismission. She
had beentaught by other miss onaries, but would not commit to baptiam.
Doug went to see her the last night hewasin Australia. She said
somethinglike,

Wel |—how did thisteamwork start? Perhapsit was on our mission whenwevery first met each other.

“You young kids come out —all younger than | am—andtryto
tell me something | don’t already know.”

WEell, Doug smiled at her and said,

“That'swhere you're wrong—I’m older than you are.”

Hewas older than most missionaries—twenty-four yearsold. She
was surprised, and for somereason that did thetrick! Shedidn’t
want to wait another minute and was baptized that night about
midnight! Now, that'sagood ending toamission!

The Era of Plays, Dances, Roadshows and Babies:

and exciting timeswe had together waswhen Doug was Chairman of the StakeA ctivity Committeeand

| was called asthe Cultural Arts Specidist. Wehad somefabulousyears. That waswhenwe decided
to do some things that we' d never done before. We put on some plays over those years. Within These
Walls, Annie Get Your Gun, TheField IsWhite, The Sound of Music, Fiddler On The Roof, and
MusicMan. Asl look back, our good friend Ralph Hoyal had apart in every one of these productions.

g E omehow, our church callingsover theyearshave been an effort inteamwork. Oneof themogt interesting




ur own children had amazing opportunitiesaswell. Craigwasin Within TheseWallsand The
Sound of Music (playedthe part of Rolf), Russand Ginaweredancersin Annie, Scott and Jmmy
weredancersinMusic Man and even Spencer and Lorawere part of thetownsfolkin Music Man.
Christy wasinaplay at her Junior High that year so couldn’t beinit.
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Cecile Music Man Gina in Annie Get Your Gun

. .and Roadshows

Nettie Clark and Cecile
Annie Get Your Gun




afiveyear period wemust’ ve done about fifteen of these. They dl had adifferent theme, and weencouraged

everyonewho attended to wear costumes according to thetheme. We a so had huge floorshowsat each
dance—so thesethingstogether would help bring acrowd every time. Therewasno agelimit onthe dances,
but we suggested that the children at least be old enough to dance. We had The Gay Nineties, The
Roaring Twenties and Eighties, The Fabulous Fifties, The SizzZling Seventies, The Grand Bi-
Centennial Ball, An Evening in Paris, The Halloween Dance,
Mardi Gras, Polynesia, Texas Hoedown, and so many others.

I n between the plays and roadshows, we produced Family Dance Parties. Over

All of our children at onetime or another participated on these floorshows.
They dl became good dancersand performersdoing clogging, squaredancing,
waltz, salty dog rag, jitterbug, country, charleston, hulas, and whatever was ((
required. Hundredsof membersof our stake had the opportunity to act, sing
and danceintheseevents. Thelast big event we produced beforeweleft for
Scotlandin 1984 wasthe Northern CaliforniaRegionad Dance Festival, which =%~ —
involved about 300 dancers. Russ, Gina, Craig, Scott and Christy all dancedin

this. Ginaat agefifteen even choreographed one of the mgjor dances. My goodness, wewere going to
practices constantly. Doug and | also danced acoupleof numbersinthisfestival. Itwasheldinthegymat
SantaRosaHigh School. Thefestival washeld inthe end of May 1984—the samemonth that Russreceived
his Eagle Award, the same month that Rochelle Barlow died, the month before Russ graduated from High
School, and only amonth before we had to move our wholefamily of ten to Scotland, plus send Russoff to
BrighamYoung University. Not to mention that we had abrand new baby! Thiswasayear deeply embedded
into our memories.

Cecile and Russ
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. Cecile and Scotty
*Lora (ma‘hy years l/ater)

Jimmy and Michelle -

"Mardis .as
Craig Russ Gina Cecile Doug

Jenny Guthrie and Scotty




esewereour yearsof plays, dance parties, dancefestivalsand road shows--about twleveyears! We
were certainly kept busy during thistime both in practices and performances. In fact, the Stake
Road Shows ended on November 23, 1983, and practices for the Regional Dance Festival began
January 1, 1984. In between those two dates, we had to plan, create, think of the music, the color of
costumes, etc. that each of thethree stakeswould creste—we needed aplan. Only onelittle hitch—L orawas
born December 5, 1983. What happened in that period of timeisincluded inthe section of my lifeentitled,
“Spiritual Experiences.” | don’tthink of that period of time ever without knowing that thereisaGodin Heaven
who watches over us, helpsus, and answersour prayers of need and desire.
Cecile and Craig

Christy Scotty

Christy o W : AA
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placel Therewereadwaystaented directors, ticket sellers, technicians, performers, costumers, set builders

and set designers—all weever hadto dowasfindthem! Everyoneaccusesme of being the person that no
onecould ever say “no” to. However, that’snot true. Many, many people havesaid “no” to me, but | have
toadmit, morehavesaid“yes.” Dougwasoneof my easiest “yes’ people. Well, if her ever said “no” tome,
| would threaten him!! | could dwaysget himto beinaproduction. Hewasthe Rabbi’ssonin Fiddler On
the Roof and joined other Bishops and High Councilmenin thetrain scenein The Music Man. Hewas
alwayswillingto beinany filler spot that we needed. And me?. . .well, | would sometimes dance onthe
floorshowsandfill infor missing people, but only oncedid | fill inonthe stage. We couldn't find alittleman
to betheactud fiddler ontheroof, sofinaly (oneweek before opening night) | asked Joan Stam, our director,
if shethought | looked likealittleman! | wasmaking the beardsthat year, so | just constructed abeard and
bushy eyebrowsfor myself and fiddled onthat roof for sx gloriousnightsl So many good and happy memories.

In these events, Doug and | learned how to be producers—the behind the scenes people. It'sawonderful

The Music Man

Fiddler On The Roof

Jitterbug!
(My favorite dance!)

Thank you Party for Bishop Scofield
Doug put in as the new Bishop - 1974
Sentimental Journey

Luauat Hoyal’s House
Dick Stam and Doug
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Single Adults and Us:

fter we came homefrom Scotland in 1987, wejoined together (more teamwork) in another Church

Cdlling that took usinto new unchartered territory. Wewere advisorsto the Stake Single Adults.

Thiswasamonumenta challenge! Just afew peoplewerecoming out tothefiresides. Thefiresides
were horribly boring—the people didn’t look happy to bethere, theroomwewereinfelt cold. | wantedto
run. | likedto havefunjobs, and thiswasn't going to befun. Oh, how wrong | was. Doug and | had asmall
disagreement right at the beginning, but | pushed onthisone. Doug felt that the SingleAdult Leadersjust had
to haveagood heart, good testimony, etc. and | felt, said, and insisted that yes, they had to havethosethings,
but thefirst requirement wasthat they had to be good looking!!! Else how intheworld wereweever going to
get some of the peopleto stay oncewe had pulled them out of thewoodwork! Theleadersjust neededto be
good looking! Well, helet mefly onthisone. Andwedid find agood looking guy and agood looking gd to
lead thisgroup. We changed thefiresidesto our own homeand held them every month. \We concentrated on
thethirty and forty year olds, and just let the older ones come asthey would. But wewanted to find the
younger peoplewho had become discouraged with being single, divorced, andfittinginto achurchthat was
family-oriented. We had parties, went canoeing, went to the temple and al so went to multi-regiona dances
with them—trying to organize alot of peopleso all could go together and enjoy whatever wasout there.

Twowonderful thingshappenedinour livesduring theseyears. Wewitnessed severa courtshipsand marriages,
and many receptionsin our home, and the second thing wasthat our own marriage became better becausewe
added dl thissocid lifetoit. 1t waslikecourtingyearsal over againl Sometimeswhenwewould pull into bed
about two or threeinthe morning, our kidswould say,

“Mom, Dad, didn’t you get in a little late last night? You need to watch that curfew!”

So much could be said about our lovefor thisgroup of people and about the many, many va uablelessonswe
learned from them. Welooked at the Churchinanew light, and realized and even felt the challengesthat so
many of thesingleshaveasthey striveto liveworthily and to keep all the covenantsthey have madeinthe
Temple, and adso asthey striveto be successful single parents. Perhapsthe greatest |esson welearned from
themisthat happy marriages are made by happy people. And you arethe only onewho can determineyour
own happiness. I'll never forget one of the unhappy women that cameto afireside one night and looked up
at our family picturesand saidtome,

“If I had a family like that, and a husband like yours, and a home like this, | would be happy.”

| looked at her and realized that those things wouldn’t make her or anybody else
happy—not if shedidn’t know how to find happinesswithout them. For sure, these
things could help, but happiness comesfrom within and radiatesoutward. You can't
pretend happiness. It wasusually those peoplewho radiated happinessfromwithin
that became attractive to the opposite sex and had some of those wedding receptions
inour home. For example, amemorable onewas Ray and Kuulani Reynoldswedding
inAugust 2001. Weworked withthiscouplelong after wewerereleased. They findly
remarried after being divorced for tenyears. That wasagloriousday inthe Templeto
seethisfamily all put together again! Well, our calling with thisgroup cameto anend
when Doug was called as Stake President in 1993.




Yep, that's right. . . ‘oY
Bill Moffett (our first leader) g2

was good-looking!

Roger and Chellise Sessions

Bill and Mylene Moffett
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Lora w/Johnny Whitaker! iy
(Family Afir Fame) Steve and Olivia Whitaker
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Kerry Ann and Rany Sides
11 December 1993
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of all the fun we
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This was a
Bad Taste Party!
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Annette Breazeale and ark L : ¥ Sessions and Pratts pregnant! Really

18 December 1993 : ' bad taste!
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Donna and Ray Smith

Ray and §
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The 1997 Sesquicentennial Pageant:

erhapsthebiggest thing wedid together in SantaRosawasto producethe Sesquicentennial Pageant—
Celebrating 150 yearssincethefirst Mormonsarrivedin Cdifornia. Christy had just comehomefrom

her missonin France, and Rob had just comehomefrom hismissionin England, and therethey were—

both dancing in the Pageant. Christy did the hulaand Scottish number, pluschoreographed and taught the
clogging number, so naturally shejust had to spend alot of hourswith Rob. Well, they wereengaged afew

monthslater. Loraaso danced inthe Pageant, and particularly in the clogging number—shewasyoung, but a
very good dancer.

- x J e 1 -.. 2 o
Christy with Kuulani Reynolds and
her daughter, Kaipo (Hawaii)

L

Rob Jones and Christy

Aaron Stahl and Lora

Christy Leslie Huber Jessica Stratford Lora

Christy
Rob
Aaron

Lora

(Scotland)

Page 29



erhapsmy great specidty in all these productionshasbeen to involve the busiest people ever in some

small (or big) way. For example, | believethat when you’ reabishop, stake president, high councilman

or mission leader, you need an outlet—and not only that, but it’s good for your flock to seeyou
joying life and setting an example by involvement. Two of my greatest successes:

Thefirst wasMusic Man, and thetrain scene was done by bishops and high councilmen. President Reed
Ogden wasthe Conductor, and of course, Ralph Hoya wasthe one and only music man—FProfessor Charles
Hill. 1 can still see Jack Hershey, standing up, swishing his newspaper back and forth, and saying,
“Wha' doyatalk, wha' doyatalk, wha’ doyatalk?” 1t wasno small feat to get thisgroup of non-professionals
to dothisdifficult scene, al intherhythm of atrain. Wejust lost Jack Hershey thisweek—hedied on 31
August 2006. Hewasa Stake President’s Counsel or, Bishop, Contractor and Builder, Great Friend, and a
“Wha doyatak” Specialist. He a so said something oncethat Doug and | have quoted for years: “ By the
time a person’s thirty-two years old, he's even responsible for the way he looks!”

Ralph Hoyal, Val McOmber, President Reed Ogden Bishop Ray Smith, Bishop Gary Thompson, President Jack Hershey,

The second great successwasduring The Sesquicentennial Pageant in Californiain 1997. We gathered
thissame sort of men (thistime Doug was Stake President) plusafew others, and they becamethe Mormon
Battalion.

' . 1 1 9% ’ & ’ ia«
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Al Daley, Don Daley, Randy Sides, Val McOmber, David Freebairn, George Potter, Tom Payne, Ron Dunford
David McOmber, Martin McOmber, Mike Ginn, Rob Jones, Doug Scribner, Philip Terribillini, Jared Fullmer,

Page 50 Ray Smith, Bryce Davies
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and at onepoint it just seemed too heavy. Oneday whilefretting over this, thewordsfor the Mormon

T\iswas oneof my momentsof inspiration. The script of thewhole pageant waswritten by three of us,
Battalionjust rolled off my pen. It still makesmesmile:

The Mormon Battalion

We are a Battalion—500 Mormon Men
Called to Serve

In a War, we heard

To help our Country Win!

We marched and marched from Council Bluff
In the State of I-O-Way

Then blazed through mountains, desert sand

To Cal-i-for-ni-A.

A pack on our back we carried
A musket at our side

A heavy load in a desert

The sun so hot, we DIED

-

Our wagons DIED in that heavy sand

Our beasts? They died as well David McOmber, Pres. Daley, Bishop McOmber,
Twenty men would push and pull Don Daley, Mike Ginn

We tell you, it was. . . .SWELL

- - e

Yes, our tongues would SWELL—our mouths were dry
We often had to dig
For water in that desert sand,

Our TROUBLES—they were BIG Bishop Ron Dunford
Those Mountain walls were BIG as well
And often very close,

We chiseled with our crowbars

We got a great big dose. . .
...Of TRIALS. . . TRIBULATIONS. . .BUT...

We are a Battalion—500 Mormon Men
Called to Serve

In a War, we heard

To help our Country Win!

We marched and marched from Council Bluff
In the State of [-O-Way S
Then blazed through mountains, desert sand o B
To Cal-i-for-ni-A. %%” -

President Ray Smith and Jared Fullmer
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Our tattered clothes were falling off
Our boots were barely shreds
The courage to “go on” was gone

And sweat poured off our HEADS.

Our HEADS and hearts were far away
We dreamed of fam-i-ly
This gave us strength to carry on

To make this Country FREE!

For six long months we FREEly marched
To war -~ 2,000 miles!

When we arrived there was no WAR
Sooo, we added to our TRIALS. . .

By marching further up the coast

To join the Brooklyn Saints _ o »
We needed work to earn some doush Bishop McOmber, Mike Ginn, Rob Jones,
g President Scribner, David McOmber

And TIRED? NO, WE AIN'T. . . cuz

We are a Battalion—500 Mormon Men
Called to serve

In a war, we heard

To help our Country Win!

We marched and marched from Council Bluff
In the State of I-O-Way

Then blazed through mountains, desert sand

To Cal-i-for-ni-A.
Words by Credte (Deribner
Music by ora @éﬂ%ﬂﬁ( (written 1997)

Orchestrated by i/ aaurel! Rob Jones, Randy Sides,
Val McOmber, President Scribner

Didyou seeLora Scribner’snametherefor writing themusic? Shewasonly thirteen yearsold at thetime. |
had written thewords, but needed acatchy littletuneso | could present it to the committeefor approval. She
went to the piano and made up the tune, and Brother Laurell liked it, orchestrated it, and it was sung by al
thesefabulousmen—Ied of course, by thethreemenin the Stake Presi dency—Doug, Ray Smithand Al Daley.
| can gtill seethese men, marching up from theback id e, through the audience, carrying their woodenrifleson
their shoulders, and every single night bringing the house down with cheersand hollersfrom theaudience! |
could' vedied and goneto heaven on that memory!

Perhaps our finest moments of teamwork were spent in New Zealand from 2004-2006 when we served as
Directorsof theVisitors Centrethere. Doug and | could not have accomplished anything on thismission
without each other. We each had strengthsthat the other didn’t have, which added completenessto both of
our lives. Doug appreciated my abilities, and | appreciated his. Had either oneof usbeen done, it would ve
beenimpossibleto do aPageant or to dothe Readers Theatresor to organize ChristmasLightsinthe Centre.
We had thetimeof our lives!! Moreonthislater. ..
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Mom

I know that I don’t give her

All the respect | should

And | don’t always provide her with
All the love | possibly could.

But I've got a Mom

Who will never let me go

No matter how much I might hurt her
Or the bitterness | may show

Because | know she loves me,

My strife and sorrows she’ll endure
It helps me know I'm Special

To have a Mom like her.

By %}((uy @gﬂf ner

(15 years old - March 1985))

My Parents

I could hardly believe
what my eyes told as true
Around their eyes and laughing mouths
were creases
Their soft dark hair streaked with grey
But when the music started
and they began to waltz together
[ saw
Youthful eyes full of love and acceptance
Knowing each other
Becoming a porcelain figurine
Frozen together, but
moving with grace
Timeless feelings bind them to each other
and they are young again

by Christianne %ﬁfi ner
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Russell Glenn Scribner

compared to how | would describe him thirty years ago? Well, | will include some of those old

descriptions, and | think youwill find that many characteristicsstay with usal theway through our lives.
Russisafaithful and devoted hushand to Kari (Gee). They were married the 19th of July 1990in the Portland,
Oregon Temple, and have now been married for over fifteenyears. They havethreeboys—Benjamin Douglas,
Daniel Jerry, and Jacob Russell. These are good boyswho are now in the process of growing into very
handsomeyoung men.

"['bday is September 6, 2006 — Russ turned forty years old today. How do | describe Russ today as

Russwas named after two of our favoritemissionarieswhilewewere serving inAustrdia--Russ Fotheringham
and Glenn Hawkes. We vekept intouch with both of theseeldersall of our lives, and they arewonderful men.
They both served outstanding missionsforty yearsago, and havelived examplary lives. Russ(our Russ) has
away of understanding human nature. | find himvery easy totak to. Helistens, and he'svery perceptiveat
what isadriving forcein someone’s character, or what is making someone unhappy, or whatever. Over the
years|’veoften goneto himfor advice, and | dwayslisten carefully towhat he says.

I’vewatched himin hismarriageashe smadevery intricate and beautiful creationsfor Kari. Hejust recently
painted their bedroom and did such abeautiful job onit that wehired him to come paint three of our rooms. In
hisearly yearsof marriagel remember abeautiful well-balanced mobilethat he made out of shellsfor Kari. |
remember afancy wall piecethat he made so she could hang adisplay quilt onit. Healsojust recently painted
hisofficeand designed it very artistically. It'san extremely comfortableroomto bein. No matter what he
does, it'screative—he strivesfor perfection. He designed the backyard of arental house and then put it
together according to plan—very artistic! | believeinall of this, that heand Kari work together on designsand
picking colors, etc. They’ regood at this, and their ideas are complimentary to the other’sidess.
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enjoysworking alone and being a one, but he’ squick to respond with peopleand in crowdsaswell.

Heknowshow to keep things happening. Russisasuperbteacher. Doug and | have beenin many
classesthat he hastaught at Church. He hasan amazing ability to draw commentsout of hisclasses, and he
seemsto dwayshaveawedth of knowledgeto back up al that he presents. Asfar asthe Gospel isconcerned,
Russdoesn’'t try to makeit complicated. He' snever fought against
principlesor commandments.

l ussisgood at detail, and | think that isagood quality ashe designsdatabasesfor people. | think Russ

Much of what aman achieveshas much to dowith thekind of wife
hehas. For example, inthe Church aman cannot takeon leadership
if thewoman demandsall of histimeat homeor for her or for the
children. Shehastobewillingtotakeonabigger load. | believe
Kari has done agood job in encouraging Russto do his Church
callings, to participate in community leadership, to enjoy more
development of histalent in singing, to attend thetemple, to achieve
successin hisown business—she’sbeen unselfish in thesethings.
He' sa so been encouraging to her to devel op her tlents—particularly
inthewriting that shedoesregularly for local newspapers. They've
both learned to budget and to live economically. Arethesetwo
people perfect? No, | don’t think so, but it'salot morefuntowrite
about the highsrather than thelows.

AsachildgrowingupRuss
had wonderful talentsand
successes—he could play the piano well, he could sing, hewasvery
good inscouting, but for somereason hedidn’t seemtolikehimself a
lot. We had ahard time getting himto talk to us, and later on when
weasked him, hesaid,

“I just didn’t think | had anything important to say.”

Hedidn't think hisopinion mattered much. HisPatriarcha Blessing
wasinteresting. It seemed to be describing apersonwedidn’t know
at all—someonewith confidence. When it was sent to our home,
and Russlet usreadit, | wasamazed. | asked Dougto read it, but

when he got about afourth of theway through, he put it down and
sad,

“1t'stoo much revelation for me.”

In other words, we could not yet see RussasHeavenly Father saw him. Parentstend to seemoreof what their
children arenot achieving rather than what they are. Russ' Patriarcha Blessing wasgivento himin 1983 when
hewas about seventeen yearsold by apatriarch who he had never seen before, and wejust didn’t understand
how such abilitieswere part of our son, especialy whenwedidn’t fedl like our communicationwith himwas
going anywhere. So how much faith did wehavein patriarcha blessings? Russ blessingtalked about himin
hispre-mortal lifeand said,
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“You were one who was highly favored because you accomplished all of your works faithfully and
completely, always endeavoring to do a little more and a little better. You had an inclination and a
desire to work toward achieving some degree of perfection in everything you did. . .”

Couldthisreally be our Russhewastaking about? Herewasagood test
of our faith. We couldn’t even get Russto pick up hisclothes! Hisability
to becregtive cameout inavery interesting way when hewasin hisearly
teens. We were going to be gone for several hours and gave him an
assgnment to get therest of the sand from thefront driveway tothebackyard
under theswing set. Whenwe cameback, to our dismay, only one-fourth
of abucketload had been taken to the backyard. Without assessing the
Stuation, wegot mad at him; but after assessing thesituation, werealized
how creativehewasbeing. Hehad rigged up somefancy way of taking a
bucketload of sand, bringing it up to thetreehouse on apulley, and then
puttingit onalong ropethat led dl theway acrosstheyardto theswingset.
We had new lawn planted and didn’t want him to take the wheel barrow
over it. Well, thiswashisfancy solution! It didn't relly work becausethe
sand wastoo heavy, but he had spent thewhol e three hours setting it up,
organizing theyounger kidsto help him, and trying to get it towork. Weasked himto be creative, and hewas.
Thiswasoneof thosetimesthat | had to backtrack and apologize profusely to Russfor getting angry with him.
Thiscrestivity isstill abig part of hisnature.

1984
Russ receiving his Eagle Award in

Scouting and Graduation from
Santa Rosa High School




Spencer was just alittle tyke, and there were some big tearsrolling when Russ flew away from
Scotland that first summer and went to BY U asafreshman.

——

l usswas awaysvery closeto Spencer. Spencer got all of hislove when Russwas ateenager and

October 1984

Dear Russ,

A way up here in Scotland
We think of you each day,
And hope for you, and care for you
And especially for you. . .pray.

But there is one who misses you
And wonders how you are,
And wonders why his favorite friend

Has gone away so far.

Remember, Russ, you've got to be
A leader for this lad,

He'll follow you and be your bud
Through thick or thin or sad.

Please feed your spirit every day
A prayer both night and morn
And then observe the Sabbath day

To goodness you were born.

Then everything will com'e your way Spencer saying “good-bye” to Russ in Scotland
Good grades, good friends, good fun, September 1984

And most of all your little bud
W/ill do as you have done.

You're his ideal — don’t let him down
Be everything you must

You've got support from all of us —
You have our love and trust.

%[0{/&, g%\m @(;6/, @/éﬁ?&?}ﬁ
&7?(6 %ﬂdy, 0/2,‘, %Zi(/d/fy,
ﬁm;??y and &%/m)

The children welcoming Russ home from his mission
Spencer, Jimmy, and Lora -- 1988
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hisgradeswent south. Wewerelivingin Scotland and talked to Russevery week. Heawayssaid,

“I’'mdoingthebest | can.” Well, what more doesaparent want to hear than that? Yet, we had
such afeeling that thingsweren’t going right. Doug planned atrip home for work, and whilehewasin
California, hetook aquick weekend trip to Utah just so he could hopefully get inspiration to do something to
help Russ. Hedidn’t know how, or if, our prayersweregoing to be answered. Hewent to Church with Russ,
and asked him,

When Russwasin hisfirst yearsof collegeat BY U, he goofed around enough with hisroommate that

“Which one of those men is your Bishop.”
Russsaid, “I guessit’'sone of those three men.”

Thingsweren’tlooking good. Doug went up to one of those three men and introduced himsalf. Hefound out
the counselor’'snamewas Butters. |n amazement Doug said, “Wehave an older couplein our wardin
Scotland by thenameof “Butters.” Thefellow said, “ Thoseare my parents!” Then Doug knew that
Heavenly Father had heard our prayers. Heknew what to say.

“Havel got adeal for you. We'll take care of your parentsin Scotland if you’ll take care of our son
here at BYU.”

Maybe Russ doesn’t even remember that man, but we knew that at |east there was someonein that ward,
8,000 milesaway from us, who knew who Russwas and probably watched over him morethan Russknew.
Coincidence? | don’t think so. . .

When Rusty got hismission cal, he(at that time) wasbasically kicked out of BY U for bad grades—no longer
onthewarninglist. However, hewasworthy to go onamission. But hedidn’t seem to have aburning

testimony. Interesting to usthat you can raise someonein the church, have
homeeveningsamost without fail, encouragehimin histal ents, but when
thetime camefor Russto give hisfarewell talk for hismission, hedidn’t
know what hewasgoing to say—hedidn’t know if heeven had atestimony.
| asked himif he' d ever had aprayer answered, and hesaid, “ Of course.”

| said, “ When?” Well he had remembered praying for help to find his
horn becauseit was band day at school and he had misplaced hishorn (this
wasavery BIG horn!) He prayed and asked Heavenly Father whereit
was, and then hegot up and wa ked right into the closet and found it—right
wherehehad putit. | told himtotell that story, which hedid. 1n 1984
when Russ came homefor Christmas after hisfirst semester in schoal, |

found apiece of paper that belonged to him, and it had some scribbling on
it. I guesshewaswriting some notesof introduction for aSunday School

Class. Thisiswhat it said,

“| am a student at BYU and plan to go on a mission next year. |
was born a member of the church and have grown up believing in its principles and teachings. But
atestimony isnot believing, itisknowing. My testimony is probably not what it should be, for while
| believe, | do not know the gospel istrue. But thereissomething | do know. | KNOW that my Dad
knows the Church istrue. He has a very strong testimony that the Church istrue. My Dad isthe
person that | respect and love the most and | know that even if my testimony is not very strong,
knowing that my Dad knows helps my testimony to grow.”
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Well, likel said before, where wasthe person that the patriarch wastalking about? Hisblessing also said,

“Thou shalt havethegreat ability of understanding human nature and using thetalentsand abilities
of thy friends and associates in such ways as to bring the maximum happinessinto their lives. . .”

Changesdon't take place suddenly—not usually. When Russ came homefrom hismission | asked himwhat
wasthegreatest thing helearned. Hesaid that helearned to likehimself. Well, that aloneisagreat story. |
think alot of that was because hetook control of alot of hishabitsthat were pulling him down—oneof them
was the desire to watch television and play arcade games. He said that he never did those thingsin the
missionfield, but that it took him ayear to get over thedesireto dothem. So profound! Well, Russ’ potential
hasawaysbeen great, and he hasblessed our livesgreatly. Now itiseasy to read hispatriarcha blessing and
seethat personin Russ. Wenow seehim asthe Lord alwayssaw him.

Don’t ask me why, but I've always liked this picture of Russ.
Russ in Colombia on his Mission He’s always had some goofballin him. This is he and his
companion enjoying the Colombian food!

writing about and not theirs. Ontheother hand, | can hardly think of any part of my lifethat hasn’tinvolved

my children—they’ rethe subject of every prayer | offer morning and night. Nevertheless, | do have more
than onechild, so| haveto pick and choose somegood tidbitsabout each one. I'll finishRuss' story with some
of thosegoodtidbits.

It seemslikel could writeabook about each of my children, but | haveto remember that thisis my life I'm

Back thereaways, did | say that Russwasn't perfect? Well, Russisforgetful. Remember thelost horn?
Every timehelost something, | would say, “ Wheredid you takeit off?” Oneday, after hismission, alot of
thefamily werehomein SantaRosa. We had all goneto churchin afew carsand then we came hometo the
usua big Sunday dinner. On Tuesday, Russwas going somewhere, and he camerunning back into the house,
all concerned, and said (fairly animated—asanimated asRuss gets),

“My car’'sgone. It'sbeen stolen!”

WEel, thisgot everyone €l se concerned—even Doug came running into the kitchento make surel’ d heard
what had happened. | rolled my eyes, and said,

“Doug, thisis Russ we're talking about. . .”

So | turned to Russand calmly said, “ Okay, Russ, wheredid you takeit off?”
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Sunday, and then came homewith someoneelse. Hehadn't missed it until Tuesday. A carload of
family drove over to churchto seetheend of themystery. There, dl by itslittle* ol self inthechurch
parkinglot, wasRuss car—Ionely, but safel

ﬁecd med down and started thinking of when hehad last usedit. Sureenough, hedroveitto churchon

Just for fun (so you can seetheworkingsof Russ' mind), I’m going toincludetwo storiesthat hewrotein
gradeschool. Thefirst when hewaseight yearsold and the second when hewasten.

My Life as a Pencil

@;{o{y %MZMW (< C@yﬁf years f(fye)

When | started | was just a speck in an acorn. Then I started to
stretch and stretch. | don’t remember how long it was but finally I felt
myself being moved. Then I felt myself separate from the rest of the
tree. Next they put me in a machine that cut off some of my corners
and drilled a hole through me. Then they put some lead in me that
made my insides BLACK. Next they painted me and put a round
piece of metal on me and stuck some rubber on it. Then they put me,
with a lot of other pieces of wood, in a box. Then somebody took me
out and started writing this paragraph!

A Talk With Mr. Chair

@;og/ @éﬂ%ﬂ@f{ @;ym/o/ o @yf/

I am a table and | live in room seven in Binkley School. One day I struck up a conversation with Mr.
Chair about our “hard” day. He spoke first:

“Ya know, this morning I thought it was like the end of the world. Two boys kept pulling at me and
pulling at me until | thought | was about to crack! But finally my hero the teacher. . . ©

“I thought your hero was the janitor.” “That was last week.” “Oh,” [ said.

“Well, anyway the teacher came and stopped the fight. And, well, only
one other thing happened (but it was the worst thing). The worst person in
the class (but I'm not mentioning any names, mind you) picked me up, and
I was thrown all over the place.”

“Well now it's my turn.” (the Table) “l had to be moved to another spot,
and as | was being moved one of my legs got stuck in the rug and I fell over,
and the boy that was pushing me, fell on top of me. And the rest of the day
| got books slammed on me, pencils drawing on me, and almost threw
everything else at me.”

And so we both awaited another dreadful day.

Russ has been awonderful son. Asl said at thebeginning, I’ velearned tolean on
him extensively for advice, for counsel, and for alot of help in getting my degree _ -
fromcollege! 1 lovehimimmensdy! Rusty doing magic tricks
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Happy 20th Birthday, Russ

(serving a mission in Colombia)

I'm tempted to write a word or two
About the feelings | hold for you
But somehow | feel

It would ruin your meal

If I said mushy words, full of yummy and goo. . .

So instead | think | will write just a line
About how the family is all feeling fine
That you have arrived

And even derived

A full 20 years out of 90 and 9.

What have you done in those 20 short years

That would make me think you were easy
to rear

Now that is a laugh

I'll split in half

For you NEVER were easy to rear, my dear!

You were quiet, and very cleverly teased
Your brother Craig whenever you pleased
Now that is through

But I'm telling you

The teasing at home has never eased!

Another great legacy you left

To honor your mother, you noble “cheft”
You hated tomatoes

And uncooked potatoes

So now do the others in Scotland you left!

You also left a girl behind
And now when Craig is in a bind
He calls for a date

With sweet “Sadie-bait”
He’s sure you won’t care—or even mind!

The clothes you left are also in use

In fact | would say they are feeling abuse
Craig wears them all

Now that he’s tall

Are feeling like putting his head in a noose?

Well, just relax on your birthday today
We'll all shed tears while you are away
We'll also have fun

Like you would’ve done

To help the pain and sorrow delay.

The truth of it all, we all love you so
You've paved the way for all to grow
We think you are great

A real soul-mate

Just give us a call when you are low!

Love, gﬁm

Yy Ceite (Deribner, O %éleméew 79850

y ~.

On the way to the hospital to get Russ twenty years earlier.
And Russ as a baby. Pictures taken in Los Altos, California



thinking of afew interesting thingsto add, Russ has also been called into the bishopric of their ward in

Tooele, Utah. Weflew upfor theday, and it wasawonderful experience. Hewascalled by President Ray
Ashby. Ray wasaboy who grew up inthesameward as| did clear back inthe 1950's. Hewasyounger than
| was, but both the Ashby and Jamesfamilieswerewell connected. It was hisbrother Johnny whom my
brother Tom named hisson Johnny after. And it was Johnny Jameswhom we named Spencer after. Soitwas
awonderful experienceto see President Ashby and get reacquai nted with him. Russgaveasuper talk that day
in Sacrament meeting. Doug ordained himto beahigh priest. A good day!

I wrote Russ' story afew monthsago, but now (December 10, 2006) | think | need to add apage. Besides

Now I’ ve got some spaceonthispage, sol'm

just going totell you something very interesting about Russ. Hewasthe King of Costumes! Onetimehewon
thefirst prizein the whole stake for his costume on Halloween, and therewereafew hundred kidsin the
costume parade. He alwaysmade up hisown costumes. Hewasaone-legged pirate, and it looked just like
he had chopped hisleg off! Hewas so skinny that hisleg just folded upintheleg of apair of pants. Hewas
pretty tired after that night of walking with acane, butit wasworthittowinFirst Prizel Heasowonfirst prize
at school when hewas a Senior at SantaRosaHigh. They had acostume day and about 10:30 the night
before he got anideaof what F Fecys

to do. It was absolutely
amazing. I'll put apictureof it
hereand you cantry tofigure
out just how hedidit! Hewas
Oscar the Grouch inside a
garbage can that was being
carried around by Mr. T.

Another of hisgreat talentsis
to comeup with prize-winning
carved pumpkinsevery year.
Of course, henever getsaprize
because hejust doesthem for
hisfamily. But he’'sdonesome
amazingones. | justwish| had
apictureof all of them. Russ
alwayshasgreatidess. | love
himandrely onhimagrest dedl.




“Why I Believe”
éy/ s %ﬁéﬁﬂ
17 September 2006

Dear Benjamin, Danny & Jacab,

Thae Isagtory inthe scripturesabout ayoung
man who goes hunting into the woods.
Whileheisthere he startsto think about the
thingshisfather hastaught him about God andlife.
Hesays, “thewordswhich | had often heard my
father speak concerning eternd life, and thejoy of
the saints, sunk deep into my heart.” After
contemplating onthesethingshedecidesto gotothelLord in prayer and find out what was God' swill concerning
him. Inaway, | wish| wasmorelikethat young man’sfather. | hopethat you, my boys, will remember what
| havetaught you in your youth and that you will be ableto lean upon that knowledgein your own search for
truth. Inmany ways, that hasbeen my own experience.

When | wasyoung, | had many good rolemodelstofollow. | remember being influenced by churchleaders,
by schoolmates, and by world events. But thething | fedl influenced mefar morethan anything elsewasthe
years| spent at home, watching my parentsasthey triedtolivetheir livesand raise uskids at the sametime.

For my parents, religion was never separated from thetasks of daily life. When they made adecision about
what direction thefamily would be going, whether it waswhat kind of entertainment wewould participatein,
thekind of musicwewould listento, or wherewewould go on vacation, they did sowith an“eyesingletothe
Glory of God.” In other words, they didn’t just * go to church,” thechurchwasanintegral part of their lives.

My memoriesof growing up areinseparablefrom my experiencewith my religion. It wasn't that my parents
made me attend church, youth activities, templetrips, or early-morning seminary classes. It wasjust whowe
were, apart of our livesthat wasall rolled up into an integrated whole. In many ways, we were as much
involvedinour rdigionasisaHas dic Jew praying beforethe WesternWall in Jerusalem, or aMudim prostrating
himself five times each day towardsthe Ka bah, the House of God, in Mecca. Growing up inareligious
household may seem odd to someonewho has never experienced it, but to meit smply seemed part of the
natural order of things.

My mother grew up inasimilar household, her parentsbeing strongly integrated into thereligiousand cultural
environsof Provo, Utah. But my father’sexperiencewasquite different. Asaconvert to the Church, hewent
through many experiencesthat dowly brought himto aknowledge of and abelief inthe Gospel of JesusChrist.

It wasacombination of |earning about thesetwo very different experiencesthat influenced my own search for
gpiritua truth. Inmy mind, | never envisioned any grey areasurrounding religion. It waseither trueor it wasn't.
| have alwaysfelt that thereis ultimate truth — that we, like Paul, “ see through aglass, darkly” and only
understand apart of thewholetruth that God has. | felt that obtaining that truth wasmoreimportant thanrelying
onwhatever the popular theoriesof theday might be. | guessit appealedtomy logica sde, that if therewasan
all-knowing God, that Hewoul d bethe source of true, immutableknowledge. | also haveadwaysfelt, froma
very young age, that finding and following that truth would makemy life better inwaysthat | couldn’t always
define, but that | knew waited for meinthefuture.
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My parentswould oftentell usof the experiencesof their youth. Mom would tell usof wondrous church and
school parties, whereromantic boysand shy girlswould meet onthe dancefloor. My Dad would rel ate stories
of missonariesinfar off lands. They shined alight on aworld whererighteous young men and women would
mest, fal inlove, and be married inaTempleof the Lord for timeand al eternity. Whilel had not thedightest
ideawhat | wanted to pursueasacareer, or what | would bewhen | “grew up,” | knew that | wanted what they
had. Morethan anything | wanted to have abeautiful wifeat my sde, joined with mefor eternity, someonewho
would share my hopesand fears, who woul d understand my moods and who would laugh at my stupid jokes.
That iswhy | married your mother.

With thesetypes of experiencesand feelings, | cameto the point where | had to make adecision. | believe
everyonecomestothispoint a sometimeinther lives. Itisthefork in theroad —the placewhereonedecison
will determinetherest of thetrip. For me, that decision arrived intheform of aletter —amissioncall. | had
been called to go to South Americato preach the gospel. For thefirst time, | felt that | had adecisionto make
that would beinstrumental in shaping thedirection of my life, for good or for evil, for therest of my existence.
| know it soundsoverly dramatic—but | really had asense of being at acrossroads, aplaceinmy lifethat
would determineall the other placeswherel could end up.

Themission cal wasnot asurprise. | hadfilled out al the papers myself. | had had the doctor’ sappointment.
| had saved money for years. In somefashion, | had been preparing to go on amission my wholelife. But now
that | stood at the edge of the preci pice, knowing that thefirst step would determineall the others, | wasforced
to consider thereasons| had for going forward. My parents' voiceswerethere—their steadiness, their faith
likeastonewall that | would alwayshaveat my back to keep mebaanced and secure. My confidenceintheir
faith was sure—but what of my ownfaith?

| know it seemssilly, but | reasoned that the one sureway of testing my faith wasto enter the Missionary
Training Center. | felt that such aplace would challenge my faith and that | would either leavewith asure
knowledge of thetruth of thegospel, or with just as sureaknowledgethat therewasno such truth. | believed
completely that theLord, if hereally existed, would not let my prayersgo unansweredif | wasobeying his
commandto“Goyeinto al theworld, and preach the gospel to every creature.” So with thisthoughtinmind,
| sat withmy aunt inthe*® crying room” at theM TC —whereat theend of ashort presentation, the parentsare
instructed to exit out one door, and the missionaries out another. My parentswerein Scotland at thetime, but
| believemy momwascrying anyway.

My timeinthe M TC wasdifferent than anything | had yet experienced. | wassurrounded, likel had been my
wholelife, with young peopleof my own age and experience, but with the differencethat wewereall therefor
thesame purpose. | realized that they wereall facing the same strugglesthat | was, and that they had all made
thesamelife-changing decisionthat | had. | prayed harder than | had ever prayed. Although | wastryingto
absorb anew language and learning how to preach the gospd , my mind was congtantly considering my dilemma
—how could | teach the Gospel to anyone without asure knowledge of my own?

My questions centered on thethought that | didn’t really know what it meant to have God speak to me. | had
never had what | considered areal spiritual experience. I’'mnot surewhat | expected, maybeavoice, or a
vision, or perhaps simply aknowledge of thetruth. | found that God doesn’t always answer you in a way
that you would expect, but | came away from that experience with the sure knowledge of thetruthfulness of
the Gospel.

Whilemy faithisnot solely based onthat experience, | look tomy timeintheM TC asaturning pointinmy life,
atimeof decision and dedication. | do not suggest that you takethe samepath | did—1 believethat everyone
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must find their own way to thetruth—but | can personally confirm that God will answer your prayersand will
giveyouthetruthif you earnestly seek it.

| would likeyouto know that | havefound truth, and know that thetruth istherefor youto find aswell. | hope
that pieceby piece, | ambuildingawall of faiththat you canlean upon until you find that truth for yourselves.

Boys, | loveyou,

Dad

Russ, Kari,
Benjamin, Danny, Jacob

Rusty with Grandpa James -
1969

Rusty (2 months) and Doug -
1966

Russ graduating from BYU in 1990 Russ with his Master’s Degree from George Washington
University 1992 (with Kari, Cecile and Doug)
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“Why | Believe”
é}// %}(1 9 Vina @7{' ner

17 September 2006

Dear Ben, Danny & Jacob,

about “Why | Believe” or who hasbeen abig influence

onmy life. Sincethisisavery persona subject | hadto
think about it for awhile. | decided to writeabout how | cameto
believein our Heavenly Father, His son Jesus Christ and inthe
Holy Ghost and how that led meto joining the Church of Jesus
Christ of Latter-day Saints.

Y our Grandma Scribner has asked me to write to you

Asyou know, | wasnot raised amember of The Church of JesusChrist
of Latter-day Saints. Intheearly part of my life, my dad was aminister

(someonewho preachesareligion) who was of the Pentecostal faith. | remember beingin my Dad’schurch
and all the excitement that came on Sundays. Oneof my favoritethingsto do wasto help my Dad and Mom
fill thecupsfor what we call the Sacrament. Inthemorning | would sit on the counter in the church kitchen
and squeeze abottlethat had along skinny neck that went up and came back down, kind of inan upsidedown
U. Grapejuicewould comeout and | would squirt it into each of thelittle cupsonthetray, alot likethetrays
weusefor Sacrament in our church. Ever now and then | would sneak asquirt right into my mouth—I have
alwaysloved grapejuicel

GrandmaCarol played the organ for church and Grandpa Gee would preach (thisiswhilethey were till
married). Itwasfunto seethemdoall thosethings. | waspretty young then (between 0-8 yearsold). For a
whilemy dad didn’t have achurch. Hewasa proselyting minister, meaning wewould travel to different
churches, stay with the peoplewho wereapart of their congregation and hewould preach at their churches.
Wedrovearound in our Volkswagen pulling atrailer that |ooked kind of likean outhouse.

| think the most important thing your Grandpa Gee and Grandma Carol taught mewasto listen to and to
understand the Holy Spirit. They alwaysspokeand taught of Jesuswith great love and respect and told meit
wasvery important tolearntolisten to the Holy Ghost, so that | could make good decisionsthroughout my life.
| believethat our Father in Heaven gavemeaspecid giftin havingavery sronginfluencefromtheHoly Ghost.
| dsobdievethat listening to the Holy Ghostisredlly important and that iswhy | talk to you about it so much.

They aso taught me about theimportance of tithing and paying 10% of al weearn. Thishasawayshelped me
out throughout my life,

| didn’t understand about Heavenly Father at that time. | wasrai sed to believein Jesus Christ and that Heand
the Father werethe same God. Thisistrueinthat they work together, but | now understand they arethree
separate beings—the Father, the Son and the Holy Ghost.

When | wasabout nine, my Dad stopped being apreacher and started working inthe restaurant business. We
eventually stopped going to church much and your Grandpa Gee and GrandmaCarol got divorced when | was
twelveyearsold.
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Aroundthetimel turned sixteen, | started going to church by mysealf. | had acar and wasableto get to church
onmy own. | went to the Pentecostal churchin Roseburg, Oregon for awhileand washeded at that church
fromtheterriblearthritis| had. | knew God could heal me, and when they prayed for me, it went away and
| never had aproblemwithit again.

| didn’t really feel that they had all theanswers| was seeking for, however, so | started to check out different
churches. | wasaConservative Baptist for awhile, | studied Judaism alittle, Catholicism and awholebunch
of other churches. You might wonder why | would do something likethat —go to so many different churches.
| waslooking for thechurchthat | felt had all theanswers| needed and that God wanted metojoin. | kind of
feltliketherewasaholein methat needed to befilled up and | kept looking for theright thing tofill it up.

When | wasajunior inhighschool I did areport for school onMormonism. | read alot of different booksand
talked toanumber of people. | thought it wasinteresting, but because of my familiesstrong belief that it wasn't
agood church, | just did thereport and didn’t really pray about it or anything likethat.

Itwas't until | wasnineteen yearsold andliving in Evanston, Wyoming that | first attended an LDS church. |
was dating aboy who was not activein hisreligion, but hetook me hometo meet hisparents. Whilel was
therel really liked thefeeling | had whilel wasin their home and they took meto churchand | redly liked the
feding | had thereaswell. | brokeup with that boy shortly after that, but | did go to another ward in thetown
| livedinacoupleof times.

Later on, | wasdating another boy whowasraised L DS, but not living hisreligion. Hetook mehometo meet
hisfamily, but I did not get the same good feelingsin their home. They were not very niceto mebecausel
wasn't LDS. So, itisimportant to remember, no matter who comesto your houseyou should alwayshbenice
to them —whether they believethe same asyou or not.

Oneday | wasin Evanston sittinginmy car and | started to pray. | asked God to take mewhere| needed to
go. | started to driveand drovefor over anhour. | ended upin Salt Lake City, Utah at theVisitors Center at
Temple Square. | had never been there before (other than when | wasakid and my Aunt Bonnietook me). |
wakedinsdeand found abig statue of Jesus. | sat infront of that statue, the onethat issurrounded by space
intheNorthVisitors Center and startedtocry. | cried becausel felt the Spirit, and | felt likel had finaly found
home. | suddenly felt that | may havejust found thefill for theholel feltinside.

Shortly after that, | decided to moveto Salt Lake City. | got ajob at the Enterprise Newspaper in downtown
Salt Lakejust two blocksfrom Temple Square. | met anice boy therewho invited meto go to church with
him. Hisnamewas John Brinkerhoff and he ended up baptizing me and hasbeen afriend of mineever since.

| spent alot of timeat Temple Square, on my lunchesand after work. | had the missionariescomeand teach
meall about our Heavenly Father’s Gospd and knew al they taught mewastrue, becausethe Holy Spirit bore
witnessto methat it wastrue. | felt grateful tofinally get all the answersto the questions| had been seeking.
For example, why would Jesus pray to himself inthe Garden of Gethsemane. | suddenly cameto know | had
aFather in Heaven who loved me and wanted good thingsfor me.

| knew without adoubt that | needed to be baptized and become apart of the Lord schurch. Itisadecision

that | have never regretted. It wasahard timefor me, though, because| knew it wasvery upsetting to my
family that | wasmaking that choice. Despitethat fact, | was baptized and given the Gift of the Holy Ghost.
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Now | have an even closer relationship to the Holy Ghost and hear and understand even morethan | did
before.

| hope someday you will get an answer for yoursdlf, asstrong asthe answer | received. | hopethat youwill
know that what | am sharing withyouistrue. You haveavery good heritageto live up to on both sidesof your
family. Your Grandparentsared| strong believersin Jesus Christ and they want what isbest for you. | loveyou
and am so grateful to have been blessed with three awesome boyswho makelife such awonderful adventure.
weareblessed to havethe Gospel initsfullnesshere uponthe earth and am so grateful to havefoundit; and1’m
grateful for thedifferenceit hasmadeinmy life.

| writethesethingsandtell youthat | know they aretrue, in the sacred name of Jesus Christ, amen.

TOYESIT DRUGS
ANY Vioy ENCE.

Russ, Kari, Ben, Danny, Jacob and Aunt Lora

Cecile (Grandma) with Danny and Ben
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Gina Scribner

oday isAugust 24, 2006, andit'sGina sthirty-eighth birthday. For morethantenyears| washoping to

someday havealittlegirl and name her Jennett and call her Jenny. | wastwenty-seven when Gina

wasborn, and found that | had grown tired of that name—I had just waited too long to useit. In
1968, the song Gina, sung by Johnny Mathis, wastop on the charts. It sounded somewhat like Jenny—I
likedit, and bes des Johnny Mahiswasmy favorite
gngerintheworld! So, onarather sudden
whim, wenamedour firg littlegirl Gina.
| ill think it'soneof themost beautiful
names|’ve heard. Ginawasborn
on my oldest nephew’s birthday,
whichisquitesgnificanttome. I'm
very closeto Ron (infriendship as
well asage), so it wasagood date
to be born. Hisnameis Ronald
GeneHirschi. If Ginadoesn'tlike
being named after asong, then she
could aways claim the good name
of Ronald Gene—a man of many
talents, great determination, avery off
the wall kind of guy, and a person who
knew theworth of every soul. Helost hislifeinatruck/bicycle accident in 2004 whilewewere serving our
missionin New Zeaand. | think about him every singleday. (In the picture are Gina, Cecile and Russ--all wearing

our homemade clothes so we could match the sweaters knit by Grandma Scribner)

Ginawasmarried to Shawn Whiting on December 11, 2004, and they cameto New Zedland for their honeymaoon.
Wedid haveafew daystolook into their starry eyes—we renot sureyet if they ever noticed wewerethere
inNew Zedland also!

Shawn and Gina with Doug in New Zealand, December

2004. Gina just pushed the magic button that turned on

the thousands of Christmas Lights on Temple Hill and on Gina and Shawn’s wedding and reception in
the Visitors” Centre. It was magic! Salt Lake City--December 2004
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Add theseto Gina, Zachary Hunter and IsabellaBryn, and you havethisgorgeousfamily of seven!
Beforewereturned homefrom our mission another childwasadded to thisfamily—
Chey Douglas Scribner Whiting!

<‘['6 thismarriage Shawn brought three beautiful children—John Bryant, Thatcher Porter and TessaKaye.

Thatcher, Bryant, Gina, Hunter
Shawn, Bella, Tessa and Chey

My mind is bouncing all over the
place trying to figure out what |
shouldwriteabout our third child and
first daughter. Wehaveachart that
we have used here at home to
determinewhat persondity typeeach
of our childrenis. It hashelped usimmensaly in dealing with our children, particularly when each hasbeen
under stress—it hashel ped usto il likethem even when they werebeing impossible! Wehave never been
ableto pinpoint Gind spersondity type. Sometimessheisadriver-driver. Thismeansshecan be so determined
to do something that you couldn’t stop her with abulldozer. For example, after her divorce, she became
determined to go back to school at BY U with her
two babiesand earn her Master’sDegree. It was
anextremdy high (dmaost impossible) god, but she
wasdetermined. And shegot that degreeinalittle
over threeyears-awaysstriving for excellence. It
was hard, but she did it. If she wants to buy
something, she savesher money until shecangetit.
Right now sheisextremely determined to beon
top of everything that’s going on in each of her
children’slives—they’ rein soccer, music, dance,
other sports, etc.  Intheir home, they areorganized,
and al appearsto be perfectly put together—dishes
done, house clean, and yard manicured. |
personally think that she's going to run herself
ragged, but surprisingly, shedoes't look ragged—
shelooksbeautiful. Sheisalsoteachinganight
classof Spanish at the SantaRosa Junior College.
How doesshedoit all? No oneknows. Another good example of thispersonality waswhen wewereskiing
inFrance, and immy was having ahardtime. We gave up trying to teach him, and turned him over to Gina.
Boy, shegot tough!

Shesaid, “Jimmy, get up and stop crying. You’re going to learn how to ski. You can doit!”
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he stuck with him, and by the end of the day, hewas skiing downthehill! Ginais asoatota Driver
éwhen It comesto games—on the soccer field or in ahome setting playing acard gamewith thefamily.
She'sal competition!

Thenif Ginacan get in arelaxed mood or ateaching mode, wefind her at the
other end of the chart—she'san expressive-expressive! I’ vesat in someof her
classes, and it’s easy to understand her Spanish because she's so expressive—
she’'san actress. All you haveto doisfollow her handsand her body language
and you seemto know thewordsthat are coming out of her mouth! A very high
percentage of her studentsdo very well in her classes. When shewasteaching
high school, shewasgiven the AP Class, and most of those students passed with
high grades, all set for college. Shehasagift for teaching. Most of my children
havethisgift. It'sthemost funtobewith Ginawhen she'stdling her embarrassing

moments or the times that she talked policemen out of tickets. She'salive,

expressive, funand so beautiful at thesemoments. Youtruly fedl Gina teaching at BYU while
you'reinthemoment when you’ rewith her. working on her Masters’

Then, it seemsthat Ginahasanother facet of her personality whichleanstowardsbeing anamiable. Somehow
| think thisseedisquitedeep within her to be apeacemaker. Sheawaystried to keep the peace between Russ
and Craig. It'sapersondity that ismuchlessreactive, muchlessdriven, but isdefinitely apart of her. I'veseen
it often, particularly when shewasyoung. Her Patriarcha blessing speaksthispart of her personadlity:

“As you came to mortality, He planted in thee many seeds, and you are capable of doing many
things with considerable excellence, but thereis one seed that will be especially effectivein thy life,
and that isthe seed of love. 1n your pre-mortal life, you were one who was always welcome in His
presence, and you came many times pertaining to the welfare of others,
and this shall again be true in your mortal life, for again you will go
to our Father with the needs of many others in your mind , and He
will bless them and thee. . .”

We saw thisgift early in Gina. In fact, when the Patriarch gave Ginaher
blessing, we were wondering how thisman who knew her not at al, could
know her persondlity sowell. Well, inactudity, it'sthe Lord who knowswho
Ginais--perhapseven morethan Ginaknowsherself. Ginacaredfor most of
our children whenthey wereborn. Shewassuch anatural mother. Aseach
onecame, shecared for them lovingly, but when Jmmy wasborn, shegrew
extremely closeto him. Oneday asshewasdressing Jmmy shesaid,

”Oh, Jimmy, I’m afraid you’re going to grow up and be just like the ;
other boys.” Gina and Jimmy

Then afew dayslater shesaidtome, “I think | will alwayslove Jimmy.”

Whenit wastimefor Christy to start school, | think al of Gina spersonalitiescameto surface. | told her that
the motherswere supposeto meet with the new kindergartenersthefollowing day. So Ginawokeup early and
got ready, hel ped Christy get ready, and cameinto thekitchenand said, “ We' rereadyto go.” That'sright,
she assumed therole of Mother and took Christy to school on her first day. | stayed home!
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(I wastold) with the other mothers, and she had agreat love and

concernfor Christy. When Christy gavebirthto her twinsin 2005
whilewewere on our mission, Gina took my place again and becamethe
mother. Shetook Hunter and Bellaand spent
her valuable summer vacation in Colorado to
help Christy keep thoselittletiny babiesdive.
I’ ve often said about Gina,

g E hewas determined to do this, and shewastakative and expressive

“Anything | can do, she can do, better.”

Gina Scribner

(12 years old) i
Gina, a girl with light shining hair Christy, Cecile, Gina
Gina a girl with a manner so fair
A joy to her Mom, and a princess to Dad, Her Dad says he’d call her a “dependable” gal
Gunna to Spence, her two-year-old lad. To her Mom she’s a rose, a friend and a pal.
A mother to Chris and Best Friend to Scott “A rose?” you would ask—Well, she knows
And Rusty and Craig even like her a lot! what | mean
But a most special bond which never will dim, She’s pure and she’s lovely—her thoughts are
They're closer than close—Gina and Jim. all clean.
Gina can cook both cookies and cakes | love her so much—she’s a real go-getrer,

And bacon and eggs and toast and corn flakes. ~ Why, she can do anything | can do, better!!
She baby:-sits all the family with ease

Plus cleans the kitchen, just hoping to please. By her mother, Ceile Doribner

She likes to earn money so she works very hard, (October 1980) ‘

She irons for “9” and helps in the yard.

A roller-skate athlete, she loves to swim,

And soccer and tennis help keep her so trim.
And rhythm she has—she loves to dance

In front of a mirror—the steps to enhance.
And also she dances on floorshows at Church,
The Charleston step left us all in the lurch.
She loves piano, will perform any day,

Saves half of her money for a mission some day.

She loves lots of people—Uncle Tom,
Sister Bott
And especially loves Elders, though I think she
should not!
Gina loves grandmas—especially her own,
When Gina’s around, they're never alone.
Her Grandpa James drove 800 miles
To baptize our gal and keep her in smiles! Russ and Gina
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hile going to school at Brigham Young University, Ginahad aroommate who was addicted to
Wsubstanceabuse. Inthisletter shetold usof her fedingsfor thisgirl:

“Every night shewould call me over to her bed, have me lay down next to her and with tearsrolling
down her face tell me again and again what a terrible person she was and how Heavenly Father
hated her. . .Over and over | would tell her that Heavenly Father loved her and was reaching out to
help her if shewould just take hold of Hishands. | don’t think
I’ve ever prayed harder for anyone than | prayed for that
roommate. And as| watched her attitude of worthlessness and
self-pity turn around, and as| saw her come back to church the
first time and get touched by the spirit, and struggle with the
cravings of her body. . .my testimony grew. Never before have |
had such a strong testimony of prayer. . .”

Gina'stestimony seemsto grow the strongest when sheispraying for
other people. Shea solearned agreat deal about human nature on her
mission and her deep caring naturewas so evident:

26 November 1996 (written while on her mission in Argentina)

“...Sometimes| see so many people suffer. . .from poverty, from
broken homes, from alcohol that hasdestroyed afamily, children
that livein the street. . .When | see them suffer, | suffer too, but
I do understand that I have only one purpose here—to bring
soulsto Christ. . . .Unfortunately, as much as the people suffer, they don’t look for God and don’t
accept his help. There’'re so many problems in this branch. . .the members don’t put God first in
their lives. 1t’'s only when they're desperate. Like Esteban. Now that the Lord has lifted him up
and literally ‘freed him. . .,;” he doesn’t recognize the hand of God in hislife. Heisnow free from
drugs, and the people who pursued him, but doesn’t want anything to do with the Church of God.
That hurts me even more than seeing him in drugs because he's denying the Holy Ghost. . .”

Gina and other sister missionaries in the

Gina on mission in Argentina . o
§ Salta Argentina Mission
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stepforward! It'spossiblefor apersonto be soflexiblethat they can act and reactinall four corners

of the persondity chart—that’show they best get dong with all people. But apersonisusualy most
comfortablein one—usually only one definesthat person. Sofor thelifeof me, I don’t know where Ginais
happiest, wherethereal Ginais. Sometimes| think | know her, and then something happensthat causesmeto
think I don’t know her at dll. Gina, in her expressive modeisan open book, but in her other modes, sheisfull
of surprises. Maybe she’snoneof the above, but isacloset Analytic! Thegood newsisthat all personaities
aregrest.

G naknowswhat it’sliketo suffer when otherssuffer. She'ssuchamixture! Will therea Ginaplease

Gina'strue maternal nature came out when shewaseight yearsold, and it wastimefor her to get baptized.
When we asked her who she wanted to have baptize her, she said, “ GrandpaJames.” Well, thiswould be
impossibleit seemed because hewasold and in Utah, but we called and told him what Ginahad requested,
" | nevertheless. Thenight beforeher baptism, wegot aphonecal
. | frommymother, tdlingusthat Dad wason hisway to Cdifornia
so he could baptize Gina. He was so honored to be asked
because he hadn'’t baptized anyonesince hisfirst missonin
Audtraliainthe1920'sl Well, | wasso excited that | raninto
the bathroom where Ginawasin thetub and | exclaimed,

“Gina, guess what? That was Grandma James on the
phoneand the most wonderful thing isgoingto happen!”

Gina, without even a second’s hesitation replied, “Is
Grandma going to have another baby?”

Such delightful innocence! Well, whatever Gina's personality is, she'saDancer! Inher teensshewas
choreographing dances and teaching themto others, and even had the chance to perform these dancesin front
of hundredsof people. Inthisgreat love, Ginaand | arevery much aike. | usedtowear ashirt that said, “ To
liveistodance. Andtodanceistolive.” Itwasmy life, and for many years, it seemed to be Gina'slife. In
her early teens shetaught two other friendsmovementsto“ Elvira” sung by the Oak RidgeBoys. Somewhere
we have avideo where she performed thisfor her Grandma Scribner at the cabin at Big Bear Lake, Arizona.
L ater she choreographed ahuge number for many girlsfor the Northern CaliforniaRegiona DanceFestival in
1984. Plusshe performed umpteen timesin floorshowsand playsduring her high school yearsbothin Santa
Rosaandin Scotland. Thenwhen shewent to college shejoined the International Folk Dance Troupe. Her
performanceswere many, including atrip to Japan and Hawaii. Shewasparticularly fabulousat clogging! Her
interest spread to therest of thefamily, and now weall know alittle bit about clogging. Jmwasevena
cl oggl ng Christmastree oneyeer'

Jill Thompson, Gina,
and Tina Hoyal in their
dance outfits for
“Elvira”

Gina “on parade” with
the Brigham Young
University International
Folk Dancers




Gina with Doug doing the

Gina dancing “Beat It” with Russ e ”
“Virginia Reel

Gina doing the “Highland Fling”

nething that surprised mewhile Ginaand Russwerein collegewas her dependenceand closenessto

Russ. Wethought that because of her strong personality and socia nature, that Russmay haveleaned

on her. Thiswasafter Russcame homefrom hismission, and shewould linehim up on somedates. |
asked her oneday,

“Isinvolving Russin your social life a burden on you?”

Shelooked at meso strangely, asif | didn’t even know what | wastalking about, and then finally said,

“Oh no, it'sjust exactly the opposite. | lean on him totally.”

| think Gina'sagood talker and Russwasagood listener. Well, | think it'stimefor meto sharesomefunthings.
When Ginawasinthe MTC (Mission Training Center) at Provo, we sent her aCandy Bar Card for her

twenty-first birthday -- And thisisthe perfect pictureto go with thecard. Thiswastaken just afew days
before shewent into the Mission Training Center, and just aweek before sheturned twenty-one!

| see a few familiar faces in
there: Russ, Scotty and Craig.
But the others? Folk Dancers, |
suppose. All of them saying,
“Here you go, Gina -- one and
half years without dating!”
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To Gina, Twenty-one Years!

We hear you have turned twenty-one—
Life as woman for you has begun!

You may now (SKOR) with guys from Earth and from (MARS)
Or the (MILKY WAY) — Shoot for the Stars!
Or look for a guy on (5™ AVENUE)
And holler, “(OH HENRY), I think you will do!”

Or better still, look for (MR. GOODBAR) —
Don’t worry when (SNICKERS) are heard from afar
For girls will swoon when they hear your (PAY DAY)

Is (100 GRAND) at least twice a day!

But this (BOUNTY) could prove a (ROCKY ROAD),
You'll have (WHOPPERS) of problems—a terrible load.
In fact, I'll be honest and tell you the truth,
You're likely to end up with a (BABY RUTH)!

But you'll barely be saved by (3 MUSKETEERS)—
That's right, they’ll be Elders, your very own peers.
They'll quote you a scripture and say, “(TOOTSIE, let's ROLL)

And work fifty hours to save every soul!”

A (BIT-O-HONEY) will come into your life,
You'll be a Great Missionary and a Perfect Wife—
(BAR NONE)!!

ove, From ?Z/amf %mz{@
(24 August 1989)

inaserved agood mission and brought

the Gospel to many people in Salta,

Argentina. She returned to BY U and
finished her degree and graduated in 1992. Gina
went through the hard experience of adivorce,
but survivedit very well, particularly asshekept a
group of singlesactiveand strong herein Santa
Rosa. There were some good and lasting
friendshipsmadeamong thisgroup. Thenshemet
Shawn while on the way to Colorado to help
Christy take care of her twins. Shewaslined up
with him on astopover inUtah. Andtherestjust

ft?]l;toglfhnaastura lymlpﬁjs}r‘?gje her greatly for al Doug (Grandpa), Hunter, Bryant, Thatcher, Cecile (Grandma)

Bella, Chey, Tessa (taken 7 October 2006)
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that ismiraculousor dowejust look at it later and giveit some spiritual significance? What about

when we pray earnestly for amiraclefor one of our children, and wefast, meaning we go at | east
twenty-four hourswithout food or drink, and thenin thishumble statewe kneel again and pray for amiracle.
Then, when even agreater miracleisgiven than we even asked for, can we possibly call it acoincidence?
What happened with Ginaasababy wastruly amiracle.

M raclescomein many ways—so oftenwedon’ t even recognizethem. Doessomething really happen

Shehad extremely high feverswithin two weeks after
shewasborn. It wasthekind of fever that scared us,
for it left her amost without life. The doctorsfound
that she had a urinary or kidney infection. After
antibiotics, thefeverscameback. They put dyesin her
so they could x-ray, and found that she had a bad
kidney—it was shriveled up, thetubeswere swollen
and connected in thewrong place, and nothing else
could be seenthat gave usany hope. Shewould have
to haveit removed when shewasbigger. Wekept her
onantibioticsfor fiveand ahalf monthsuntil shewas
big enough for the operation. Thiswas done by a
gpecialist at the Stanford University Medica Center in
California. We prayed and fasted for her, and
particularly wewerefasting the day of her operation.
All weredlly wanted wasfor the operationtogowell, and
for Gina's second
kidney to be good
enough to take her
through life. They
repeated the x-rays,
just in case anything
had changed with the
good kidney.

Gina was only
two when |
was teaching
a nursery
school in our
home in

o Los Altos, CA




couldn’ t imagine how this happened, but there was ashadow of athird kidney behind theruined one. It

had it'sown set of tubesthat connected in theright place. However, thekidney was swollen becausethe
tubewaslooped and not draining correctly. Hesaid, “ Perhapsthiskidneyisgood. Wewill take a biopsy
of it whilewe have her open, and if thetissueishealthy, wewill keepit.” | remember saying, “1 know
thetissuewill behealthy.” | saidthisbecausel knew at that moment that neither we nor the doctorswere
incharge. Wewere being given amuch greater miraclethan wewould ve even dared pray for.

In amazement, the doctor cameto usand showed usthe miracle. He compared both sets of x-raysand

| will try to shorten thisnow. The kidney was good, but they took the loop out of the tube and sewed it
together. Inorder to keep pressurefromthat tubewhileit healed, Ginahad arubber tube that came out of her
sdefrom her kidney. Thistubeemptied urinestraight into her diaper. Shehad thisfor over ninemonths! By
theend of that time, they felt thekidney could thenwork onitsown—it wasn't perfect, but it could carry the
load if sheever lost her other good kidney.

Just look at thelifethat Ginahaslived with al of her soccer and dancing and athletic pursuits. Shewasgiven
not only life, but quality of lifethat day. | could never doubt the Lord and hisgoodness after that experience.
It was overwhelming to both Doug and me. Ginahas
ahuge scar that stretchesall around oneside—from
her front to her back. Hopefully it’sbeen aconstant
reminder of how blessed her lifeis, and how carefully
Godiswatching over her.

1 Gina and Jim

Scotty
Gina

Craig
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To Gina (September 2006)

So often as mothers we reminisce

Of our children when small -- when they get their first kiss
When they learn how to drive -~-when they stay out ‘til two
When they pack up for college -- like we knew they would do

Then off on a mission -- cut away from our strings

To learn for themselves -- a joy this brings

Their wings take them places, far away and above
One day they announce, “Guess what, we're in love.”

Well, feelings come often -- some calm and some wild
Like the day that brings forth the birth of their child.

A mother feels lost when the children are gone

A loss of their music, their laughter, their song.

So Gina, I'll try to say things about you

With colorful words--Green, Red, White and Blue
They’ll help me explain the love that | hold,

Some Black I will add to bring out your Gold.

At nine years of age (1977) gma wrote:

Red is a color

Lots of things are red

Like apples and raspberries

And Roses.

The things that red reminds me of is

The pretty flames in a fire when you're
Burning something red.

And it reminds me of my cousin’s death
Just last month.

It is a pretty color.

It is on some things too, like signs and
Stoplights.

[ like the color red.

It is a pretty color and it has a lot of meanings.

Gina, This is how the Color RED reminds me of YOU:

RED is LOVE — GINA is LOVE
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Black makes me feel like I'm a little black
kitten wandering in the street ar midnight.
And it makes me feel like a giant black rock that
is floating in the air with me on top of it.

Gina, this is how the Color BLACK reminds me of you:

BLACK is an exciting ACCENT
GINA is an exciting ACCENT

Black makes everything exciting
It accents all our clothes.
YOU stand out, like the color BLACK,

When you're around, everyone knows!

Love for little sisters and brothers
Special bonds with Jim and Chris,

Love for your parents and so many others
Gran’pas and Gran’mas are all on the list.

And now a LOVE that’s different, you see
Given to Shawn, just two years ago
This love is built more carefully
Than any love that you will know.

Sacrifice is part of this love—
It even hurts and makes you cry.
Repentance, forgiveness and help from above
Will cause this love to never die.

This love is strange ‘cuz it makes you feel
Like sometimes you're not in love at all—
The other loves are no effort for you
But THIS love requires ALL effort — your
ALL!

RED is LOVE — GINA is LOVE

The Color BLACK by 5wz (ritiner; (aged 9)

Black is a bat flying at midnight across the
open sea.

Black is a deep sigh you get when you're
feeling low.

Black is the smoke coming out of a burning
fire.

Black is a stove with a black printing on it
spelling black.”




Within you is this accent “BLACK”
To bring more Life to Life,

To draw from Shawn the best he has —
He'll bless you as his Wife.

You know the art of having fun,

Shawn loves to hear you laugh and play.
Let all your qualities under the sun

Bless your marriage every day.

Dance a lot, GO OUT OF YOUR WAY

Have parties and dinners with family and friends

Use all your accents and gifts, start Today,
Your happy Marriage will never end!

citi _

The Color WHITE, by ($ionr (Hrttbores; aged 9
White reminds me of my mother’s marriage,
And the pretty white dress she was wearing.
White is a pretty color.
It is the color of doves, clouds and milk.
The color white makes me feel like I'm
floating on a cloud
And like I'm dancing in thin air.
White gives me a wonderful feeling.
White is a bunny hiding in the snow.
White is the icicles on the top of a
house, hanging down.
White is a beautiful color.

Gina, this is how the Color WHITE reminds me of you:

WHITE is LIGHT — GINA is LIGHT

You're not perfect, but you're on the path
You seem to know your Way.

But the bumps and rocks are stumbling blocks
And would blind you from day to day.
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So look inside and find the light
That has always been specially yours,
The Light of Christ on Your Countenance
And the warmth that out of you pours —

You have the Lightthat can overcome
Any hurt, any pain, any grief;
You have the /ight that can always
Forgive --
Let it Warm you and give you relief.



YOU could L OVE anyone — RED IS YOU
YOU add LIFE to all life - BLACK IS YOU

YOU can FORGIVE and give LIGHT —- WHITE IS YOU

On the 22 of March 1977 ggma wrote:

Green

Green is not like red at all. It has all different meanings.
It is leaves, grass, moss and flower stems.
Green reminds me of St. Patrick’s Day
And the color of green you sometimes see in the sea

In the afternoon
There are things I don't like that are green
Like peas and broccolf and asparagus. Yukkk!/

Yes, GREEN is a wonderful color that now reminds me of
you, Gina.

Green is newness, freshness — a chance to begin again.

It is spring —the dawning of new life

Time to put away the darkness of winter,

the hurts of the past

New hopes, new growth—a new love.

Green has a million different shades
Just like Loch Lomond after a rain
Excitement, joy, happiness, a love that

could possibly be

Forever, and ever, together now

and eternally.

On December Thirteenth, Two Thousand

and Four

You married three kids and a man

A newness, a freshness came into your life | B

Your future. . .again. . .began . . .

Just pluck from your past great
lessons of life —

No grudges, no anger, no pain

Accept with your heart the love that

Shawn gives

This chance for life once again. . .

My love to you forever,

Mom
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“Where | Find My Inspiration”
by &m& (eribner

sl sit heretrying to begin - staring at ablank page (wasit
thisway for any of therest of you?) what keeps coming
into my mind—isastory mom hasoftentold usof thefirst
time she met dad. Hewas going to give atalk and from all the
exaggerated flattery she had heard about him from her companion,
she expected him to stand up and say how awesome hewas. But
instead, he spokeabout each of theeldersin hisdigtrict, saying what
hehad |earned from them. That might not be aperfect account, but
itishow | remember it. Well, my digtrictismy family. | guesswhat I'm
trying to say isthat why | believe, what | believe, and what isimportant
to mein my life—have alot — actually, have everything to do with my
family. Itisfrom my parentsand brothersand sisters—thepeoplel loved and
cared about morethan anyone elsewhilegrowing up, that gave mefaith. | am the
person | amtoday because of what they taught methrough word, example, and love. Who| amand what |
believeisin constant flux. (Hopefully onasow but steady upward road despitethebig dips). Butwhatis
constant and unswervingiswherel find myinspiration. Who | amisalittlebit of each of you. So hereitis.

| havefiveamazing andintelligent brothers. | havetwo beautiful and compassionatesisters. Growing up with
them wasaunique experiencefor meand | am sureit wascompletely different than the way they remember it.
| guessbecausel wastheoldest. All right, technically Russwasthe oldest, but you know, hewasapineapple-
eating book-worm who didn’t have that innate nurturing side that compelled meto carefor my younger
siblings. Sol alwaysfelt liketheoldest. And being the designated Friday night babysitter, | watched my
brothersand sistersgrow up. | saw them face struggles| had already faced and endure chalengesand trials|
knew nothing about. | dwaysfelt likel had to bethe protector or the mediator, and yet I'm surethey al would
havebeen just finewithout me. Ironicaly, intheend it hasbeen mewho hasneeded them. | havelaughed with
them, cried with them, and leaned ontheir strength when | had none. Each oneintheir owninimitableway has
reached out and lifted meup. | havelistened to them, observed them, and |earned from them. Thank you. |
loveyoual. Hereiswhat you havedonefor me:

Russ: | awaysthought | waslooking after you with my unsuccessful attemptstointroduceyouto girlsand
involveyouin parties, not redizing al ong, it wasyou looking after me. You weretherefor mewhen | needed
someonetotalk to. | loveall the memorieswe shareof growing up together (midnight cereal, seminary,
dances, making movies, traveling, | could go onand on). You arethemost respectful man | know. You' rekind
and non-judgmental. You have aquiet strength and deep lovefor al thosearound you and | haveawaysfelt
it. Always. Remember that talk we had in Cloverda esitting around your table? I’ || never forget thethingsyou
said to me—it wasexactly what | needed to hear. Thank you for never giving up onme. You' remy rock.

Craig: | oftenthink about the day you came homefrom your mission and hugged me so tight and roared “|
LOVEYOU!.” It seemed so strange coming from someonewho | thought always hated me. But from that
day on, | have never felt anything but lovefrom you. And not just any love. | LOVEYOU!” love—the
thunderous piercing gigantic hug lovethat emanatesfrom youwherever you are. You loveyour childrenand
your wifeinaway that ismatchlessand exceptiond. | admireyour brilliance. Thank youfor dwaysencouraging
meto do moreand learn more. | would never have madeit through graduate school without you. You know
that’strue. Onelastthing- 1’1l never forget what you did for Hunter when hewastrapped inside of hisown
world. | hopeyou know what | mean.
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Scott: Scotty. Scott-the-dot. Youweremy first baby. So, yeah, sorry —1 did all my practicing on you and
madetheworst mistakeswithyou. (good thing you don’t remember al those diaper pins| accidentally stuck
youwith!) I smileevery timel look at you now becausein my mind, you' retill that baby | heldinmy arms
when | wasonly four or fiveyearsold—or that little boy | took to school when | wasnine. | smile because
you'reamanand | cantill hardly believeit. But morethanthat. You' reagood man. A redly really good man.
A dedicated and loving husband. A funandkind father. A manwilling to sacrificeanything and everything to
makethose heloves happy. | dwayswanted you to look up to me—but it'smewho now looks up to you.
You' retruly amazing.

Christy: Wow. Tough one. Therereally aren’t wordsto describe what you have meant tome. | can’'t even
finishwriting your namewithout tearsrolling down my face. | canhonestly say that without you, | would not
havesurvived. | fed likemy day redly hasn't started until I’ ve heard your voice. | lovelisteningtoyour stories
andjust hearingwhat you’ vedready accomplished that day gives metheencouragement | need to do something
withmine. Youmakeeverything soreal. Andthenyou makemefaceredity. There'snothingl’veconfronted
inthiscrazy lifeadone. You' vebeen by my sdeevery step of theway. No, morethanthat. You' veconfronted
itwithme. You' vecried my tearsand felt my pain. We reinthistogether. Forever. (“wearesooo connected”).
| loveyoumorethan | know how to express. | loveyour sweet angels. | evenloveRob! Thank you for being
my light, my ingpiration, and my strength.

Jmmy: SolI’mdowntothelittleboys. Jmmy, | misshearingyou play thepiano. That may seemlikeastrange
thing to say, but I’ ve had the specia experienceof living very closeto you for severa years—and now you're
gone. Now that | think about it, it wasthefirst timesince you werelittle—and | wasateenager livingin
Scotland that we havereally spent timetogether likethat. | have cometoknow you - not asalittle boy but as
ahusband and father. Asateacher, anintellect, and afriend. And | misshearing you play thepiano. | miss
Scrabblegames, | missyour stories, and | missyour wife and daughter. Thank you for sharing your lifeand
your family with meand for taking careof my children. | know that | would not have madeit through thetwo
yearsmom and dad were goneif it were not for you. Not oneday of it. Thank you.

Spence: akaUnclePenny. Thefirst thing that comesto mind every timel think about youissittinginyour old
room (the green room) talking and listening to music. Youwerein high school and | wasawreck —recently
separated with ababy —oh yeah, and knocked up! Wehardly knew each other beforethat. You’ dthink, me
being so much older and “wiser” —and you just someteen-age punk, that | would have had something to teach
toyou. But whether you realized it or not, you taught me. | leaned onyou. You made mefeel young and
sgnificant. Youloved my kids. It wassuch ahard timefor meand youmadeit fun. You still makemelaugh
and remind me how to enjoy life and be happy despite the challenges. You are such ahard worker and a
brilliant engineer. You are so accepting of othersand make everyonefeel important. You areawonderful
husband and father. Thank you for awaysmaking mesmile. (freakin’ laser beamspeople!)

Lora: Never thought I'd get here, eh? | wasjust saving the best for last. Daddy’sfavorite! Actually,
everybody’sfavorite. You wereour unexpected baby and we couldn’t get enough of you. I'll never forget
being therethe day you were born and how the doctor delivered you and handed you over tome. | wasthe
firsttoholdyou. I'veloved youintensely ever sncethat moment. | haveloved watching you grow up, Snging,
dancing, and throwing parties. Your lovefor lifeiscontagious. You are acompassionate woman (I can’t
believel haveto usethat word with you! Thebaby can’t beawoman!). Thank youfor awayslisteningtome
and for being the most positive person | know. Thank you for not being embarrassed about taking your “way
older sster” swing dancing on Friday nights. | misswatching you dance. Good times!

Phew. That took longer than | thought. Buit, alas, thefun doesn’t stop here. | can't accept this Oscar without
a sothanking my parents. Without them, | wouldn’t be standing heretoday. I’ d dsoliketo thank theAcademy,
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my agent, the directors and producers, the key grip, and okay, snap out of it. Thereisno Oscar. But that
doesn’t changethefact that my mom and dad arethe voice (voices?) in my head whether I’ m baking bread,
planning aparty, buying ahouse, singing Maori songs, or teaching my children. And cheesy or not, without
them, | really wouldn’t bethe person | amtoday. So, here'sto thetwo of you (andit’sagood thing | waited
till theend because no doubt, you arethe only two still reading thissagal)

Mom: | lovethat you taught meto danceand sing. So many of my memoriesof growing upincludemusic—
anything from Nga Waka, to Phantom of the Oper a, to the many many 80’ stapesyou madefor our tripsto
Utah. | loved watching you put together musicals. It dways(and still does) amazed me how you could get so
many different peopleworking together and generate an extraordinary production—every time. | wantedto
bejust likeyou. It wasawaysfunwhenyouwereintheroom. You havean amazing ability to makeeveryone
you talk to feel good about themselves. You canfindthegoodinanyone. | lovethat you taught meto make
applesauce, to dance (slow-slow, quick-quick), to throw parties, to do my very best, to believein God, to
serveothers, to be Christ-like, and aboveall tolove. You loveyour children so much. Andyoulovethe
peoplethey have brought into their lives—friends, spouses, and children. If thereisonething | have never
doubted for oneday for aslong as| can remember, isthat you loveme. Thank you for loving me so much.
Thank you for alwaysworrying about me and my family and our happiness. Lifeisawaysalittlebit easierto
facewhen you know thereissomeonewho istherefor you no matter what. 1 loveyou very much.

Dad: Someof my favoritememoriesof you aredtting at atable doing homework. | know that soundscrazy,
but it wasatimewhen | had you all to myself. Evenwhen| had absolutely no ideawhat you weretalking
about, | lovedlisteningtoyou. | would sometimeseven pretend to not understand something at school so that
we could sit together and | could listen to you teach me about electronsor World War |1 or sneand co-sine.
You were always so passionate and excited about what you were teaching that it made me excited too and
wanttolearnitjust to sharethat with you. But even more, | wanted you to be proud of me. Youweremy hero,
my protector, and theman | compared every guy to. And of course, no oneever measured up. | guessevery
daddy isperfectinhislittlegirl’seyes. But now I’'mawoman, and nothing haschanged. You till are, and will
beforever to me, the epitome of perfection. And no-one could ever convince me otherwise—not even you.
Your faithisinspiring. You' re genuine, patient, accepting, perceptive, and the most kind-hearted man | have
ever known. Someoneoncetold methat you haveavisiblelight or aurathat surroundsyou. | wantedyouto
know that I’ vealwaysseenittoo. | loveyou.

Now —you’ d probably think that that would betheend. (well itisbut to provel’maliar, I'll Sngit to you once
agan—only thistimel’ll Singit higher) | wanted to writeabout dl of you becausemy family iseverythingtome
and all of you haveinfluenced meinwaysthat you' || never know. However, thereareafew other peoplethat
havebeeninmy life—afew lessyearsthantherest of you, who haved so touched my lifeand changed meand
continueto affect and shape meon adaily basis—my husband and my children. | havelearned so much from
themandlovethemintensdy. Thislong narrative hasbeenatributeto my family sinceitisbecause of themthat
| believewhat | do and why | takethat belief to try to bethe best person | can. But | haveanew family now,
and | just can’t end without saying just afew sweet things about each of them. | promiseto bebrief.

Hunter: Heis‘without guile’ Hedoesn'tjust look for the good —hetruly only seesthegood in everyone.
He' screstive, fun and the perfect example. He' sabsolutdly brilliant and infectioudy unique. | lovehissenseof
humor, hisangdic smile, and his* great big hugs.’

Bryant: Hedwayshasgrest ideasabout how to havefun. Heenjoyseavesdropping on grown-up conversations
and cuddling with momwhilereading books. Mom lovesit evenmore. He' skind, generous, and unbelievably
obedient. He'sawonderful * big-brother.’
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BellaBryn: My angel. Sheloveseverybody —and makesitimpossiblenot to love her back. Shekeepsusall
laughing because she'sfantastically quirky. She'sour little princessand isthe gluethat keepsustogether. She
iscompassionate, tal ented, and beautiful —insideand out.

Thatcher: Our never-ending energizer bunny. Heawayshasgreat questionsandisareading maniac. He
lovesbabiesandisawaysthefirst to ask to sit by Chey inthecar. | lovehisLego creationsand inventive
paper air-planesand bright blue eyes. He'sincredibly funny and hasabig, big heart.

Tessa: She'sextremey inquiditive. Shehasamillion questionseach day. She'salwaysthefirst of thekidsto
noticeanew skirt or hair-cut. She'sunbelievably clever and lovesto copy grown-up talk. | love her sweet
smileandloveit when shedoesmommy’shair.

Chey: He'sgot themost contagioussmile. He' salways happy and lovesto bounceand cuddle. Helovesto
beread storiesand adoresall hisbig brothersand sisters. He'sahugger andisso curious. Chey isaperfect
baby. | lovehisloud laugh and kind heart.

SHAWN: Last but not least. Definitely not least. In fact, he'sthe most. The most patient. The most
sacrificing. Themost hard-working. Themost loving. He'smy best friend and | lovehim acutely. He'sthe
smartest and strongest man | know. (and not just because he can beat Craiginarm-wrestling!) Shawnisa
dedicated, caring husband and father. Heisasurvivor and teachesmeto never giveup. | lovetheway he
lovesme (isthat asong??) and | love hiswillingnesstolearn and grow. He'sabrilliant and talented engineer
but moreimportantly he'sathoughtful and good man. Teamo nene. Eresmi vida, mi risa, mi todo.

“What Is Important To Me”
By gé(mmf %nj

y family inspiresmetobea

better husband, father, and

person. If | wereto ever
doubt or get down, | just havetothink
of themand | get aboost to do better.
Ginaistheloveof my life. I'mhappy
just being around her. She'smy life,
theair | breathe and my light (sun).
She's so solid and she keeps me
anchored inwhat | needtobe. She's
beautiful but doesn’t know it; talented
inlotsof ways, very supportiveof me;
and fun to be around. 1’'m lucky to
haveherinmy lifeand I’ mgrateful for

everyday that we havetogether. The

kids are each sweet, loving, smart,

talented, funny, helpful. Thegirlsarebeautiful, liketheir Mom, and the boysare handsomewhentheir hair isn't
too shaggy. They each bring specid thingsto our family that we couldn’t do without. Thinking of them aways
reminds methat | need to be agood Dad and beworthy of their love.
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Craig Douglas Scribner

totell youabout Craig? Let'sstart with hisname. Craigisjust oneof thosenamesthat wereally liked,

and we combined it with Doug's name, Craig Douglas Scribner. Of course, aman alwayswantsa
child to be named after him, but thisissomething | wanted aswell because | was named after my father whose
nameisCecil--andinmy life, itsmadeadifference tomy identity andin
theway | acted. | don't know how Craig actually feels about being
named after hisfather, but maybel canjusttell you alittlebit about his |
namesake--1've cometo know him quitewell over theyears. Doug has
agood knowledge about theworld, about geography, about the work-
ings of math and microwaves and acoustics and such. Helikesto
exploreinto the depthsof thesethings. Finding the Gospel wasanother
explorationfor him, but finding thetruthinit finaly took himintoaream
different fromall other explorationsfor knowledge. Thetruth couldn't
betotaly grasped by reading and studying--al thishad to be combined
with prayer, alowing the spirit to touch the heart and bear witnessof the
truth. That'swhere Doug wasamazing. Many men like him would
never be humbleenough to let truth cometo himin thisway--depen-
denceon another being except himsdf. Soif Craig could emulate some-
thing wonderful from hisDad it would beto find thekind of humility his
Dad has. Interestingly enough, Craig and hisfather areworldsapartin
personality. Dougisananalytic, and Craig? Definitely an expressive-expressive! For example, if anearth-
quake happened, Doug would say something like,

T oday isOctober 10, 2006. Let's seenow - that makes Craig thirty-six yearsold! Sowheredo| start

"Wow, that rumbling feels like an earthquake. We'd better make a plan to make sure everyoneis
safe, etc.”

Craigwould bedifferent. Atthefirst rumblehe'd runintothehouseyelling, " It'san earthquake, it'san
earthquake. Hey, Jimmy, did you feel it? That'san earthquake!"

Of course, every persondlity hasitsqualitiesanditsproblems. Craig hastheability toimmediately connect
with people. Now whether or not hereally truly feel sconnected and concerned about this person or persons
isonly for himto know, but thisconnection and thisconcern can make another personfed likeamilliondollars.
I've seen him do thisover and over. On so many occasions, |'veintroduced Craigto someone, and Craig
immediately pays close attention to namesand facts. He centershiswhol e attention on that person and can
engage himin aconversation, alwaysreferring to him by hisname. A moment I will never forget waswhen
Craig had returned from hismission and was conducting achoir in hisBY U ward. Hetook them to heights
that were beyond award choir. Hebrought them all over to the James House where hewasliving and had a
practicewiththemthere. | happened to bevisiting and observedthis. It wasaspirited Spiritual that they were
singing. Hewasnever critical of any mistakes, and somehow they were onewith Craig, responding just
exactly asCraig led them. When the song was over, it was qui et--they knew they sounded fantastic. Craig
brokethe silence (and Craig can break the silence) with,

" You were sooo good!! Oh my goodness, you were sooo good! Unbelievable! Fantastic!”

Andyes, they felt likeamilliondollars. You could seeitintheir faces.
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raig married Robbyn ThompsonintheLogan Templeonthe
1stof July 1994. They met & Brigham Young Universty while
singinginthe Concert Choir under thedirection of Mack
Wilberg. They traveled quiteabit with thisgroup and I'm sure had
wonderful memoriesfromthisexperience. Robbynisjust asexpres-
sive (meaning responsiveto peopleand situations) asCraigis. Ina
marriage | guessthiscould be explosive--but, on the other hand, it
could mean there€'salot of action, commotion, and interesting things
goingonat all times! Robbynisavery accomplished singer, and
they've had thefun of performing many musical itemstogether. In
that, they are such agood match for each other.

Surprisingly, they've done some other very magjor thingstogether. They
both received their Bachelors DegreesfromBY U at thesametime, both
graduating with honors, and they both received their Masters' Degrees
fromBY U at thesametime--quiteamazing!

Bacherlors’ Degrees - 1994

They havefour gorgeouschildren:
MagdalenaFaith, Thompson MacKenzie,
Lucy Nodl, and Jack Nelson (born earlier
thisyear--March 2006).

Doug, Robbyn and Craig, Cecile
Graduation from BYU August 1998




and causethemgrief, | think | shouldtell afew storiesabout Craig. Russwasan andyticlike hisfather, and

Craig, asyou now know istotally reactivein every situation. Well, for yearsthesetwo boyswould drive us
WILD! Russwouldjustloveto quietly and decisively tease Craig, and then immediately we would hear
Craigscreaminginaloudvoice,

In caseany of these gorgeous children of Craig and Robbyn’sever push thewrong buttonswiththeir parents

“MOM!”
WEell, | thenwould call downthestairsand say, “ RUSS! !

Canyoujust pictureit? | sure can becauseit happened over and over and over again. Russ, thequiet one

— would turntheknifeand Craig theexpressve onewould Explode!
Russjust loved towatchtheexploson! And Ginawasawaysjust
trying to befriendswith both of them, wishingthey’ d get dong. All
thetimel wasthinking,

“How can | force this boy to change his personality before
he's eight years old and is baptized? If | don’t, he'll bein
trouble all the rest of hislife.”

Finally with all of our exploring personality, | accepted the fact
that Craig'spersonality wasjust fine. Hisjobwouldbetoputinthe
controlswhen needed so he could beflexible and managehislife.
This, of course, iscalled maturity. With the acceptance of hisand
al our other children’sunique persondlities, our lifebecamesorich.
Thechildrenareall sodifferent. Thishasassured memany timesover that thereisapre-existence—that al of
our children haveexisted long before gavebirthtothem. Their uniquenessshowsupinthevery first months
of their lives.

Oneof our favoritestoriesof Craigiswhen hewasonly e ghteen-months-old.
Craig spokevery early and very clearly. Weknew we' d bemovingto Santa
Rosa, so wecameup tolook around. 1t was Sunday, so wevisited theward
wherewethought we' d be attending. | was about seven months pregnant
with Scotty, so was starting to get uncomfortably big. Craig started makinga
fussinchurch, sol picked him up and balanced him on by big somach aswe
walked downtheidefor thequick getaway. Hejust threw himself fromone
sidetothenext callingout, “Helpme, help me!”

Man, | wasembarrassed. | kept trying to shut hismouth with my hand, but he

- moved too quickly, and | kept missing. Another interesting time happened
after wemoved into our first homein SantaRosaon Bridgewood Drive. Craig dept onthebottom bunk. He
started drawing with crayons on the wall next to hisbed. | would try to get it off, but it was becoming
impossible. Pretty soon | just gaveup and let him draw all he wanted because | had plansto wallpaper the
walls, and that would cover up all the damage! Well, weinvited these new acquai ntances from Hewlett-
Packard to dinner onenight. Wedidn’t have much furniture—nothing at all in theliving room—but wehad a
table, sowecould inviteguestsfor dinner. They werea so new inthe neighborhood, so weexcitedly showed
them our new house. We even took them into the boys room, and wejust smiled and made adlight apology
for theway Craig'swall looked. Well, thiswoman wasfrom France, very well-bred, the kind who would
never alow her childrento eat onthewhite carpetsin the dining room with the grown-ups, and when she saw
that wall sheexclaimed,
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“Oh, if my child had done that, | would have killed him!”
| kept very calm and withwide-eyesreplied,
“Oh, | understand. We tried killing Craig, but he just wouldn’t die!”

Who knowswhat they continued to think of us! Craig wasunique, and
weawayshad somefrudrationsinraisng him. But hehad someamazing
qualities. For onething, helovedto sing. Wegave him piano lessons,
andfindly theteacher caled meand said,

“Craig doesn’t really want to play the piano. He wants to sing.
Instead of playing the pieces, he sings them.”

So Craig never got beyond anything in piano except the Pink Panther.
We had very regular homenights, and they always started off with the
kids playing their piano piecesthat they werelearning. For yearsand
years, Craig took histurn and every time played the Pink Panther. |
don’t ever want to hear that piece again!

It would beeasy towriteawholebook about Craig and dl theexperiences
that we had, but very early | knew that his
lifewasimportant, and that hewasgiven
hislifeasagift many timesover. Thefirst experiencel recall waswhen hewas
just crawling. | wasgetting ready for Relief Society and hewasdownstairswith
Gina. Hewaswearing hisfuzzy warm blue deeper and managed to push achair
up to the stoveand pull himself up ontop of thestove. He started playing with
thedials. | wasupstairsand Gina (about three and ahalf) cameuptomeand
said something about Craig and the stove. Something set off anadarminme, and
| ran down those stairsand into the kitchen in about two seconds. Craigwas
sitting on aburner and the one next to him was
red hot. Hewasjust about totouchit. | grabbed
him, held him tight, and started crying as |
envisioned how quickly his sleeper would’ ve
caught fire. |1 knew then as |’ ve been assured
many timesover that the spiritisat work in our
homes. Another timel felt aparticular darmwhen
| heard alittlevoicecalling, “Help.” Hehad climbed up onthetop bunk and
was hanging by his neck between the bed and thewall. Again| received a
strongwarning to movefast. My biggest problemwasthat Craig dwaysmoved
fast. Asababy henever crawled normally, but crawled with handsand feet,
not handsand knees. Hewaslikeabug. Hewasawaysinahurry.

Another brush with death came when we had a severe car accident in
1983. Craigwasthirteenyearsold. Thevan had rolled threetimes, and the children (seven of oursand two
others) werethrown out of thevanwith eachroll. Whenit cametoastopall four tireswereblown and thevan
wasupright. Craigwas pinned between the gastank and theground. So many detailsto thisstory, but | will
just say that wewere sent an angel—atruck driver who had been trained asaparamedic, and who knew the
urgency of thesituation. Several people had stopped to hel p us, but he organized everyone so the van could
be lifted just an inch. He knew that Craig was being crushed to death—he couldn’t breathe.
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When it was lifted, that man pulled Craig out and he
immediately started to breathe. Theskinon hisback was
cut tothebone, right at theedgeof hisspine. Therehave
been other such incidenceswith Craig. | know the Lord
has blessed him and has blessed us.

I’'vedwaysfdt that Craighasmuchtoaccomplishinthislife
andthat’ swhy hislife hasbeen spared so many times. Inhis
Patriarchal blessing (givento him at agefifteenon March
1985 whilewelivedin Scotland) it says.

“. . .Thereis a place awaiting for you in the eternities where you will receive great blessings--
blessings greater than you can understand or comprehend at this particular time, but asyou are a
choice spirit the Lord has much to give you. . .grow very close to the Lord Jesus Christ, know him
well and personally and as you live an exemplary life you will qualify to see the Saviour face to
face. . .| say to you now that you will seethe Lord and will meet him face to face and you will serve
Him and know Him personally. . .”

Hisblessng dsotold him about hismission:

“...You will be called to serve and asyou apply yourself, great will be your rewards as you seethose
who have been searching for the truth and have not had the opportunity of hearing it, accepting it
and going into the waters of baptism. You will be able to bring about much righteousness and
bring many soulsto the truth.”

At age twenty, Craig was called to serve amission in Peru.
Because of dangerousthreatsin Peru, heand the other North
Americanswho came out with him served their last six months
in Venezuela. Like Russ and Gina, he learned the Spanish
language very well, and I’ m surelearned about humility ashe
witnessed the conditionsthat many of the peoplein Perulivein.
Craigwrote many lettershomedescribing hismisson. Hehas
agreat ability towrite, and wrote aparagraph on Self -Esteem
that | have quoted in many lessonsand talks. Hewrote:

“There's nothing that will destroy a person’s self image
likethe chainsof sin. . .I can see so clearly now that I've
been saved from the consequences that an uncontrolled
lifeleadsto. . .Happiness
is when you Know that the life you're
living is acceptable to God. . .”

Wewere happy when Craig madeit back to
thegood oI’ USA--safeand sound. Hisone |
andonly pair of shoeswere heldtogether with k"\( 4
asdfety pin. Theonly dotheshebroughthome [
wereon hisback. Heloved Peruandwished |

he could vefinished hisentiremissionthere.




raghasso many qualities. He'sawonderful letter writer. Hewrotefaithfully to other siblingswhilethey
served their missions—probably better than anyonee seinthefamily did. And he oftenwouldwritea

ecial letter just for Lora (just eight years old) while he was gone. He has a marvelous way of
expressing himself, and even though both of usare capable of writing better poetry, it wasfunto havethis

following communicationwith Crag:

A Poem for Craig -- Twenty Years Old -- 10 October 1990

A “writer’s block” has come upon me
| can’t seem to write my poetry,

Scott is just teasing and laughing at me
“Da da da, da da, da diddeley dee!”

He thinks it is easy to write unto thee
For he is now writing prolifically

He writes about bugs and thinks he is funny
He prints like a child and his pen

is all runny

He can’t understand what is hindering me

But a “writers” block” is all it can be!

For | have been known to write classically
Of people and places, of Men and TV
I once had a son who was struck with TB
And also a girl--a mission air ee.
She got a “Dear Jane,” but we all agree
Another fine guy will weaken her knee.
Dad says I’'m writing ridiculous lee
And he sealed up his letter and won’t
let me see--
I'll bet he was claiming to be 53,
But that is a lie--he looks older to me!

Cecile on the way to the hospital to get Craig --
10 October 1970--Los Altos, CA (Check out the hairdo!)

Christy’s 16--and 5 foot 3

Or thereabouts--Oh, fiddle dee dee.
There’s something amiss--I'm “bugged”

you can see

But so is Rags with many a flea.
Perhaps the problem is more sim plee

The fact that you're gone away from me.
[ try not to think how long it will be

“Til you’re coming home like Cousin Tro ee.
You are my boy most definitely

For you are so clever--just like me!
We both have a way with words, Bumblebee--

You write them, | read them creative a lee.

I hardly can wait for your letters, Sweet Pea,

They come when I'm “down,” but fortunately
I read them and like them, and occasionally

| share them with others--Are you Proud of me?
Well, I just wrote this poem, so now | am free

To wish you a Birthday--oh, Happy, Happee!
Twenty years old--Craig, promise me

That you will be safe and come back to me.

I LOVE YOU “as is” -- oh, yes sir ee!

As Craigie, as Craig, and a song with my “tea.”

You're my kinda guy--from your

Craig enjoying a
Knickerbocker Glory!




| think you may have aready guessed--Craig had aquick responseto thispoem:
Dearest Mom,

I ‘d like you to knoo

That | wasn’t aboo

t to write you a poem. Hoo

ever, things change anew, and the noo

I want to write, of Peru,

And talk of the blue

Sky I'm missing, the girls I'm not kissing,

And the good news I'm hissing (D&C )

But God’s the magician,

For I'm now on my mission,

And it’s a whole lot like fishing

Among men, like Jesus said, Wishing

They’d hook on, and give us the mention

That they’'d like the prevention of the awful invention
Called Sin. Mission--1992--Santa Rosa, CA
And there’s a whole lot of haggling,

Upset and agony, convincing the families

What it is they need.

But the joy is amazing when they quit being lazy

And follow the laws of our creed!

And now I'm a bit sad

For my rhythm is bad

And this poem has just about had
it.

But right now it’s P-Day, a free day
To think, and relax, and relay

To our families news of the way
That the week has gone, and to say

“Continue to pray that in a coming day I love you a lot, I think of you too,
Their boy will get this language” -- Hooray! And it’s certainly NOT just for all

that you do.
It’s for all that you've done,
And the good boy I've become,
No more fe-fi-fo-fum,
Or bein’ a regular old hum-drum,
Or a crumb or a bum,
All thanks to my Mum!
And the blessings of God in my life,
His guidance through whatever strife,
And I'll always be thankful for
His gift of you
During these first 20 years of my Life!!
I Love You!

C(%}ag

Craig’s Senior in High School
Picture--Santa Rosa High
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unusual challenges. Their ward wasmade up of Polynesians, and many of them from Tonga. Both

Cr'ai gisanatural teacher. Whileheand RobbynwerelivinginAustraiafor threeyears, they had some

of themused their energy inlearning dl of their names, and going totheir family affairs, tothefunerals,
theweddings, etc. They particularly became acquainted with the Tongan culture, and were well-loved by
these people. We visited them acouple of timeswhile they were there and heard Craig teach the Gospel

Colors by %m(y %ﬂ' ner (Nine Years Old)
March 17, 1979

Green
Greenis. . .
A leprechaun sitting on a shamrock in
Ireland
When you want to enjoy the breeze and the
The sand,
Not in Santa Rosa where you have brothers
that shoot you with rubber bands,
But high in the hills with green grassy
Lands

White
White is. . .
My teacher using squeaky chalk
On an April night, on a cold, cold rock,
W/ith a carnation beside the cold, cold rock
Which my teacher is using squeaky chalk
On an April night.

White is my sister eating marshmallows in my ear
Like wild deer running in fear

Like little whispers going through one ear

And they disappear.

Doctrine Class. Hewaslike Russin his
ability to bring out comments and make
people feel good about what they said.
Somehow he can make apersonfed like
he (that person) knows the answer. He
knowshow to discover knowledgethat is
within someone. Craig alwaysknew so
much about the subject—I watched his
preparation during theweek. Craigknows
and understandsthe scripturesvery well.
We saw so much excitement for the Gospel
inhisheart andin hisvoiceashetaught. |
hopehenever losesthisexcitement andlove
for the Gospdl that we observedinhimin
Audrdia




Phase, and the second isthe Present Phase. There’smuch to be said about our threeyearsin Scotland,

and particularly much to besaid just about Craig’stimein Scotland, but I'll limit thisto asmall, but very
important part—Elly, José, Andrew and Roland. Thesefiveindividua sgreetly contributedto Craig’slife, and
they aredl still closefriends. | don’t know how it happened, but Doug and | felt that weweredoing everything
we could to help our children gain confidenceand particularly self-esteem. Wefound that we could lead them
into areasthat would enhancetheir natural talents, help them to achieve good gradesin school, givethem
opportunitiesto meet and associatewith theright people, go onlotsof camping trips, follow the guiddinesthat
aremeant to hold families closetogether and closeto God—such asmorning and night family prayer, regular
family home evenings, morning scripture reading, storiesand songsat night before bedtime, regular church
attendance, and evening meal stogether.

I need to tell you about two more phasesin Craig'slifebeforel’ mfinished. Thefirst 1 will call the Scotland

“It takesa heap of livin’ to make a house a home.” (Edgar Guest)

Wedidal that. . . .and yet, to our amazement, so many of our children grew up without alot of self-esteem.
Didwenot tell them weloved them enough? What would' ve madethe difference? Perhapsthese arethose
thingsthat we have no control over—we concluded that whether or not aperson has self-esteemisup tothem.

Wedon't control who our children were beforethey weregiven
to usat birth, and we can’t control their thoughts, and all the
outsideinfluencesthat facethem. Perhapsthebest decisonwe
madefor Craig wasto moveto Scotland so he could meet Elly,
Jose, Andrew and Roland—andyes, I'll add Louie. Thesewere
good friendsthat saw Craig as sowonderful, and Craig saw the
sameinthem. Weasked Elly to give Craig singing lessonsand
tohelphimredizehispotentia inthisarea. Shewastwenty-four
yearsold and hewasfifteen. Shehad aglorioussinging voice,
but performed with Craig often. Sheenjoyed hisnatural talent,
andit never phased her at dl to alow hersdf to performwiththis
younger novice. Theclimax of al thiseffort camewhenthetwo

of them performed Marching Along the Open Road. They
sangitin English, then French, then German, then Spanish and then Arabic. Ohmy goodness, what amemory
foral of usl They even prum, prum, prummed between each language asthey donned costumesfrom those
countries.

When Craig turned sixteen, we asked him who hewanted to ask out for his
first date. Hesaid,

“1”ve asked the most beautiful girl in Scotland to go with me—Elly!”

Elly wasten yearsolder than Craig, but shewould never havelet him down.
She dressed as young as she could—cute skirt and blouse and pony-tail.
They rode onthetrain and sang all theway, they climbed afenceinto apark
inthemiddleof Edinburgh and they ateapacked dinner, and thenthey rodea
taxi tothe Mission Homeand sang “Happy Birthday” to President Joel Dunn
becauseit was hishirthday too. When Elly returned from her mission she
married afellow about ten yearsyounger than herself, towhich Craig said,

“Man, | could ve asked her to marry me!”




ell, fortunately, Elly and her brother

Jos, Roland Axten, LouieGiboin, and

Andrew Cunningham haveal| become

good friends of Robbyn’s aswell. Craigishis
most naturd self intheworld when he'swith these
friends. It'sdefinitely likebeing with family when
we' retogether with them. When Craigwascaled
on hismission | wasfretting over what | should
say. Itwasn't asif | could say, “ Getting to this
point in our lives has been the most natural

course of events. We knew that Craig would Andrew, Roland, Craig, Jose, Louie
achieve these heights, and we're grateful the Lord
helped usraisehimin such away that heisnowworthytogo.” No, | surecouldn’t say that. | amost
wondered how we managed to get to that point at all. For sure, | didn’t feel like much of the credit wasmine.
| had adream that night that | have never forgotten. Infact, | think | sharedit when | gavemy talk at his
farewell. Craigwasspesking at the podium, and lined up on both sidesof himwereagroup of people—there
weremany on both sides. Thesewerethe peoplethat helped Craig get tothispointinhislife. Itwasn't just
Dougandme. | particularly remember Elly, José, Roland, Louieand Andrew standing there. My mother was
alsothere, but other than that, | don’t remember thefaces. Who wasit that said, “ It takesawholevillage
toraiseachild.” ?? Well, | would liketo takethe credit for that success, but I’ m very proud to shareit with
all those other wonderful people. Doug and | prayed often for help inraising Craig, and he answered our
prayersthroughall those people.

Now, the Present Phase. Craig'sPatriarcha Blessingtold himagreattruth, “. . .prepareyourself mentally,
physically, and spiritually. Avail yourself of every opportunity of studying the scriptures, of
participating in all the classes that you can in order to learn those wonderful truths, because the
mysteries of God are great and we learn of them little by little, precept upon precept.”

Craig hasawaysbeen hungry tolearn, and he'sgot what | thinkisabrilliant mind. However, somethingsare
best learned by experience. Craig haslearned some amazing thingsabout himself intheselast ten years of
PO TeIDr VIS employment. | don’'t know dl that he's
gone through, but he shared some
wonderful ingghtswith Doug. When
Craigand RobbynwereinAudraiahe
worked withacompany that loved him
and gave himalot of latitude. They
expected a lot of him, but never
watched himvery closdly. Perhapshe
wasn’t quite ready for that much
freedom. Hefelt hedidn’t ddiver like
they had hoped hewould. Hechose
not to stay with that company when
they moved back to Americabecause
it would mean moving to San Diego,
andyes, Craigismarriedtoadyedin
thewool Utah girl! But that wasfine
with Craig.

Lucy, Cecile, Maggie, Robbyn, Jack, Craig, Tommy, Doug --April 2006
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time. Hehatedthat. Now hehasanew job that has given him alot of trust and freedom, just likehis

jobin Audtrdia, but thistime heisready for that level of trust, and heredlly loveshiswork. It'smade
abigdifferenceinhislife. It'samazing that Doug got that much information out of himinonesitting. Craighas
one defect—he' simpatient—BIG TIME! Wetease him alot becausehe’sonly
got so much energy that he' swilling to put forth to listen (unlessit’struly hischoice
to do s0), so everything we say needsto be said quickly andto the point, ‘ cuz after
that, Craigisoff toconquer new horizons. You dwaysknow whentheconversation
isnear itsend because he' Il say, “ Well, you' reasweet girl...” Afterthat, it'sall
over!

ﬁisfi rstjobin Oremdidn’t givehim much freedom at all and hewaswatched over hisshouldersal the

Craig, likeall theboysinour family, isaGREAT father. He'snot only agreat
father to hisown children, but to dl the nephewsand niecesaswell. Ginacouldn’t
have madeit through her Master’s Degree without the help of Robbynand Craig.
Heloved her childrenlikehisown. 1t would beimpossiblefor hischildren not to
know that helovesthem—hetellsthem constantly. Hethinksthey are handsome
and beautiful and delicious! He goesto great |lengthstotell them stories, set up
tentsin theliving room to have deep-outsinside, and to sing to them. Andyes,
Craigsingsall thetime—helovesmusic. Perhaps, I'll just end Craig'sstory (for
now) by saying that | loveto hear Craig and the other boyssing. They
always produce something fun for theweddings—lately it sbeen the boys
plusLora. But Craigand Russmake surethese musical renditions happen
to honor each coupleasthey get married. Craig can makethings happen!
It'shard to imaginewhat our liveswould’ ve been likewithout him. | love
himvery very much.
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"Why | Believe”

by %7(17 %ﬂ%ﬂm

and | can’tfigure out what I’ ve doneto deserveit, sincel have

suchalonglist of nasty habitsto go with my very short temper.
Plus, I’'matotd pill. I’ moneof theguyswhowill hunt downal of the
different narrativesthat Joseph Smith ever dictated about hisFirst
Vision experienceso | canfind al of theinconsi stencies between
them, just to poke fun at the people who assume that they don’t
exig.

I "vegot faith coming out my ears. | believeit'sagift from God,

Andthisisthe part wherel’ m supposed to say, “ I’ mconverted because | can never find any flaws.” Not
so! They'redl over the place. But my efforts peter out, because| get distracted by the sightsalong theway.
Heavenly Father’sareal trickster. When he says*“ Come reason with me, and | will show you my strong
reasoning,” it'sreally just atrap. At least in my case, he never getsaroundtothesilly questions| started the
conversationwith. Instead he shows me much moreinteresting and val uablethings.

Moroni said that the Book of Mormon was published for the doubter srather than the believers. Almostinthe
same sentence he confessed the whol e book wasriddled with errors. Which doubter among uswouldn’t rise
tothebait?It'sasirresistible ashoney to abear. But it’sabsolutely atrap. The power of the scripturesis
absurd, which meansthat it can’t be contai ned by thewordsthemselves. I1t's something that flowsthrough
them, and I’ vefelt it often enough to agree with the Psalm that describesthe stuff of scripturesas sweeter than
honey. Infact, when | turned to that passagejust now, | discovered thisoneaong sideit:

Who can understand hiserrors?
cleanse thou me from secret faults.

L ook how suddenly and perfectly the smear campaign | beginwith seguesinto something far moreimportant
and personal! That’sbeen my experience with the scripturesever sincel wasold enoughto start taking them
serioudly. | remember onetime cracking open abook called The Words of Joseph Smith. You may already
know that wedon’t haveasinglerecorded word that Joseph Smith wrote down himsalf. Everything we vegot
waseither dictated by him, or smply spokenin privateor public and happened to be written down by somebody
else. So that’swhat wasin thisbook—and | opened it up with the soleintention of finding something really
quirky that | could shock my mother with. Withinten minutes| caught mysalf weeping over hisearnest admonition
to the Saintsto carefor the poor.

I’ ve carried another thing that Joseph Smith taught around with mefor nearly haf my life. He spun thetraditiona
reading of Peter’s words on its head, saying, “ If you throw a cloak of charity over my sins, | will over
yours—for charity covereth a multitude of sins.”

| see aparallel between this couplet and the one from Psalms | quoted before. Maybe | started out asa
doubter, seeking theflawsinthemessengersor intheir message. But the power inthat message has commanded
an about facewherel ingtantly seethat my own life could never withstand that kind of investigation. | seewith
clarity my own need for acloak of mercy and atonement. And timeand again, it makesabeliever out of me.
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“Why | Believe”
by @;ééyﬁ @;&6 %ﬂ%ﬁﬁf

hen Mom called with this

assgnment shesaid, “ Thisisa

hard essay to write. It's easy
to write what you believe, but harder to
writewhy you believe.” | persondlly think
thefirst essay would bejust ashard towrite.
Christy once told me that one of Mom’s
greatest giftsisher unshakablefath—I have
toadmit that | don’t havethat gift. | think
I’m much more skeptical than faithful by
nature, and so even the question of what |
believeisnever realy acut and dry issue.
But no matter wherel am onmy life-faith continuum, | do haveaconstant belief inafew basics. theexistence
of God, thedivinity and mission of Christ, thereality of life after death. | think my faithinthosethingsis
congtant because | findthedternativetruly unthinkable.

Yesterday inadoctor’sofficel wasreading an article called “ God vs. Science,” which featured adebate
between two men, one of whom wasarguing theimportance of completely abandoning any belief inGod. The
articlereally shook meup because | can’timaginethe utter hopel essnessin not believing in something bigger
than myself. | think something insde me needsto believein abenevolent God who knowsmeand lovesme,
and | needto believethat my lifeand my family won’'t end at death. So even when my personal spirituality is
aslow asit gets, | do believein those fundamental truths—mostly because | can’t bear the thought of not
bdieving.

That said, most of thetimel believeinalot of things. | have had enough spiritual experiencesin my lifeto
recognize when the Spirit is speaking to me and teaching methingsthat | need to know. About ayear agol
waspraying to develop astronger testimony of the Book of M ormon and therestoration of the Church. | read
aconferencetak by the Relief Society genera pres dent in which she spoke about awoman who wasdying of
cancer. Thewoman received agreat deal of servicefromthesistersin her ward: “ They provided car pools,
tutored homework, played her piano, changed bedding. And they did it day after day after day, without
complaint, with boundlesscharity.” Before shedied, thiswoman turned to another sister and asked, “ How
doesanyone diewithout Relief Society?” Asl read that talk the Spirit spoketo me and testified that this
churchisgood—that it doesgood work inthelivesof itsmembersand that it facilitates our becoming better
people. | wasreminded of the phrasein Matthew 7:17, “ Every good tree bringeth forth good fruit,” and
| thought about the many many good fruitsof the gospd and the churchontheearth. | fed likethiswaspart of
an answer to my prayersabout therestoration.

Probably themost significant spiritua influenceinmy lifeismy kids—thingsredly started to changefor me
when | becameamom. My feelingsfor my kidsnot only hel p me understand how my own parentsfedl about
me, but how God feelsabout me. | find comfort intheideathat thereissomeonewholovesmelikel lovethem
(certainly much more, sincel’ mamere mortal, and an unexceptional oneat that). | haveatendency to get
really overwhelmed by the horrorsof theworld, and at thosetimes| want to know thereissomeoneout there
who wants everything good for me, the sameway | want everything good for my kids. | think becoming a
parent hasgiven meagreater persona understanding of the nature of God.
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| also think having kids has given me abetter overall sense of God'splan. I’ ve had afew momentsof true
clarity when | am so overwhelmed with lovefor my kidsthat | know that thiscan’t be coincidence—that life
andlovearen’'t merely abiological accident. Asl wonder at my amazing little babiesand their purity and
innocencel feel, again, likethereis something out there bigger than weare. Morethan anything else, my
fedingsfor my family make mehopethat thereislife after desth—that | can bewiththeselittle onesforever.
And hopeisaprecursor tofaith, right?

So | know that thissoundsalot like | believe mostly because | want to believe, and maybethat’sredlly true,
that faithismy opiumto dedl withthenightmaresintheworld. But | think | havealittlemoreto hang onto than
that. My favorite scriptureisMatthew 11:28-30:

“ Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and | will give you rest. Take my yoke upon
you, and learn of me; for | am meek and lowly in heart: and ye shall find rest unto your souls. For my
yoke is easy, and my burden islight.”

| believethisscripture. | believethispromiseand | fed likeit'sbeenddiveredinmy life. Insomeof my darkest
and heaviest moments| havefet therest of theLord. | believethat Hisyokeiseasy and | havefelt my burdens
becomelighter asl’ vetriedtolet Hispeacefill my life. Indl theupsand downsof my spiritud journey, thelove
and peace of the Savior have been aconstant blessing. (The story | quoted comes from “Belonging is our Sacred
Birthright” by Bonnie D. Parkin, in the November 2004 Ensign.)




Scott Howard Scribner

1972. I’'m havingagood timeas| look at ablank piece of paper and start writing whatever comesinto

my mind about each of my children. | redly likeall thethingsthat pop into my head as| try to recall
particular eventsthat happened with each child. Telling you about Scott, or should | say Scotty, will befun.
Every singleday and every single prayer that Scotty ever said (asaboy
growing up) included, “ Please bless usto have a good time.” And |
supposethat’ swhat it was (a good time) from thefirst moment he appeared
onthescene. Dr. VerneVoakeswasthe doctor who delivered himinthe
Redwood City Hospital. He seemed as excited aswe were when Scotty
wasdelivered. Hesaid,

Today’sdate isthe 28" of October 2006. Scotty entered theworld thirty-four yearsago onthe 8" of July

“You’ ve got the cutest little red-headed boy.”

WEell, that’sthemost that | seem to remember about hisactua birth—were
therelabor pains? | suppose so. At that time, wewere going through a
major changein our lives—amovefrom our first homein LosAltosto our
nextonein SantaRosa. Doug
wasaready workinginanew
position with Hewlett-Packard in SantaRosa. Wewerethefirst
family to move to Santa Rosa with HP, so Doug began his
reputation asapath finder. He started in an abandoned printed
circuit factory on Airway Drivewith six employees, and it grew
fromthere. However, weweren’t going to physicaly movethe
il family until Scotty wasborn. Whilel wasin the hospital, Doug
| calledthemovers, andthey cleared thehousetotally—all except
asinglebedin oneof therooms. After acoupleof daysinthe
hospital, | came home and rested on that bed until | felt strong
enoughtotravel. Wethen traveled with thisbrand new littletyke
and thethree other children up to SantaRosa. Now this| will
never forget.

Whenwearrived and started to moveinto our new house, it was 118 degrees Fahrenheit outside. | remember
that | couldn’t put my barefeet on the sidewalk becauseit wastoo hot, and | couldn’t turnthevalve onthe
hosewithout burning my hand. Sincethey weremovingfurniture, al thedoorsand windowswereopen, only
lettinginal that miserable heat. Wewondered what intheworld thisplacewasgoing to belikein SantaRosal

Wherehad al thisheat comefrom? Well, thescary part wasdealing with our
new little Scotty. Hewaslikealimpwashrag. Theheat wasdrainingall the
lifeout of him. Therewasno cool placethat we couldfind. Constantly, we
tried to force any kind of liquid down him, but he didn’t seem to havethe
strength to suck. Hejust wanted to deep, but wewerefearful hewould just
keep deeping and never wakeup. Every hour weforced himtowakeup and
takesomefluid. | couldn’t get himto nurseright away, sowejust dropped
water or milk into hismouth. For acoupleof daysit wasaterribleordea, and
frightened usimmensely. Hisweight dropped, but eventually the weather
cooled, and wewere ableto resumeanormal existence again, enjoying our
new littleson. Another remembrancefrom that timewasavisit from Joyce
and her girls—they al got to sharein thewel coming of Scott to theworld.




nameasour little Scott who was stillborn. Wejust loved the name Scott with Scribner, and felt a

little cheated that wedidn’t really get to usethat name every day. Wefinadly decided it wasokay to
give himthe samename, but with adifferent middlename. We used Howard. Thisisan honorablename. It
was my mother’smaiden name. | hope Scott reads extensively about hisHoward ancestry because ashe
does, hewill find great pridein carrying thisname. Perhapshe' Il want toidentify withthestrong faith that his
grandmother Lucie Howard James had, or the strong belief in life after death that hisgrandmother Drucilla
SearsHoward had as shelost so many of her childrenintheir early adulthood with theterribletuberculosis
epidemic that was running rampant through the United Statesinthe 1930's. Or perhapshe’ll study about his
grandfather John Fitz Alan Howard who has just recently
(2006) beenhonored asthefounder of TheNationa University

We didn’t name Scotty right away becausewe kept debating on whether or not to give himthe same

The Howard Line

Richard of Health Sciencesin 1906. Or what about John’sfather, John
John Richards Richards Howard who wasthat ten year old boy in 1852 who was

John Fitz Al i i nki
ohn Fitz "‘ thrown overboard when the Birkenhead was sinking near the coast

of South Africaand who was also the first of our family to hear and
accept the Gospel of Jesus Christ. ThentherewasRichard Howard who
went down with that ship after throwing hislittle son overboard in order to
savehisson'slife. That wasthemoment that inspired al theother officersinall

other disastersat seato save* women and children first.” TheHoward legacy
isgrand and exciting. Scott Howard Scribner isan honorable name.

| think the best way to describe Scott’spersonality isto say he'spositive. If wewere
ever talking about someone, he' d always have something positiveto say. For example,
oneday | had all thekidsinthe car and for somereason, we stopped at theHoya’shome. |

knocked on the door, and all my children were standing on the
porchwithme. A girl cametothedoor. Shewasardativevisiting from Denmark
and | supposewasthoroughly enjoying thewarm weather and the Hoyal’spoal.
WEell, when she opened the door, wewereall abit speechless because shehad so
littleon. | didn’t want to makeasceneby trying to quickly cover the eyesof my
children, so| just quickly got on with my business and asked about Mona, when
shewould bein, and thank you very much but we haveto go (Right Now!). We
got inthe car and got agood block away before the comments started,

“Man, did you see that skimpy bathing suit shehad on!” “ Shewashardly
wearing anything!” Etc.

After everyone had managed to say their bit, Scotty finally had histwo cents
worth,

“Well, shewas wearing a LOT of suntan lotion!”

That iswhat you call agossip-stopper! Scotty never wanted to hear gossip,
never wanted to say anything bad about anyone, but if hedid hear it, hewould say
something that would be positiveand gently remind usthat we can al be positive
about anyone. | would guessthat Scott still hasthe ability to be agossi p-stopper
because| never really hear him say anything bad about anyone. Just the other
night we weretalking about hisboss, and why it’s been hard to advancein this
particular company. Well, Scott could’ ve been bitter and complained, but heinstead tried to get usto understand
what kind of person hisbosswas and why he made thekind of decisionshedid.
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been getting up early for so many yearsthat | doubt he' d beableto sleepinfor very long. He'sa

people-person. Thislast weekend | suggested that he use one of his
early hoursto go out and swim, but the reason he couldn’ t was because that was
hisspecia timewiththeir little Gracie—timeto bond. When Scott wasvery little
hewasawaysthefirst towakeup. Dougwould also get up early, and our little
Scotty wasright thereto sharethe morning with him before Doug went towork.
AsDoug brushed histeeth, he' d it Scotty on the counter so asto becloser ashe
watched. Then he'd sit him onthe bed to wait for him ashe said hismorning
prayers. Oneday, | wasaready up and walked into the bedroom just as Doug
was praying, and Scotty waswatching and waiting. Scotty looked at meand
sad,

g E cottisan early-bird, and alwayshasbeen. He might even desirenow todeepinalittlemore, but he's

“Shhh, Daddy’s having a long-distance phonecall without a phone.”

Oneof themany miraclesinour lifeoccurred becauseof thisreationship between
Scotty and Doug. | wasin

thekitcheninour Bridgewood homein SantaRosa. We
had finished eating dinner, and the children were scattered
inthefront yard. Christy wasababy and Scotty was
just two yearsold. Doug wasanew bishop, and after
dinner he had to get ready for abishopric meeting. He
came downstairsand started kissing the children good-
bye. | could hear it al happening as| wasinthekitchen
putting apitcher of milk away. A young girl wasasoin
the kitchen talking to me—her name was Kathy
Thompson and was one of the girlswho baby-sat alot
for us, so in away | was distracted from what was

happening outside. Nevertheless, therewasapicture
going onmy mind. | could see Doug kiss Scotty, then Craig, then Ginaand then Russ out onthe sidewalk.
They wereall saying their good-byesto Daddy. And then hegot in hiscar that was parked inthe driveway.
Immediately inmy mind | saw apicture of Scotty running towardsthe car for another kissfrom Daddy. 1t was
soclear. | heardthe car start. | dropped the container of milk and ran out of the kitchen, down the hall and
through the front door and yelled, “ Stop!” Doug heard me and slammed on the brakes. | kept running
towardsthe car and sure enough, there was Scotty, hishead touching the rear bumper of the car. Another
second and Doug would’ verunright over him. These promptingsdon’t happen by chance, or by luck. They
arecdled amother’sintuition by some, but | never doubted that it wasthe promptingsof the Holy Ghost that
pushed meout of that kitchen, just as| was pushed to save Craig from burning onthe stove. Scott’slifewas
not only important to us, but important to Heavenly Father. Therewasmorework for himto accomplishon
thisearth.

“Inasmuch as you have been sent to the earth at thistime, Scott, be aware that the Lord is sending
the most valiant and righteous, of which you are one, to help build His kingdom here upon the
earth and to preparethe hearts of the children of men for His second coming and the ushering in of
the Millennium.” (Scott’s patriarchal blessing 1988)

Before Scott ever went on a mission, he had some experience with missionary work. In 1990, a
man from Ethiopiabecame our friend. He heard the Gospel and accepted it and wanted Scott to baptize him.
So Scott had that wonderful privilege of exercising hisPriesthood and baptized Elijah Mutuku into the church.
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Elijah wasin our home quite often, he became enamored with

Gina spicture, and washerewaiting for her when shegot off her
mission. Thatisanother sory
for another place!

Ti sconversion, however, brought another set of problemsfor as

Before | continue on with
Scott’sstory, | should tell
you about hisfamily. Heis
married to Jenny .
“Jenny who?’ you say. Well,
this one is Jenny Wilks.
That’s right, Scott has had
many Jennysin hislife, soit
shouldn’t beasurprisethat his
wife'snameisJenny! Hisfirst Jenny was Jenny Guthriewho wasalso Christy’sclosest friend. Shewasa
neighbor of ourson Bridgewood Drive herein SantaRosa. Everyone seemed to know that thesetwo little
kidsredlly liked each other. You' |l haveto ask Scott about the other Jennys. Jenny RebeccaWilksand Scott
were married in the Manti Templein May 1995. They arethe parents of three boysand agirl—Joshua
David, Matthew Scott, Aaron Jeffrey, and Grace
McKenlee, and as we understand from a rather bold
announcement last week, they will be parentsagainin 2007!
Jenny hasgiven birthto all of these children by C-section.
Jenny knowswhat shewants and knows how to planto get
something. I’'musualy trying to paint the other side of the
picture becausein my life nothing seemed to go asplanned.
However, aseverything goesinther family, Jenny hasaways
been right, and those children come when they’ re planned,
inaplanned manner of birth, and just onthevery day they
areplanned! Andal my warningsaretonoavail.

Since Scott wasawaysinterested in girls, asamother, | wasabit concerned about temptationsthat lurk, since
| knew he could hardly wait to be sixteen so hecould kissagirl. Heavenly Father gave him particular counsel
inthisareain hispatriarcha blessing, givenin 1988 when
Scott wassixteen-years-old. | guessinthe pre-existence
hewasasointerestedingirls!

“ Also, Scott, never take advantage of the tenderness
and love of God'’s beautiful daughters, one of whom
will become your eternal companion. Always treat
them with gentleness and kindness. They are very
important in the plan of salvation and are co-
creators with Father in Heaven. . . you are also
promised posterity of many beautiful sons and
daughters who will bring you joy and rejoicing not
only in this life but throughout the eternities.”

Yes, Scott dwaysliked girls, and we could seethat it was
goingto beastruggleto hold him back until sixteen yearsof age.
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loved speed—anything that went fast. Asababy, hewouldsitina

little car seat next to me. Thiscar seat just hooked over the back of
thefront car bench. Oneday weweredriving downtheroad, and | stopped
at astop sign. Scotty wasonly about eighteen monthsat thetime, but when
we stopped, histwolittle cupped hands pushed out infront of him, and he
started to rotate the cupped hands back and forth, and while hewasdoing
thishewould make arewing up motorcyclenoise. That wasexactly what
he was doing. He was mimicking a motorcycle and doing what the
motorcyclistsalwaysdo at stoplights. They rev their motor back and forth
‘til they’ reready to shoot out at top speed and bethefirst intheintersection!
Somehow | knew then that Scotty wasgoing to like cars, boats, planesand
trains. When we took
each of the children’s
pictures at age seventeen, we had them doing the things
they most liked. 1t wasappropriatethat wetook apicture
of Scotty with hisswimming jacket (and another with his
scouting uniform) and beloved mustang. It really didn’'t
start off ashis—first it wasRuss', then Craig's, but Scotty
realy knew itwashis! After al, dothoseother boyshave
apicturetakenwithit?? It wasalso appropriate that Scott
inherit Steve Scribner’ swinning photo of aPorscheso he
could hangit on hiswall. When Doug’sfather died, his
camerawas|eft to Steve. Stevehadn’t beenthat interested
in photography before, but he set out to try out this
expensive camera. He went to arace and caught this
amazing pictureof aPorsche. A few yearslater hesent it
to the Porsche Company in Germany and it wasoneof the
Grand Prizewinners! The Porsche Company flew Steve,
Mary and Troy to Germany to haveatour of their plant and to drivein a Porscheat avery high speed around
theracetrack. Thiswinning pictureof Steve'stook anhonoredplace g
among eleven other pictures for the large calendar that the Porsche
Company put out in 1984. Scott isnow the proud owner of that framed
pictureof Steve's. Speed. .. Scotty lovesit!

ﬁ olding him back was a hard thing to do on several fronts. Scott

A great remembrance was when Scott was about four-years-old. We
wered abigfamily reunionin Fremont LakeinWyomingwiththeextended
JamesFamily. Oneday aswewere skipping rockson thelake, we saw
thesetwo meninasmall fishing boat with alittle motor going puitt, puitt,
putt. Wewatched it patiently for about ten minutes when Scotty just
couldn’'t handleit anymore. Atthetop of hisvoice, heyelled,

“Hitit!”

Scott could hardly wait to learn how to drive. Asatiny littleboy, he
would always sit by me. We had a Volkswagon bus that had a floor
gearshift. Heawaysdidall the shifting. Helearned theworkingsof acar very early. Heawaysbeggedto
stonour lapsand steer the car—wil, therulesof theroad and carswere much morelenient in those days, and
we could do these crazy things—not being held back by seatbelts.
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Scotland waseighteen. Scott couldn’t wait, waysbegging and begging todrive. Well, just how

much begging can amother stand before shetotally breaksdown? So, often whenwewereall
aloneat night, coming homefrom scouts, | would didetight against my door so Scott could didein behind the
wheel. Wetook the back roads home—the one particularly that went beside the Ratho Golf Course. | never
felt it was daring or dangerous because Scott always had full control of his
turns, of theamount of gasto giveit, and hisaccuracy in everything onthe
road. Theonly thing I would remind himto dowas to dow down. Whereall
of thiscamefrom | don’t know. Well, I do know wherehislovefor speed and
cars came from—just ask his Dad who hasthe record for speeding tickets!
Dad probably isn't thefastest driver, but he'sthe onethat can’t seemtotalk
the policeman out of thetickets. And | wasjust like Scott in begging my father
tolet medrive. Well, | wasthe baby of thefamily, so of coursehelet medo
it. 1 begged him oncewhenwewerein LosAngelesin 1956 or thereabouts.
Helet mesteer the car, and suddenly we were on afreeway going sixty miles
anhour inthedow lane! Man, that wasexciting! |
had my driver’slicense the morning of theday |
turned sixteen.

Whi lewelivedin Scotland, Scott wasfourteen, fifteen and sixteen-years-old, but thedriving agein

i e
Scott always knew exactly what he wanted for Christmas, birthdays, and even
suggested thingsthat we could surprisshimwith. All theother boyswould shrugiif
you asked them what they wanted for Christmas, but not our Scott. Hislist was
alwayslong. Perhapsthisis Scott’'s Achillesheel. He hasalot of wants and
desires—awaysdreaming. Hisideasarebigand usualy expensive! Helikesto
dressnice, helikesnicecars, hewould likeabig housewith abig yard, and he' d
liketo go onalot of vacations, and hewould probably likealot of thingsthat |
don’t even want to know about—abigger and better computer? afancier car? a
dream vacation? amonstrous TV ? Who knows? There’'sonly one thing that
holds him back—you guessed it—MONEY. Now that he’'sahusband and father,
hisdesiresaren’t necessarily for himself, but he desiresand wantswonderful thingsfor hisfamily—asmost
peopledo. He' snot selfish, but extremely giving.

Okay. Anexample. Oneday | wassittinginnocently at my computer, doing innocent thingslikebalancing my
budget, writing stories or perhaps making a scrapbook when | get this phonecall from Scott. He' d liketo
borrow my credit card for just afew weeks so he could charge the money to rent acomplete theatre so he
could surprise Jenny for her birthday—the opening of Harry Potter just for her! Wow, that’saBIGidea, and
fortunately for Scott, it worked out and we are still on speaking terms. | tried to say “no” so many times, but
he convinced methat he knew he' d makethe money back by selling ticketsenough tofill thetheatre. 1t'sso
hardto say “no” to Scott. He doeshave magnificent ideas. You' d never know he camefrom afamily where
abirthday wasacakeand afew littlegiftsand yes, aparty. It wasinterestingto mejust the other day to read
Scott’spatriarchal blessing andto realizewhat insight wasgiven himat avery early age. TheLord, through
these blessings, givesuswarnings about the pathsthat could lead usastray for he knowsour personalities so
well—He' sknown usfor solong, and Heknowswhat theworldislikeand how it could destroy usif wedidn't
guard ourselveswith righteous principles. Hisblessing says,

“...you areindeed a child of God and possess many of the divine attributes and talents that your
heavenly Parentspossess. Satan knowsthis, and healso knowsyour weaknesses. You will be subjected
to adversity, trials, temptations, and afflictions, all of which will be the methods the Lord uses to

prove you before Him to see if you will remain steadfast and keep His commandments.” Dase 5
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nd then later it continues: “I blessyou that you will find happiness asyou love and serve the

Lord and your fellowmen. | bless you with the abundance of the earth asyou keep the law

of tithing and become financially secure and debt-free. . . Bewisein all your decisionsand

the Lord in prayer when making these decisions as well as thanking Him each day for the
blessings you so freely receive.”

SotheL ord alsointendson givinginto Scott’swantsand desiresashefollowsthelaw of theharvest. Inmy
mind Scott has already been blessed with the abundance of the earth. He hasabeautiful wife and healthy,
happy and talented children. Hehastaentsthat he'swillingto share. Hehasagreat personality, many spiritual
giftsand avery intelligent mind. Everyone could use more money these daysto providethe abundant lifefor
our children, but weusualy haveto stop and ask oursal veswhat they redlly need. Dothey need singing lessons

or just moretime with us? Timeisfree. What will they
remember themost?

cott hastaents. Besidesbeing akind person, willing
é to spend timetalking, helping or just enjoying the

companionship of other people, he hasabeautiful
singing voice. Now thiswasn’t awaystrue. Heaways
liked to sing, and for one of his birthdays (yes, helet us
know way ahead of time) hewanted an el ectric guitar. Well,
wefoundthisto bevery expensive, sowelooked for aused
one and found thisvery small electric guitar. Heworked

andworked onit. Now aguitaristisalso usually asinger.
That waswhen werealized sadly that Scotty sang monotone, but wedidn’t tell him that he couldn’t sing
(thankfully). Wejust listened to thisoff-tune singing ashe played hisguitar—and we smiled lovingly. Well, he
tried out for the choir at SantaRosaHigh School, and was accepted. Wethink that all the boysgot accepted—
the girlswerethe onesthat actually had the competition. Inthat choir, Scott learned to hear music and he
devel oped avery nice singing voice—tight up to snuff with the other boysin thefamily. Hehasagood range
aswell so hecan sing many different parts—but not all at the sametimelikeWillietheWhae. Again| will say
that one of my biggest thrillsinthislifeisto hear my boyssing. | hopethey singagood number at my funeral!
I’ll beligtening.

Scott was successful in many areaswhilegrowing up. He, likehisbrothersRussand Jm, received hisEagle
Scout Award. And like Russ, he also attended aNational Scout Jamboree on the East Coast. For me, the
only drawback in scouting was the number of badgesthat had to besewnon. |1 wasso glad when Lorawas
born, andwasagirl, so | didn’t haveto go through another scout programwith

aboy! But loveof scouting goesdeep into the heart of our family. My father
Cecil Jameswastherecipient of both the Slver Beaver (aCouncil Award)
and the Slver Antelope (aRegional Award). Very few menreceivethesehigh
honors, particularly the Silver Antelope. I'm now happy that Russand Scott
haveadew of boyssothey canreturnall thefavorsand seethem through the
great scouting program! Intheend, it’'sawonderful timefor fathersand sons,
but it’s usually the mothers that help them day by day to get those badges
earned! That alone may assure me of aspot in heaven.

When Scott was nineteen he received hismission call to the Minneapolis,
MinnesotaMission. Weknew where Colombia, Argentinaand Peruwere, but
wherein theworld was Minnesota? We had to get the map of the United
States out and pinpoint the spot. Werealized that Scott was going to freeze!
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We still have a desire to go with Scott and his family to
Minnesotaand have him personal ly show ushismissionfield.
WEe' ve never been there. | want to go to the huge covered
mall that Scott hastold usabout—the oneso big that there'sa
roller coaster init! 1 alsowant to buy apair of mucklucks—
big warm sock/bootsthat can keep anyone warm through a
cold winter night. And | definitely want to see Minnesotain
oneof thefour months of summer, not winter. Oneof Scott’'s
assignmentsin themissionfield wasto watch over thefleet of
cars—now, how painful wasthat for Scott? Hesuredidn’t
mind driving and delivering amission car to the Canadian
Mission. Scott praysfor agood time, and heusually hasone!

To Scott the DOT
8 July 1992 — Twenty Years Old

The years have come—the years have gone
And lo! what have we here?

A Boy? A Stud? An Eagle? A Man?
Oh yes — all of these, I fear!

And yet I'm not quite up with the times
For | often just see the boy.

That’s why | have to drum up these rhymes
So you'll know what causes my JOY.

| see you at three or four years of age
Sitting on Daddy’s sink

You'd talk and visit and watch him shave
Ask questions and make him think.

The glasses so thick and taped on the sides
W/ith matching or cellophane tapes —
The gears you would shift on all of our rides,

And FRIENDS - all sizes and shapes!

i . BB ¥

I think of the teachers who liked you so well
They never could give you a “D:”

“He cooperates well-we surely can tell
He'll carch up event-u-ally!”

On Scotland’s roads you learned very young
“Put that pedal ro the metal, " you said!
I'm amazed at all the songs you have sung
In the car, in the church, or in bed.
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I miss the piano you played every night
“It’'s Hard To Say I'm Sorry,”
And all of your friends — a true delight,
Jenny, Josh, Jake and Taury (rhymes w/sorry!)

Is it really all gone — those TWENTY short years?
Did it happen as fast as it seems?

Good mem’ries are left — some laughter and tears
But your pictures still seem to beam

W/ith happiness, kindness — a bright friendly guy
Who still likes to drive way too fast,

Your letters reveal old feelings don't die,
Can a mission be really a blast?

For you, SCOTT, a b/astis the sum of your life:

“Bless us to have a fun day!”
Cold weather, cold feet — or all kinds of strife,
“Let’s just make it great! — OK?”

I miss you and love you, you're my kind of guy,
I'll take you as is and never ask “why.”

All my love, Mo

hile Scott and Craig were ontheir missions, our home

burned down. Thiswashardfor both of them because

they had both hel ped work onthebuilding of our house.
Scott wasreflecting on thisduring the next Sunday after heheard
from us, and on the back of achurch program he sketched our
home. It wasamazing to mehow accurate hismemory wasand
how hehad theahility to sketchindetail this housethat isanything
but square.

WEell, alot of Scott’stalent liesin hisability to design.
Hedoesalot of thiskind of work now ashe provides
for hisfamily. Doug published abook that | wrotein
1987, and Scott, just fifteen-years-old, designed the
logo for the Trusthouse Book Company. It was a
volunteer job so he never earned adime (and neither
didwe!).

Scott seemed to bemy first child that had anatural high
self-esteem, and that isinteresting because hehad alot
of thingsthat went against him. For one, he was so
near-dghted that he had to wear extremely thick glasses

inorder tofunction.



Beforethat, hewas constantly inthick glasses, whichwere usually held together with tape because

they wereawaysbreaking. When hewas ateenager he had abad skin problem. Thesethingstook
away from hisphysical appearance, but to Scott, hewasjust himself. Heliked who hewas, heliked people,
andthey liked him. Hewasn't jedl ous of anyone, and hedidn’t wish bad on anyone. Hisconfidencemay have
lagged in some areas—like in schoolwork—but not hisesteem. Heknew who hewasand liked it.

Now he's had laser surgery, but when he was about eleven or twelve, he was fitted for contacts.

Today, thissame spirit of love comesthrough with every telephonecall. I1t'sawaysabig“Hi!!!” and good
timesin atelephone conversation from him. Heusually callsusweekly to check up onus. Hehasaway of
making usfeel likeweareloved and needed. And | guesshedoesthat to everyone. Wewerereminded just
thisweek by anold friend, Me Payne, whotold us of thetimeshe used to convince Scotty to bury somerocks
and watch them grow into marbles. Hewas so trusting asalittle boy, and sure enough hisrocksgrew into
marbles! Another favorite story of ourshappened one evening in Scotland when we decided to look through
our Books of Remembrancefor homenight. You could hear the other kidssaying, “ Yuck, thisiswhen |
started looking ugly,” and other comments like that. Over in Scotty’s corner we heard, “ Wow, thisis
when | started looking good!. . .and look at this. . . thisiswhen | really started looking good!!” Scott
isour child who overflowswith good self-esteem! | loveto bearound him and enjoy hisgood nature--it's
contagious! | lovehim somuch.

Yellowstone Park - July 2006 Craig, Gina, Cecile and Scotty, Russ
Salt Lake City Temple Square

Cecile, Josh, Scott, Jenny and Gracie,
Doug, Matthew and Aaron

"t 8%

Gina, R, Scotty, and Craig Scott’s graduation from Utah Valley State University
Santa Rosa, CA. - 1973 April 2000 - Josh, Scott, Matthew, Jenny
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“Why | Believe”
by %lf géwiénewf
November 13, 2006

-I-he more| think about this statement, the
more| reflect back onthe early daysof my
lifein search of one specific moment or
event that would explain everything. Surprisingly
enough, | just can’'t think of onesoitlookslikethis

isgoing to takealittlelonger to write out than |
had planned on.

| haveawaysfdt that my faithin JesusChrigt, His
gospel, and latter-day revelationisvery smple. It
isawell-known fact to al who know methat | am not themost studiousor intellectual of people. | havegone
throughmy lifegathering millionsof tidbitsof information that | findinteresting but rarely takethetimeor make
theeffort to study out every facet of thewhos, whats, wheres, and hows. When something interestsme, | will
doalittledigging to increase my understanding but not nearly enough to gain acomprehensive knowledge. |
think theproper termis* Jack of all trades, Master of none.” Thisisactually something that | have struggled
with much of my life. | am sureinthe eyesof many, | don’t read the scripturesenough, | don’t pray enough, |
don’t magnify my callingsenough, but | know that when ever | havethe opportunity to talk about my beliefs,
whether inatalk or teaching my Sunday School class, | am reminded how deep my conviction goesand how
persona my relationshipwith JesusChristtruly is.

In the pursuit of finding out why | believewhat | believe, | haveto take my entirelife’'sexperiencesinto
consderation. Asfar asl canremember, | know of very few, if any, life-altering spiritual experiencesthat | have
singled out asthepointin my lifewhere| stopped relying on thetestimonies of my parentsand teachersand
gtarted my own spiritua journey. Evennow at timesl find mysdlf leaning on thefaith and testimony of my wife,
the prophet, other church leadersand at timeseven my kidsto support meintimesof difficulty andtrial. | do,
however, remember countlessblessingsand miraclesthroughout my lifethat | have personally witnessed that |
now recognizeasadirect result of spiritua intervention. There have been car accidentsthat should havetaken
such amighty toll on our family that we managed to escapefromwith only ahandful of brusiesand stitches. |
know that | have been in some other car related incidentsthat should have ended up as serious accidents
(somel know my parentsstill don’t know about—and probably don’t want to know about) that | have been
spared from. | have alwaysknown that for some reason our family has been constantly watched over and
protected and | have noticed that protection trickling downinto my own littlefamily. Other times| fed smple
fedingsof peacewithout knowing awholelot of thewhys. For example, six monthsinto my mission, | received
an early morning phonecall frommy mission president informing methat my parent’shouse had just burned
down. Immediately my instinctstold meto leave my mission and get hometo help becausefor two years
previous| wastheoldest child and | felt it wasmy responsibility to take care of my family. However, thevery
next ingtant | felt peace and understanding that my family would befineand | could help them best by serving
anhonorablemission. Wisdy my parentsnever told methefull extent of thedamageuntil after | returned home.

My mission wasatimethat my testimony grew. However, therewasnever atimethat | can say | wasmoved
by great spiritual events, or received great amounts of heavenly direction. If | was, | can’t remember the
circumgtances. At thesametimel dwaysknew that | wasdoing theright thing and | never doubted my decison
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to go, or thehard work that | pushed myself to put intoit. | progressed through my missionfromgreenietoa
seasoned |eader of many, never feeling like | was ahuge successasamissionary, but | also knew | had
hundreds of little successesand happy momentsthat sustained me and slowly fostered the growth of my
testimony. It wasn't until | returned homethat | realized how much my testimony had grown during that time.

Sincemy mission, my spiritual journey has continued to evolvein much the same manner. Countless small
manifestations of the Spirit, small remindersthat | am doing theright thing. The Gospel of Jesus Christ has
awaysmade senseto me. | have never found areason to doubt thevalidity of the Gospel messageas| receive
it through the voice of the prophets or from the scriptures. | have never felt the need for futher research to
convincemyself that what isbeing taught isthetruth. | just feel and know that it istrue. For someit may seem
likemy faithisweak and ablind faith, but truly, isn’t that how our faithisput to the test--when we are asked
to take astep without knowing wherethat step will lead?

Jenny hasbeen my saving light. Her example of dedication and consistency indoing thesmall thingsonadaily
basisand her deep, heart-felt faith and commitment reminds me of where | need to beand what | need to be
doing. | know it frustrates her that | am not getting there as quickly asshewould probably like, but | amdoing
better. Many times| dipandfall. Many times| ask for forgivenessand try to do better, and apparently from
timetotimel fed likel actualy receiveit. | know the Church of Jesus Christistrue. Because of the peoplethat
havetaught mein my past and the people who teach me now and fromwhat | know inmy heart, | know to
what source |l may look for aremission of my sins. That sourceisJesus Christ. Thisiswhy | believe. Thisis
why | feel theway | do about the Church. And thisiswhy | will teach my childrenthebest | cantofollow the
teachings of Jesus Christ. Becauseit isonly in and through Jesus Christ my Savior that | may receivea
remission of my sinsand returnto livewith my Heavenly Father again. | know it. | say thesethingsinthename
of JesusChrist, Amen.

Scotty in high school

(letter for Swimming)

Grandpa James,

Gina, Scotty - ' '
about 1973 o, it A .

Aaron, Cecile, Gracie, Joshua, Matthew, - 30 Oct. 2006

Cecile and Scotty

Mary and Lara
1972 in Santa Rosa,
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“Why | Believe”
éyﬁmgy Rebecca @677( ner
November 2006

[l of my lifel have beentaught to believethat thereis
aGod. Asachild | understood that | had afather who

was in Heaven and he loved me very much. It has
takenmy lifetimetoredly beginto graspwhat that truly means.
Thefollowingiswhat beganmy journey of finding out for mysdf
that what my parentstold mewastrue.

When| wasthirteen my very closest friend wasHeether Payne.
She and | used to sit by each other in eighth grade mixed
chorus. Wedidn't sing as much aswe should have because
welovedtotak. Sometimesit wasin whispers, but most often
we sent notesback and forth. It was so funto talk about boys
and moviesand songs on the radio—normal subjectsfor girlsour age. Heather wasagreat girl. Youwould
look at her and think shewasthe brightest, funniest, most confident eighth grader at our school. Thismay be
surprising whenyou realizesheismostly deaf and wearsahearing-aidin each ear. From her outside appearance
you would never suspect that shewas struggling so much.

Overtimel learned that Heather thought her Dad alwayswished shewasaboy, that shefdt likeafaluretohim
andthat shefeltlikeafailureto herself. Shetold methat her belief in God wasfading and that sheredlly didn't
believe He existed. Wetalked about thesethingsalot. | found myself digging deep to find theright wordsto
say to give her comfort and encouragement. For thefirst timel wasasking myself if and why | believed in
God.

Oneday Heather told me shewanted to kill herself. What do you say when your very closest friend says
something ashorribleasthat? 1 wanted to tell someone, ask someonefor advice, seek someone' shelp. But, |
couldn’t. Heather made me promise. Shetold methat she had been cornered before by aschool counselor
about thisand she couldn’t takeit again. | didn’t know what to do. | begged her nottodoit. | eventold her that
if shedidtake her ownlife, | would take mine, too. Thisseemed to help her step back and rethink.

When Heather brought agunto school | knew shewas sinking deeper. She had stolen agun from her Dad's
gun cabinet. | wasso afraid that | felt paralyzed. | truly believedif | told someone, shewould takethat gunand
kill herself immediately. | wasthirteen.

Themorning beforel turned fourteen, my Mom received acall from our local police station. Shewascrying
when she cameto mewith the news. Heather Payne had been found dead from aself-inflicted gunshot to her
head the night before. The officer wasworried about me because during hisinvestigation he had come across
some | etters between Heather and methat said | would asokill myself.

Thedays, weeks, and even monthsfollowing thistragedy were some of the hardest | have ever experienced.
| cried somuchthat my head hurt al thetime. | feltlost. | couldn’t find any comfort. | had frequent nightmares
about Heather and what she must have looked like when she died. It was a horribletime. | searched my
memory for ways| could have stopped this. | couldn’t find any. | thought deeply of al our talksto find some
shred of comfort that | had been agood friend. Had | been?
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My despair began to consume me. Wasthishow shefeltin her last days?I couldn’t figureaway out of thison
my own. | needed apower far greater than my own. | knew inmy heart therewasaGod and that Heloved me.
Thethought finally occurred to methat Heknew | wasstruggling. | beginto pray with all the sincerity of my
soul. For thefirsttimein nearly ayear, | felt thewarmth of my Heavenly Father’sarmsembraceme. | had the
feeling that He had alwaysbeen there, | just wasn't ready to let Himin. | had to get to my depth of sorrow
beforel would reach up to Him.

| don’t think words adequatel y describe how that experience changed my life. From that moment on | learned
to draw strength from my own testimony. When times get rough and | havetheinclinationto giveup onthe
Lord and my beliefs, | think of Heather and how shelet go of hersat the most critical time of her life. At
crossroadslikethis, we haveachoice. We can either cling to God and let Him steady us, or wecan act asif He
doesn't exist. | will dwaysbelievethat God knowsmeand isthereto givemeaid. Would | ever abandon one
of my childrenintheir timeof need?God ismy Father and Hewill never leavemedone.

Asaparent, | want my childrento know their Savior. | teach themthat they are never aloneand that they have
divine power inthem becausethey, too, are children of God. And they have an older brother, Jesus Christ, who
isawayswiththemtolook after them. | listento my children’sprayersand | know that they feel Himintheir
hearts.

| dsobdievebecausel havealittlefamily that | lovewith everythingin me, and | want morethan anything to
gpend Eternity with them. When | wasayoung teenager | would sometimesimaginewhat my lifewould beone
day. | couldn’t come closeto seeing how wonderful it would be. | am married to the most loving, patient,
tender, kind manthat | have ever known. It ssemsso easy for himtolook past all of my bad partsl Heisadways
(redlly, always) completely accepting of me. And | look at each of my kidsand am overwhel med with how
amazing they are. Each smile, each laugh. Every kissand embrace. Theseare my treasures. | haveto have
themwith meforever. | cannot bear thethought of losing any part of my family.

Each step | takeinthislife, | hopewill bring me one step closer to my Savior and onestep closer to eternd life
withmy family. Inmy heart, thereisnothing greater.

Photo taken in 2006
Scott, Jenny, Joshua,
Matthew, Aaron, and Gracie
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Christianne Scribner Jones

t thetop of our stairsin our homethereisalongwall filled with pictures. The pictureshave changed
over theyears, but it'salways been aMotherhood Wall. Right now thereare eight picturesonthe
wall, oneof each of my children taken at age seventeen doing something that they were particularly
good at—acoupleareat the piano, acouple are dancing, onesinging, oneplayingaguitar. Christy has
never liked her picture becauseinit she'sreading abook by a

fireplace—shenever felt likeit represented anything of worth, or
at least, not atalent. Her reaction to this picture has always
made me feel bad because |’ ve always seen her as extremely
talented, but not inthe sameareasasthe other children. However,
that even proved to be wrong because when shewent to college,
shelearned to clog and to do country dancing, and she became
very proficient inthese. She'sactually afabul ousdancer with
great rhythmwithamarvelous ability toteach others.

But Christy hasaprofound gift—surely it'saGod-given gift.
It'sagift that wasimpossi bleto photograph--not like dancing or
playingthepiano. She'sawriter and apoetess. I’ vebeentroubled
for days as |’ vetried to write about Christy. It would be so
tempting to include one poem after another that she'swritten,
and you would then start to discover who Christy is. There'sa
depthin Christy, and perhapsinall of my children, that I’ [l never
discover no matter how badly | want to. Over theyearsshehas
put rather deep feelingsinto verse, and sheis so eloquent, so
expressive. Asl read her verses, | often cry becausel find asher
mother | somehow never knew someof her painsand sorrows—

ohyes, | knew they werethere, but | never knew they were so deep. | would liketo go back (knowing what
| know now) and live someof thoseyearsagainto seeif | could doit better—be more aware of each of my
children’sneeds, but I’ m|eft in the same place asMoroni asherecorded in the Book of Mormon (Mormon 9),

“Condemn me not because of mine imperfection, neither my father, because of his imperfection,
neither them who have written before him; but rather give thanks unto God that he hath made
manifest unto you our imperfections, that ye may learn to be more wise than we have been.”

| think now that most of my children had momentsliketheonesthat Christy wroteabout. |sthereany teenager
that doesn't fed lonely, hurt and sad, left-out, ugly, and unloved at one
timeor another? | remember some of thosefeelingsmyself when|
wasyoung. Asfar astheuglyisconcerned, | had awonderful brother,
UncleTom, who prepared mefor life. Hesaid,

“Now, Celie, the James' are not good-looking people—we all
have big noses. So it’s important for you to develop a good
personality. A good personality makes up for not being good-
looking.”

Hewasmy idol and everybody seemedtolove Tom, sothat’sexactly
what | strived to do—devel op personality to compensatefor lack of
looks. It seemed towork.
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ime—are artistically described in beautiful poetry. Asyou read her words, you find yourself discovering
long forgotten memories—youreliveabeautiful summer day, or you are caught up with therelationship
of sistersand brothers, you think of your own mother asyou read her

Te differencewith Christy, however, isthat all thesefedings—fedingsthat perhapsal of usfed a some
t

feelingsfor hers, or you remember theloneliness of junior high school
whenyou didn’t haveafriend, or you experience once again the pain of
abrokenloveaffair, and you find yourself inthat great wonderment of
who God really isand your relationship with Him, and how doesthe
Atonement of the Savior really apply toyou. Yes, Christy hasexplored
al of thesethingsand much more. Somehow, | will endeavor towritemy
fedlingsand thoughtsabout Christy and al soinclude someof the beautiful
wordsshehaswritten. Just wishmeluck onthisone. . .If | succeed, you
will only beon vergeof beginning to know Christy.

On September 15™, 2006 | wrote the
following: “ ThisisChristy'sthirty-second
birthday. Several years before she was

born, we met Christiane Rudé, who become
a very close friend. She had faced severe trialsin her life, and yet her faith
never wavered. She and her husband André heard the gospel in France and
were active in the church there. Christiane had trouble getting pregnant, but
eventually they were blessed with two boys, Willie and Frankie. Even though
they had wealth in France, they left it all, came to America without a job and
without knowing the language. And why? They sacrificed all so their boys

could grow up where there was more strength in the Gospel. On more than
oneoccasion, Christiane’slife wasthreatened with

tuberculosis, even to the point of being hospitalized
and taken from her husband and boys for nine
months at atime. Inall her trials, which continue
with her every day, she gives thanks and praise to
her Heavenly Father because of the gift of life that
she’s been given, for the Gospel and for her two
boysand their families.”

Wewere so hoping that our next child would beagirl
so we could name her after thisgreat woman of faith.

Christy, named Christianne, wasborn in SantaRosa
in1974. How amazing to usthat Christy’slifehasaso beenfi IIedW|th trias, and toeven br| ng everything full-
circle(inaway), shewascalled to Franceto serve her mission. Whilethere, shebecamevery aware of the
reasonswhy the Rudés|eft that country and sacrificed all sotheir boyswould have strengthinthe Gospel.

| particularly likewhat Albert Einstein said: “Therearetwo waysto liveyour life...oneisasthough
nothing is a miracle, and the other is as though everything isa miracle.”

You could say that hundreds of amazing coincidenceshappenedin Christy’slife, but | prefer to say that her life
hasbeen one of continuous miracles. Shehasgiven usreasonto trust intheLord and to pray intently every
singleday. Because of her life, | know that God lives, hears our prayers, blessesusand, yes, allows our
patience and faith to betested.
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get an ounceof water in her while at the hospital, but

they sent me homewith her the second day, assuring
usthat thisnipplewith aflap would help her learnto suck. It
didn’t. My mother waswith us, and
as soon as | got home from the
hospital, | got dressed, left Christy
withmy mother, and started looking
inthe storesfor some solution. We
finally rigged up abottlethat had a Y D 4
plunger sowe couldforce-feed her withacombi nation
of cered, milk and bananas. Her weight went downto
five pounds, but by six months she weighed twelve
pounds—doubleher birthweight! Shewasso petite.
That year wasfollowed with asurgery, but her speech
wasvery garbled. Thiswasthenfollowed afew years
later with another surgery, apharyngeal flap, putinso
she could hopefully get closureson her k'sand hard
g's. By agefiveshefindly started totalk inaway that
we could beginto understand her. Beforethat, however, her voicewasapure
delight to Jim and Spence, thelittle boys—she could dwaysmakethem laugh
asshebathed with them.

Cristywas bornwith apartial cleft palate. Wecouldn't

We experienced many different physical problemswith our children, and somehow | kept thinking that the
Lord wasawaystrying to teach meto have patience. I’ m such animpatient person. And I’ mnot real good
dealing with sickness—I just want everything to be solved with alittlebit of Vicksand ahot bath! | can hardly
wait for thingsto happen. | try to guesswhat’sinal my Christmas presents|ong before Christmas—Doug has
learned to never buy me a Christmas present until Christmas Eve becausethat’s
theonly way hecangivemeasurprise! But so much of what my children hadto
gothrough required alot of patienceon Doug'sand my part. 1t took ayear of
watching Ginawith arubber tube coming out of her kidney beforeshewasredly
better, and it took four yearsof caring for Immy beforehewasableto havehis
heart operated on, but with Christy it took fifteen years of steady speech therapy
to teach her how to talk. The progresswas so slow and tedious—it wasn’'t a
Vicksand hot bath solution. If ever there wasamiracle, it wasthe day that
Christy gave her missionary farewel| talk at Church. No onecould’ ve possibly
known that she ever had aspeech problem. It wasbeautiful. Better than | had
ever heard her—better than she was even the day before it seemed. Reed
Ogden wasthe Stake President and came up to us afterwards and said,

“I think we have already witnessed the gift of tongueswith Christy. Her
talk was beautiful and eloquent, crisp and clear.”

| agreed. What ablessing was poured down upon dl of usthat day. And what an amazing accomplishment on
Christy’spart (with the help of many peopl€'s prayersand fasting). Perhaps because of all of these setbacks,
Christy hasalways had words, but because they couldn’t be expressed el oquently in averbal setting, they
became el oquent in her heart and mind, and were expressed on paper. Theseweremy feelingsof lovefor
Christy at fourteen yearsof age.
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roblems with ¢ _ More

2 Could keep a At Christmastime y - gifts 2 ade
:'The years you spent ’ S Many i 1te NS NOY '

Seemed end Your hands are so ly clean
You worked with d And Lora’s e art.

But Elly helj
She taught you with

They do so much fo

me an ext
With laughter, ' .

And now you can talk witl : Perhaps your life has hs 1y trials—
Like others, you sound the same. Perhaps a blessing from God—
b For the trials have sharpened all other gifts
So, Heavenly Father knows you w To help you hold tight to the Rod.
He let those struggles oceur wur beautiful eyes ories on end
And gave you many beautiful tra; The scriptur: understand well.
So you’d know His love was cure “}. You pray with your you speech is now clear
Although your eyes can't see very well,\ ' And you hear much more than you tell—
He made them gorgeous and ro ‘d
They give you beauty, they twinkle and sh
And tears will often abound—

r heart.

So now at fourteen — I look at you

| lng good heart, ifts from God
- Of'your needs I’ ry aware.
Which deeply loves family and fri You need to know that you are loved
| remember so well when Gina left home As much as all the others
' You cried, for your heart wouldn’t mend. You need to be held and need to be praised
You missed her and loved her and longed for And noticed by sisters and brothers.
the nights
~ When she told you about her life, u are a big part of our family tre

{
For He also gave you a tender heart

r you listened for hours, year after ?— - Andl lov
~ Of her happiness, sorrows an ife— At least fifty time thousand m

, You are a most special girl.
jou see, though your ears do not hear Remember your gifts, have patience with others
as others do, Be sensitive, loving and true

e gift of Listening It will all cmack a thousand fold
’ E)gint of view. God’s miracles are seen In YOU!

3 With all my love, %
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Ahh, now themoment you’ veal beenwaiting for. A look at theworld through Christy’seyes.

Patterns

Etching an intricate web of feelings

on a clear wall of glass

creating my soul

Striving to form a complete picture

of those things | most admire
Cutting deep into the surface

an impenetrable nucleus of love
Alone | become confused

and wonder what lines to add

what characteristics | need e o
not knowing what the final outcome il
should be Doy <&
I look to my parents y
and see pictures nearer completion T
covered by marks of intelligence
patience and understanding
I begin to add some of their patterns

e

o o y :
R :

to mine ;
My sisters 1 '
although at different stages of progression ) ;
show distinct signs ‘
of competence and assertiveness
lines of laughter
From my brothers shapes of determination
bold young sketches
full of direction
Others have given me pieces
and fragments | desired
a few | have omitted
and some | should have
Complete with flaws
and moments of inspiration

Graduation from High School

Discovering my image
Emerging

éy %ﬁﬂo{l{lmze %ﬂ' 774

Christy wroteoften of her family and therd ationshipssheeither had or desred withthem. Thefirgt iswritten about
her littlesster, Lora. Thenothersfollow about other family members.
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Lora

On my toes now
small feet creeping sofily forward
careful not to make a sound
| see you sleeping
through the bars of your crib
my eyes scarcely above yours
if | stay on my toes
[ reach through the space with my arm

and uncurl your hand with my finger
then slowly trace your closed eyes and lips
barely touching your soft face
so you won't wake
As your tiny body moves slightly
in time with your breathing
There are so many things | want to teach you
experiences to share
secrets that | have experienced in my own ten years
But your are so small and delicate
and so | sigh
pull up your blanket
to tuck you in
and sing a made-up lullaby
Later, you will know

And for now [ will love you
my baby sister
Now the years have past
and you are about the same age
[ was then
Every time | come home to visit
You are so much bigger
and your eyes are full of questions
What is going on in your mind now
Last time | was back

I saw you sleeping
your face so still and innocent
in the moonlight
There are so many things | want to tell you
experiences to share
but you are so young
and nature will force you to learn
soon enough
For now I will just love you
my baby sister

by Christiarnne @;{( 7€
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Mom

Take my hand
and reassure me with your smile
unsure and slightly off balance
[ strive to grow
Mold me
encourage me
tell me again that [ can make it
Push me into situations
that although I struggle
I come out better
and happier

Give me freedom
in small doses
making me believe I'm independent
but knowing you
stand right behind
ready to catch my fall
I seem ungrateful
and slip out of your reach
only to whisper the words
help me
and as you turn away
I mouth the phrase
I love you
with tears in my eyes

Turning, you don’t see
but you won't give up
You take my hand
and reassure me with your smile

by Christiarne %ﬂém

Page 102



Elementary Days

A burst of light shines in our faces
as Dad throws open the curtains
singing those crazy-happy songs.
I moan and my little brother tosses a pillow
at his head
“Rise and shine,” he chirps, with that wild
maniac smile
Soon we are dressed and ready to go
the warm morning sun cheers us
and we walk, laughing
with our Transformer lunch boxes
and crayons

by %ﬁ;@/li[mna lribner

Brothers
Strong, tall men
easily lift me on one arm
confident and easy-going
with laughter on the edge of a smile
Each one so extremely different
And even so
[ admire
and feel pride spread through me
each time | look at them
Handsome talented men
[ stand on my toes to reach
Struggle to follow their bright
examples
My five wonderful, talented
brothers

by %ﬁﬂbflﬂmz& bribner

Spencer, Craig, Scott,
Christy and Rob, Jimmy, Russ
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Gina

My Dancing sister,
laughing
Smile flashing
eyes shining
daring to be yourself
Forever my beautiful sister
you never could win
the ugly contest
On those late nights
huddled in the dark

I would get to hear

—whispered and sworn to secrecy

sections of your diary

sealed with a heart sticker

I looked up to you
so much more mature than |

Knowing what I never thought | would know

Always sharing your fears
dreams, failures and success
I love to listen
happy you can trust
one so much younger
always wondering how you could
need my opinions
when [ felt so naive
never laughing
at anything | say
and listening to me with intent
I know that
with whatever path | take
you will support me
And no matter what
Choice you make
I will be there for you
I love you
My sister

by %ﬁﬂ%ﬂﬁm@ %;q 2er

WA, | couldincludepoetry of Christy’sfor ahundred pagesor more, andit’sal sogood. But I’ Il havetoleavethat
for her topublish so she' [l havemoney toretireon. Shedoeshaveagift. Her proseisjust asamazing asher poetry.
I will indudesomedf itin other sections, suchaswhen| writeabout our houseburning down--youwill beabletofed
the sadnessand despair that wasfdt that night. Or when shewritesabout our lifein Scotland--1 can promiseyouthat
youwill beabletofed thecold that sheand the othersfdt asthey madetheir way to school each day. Just thinking

about it makesmeshiver with chilld
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troublesometobothof us. Shewasanextremdy faithful friend, and her very early friendshipsarestill

someof her closest. Lori Stewart and Jenny Guthriewill dwaysbeeternd friendsof hers. Lori went
through somevery hardtimesin college, but Christy never deserted her. Shekept astrong
faithinher ability to overcomeany temptations. Lori cameback full force, went onto
serveamissonandtomarry afinemaninthetemple. Christy’spatriarchd blessngtells
her:

@ri gy never gaveusany problems, but thereweretimesthat wedidn’ t communicatewell--thesetimeswere

‘.. .you will be a great source of comfort and strength to those who especially
need a special friend. You will ever bewilling to reach out and to help those who
arein need, to blessthose liveswho will need thelove and strength and support of
one who understands our Father’s plan of salvation for hischildren. . .”

Chrigty isagood student, but sheworksdiligently and very hard to get her good grades.
Shegraduated from SantaRosaHigh School, and then went to Ricksin Idahoto begin
college. Welovedto hear her tell about her strugglesin College. Not that wewanted her
to havethem, but nobody cantop thedisasters that Christy experienced, and

tohear hertdl them, intheend, ether
makesyou laughor cry. Either way,
it'spureentertainment just to hear her
tdlit! Forexample, shewassopetite
andlight that when shewaswaking
toschoal intheicy winter, shewould
easily bepicked up by thewind and
find hersdf lateredonthesdewak.
Of course, theworst timesfor thisto
happenwaswhen shestoppedtotak
to aboy, and right therein front of
himwoulddipontheiceandlandflat
onthesdewak—edly impressve!
Through all of her disasters, she
pushed on in her schooling and 3

graduated from BrighamYoung University mAugust 1998. By thistimeshewasmarried, and sheand Rob thenwent
to San LuisObispo, Cdifornia, where Christy went to school for two moreyearsto get her Teacher’ sCertificate.
ThissherecaeivedinApril 2000 from Ca Poly. Fromthere, sheand Rob movedto
Hawaii whereRobfinished hisschooling a Brigham Young University-Hawaii.

’’’’’

W, now | redizethat | forgot totell you about Rob Jones, Chrigty’ shusband.
However, | needtotell you about Christy’smissonfirst. In1995, Christy
wascdledto serveintheMarsaillesFrance Mission. Frenchwasahard
languagefor Chridty tolearn, and themissonitsdf isoneof theharder missons-
-not many converts. Chrigty felt that perhapsher greatest contributionwasto
congtantly help lift the spiritsof the other missionariesbecause so many got
discouraged. Couldtherebeagreater contribution? Doug, Loraand | went
to France to meet her after her mission. We loved seeing thelittle French
towns, theRiviera, and meeting someof her friends. Weaso met Christianne
Rude (Chrigty’snamesake) whowasnow livingin Grenoble, France.
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RosaStake. Since shewasasuperb clogger, weincorporated aclogging section called Gold Fever.
W, Rob had a so just returned from hismissionin England, and we managed toinvolvehimand
hisbrother inthe pageant aswell. Would you bdievethat Christy and Robwereinthesamedances? | don't want

WarivedhomejustintimeforChristytohelptea:hsomedancing inthe Sesouicentenniad Pageantin Santa

youto ask mehow that happened. They dated therest of thesummer and

weremarrieda Chrigmastime 1997, inthe Oakland Temple. Atthistime,
they arethe parentsof threegorgeouschildrenwhoareredly liketriplets—
two and three years of age. They experienced many yearsof trial and
sadnessasthey triedtohavechildren, but couldn’t. Findly, they triedinvitro-
fertilization, whichiswhat | cal avery mean process—onethat I’ mpretty
sureChristy and Robwill never gothroughagain. Shedid get pregnant, but
the pregnancy wasn'tright. Oneof theeggssettledinthefdlopiantubeand
burst, nearly taking

Chrigy’slife. Weeks
later, the second
embryo died within
her. They gppliedfor
adoption, and by

some wonderful
miraclereceived abeautiful littleboy, Ethan|ssac. Hewas
bornthesameweek that her twinswould’ vebeendue. Later
that sameyear they had twomoreof thefrozen eggsimplanted
and oncemore started thejourney of pregnancy withtwins.

Eventhough they cameearly and even though Christy was

hospitalized for severd weeks, they now haveAusin Kadeand AlainaJade, bornayear andtwomonthsafter Ethan
washborn. That'sright—I cal them our miracletripletd

Aswith Christy and Rob I oftenthink of Joseph Smithand histridsintheLiberty Jall, whenhecalled out,
“0O God, whereart thou. . .”

AndtheLord answered, “ My son, peace be unto thy soul; thine adversity and thine afflictions shall be but
a small moment. . .know thou, my son, that all these things shall give thee experience, and shall be for
thy good.” (Doctrine and Covenants 121 and 122)

Christy received her patriarchd blessngwhen shewasfourteen yearsoldin 1989. Init sheistold:

“Now | blessyou Chrigtianne, that though you may have challengesin your personal life, that you might
have the strength to bear up and to be strong in the Lord, that you might be clothed with the full armor
of God during your life, that you might strive to keep the commandments of the Lord;. . . that you might
always keep in mind the importance of staying close to your Heavenly Father through praying always
and being a serious student of the Holy Scriptures, which will enableyou to bestrongin theLord. . .that
your faith might be great in the Lord. . .that you might always remember, Christianne, the great and
perfect love that your Heavenly Father hasfor you. . .”

| haveto go back now and tell you afew wonderful incidentsin Christy’slifethat dwaysbring uswarmth andjoy.
Sagonfdl in 1975, and wewereableto help sponsor aVietnamesefamily to SantaRosa. DougwasBishopand
didtheorganizingto get the Tran Family hereandto hel pfind Brother Tranajob. TheTranswerenew membersof
thechurch (just four months). Sincemost of them gpokeno English, they particularly attached themselvesto Christy,
whowasjust ayear ol d—babiesspesk auniversal languageand can tietwo countriestogether very quickly.
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ewasAmerican. They loved her immensaly. She

spent timeat their home and enjoyed playing withtheir
chickens. Oneeveningweweretryingto get her toest apiece
of chicken (shewasabout two), and shejust looked at it. We
kept saying, “It'sjust a chicky. Just eat this little bit of
chicky.” (Itwasadrumstick). Shejust looked confused and
didn’'t seemto know what todo. Finally, shereached up and
darted pettingit!

Fﬁr that first year, Christy wasasmuch Vietnameseand
sh

Christy with Peter and Bich Another incident took placeat Freemont Leke: My mother took
Tranvannohn in 1994 . . .
careof Christy whiletherest of uswent back East toenjoy the
sghtsand cd ebrationsof thenation’sBicentennid (1976), anddsotovistUncle
Seve(Doug'sbrother). After our trip, wejoined therest of the JamesFamily at
Freemont Lake. Christy was amost two, but she became very closeto my
mother and didn’t recognize mewhenwegot there. GrandmaJameswasa
specid friend of hersanyway becauseshewastherefor both of her surgeriesand
hel ped keep her calm and comforted particularly after her second surgery. | was
now thedranger. Every timel hddher, sheseemedtofed alittlemorefamiliarity,
thenfindly shestarted playingwithmy string of pearls. Theseweregiventome
by my father when | wasin high school. They wereoneof my treasures, and|
worethem congantly. All thetimeas! hdd Christy whileshewasababy, sheran
her fingersthroughthem. Now, assheplayed withthem, ital cameback to her,
andweweremother and daughter again! Christy wasgiventhesepearlsonthe
day shegot married. One of the saddest daysfor Christy was

—_— — when her GrandmaJamesdiedin 1980.
e ,,3;,

’ Againl’m hereat theend of astory, but | wanttogoonandon
andtel more. Oneredly goodwordtodescribe Chridty iscurious.
She's dways seeking for answers. As ayouth, some of her
guestionswere: “ Why doesn’t God makeit so Grandmacan
come down from heaven and vist us?” After afew days of
camping she asked, “Why does God make the ground so
hard?” Andwhilevisiting the Grand Canyon, she asked the
ranger, “ Why isit called the Grand Canyon?’ She'sanavid
reader and probably drumsup morequestionsthan sheherself
canfindanswersto. She, likemost of us, hasspent timetryingto
understand the atonement of Christ. Perhapsthere are some
answerswe |l never know whilewe reonthisearth. That'swhy
wehavetoliveinfath. Butl dohaveafew ansvers. | know that
Christy and Rob have been blessed greatly with these three
wonderful children, and | lovethem all so much. My lovefor
Chrigty continuesto grow, and my admiraionfor her asshetends
and mothersthesethreeamazingly busy littlechildrenjust grows
beyond what I’ m ableto describe. I’ manxiousfor what each
new moment brings, which Christy tellsusabout in her dmost

Cecile, Gina and Christy with daily phonecdlls whichtruly light up our days.
Grandma James in 1979
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And Then For Me

Alone
Coldness seeps through the pages
into my shaking soul
Finally realizing
but never fully comprehending
the life of the Savior
The unselfishness and love
Crying for one He knew He would soon wake
Asking support from friends He knew would sleep on
Trusting those He foretold would betray
Submitting Himself to be taken when the power was there
Bearing the cross, the nails, the pain
Pleading the Father to stay
And then for me
another burden
Every spit in the face
sharp lashes in the back ripping the skin and reaching the bone
the agony of the weight of His body pulling
on the nails that kept Him bound to the cross
thick thorns pushed deep into the tender skin of His head
and the mocking words, louder than the throngs of spectators
THIS IS JESUS
THE KING OF THE JEWS
Over His head
And when He was thirsty, He was given vinegar and gall
There He died
and the Heavens wept

And then for me

even the greater burden
My pain
My sins
My infirmities
Now days pass by
and | add to the torture
When He pleads to the Father
it is [ who is helping
to make Him fall and bleed in Gethsemane
And then for me
on the cross, again
but without the Father
Sustained only by his great love
Alone

by Chistianne %f bner



“What Is Important To Me”

by %S%M%Unﬂquéuﬂ

6 November 2006

ching thewispsof clouds scream by my faceat 13,000
feet over the ocean, | suddenly thought that maybethis
wasn'tthebestidea. | frozemomentarily inthe doorway

of that rickety old planeand started to voicethat very opinion when
the boy with the parachute pushed usboth out inafreefal over Oahu
Idand. After theinitial rush of adrenalinekicked through my body, |
wasfilled with an overwhelming sense of awe. Below metheidand
gppeared sosmdl andinggnificant. 1t washard toimaginethe number
of peopleliving their livesdown there, attending to mundane activities. Work, school, running errands. All
those peopleand dl their worrieswere swallowed upin thewild beauty that belongs solely tothetropics. Even
my own troubleswere drowned in the vastness of theroyal blue ocean stretching out to the ends of the earth
inall directions. Inthosefew minutes| felt likel wasapart of the sky and my whole being wasfilled with
clarity. | wonderedif thiswaswhat it felt liketodie...asudden rush and then floating on air, becoming onewith
theworldweoncelived on. It wasamost hard to remember what al the fusswas about back on solid ground.
And then theworld came crashing back to my feet.

My first wordsafter | landed were, “I want to goback.” And| really did. If I had themoney | would have
goneback over and over. But, being poor students, Robert and | contented ourselveswith verbaly reliving the
experienceover thenext few daysuntil the magic gradudly woreoff. And eventually we busied ourselveswith
themundanetasksof the everyday: work, school and running errands. By then, of course, | had remembered
what all thefusswasabout.

Sometimes| ponder thosefew minutesintheair. | try torecapturetheclarity of lifel felt. 1t wasn’'t somuch
knowing all theanswerstolife'shigquestions. It wasn't even knowing the questions, for that matter. Instead,
itwasamoment | reflected al I’ vedonein my lifeand realized that | wasgood. Good decisionsand bad
decisionsaside, | felt like | had good character and atrue soul. And when | wasfalling down towardsthe
ground, that isall | felt wasimportant.

| didn’t havetimeto definethose characteristicsduring thejump, but | have since wondered what shapesa
good character and what inspiresatrue soul. How arethetwo different and at the end of the day are both
needed? Lifetime experiences, born out of adversity and struggle, forge core character but it isthosesingle
momentsof inspiration, Sriking instantly, that enlighten the soul.

Asitiswith everyone, | have had both lifetime experiencesand momentsof inspiration. Although eachand
every person'sindividua experiencesdiffer, | think most will agreethat the magjority of our experiencesderive
from thedesireto communicate, to be heard, to loveand to beloved. The measure of one'scharacter isnot the
actua experiencesbut how we emergethroughthem. | felt the samesix yearsago as| do now, that despite
my momentsor daysof doubting my ability toriseup, | have managed to, for the moment, stand up again.
Lifetimeexperiences, likethewavesonthe shore, never stop coming and sometimesyou get crushed under the
weight and sometimesyou rideweightlesdy over thetop. Either way, thereisstill another wave coming.
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Andwhat of atrue soul? Whereasmy character isformed from my reactionsto my life experiences, my soul
ismerely areflection pool of thoseliveswho havetouchedit. Fromthesparkling eyesof my childrento chance
encounterswith strangers, my soul hasbeen moved and inspired. With so many moments compounded ontop
of each other, aperson’ssoul istoo complicated to categorize, but | will mention
afew dicesof timethat have becomeapart of me.

Even when the world of sound locked her out and grief offered to be her
constant companion, Grandma Delmalived with ajoiedevivre. 1t would
have been easy to dip back and | et those wavesroll over her, but she kept
going back for another ride. | canfed her squeezing my hand and through her
witand smilesl still fed her power to surmount and conquer my fears.

Standing in acharred, damp, blackened room with the smell of ash and soot
heavy intheair, | can seemy Dad asking neighborsand family to gather around.
Andthen, under thelight of afew portablelamps hethanked God for all of his
blessings. No onemoved for afew minutesafter that prayer, so touched by the
sincerity and selflessness of the moment. 1t was so out of placeto feel such
gratitude, but it forever connected everyonewho stood in what should have been aplace of despair.

Packed into the car like sardines, trying hard toignorethethick stank odor of the very largewomen squeezed
innext to us, it was hard to appreciate how hard my mom worked to help thosewho couldn’t help themselves.
But evenayoung girl likemysdlf could seethegratitudeontheir faces, knowing that someone cared enough for
them to drivethrough the cold Scottish roadsto takethem to church. With my Mom, charity islikeadrug. She
will searchthe streetsto find someone who needsto be hel ped and give her everything she hasto put themon
their feet. Shewill deny this, but | have seen too many facesof gratitude not to believeit myself.

Themorel think about moments people have reached out and touched my soul, the more memoriesflood
throughmy head. | can't possibly writethemall down. If | start, | won't stop and therearetoo many diapers
to be changed and mouthsto befed to lock myself inaroom and writeforever. But, asl knew when| jumped
out of that plane...and as| know now...l haveasoul that reflectsthelivesof hundredsof people. Itisfull and
itistrue. Itismy gift givenfromthelife experiencesof others. Andwhen the day comesthat thewavesstop
rolling by, I hopel’ m <till standing.

Doug and Cecile
(Grandma and Grandpa) with
Ethan, Austin and Alaina
February and July 2006

in Longmont, Colorado
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“Why | Believe”

by (ﬁ&%ﬁ)%ﬁ@

tentimes| gothrough lifejust dealing with
O the day to day to makeit through the rat
race. Itisso easy to get side tracked by

al thelittlethingsthat | find myself often needingto
takeastep back. 1t could bededing withthewhining

of kids, needlessentertainment, lack of deep, or things
that need to get done at work.

Everyday | comehomefromwork, | havereinforced
theimportance of my family asmy kidscomerunning
uptomeand givemeadl their attention with thehugs
of gladnessto seeme. Itisat that instant when| wish
| could havethat forever. | start to think what life
would belikeif | was so concentrated with work, that
| didn’'t have time for family--or if | became so
sidetracked with all the material goodsout there, that
my family took aback seat. | would be missing so much of what lifeisabout. .. family. Attheend of theday,
they arethe ones| am happy with—abest friend asmy wife, kidswho love me, and family memberswe can
rely on whenthingsget tough.

| look at how | wasraised and the principlesthat my family tried to teach me, and mogt, if not all of them center
around family. Inthegospd sense, theeterna family iswhat westrivefor. What it takesto havethat iswhat
wearetaught inthegospel. To be sealed for timeand eternity. Onething predicated upon another. Much of
what | believe, | learned growing up. | will try and convey that with examplesinmy life. Theexampleof my
parentsand much of my owntridshasshaped meintowho | antoday. Theunderstanding and devotion of one
principle can affect the outcome of another, and cantakealong, long, long timeto master. For instance, having
pati ence can changethe outcome of accepting what ishappening and dealing withit camly, vs. exploding. |

look at my kidsand how they show memy inadequacies. Kidsoften haveatendency of doingthat. They will

often do something, whether it betaking atoy from someone el se (this happensthe most with us,) arguing
about who watches or playswith what or what timeto go to bed, doing something we know they can get hurt
by, or displaying hyper active behavior, all of which really test my patience at times. When | am short on
patience, my skin startsto boil, heart pounding, and afeding likel want tojump through my skin. Thisiswhen
| redlizethat my inadequacy isshown (often by my kidsor beinglost intraffic) and realizethat itisalack of
patience | must work on. | am grateful for aloving wifethat can seethishappening and often remindsmeto
calm down or not to scream at the kids, which in turn hel psremind meto get control of myself and helpto
improvemy patience. Atfirst | had aredly hard timewhen shewouldtell methis, especidly when | wasready
toexplode. | didn’tlikebeingtold what to do. Itisat that moment that | realized that | am not patient, but
selfish becausethereissomething | wasdoing or would rather do without being unconvinced. | havefound that
taking that extratimeto sit, talk, and put aside my wantsand desireshelpsmy kidsknow | antherefor them.
Thisissomething | saw my father tryingto do asl grew up and now realizehow much | appreciatedit. | have
found that having patience makesit alot easier to understand where othersare coming from, and givesa
greater ability of tolerance, or loveto those around you.
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We have heard many times, “ Do unto others as you' d have done unto you,” or “ Love thy neighbor as
thyself” —all which hel psusaswe are working towardsthe purelove of Christ. | constantly seethisin my
children. Itisagresat feeling to have someoneloveyou with thiskind of love. Every day | comehome, | have
thejoy of them running into my arms, tackling me, and wanting my full attention for the next few hours, or days
if | would giveittothem. Now, that may change when they get older, but | will takewhat | can get now.

| have never been onetofed strong promptingstelling mewhat isright or telling meto do onething or another
(exceptinalifethreatening situation). That blasted treewill forever haunt me. For meitismainly common
senseandfaith. | fedl | have dwaysbeen blessed with thegift of faith. A faith not justin God, but with family
andfriends. Knowing that when good or bad things happen, | will be ableto makeit through the situation.
That help and support isjust around the corner if needed. After | had thetreefall onme, | relied onfaith that
therafting guide' sknowledge and skillswould get usdown the dangerousrapidsand | could get themedica
help needed for my injuries. | hadfaiththat I would live, and faith that the doctorswould patch me up well
enough that | could makeit and be on my merry way.

Therearemany eventsinour lives, and how wereact and what we get from it hel psmold and shape usinto
whowearetoday. Our beliefshel p definewho we are asaperson and may determine how we act or what we
will andwon’tdoonadaily bass. Therearetimesweare put in many situationsthat wewish weweren't put
in. Theseusually end up being character building moments, and may bring up many questions, like* Why
didthishappentome?” Therearemany challengesthat await us, whether it be physical, emotional, mental
or spiritua. | look aroundtheworldat al theliving thingsand find it hard to believe that thereisn't aGod—that
Hewouldn’t want us back, and that Hewouldn’t prepareaway for usto returnto Him.

Too often| gothrough lifetaking for granted what many struggletofind--thegospel. 1t isbecauseof the gospel
that | havelearned and worked on many of the principlesand traitsthat make meabetter father, husband, and
person. | just hopeand pray | can passthese samethingsonto my children, that we may awaysbeastrong
and closefamily andlivetogether intheeternities.

Rob and Christy
4 |Ethan, Alaina and Austin
2006

Alaina and Austin

May 2004 4@ | Jimmy and Christy
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James Daniel Scribner

To Jimmy — Thirtieth Birthday
21 November 2006

It seems to me as | read of thee

I haven’t a poem for just you alone

Russ had one, Craig and Gina’s are done
Scotty’s came through, Christy got two.

But where is the poem for just you alone?

Did I not write it down? Was it swept from the ground?
For you | will write some words that are quite
Astounding and true—they’re perfect for you.

Jimmy is good, but misunderstood

Sometimes by me. He wants to be free

To choose his own way. He strives to obey
Those who would lead and give sup to his need.

Jimmy is kind—the best friend to find,

Your past he’ll forgive—he'll just let you live
The way you would choose.
To judge? He'd refuse.

He’s that kind of guy who never asks “why?”

Jimmy can laugh ‘til you quite split in half,
He’s trouble and fun all rolled into one
His laugh is contagious
And sometimes outrageous,
You want him around
Just to roll on the ground.

Jimmy’s all heart—he fills a big part

Of our big family tree. We need him, you see,
For he loves and he gives.
He learns while he lives.

So, Jim—My own life would be, without thee, empty.

Love, gﬁm

Im answersto many names. Jimbo, Jim-Bob, Jimboberoo, and my favorite, Jimmy. Today isJimmy’s

birthday, November 21, and heisthirty-years-old—the big moment of saying good-byeto the Twenties

forever! | remember sowell coming homefrom the hospital with him. Our good friends, Chuck and Loye
Mickelson, prepared adelicious Thanksgiving Dinner for us. GrandmaScribner and Uncle Stevearrived just
intimeto help welcome Jimmy into theworld. Likemost of our children, Jimmy was born on a Sunday
evening, right after church (so no onewould haveto missany meetings!!). Christy, immy and Spencer were
all born while Doug was serving as Bishop--and all on Sunday evenings.
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child wasaC-Section, but all the otherswere natural births,

including Jmmy’s—aquick rushto thehhospital withthefirst
inkling of apain, and then after an hour or two at the most, with one
good excruciating pain at thelast, we' d have another beautiful baby
Scribner. Jmmy cameright on cue. Hewasour baby born at the
time of the huge Bi-Centennial Birthday of America(1976). Earlier
that year in July our family visited the East Coast in celebration of this

Nothi ng out of theordinary happened during hishirth. My first

great event.

Everything was perfect—so it seemed—nbut oh, did weever havea

y

road ahead of us. Withinthefirst weeksof Jmmy’slifel noticed that

hedidn’t respond to loud noises. Then | would purposely make
loud noises, but no response. | took him for atwo-week checkup
and Dr. Meyer said,

“ Everything seemsto be okay. Do you have any questions?”
| hesitated. Then| startedto cry and said, “ Hedoesn't hear.”
| thought Dr. Meyer would check him out, but instead hesaid, “ | f

you don’t think he hears, then he probably doesn’t. Thereis
no medicine better than what a mother feels.”

| actually wanted him to check Jmmy and prove mewrong, but his

statement wascorrect. Inmy heart | knew | wasright—Jimmy couldn’t hear. Asit turned out, after goingto
aspecidist, Jmmy didn’t hear anything at al unlessthe sound wasextremely loud. Sothat started our weekly
viststo the Marin Speech and Hearing Clinic wherethey taught ushow to get the best use out of hearingaids.

Wemadethesevisitsfor Sx months.

But I must tell you another experiencebeforel go on. Weneed to go back to when Jmmy wasonly six weeks
old. InJanuary 1977, my brother Tom’ sfourteen-year-old son Johnny waskilled in an accident on his school
groundsin Springville, Utah. 1t wasatragic accident, and wejoined therest of thefamily in Utah for hisburid.
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The Spirit wasso srong, so close—it wasafeding of thevell between
heaven and earth being so thin. All of uscould hardly standthepain
of Johnny’sloss, and yet we knew the heavenswereclose. This
fedingwasprevaent withdl of us, yet dmost impossibleto describe.
Withthisstrong fedling of closeness, weasked themeninthefamily
if they would join Doug ingiving ablessing of hedingto Jmmy. So
much priesthood power seemed to be surrounding Jimmy at that
moment. But thewords of the blessing troubled me somewhat:

“We bless you, Jimmy, that you will hear the sounds you are
meant to hear.”

What soundswas Jmmy meant to hear? Why didn’t Doug just out
and out ask Heavenly Father to heal him? What werewetogain
fromthosewordsinthat blessing?



withtheuse of hearing aids. A therapist cameweekly to our hometohelpus. | finally settled with

Wel [, wewent through those next six months|earning how to teach Jim to hear sounds and respond

thefact that Jimmy would learn to hear some soundswith these hearing aids. But therest of the
children persistently asked every morning and night in our family prayer that Immy would be ableto hear—

Jimmy’s picture was in the news
sent out by the Marin Speech and
Hearing Clinic -- 1977

everything! Every so often | wouldtry to explain to them how
thesehearing aidswould help, but they didn’t seemto comprehend
what | wastryingto explain.

Thenwewent to Utah for acoupleof weeks. If amother’sintuition
and observations are perceptive, then agrandmother’sareeven
moreso. During thevisit, my mother said,

“You don’t need to put those hearing aids on Jimmy. He
can hear without them.”

| wassuch aprideful daughter. | didn’t listento her, and only felt
that shewasalittle embarrassed to go out among her friendswith
thisbaby whowaswearing hearingaids. Sol didn’t put hishearing
adsin. However, | watched him carefully, and hewasresponding
asif hecould hear. Whenwe cameback from Utah, | immediately

took himtotheclinicto havehimtested. | knew asthetest went on, that hewashearing onanormal level. The
doctor at thisclinictold methat thiswasvery unusua, that they never see changesin hearing likethis. With
tearsrolling downmy cheeks, | told her that | couldn’t explainit either, but Jmmy had five siblingsthat would

not give up praying every day for hishearing to return. Their
faith had been much stronger than mineor Doug's.

Now we look back on al this and have been amazed at the
courseof Immy’slife. What werethe soundshewasmeant to
hear? Jmmy loved musiceven asalittlechild. Whenhewas
about three yearsold hewould get the records out and try to
put them on and play them. | think he brokeacoupleof record
playersand scratched alot of records. Jimmy lovesthe piano.
Theminute hewalksinto the house, hisfirst stopisawaysthe
piano. Ontop of thepianois where he can alwaysfind the
keystohiscar! Beforehewaseght-years-old, hecould hardly

wait to
dart piano

lessons,

whichwelet him dowhilewewerelivingin Scotland. He
awayspracticed faithfully. Jmmy wascertainly meant to
hear music. Helovesclassical music. Healso lovesto
sing. He'sgot agresat bassvoice, and he'sagood addition
toany choir, quartetteor trio.

| also think that Jimmy was meant to hear the voices of
children. Somany of things| write about Immy canaso
bewritten about Spencer. Thesetwo boysare absolutely
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magicwithlittlechildren. They'relikemagnets. | think of
it the school teaching that hasbecome Jim’s professon. He's
| sowell lovedby all of hisstudents. Wereceived aphone
| call fromoneof Jim’sstudents thissummer after im had
moved to Arizona—shewanted hisemail sothey could be
) | penpals. Hecaresabout people so much. | don’t think
g - there'sanyonethat hedoesn'tlike, or doesn’t ook for a
' < reason to like, especially those who are under his
: sewardship. What adifferent life imwould belivingif he
‘\ couldn’t hear music and children’svoices. | know that the

o= / blessing he re-

g 5 \ | ceivedattheageof
Jimmy with Hunter and Bella two weeks was a
direct revelation [
fromHeavenly Father. Oh, why didn’t| recognizeit at thetime? My [ |
biggest doubts often come because of my impatient nature. TheLord's
timeisawaysdifferent than| want itto be.

=
A

Jmmy hasfaced moremedical problemsinthefirst four yearsof his
life, than most peopledoinalifetime—the only thing is, he probably
doesn’'t have alot of memory about it. By April 1978 (when Jimmy
was seventeen monthsold), | had Jimmy infor another check-up—a
simpleoneto seeif hisearswere clear sowecould go onaplanetrip.
Dr. Meyer suddenly became concerned, and asked metotakehimto
the hospital for someextensivetestson hisheart, and beforelong we )
were seeing Dr. Popper, a heart Jimmy with Ben Jacob,
specidistin San Francisco. Jmmy had Hunter, and Danny
alargeholeinhisheart and adefectivevalve. Inafew years he would need
surgery. Thus started another journey with Jim. Of course, all nursesand
doctorstake medical history of achild. When the doctors heard about his

hearing problemsand the yiracles, one of them said,

“Well, Jimmy will need to have major heart surgery by the time he is four
or five years old, but if you and your family decide to work on it otherwise,
we won't be surprised if the hole disappears!”

Before he had this surgery at age four and a half, he could hardly walk across
the lawn without getting winded. Doug carried him everywhere. But he was
light, evenfragile. Wefaced ahard decison. Weweretold that hecouldlive
without the surgery, but hewould only liveto twenty yearsof ageat the most.
But withthesurgery, weweretold of al thethingsthat could possibly gowrong.
Againwefound ourselvespraying for miracles, and then expecting them to happen. While Jmmy wasbeing
operated on, | called my closefriend, Pat Ashton, on thetelephone. Her two-year-old son, Benjamin, who
wasaDowns Syndrome child, wasgoing through treetmentsfor leukemia. Onthe phonethat day, wediscussed
the subject of miracles, and how often should we beg the Lord to grant themto us. We and our spouses
had both prayed for plenty of miraclesduring thoseyears. Finally, we cameto the conclusionthat Heavenly
Father would expect usasparentsto pray and plead for miraclesto comeinto our children’slives. Sowedid,
and both familiesweregranted many miraclesinthelivesof thesetwollittleboys.
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it seemed because the doctors reduced his body temperature so

drastically. The nurse with him never once stopped checking
everything. Shewent to needlesin veins, to tubesin hisnoseand down his
throat, to blood pressure and heartbeat monitors, constantly checking
temperature, watching his coloring, and then back over the whole process
again. It was hard to turn aside and not hold and protect him. The only
control I had was my constant communication with Heavenly Father to guide
all the handsthat seemed to be controlling Jmmy’slife. But color startedto
come back into hisface, and for hoursand hoursl| just held hishands and

thought, “ Heisso beautiful.”

When Jmmy cameout of surgery, hewasstill aslegp and quitefrozen

W, JImmy continued to beabeautiful |ooking child and beautiful on
theingde. Oh, wehadtimesof disciplining him, but therewasnever any
guilein Jmmy. Hislookschanged ashegot older. Hisbrown straight
hair turnedto very black, curly hair! Hisnature hasawaysbeen gentle
and one of apeacemaker. Because of lack of physical exercise, he
exercised hismind asachild by doing puzzles—it wasamazing how fast
he could put a100-piece puzzletogether. Hewasadow walker (fifteen
months), but avery early talker. And hismemory wasamazing. He
picked up onwhat hisbrothersand sisters said, and would copy them.
Doug used toteasehimalot (in order to test and teach him, | suppose)
by saying thingslike, “ What color are
those shoes, Jimmy?” And Jmmy
would answer and say “black.” Then
Doug would tease and say, “ Those aren’t your black shoes, those are
red!” Jimmy wouldinsist that they wereblack until Doug was convinced.
Then oneday, weeksafter that, hewaswith meupstairsand saw Doug’sblack
shoesontheground. Hesaidto me,

b
f

Jimmy and Scotty

“There are Dad’'s black
shoes that he thinks are
red!”

Jmmywasavery lovingchild.
Hecuddled andwantedtobe
held close. Asateenager, he
wasdlill warm and affectionate
and wasn't ashamed to givemeakiss. | knew theday would
come when he would stop, but | enjoyed it all those years
whileitlasted. Asachild, hewould scream when hewas put
to bed or when Spencer stoletoysfrom him (Spencer wasas
big ashewasthough hewastwo yearsyounger). Soitwasn't
awayspeaceful withJdm.

Spencer and Jimmy

Spencer, Doug, Jimmy

| wish | couldthink of al thefunny thingsthat Jim hassaid. He can awaysmake peoplelaugh—very dry
humor. Itjust comesout and rollsoff thetongue so naturally. Heknowshow to capture the moment in humor.
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It'slikeyou hadto bethere to understand the humor.
| canonly think of afew examplesthat may not sound
funny, but at thetimethey were hilariousjust because
of theage hewaswhen hesaid them or because of the
situation. Wewerein Spainin 1986 and wereina
chandelier shop. Ginaasked how muchthechanddier
cost—the onewe bought aswewereleaving Spain. |
answered, “Not very much really, but it'll be a
nicereminder of Spain for us” ThenJmanswered,
“How many reminders do we need?’

Another time was when we were at a bed and
breakfast placein the Highlands, and thewoman was
taking our order for breskfast. Dougsaid, “Mywife's
averylight eater.” TowhichJmmy quickly replied,
“But after sheeats, she'll beheavy.” Likel said,
sometimesyou just had to bethereto get the humor!

Another time | can remember was after our house
burned in 1991. We spent the whole next year
spending insurance money to replace our belongings.
Later that year in 1992, hewas sitting in aclass at
church, and the teacher wastalking about addictive
substancesand habits. Then heasked thekidsif they could think of anything el sethat wasaddictiveto which
Jmmy answered, “ Yes. . .insurance money.”

Here'savery funny one: Jimmy and Spencewerewatchingtelevision, and | wasvisiting with someoneinthe
kitchenwhen | suddenly heard fromtheT.V.: “ Get your outof here” 1 quickly caledin,“What did
| just hear?” And Jmmy right on cue answered, “ Get your bottom out of here.” | answered, “ Thatisn’t
what that guy said,” towhich Jimimmediately replied, “ Yeah, but that’swhat he meant.” (They knew
I’d ask themtoturnthetelevison off!) Jmisvery quick!

When Jimmy wasabout six and ahalf yearsold hewasjumping on the trampoline and madethe very unwise
decisontojump fromthetrampolineinto the sandbox. Well, hedidn’tjudge

everything just right and his nose landed right on the wooden edge of the
sandbox—amajor break! Thiswasoneof thosetimesthat | nearly faintedin
the hospital room when they were examining him. | react very well to any
emergency, but when someone el setakes over and | havetimeto think of
what happened, | get very weak and need to Sit down, put my head down and
get the blood flowing back into my head. Thishappened when Russwaslittle
and | hadto pull anail right out of histoe, or when Ginadropped arock on her
finger, splitting thefinger nail and finger undernegth it, or when Christy had a
pregnancy and her fallopian tube burst, or when al of the children were hurt
and needed cuts sown together, etc. when wewerein the second car accident.
I” ve been ableto handle so many, many medica emergencieswithmy children,
but given the moment to think after theemergency isover, | get weak. After
the car accident, and after the cutswereall sown and each childwasgivena

Priesthood blessing, | just cried uncontrollably.
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was so anxiousfor the surgery that he woke up much earlier than usual. Doug found him at the

breakfast table. He had eaten one cherry! | took him to the hospital anyway, and told the
anesthesiologist, and he said, “He did what?” “He ate one cherry,” | said. Thereply, “Then I'm
canceling, | won’t giveanesthesia!” Pretty soon theword wastraveling through the hospital floor from
nurseto nurseto doctor: “Heateacherry!” Jimmy ateonecherry!” Poor Jimmy wasdumbfounded as
towhy hisone cherry could upset so many adults. Heremembered that hewasn'’ t supposed to eat anything
that morning, but the hunger pangswere stronger than theremembering. Asit turned out, they waited for seven
hoursand then did the surgery.

Wel | now—back to immy’ sbroken nose. Thisaccident happened on the 28" of April 1983. JImmy

He chose good friends both in and out of the Church. He had a
particularly good friendship with Tizzy Faulkner who lived acrossthe
street. Sometimesthey were
inseparable, and even today
they have stayed closest of
friends. Jmmy didn’t date
particularly when he was in
high school, but weurged him
to ask someonefor the Senior Prom. Findly, asthetimegot close, we
asked, “ Jimmy, do you have date for the Prom yet?”

Andheanswered, “ Yes.”
“Well, who isit? Who did you ask?”

Heanswered, “Who doyou think | asked? Theonlygirl | know—
Tizzy!”

I’m so glad he took her. They were both extremely happy to be
celebrating thisimportant timein their livestogether.

Jmmy isdefinitely King of Puzzdes. He' samaster at putting puzzlestogether, at doing crossword puzzles,
and even creating crossword puzzles. For example, on Christmas (2003) hegaveeach of usinthefamily a
personalized Crossword puzzle—and they werebig. All the clueswere personalized to each person. Itwas
amazing! It showed how observant hewas of each person and how well heknew them. For example, here
weresomeof the cluesin the puzzle he gave Doug and mefor Christmas:

(1) Mom collects pairs of these for all seasons (socks)

(2) Daughter with thelongest “ given” name (Lorabearmichellepigglepooscribner)

(3) Mom'simpulse buy for $5.88 (DVD)

(4) Doesthiswalking corpse have a ? (name)

(5) Christy throws many of these away and mom NEVER throws these away (pictures)

(6) What mom and dad need at night (breeze)

(7) Momdid thisto Rob 3 times while dating Christy (slap)

(8) Gottalittle here (problem)

(9) What Dad eats for breakfast every day (toast)

(10) Mom's remedy for everything that ails you (bath)

(11) Her children use“ appropriate behavior” (Gina)
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Mom -- August 2002

A poém, in the style of Cecile. . .

Many many years ago

You started with a master plan

Go ro school, you'd learn and grow
And date some boys — life was grand.

A wrench was then thrown in the works

A man you found, his hand you'd take

He was funny, short, with rugged good looks,
And certainly, he was no Flake/

Your schooling was put to the side,
Instead you typed and worked and toiled,

Then came the kids, no place to hide
From dirty face and diaper soiled.

Forty years then came and went
W/ith callings, kids, joy and strife

“Til a fateful day you'd not lament
When homework once again was Life.
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You trudged through Spanish class and math
Through “Ir” “Estar” “Vivir”and “Ser,”
You solved for “y”and graphed its path.
“Twas enough to make you pull your hair.

And now your day has finally come,
Your dreams and goals you now have met,
Your days of tests and school are done

You did it, Mom, you're a GRADUATE!

Love you, Jim and Steph

by Jim hribner




thinking that alittlegirl would bejust right in our family—that would makethreeboysand threegirls,

d then Ginacould spoil another littlegirl likeshedid Christy. But asl waspraying onenight, | had

thefeeling that we should namethis child after Joyce’s son, Danny, who waskilled in May 1975, at age

nineteen. Sowethought Daniellewould beanicename. Then JamesDanid started going through my mind

so clearly, and as | talked to Doug about it, he said, “ It seemswe' re going to have alittle boy instead of
a little girl.”

M:ﬂgoodn%s, I’ vewritten all thisabout Jim and never mentioned how he got hisname. We were

Thesearewonderful namesthat Immy carries. James, of course, isan ancestral name—itismy maiden name,
anditisanamethat we Jamesesareall proud to carry—onethat I’ ve dwaysfelt should be kept untarnished.
| think all of my siblingsfed the sameway about the Jamesname. The Jamesfamily
isastrong family inthe Gospel, with great ancestral storiesof conversionsfrom
Wales. Daniel Mark Jensen, Joyce'sboy, waskilled just within theweek after
hewasinterviewed for hismission. Hewasparked onthe sideof theroad waiting
for hisfriendtoraisetheantennae of hiscar sothey couldlistentoaBY U basketball
gamewhiledriving toadancein Pennsylvania. Hisfriend jumped out of theway as

asemi-truck was headed right for them. Thetruck
ran right over the car, which burst into flames and
Danny waskilled. Dan had afriendly personality,

was obviously his Grandpa James' favorite, had
achieved his Eagle Scout, wasvery mature spiritually, and had doneall those

thingsrequired of himto make himworthy to goonamission. Hisparentshad
gone through a divorce and were both now remarried, and Danny had just
spent theyear at BY U, being closeto hismother and urging her to keep her life
gpiritual, assuring her that he and the girlswould be okay. Hewas spiritually
mature beyond hisyears. Whenweasked Joyceif we could use Danny’sname
for our little boy, she consented by saying that perhaps Dan had aspecid interest
inthislittleboy. | guessthese are pretty weighty namesthat Jim carries.

WEell, how do | see Jimmy now at agethirty? First of al, | sseamanwhowe
have been given the blessing of enjoying far beyond theyearsthat we thought
were possible when hewas young. Now we arelooking toward hisbeing
around forever. Who couldimaginelifewithout him? | can’t. He'sachieved
greatly invery many aress. Asateenager heachieved his Eagle Scout award—
just barely beforethe deadlinelike Russand Scotty. HisDadisalsoan Eagle
Scout. It'sagreat honor to have this
award and will blesshislife many times
over. 1n 1994, Jimmy graduated from
SantaRosaHigh School. Whilehewas
therehewaspart of the chord groups—
Chamber SingersandtheMen’sChorus.
All five of our boys have been part of
these same choirs at Santa Rosa High
School. 1t'sbeenagreat blessing and gresat training for themtogoonin
music. One great memory from hislast year in high school was his
performance at the Anything Goes Concert. Heand hisfriend Jeremy
Kerndressed up rather silly with crazy hairdosand performed apiano
duet, Beethoven'sFifth. It wasfabulous!
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fter High School Graduation,

Jm started college at Brigham

Young Universty andthenwas
cdledtoserveamissonintheNashville,
TennessseMisson. Someof hismisson
wasserved in Kentucky. Hehad agreat
missionand coincidentaly (aword | use
rather loosaly, sincel often wonder how
many actua coincidencestakeplacein
our lives), but coincidentally, oneof his
favorite companionswasthe son of an
elder who servedin SouthernAustralia
with Doug and mein 1962--his name

together.

Wl that should now bringmeto Jm’swifeand family. Hemet
SephanieBrookeMiller after hismisson, andthey weremarried
inthe Oakland Temple on the 13" of January 2001. Shewas
also at Brigham Young University working on her Mastersin
Art. Stephanie is definitely not what | would call a Molly
Mormon, but that’sgood because Jm a soisnot what | would
call Peter Priesthood. They both liketo read controversial
subjects by church members—Ilooking at all possibilities. Jm
hasastrong desireto sort things out for himself and not take
someonedse'sword onit. They both havequirksintheir esting

im and Spence—now that takesalittlewriting about. Thesewere
our two little boys. We called them the little boys so much, that
even after Lorawasbornin 1983 and shegrew up alittle, sheeven

called them the little boys --“ The little boys are upstairs playing,

or thelittle boys are outside playing soccer, or thelittle boys are
walking to school—the little boys this and the little boys that.”

They weretogether al thetime. Wethink that they even had their own

language. Evennow if you play agamewith them, like charades, they

will givethe strangest cluesto each other and the other onegetsit just
likethat! They’reloyal friendsto each other and seem to gravitate
towards each other. Their wivesprobably feel |eft out whenthey’re

was Elder Owens. After Jm’smission, wewent to
Tennesseeto meet him. Spencer and Randy and Kerry
Ann Sidesa so went with us. Weenjoyed seeing this
wonderful stateand anight at the Grand Ol Opry—
something that we always wanted to see! It wasa
grand knee-clapping and foot-stompin’ night. We'll
never forgetit! | think we saw thiswithout Jm, while
wewerewaiting for hisactual release date. 1t was
good for him and Spenceto betogether again.

habits—I don’t even suppose these are similar to each other,
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so who knows what meal times are like at their
house. | do know that they both liketo go out to
eat—then they can each order what they want!
Stephanieisthetaker inthehome, and imisthe
quiet one. They aretogether absolutely inonearea:
loving and spailing their daughter, Yve BrookeMiller
Scribner. Oh my goodness, thislittlegirl getsso
much attention, and boy, doessheever thriveonit.
Wel, Immy isagrest father.

In his
Patriarchal
Blessing
givenwhen
he was six-
teen, Immy
wastold: “You shall havethe greatest of blessingsof having your
children born in the covenant, raised in a household of faith,
and taught light and truth that they, the offspring of God, might
come to know the Lord Jesus Christ in this life, even as they
knew Him beforetheir birth. . .No greater responsibility or calling
will come to you or any of the sons of God than that of the holy
and sacred title of “Father.”

I guessJmislikehisfather because he avoids confrontation—yet heis

very responsiveto people—so he'sover thereonthat analytic/amiable
sdeof persondity. He svery cautiousand fed sthingsdeeply. Hedoesn't
seek any limelight and would be embarrassed by too much attention or credit. He'svery sincereand sensitive
to peopl€e sfedings. Helovesbeing around family and being involved, particularly asthe participant—maybe
not so much theleader. Jimissomewhat of aworrier—well, morethan somewhat. Hewantsto do things
well, hewantsto beontime, heworriesabout all sortsof things, but that’sjust imfor you! | think Jimlikes
traditionsinthefamily, and so does Stephanie. They both are super
at making the holiday orangeroll recipethat they now call Mom’s
OrangeRadlls, but actualy they aremy mother’ srecipe—and perhaps
her mother’s. That’swhy it's agood tradition! They build the
Christmastrain around the Christmastree, and I’ m pretty sureJim
believesin hot bathsfor curingills. | found thispaper that Jm wrote,
which demonstratesalot of hiscaring for family and tradition:

[ had just sat down in front of the television planning to get
into some late night movie. Just as [ began to get comfortable,
my mother walked in and told me that she had to show me
something. Recently my mother had been busy working on a
project that consisted of putting together all of our home videos
of family trips onto one video tape. Slightly annoyed that |
would not be able to watch a movie, I reluctantly agreed ro
watch the tape with her.
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1o my surprise, [ soon found myself smiling
and laughing at the scenes of our family at
Yellowstone Park. [ began to think about
how different things are now than how they
were then. [t seems like every day my
parents and [ are getting into some
argument that usually ends up with us not
speaking to each other. My brother and |
are constantly fighting about whose mess is
on the floor or who stays in the shower too
long.

While | was watching these old movies, [ realized
how many great times [ have had with my family and
how important they are to me. It is so easy to
remember all the arguments and disagreements [ have
had with my mother and forget the hours she spent
by my side during my open-heart surgery or the time
she came into my first day of school because [ was
too frightened to go alone. It is so easy to remember
all the pointless fights with my brother and forget the
times when we would play for hours with legos or
play ball in the park.

So many people in the world tend to forget how important families are in their lives. Children run
away from home because they feel unloved by their parents, and they don’t realize just how much
their parents do love them and want the best for them. The scenes on our home videos made me
realize that the memories [ have shared with my family will last forever, and that although we may
sometimes disagree, [ will always be loved and cared for.

by ﬂm %Mﬂ@i{

Jmhasagreat lovefor soccer. Helikesto play full back—or aleast heused
to. After all he'sbeenthroughwith hisheart and lack of energy and lifewhenhe
waslittle, it still amazes mewhen he' sout there on the soccer field. | asoneed
toinclude something here about Jimmy’sability to dual-process. Hecanlisten
andtalk at thesametime! All histeacher’sat Church were sofrustrated with
him because he and Glenn Harris were always chattering. Evenif they sat
acrosstheislefrom each other, they’ d find waysto send messages. And yet
whenwe' d ask himwhat aparticular speaker wastalking about, he’ d always
know. Sofrustrating!! | think hecan still dothis. Andyet, wecan't really seem
to get much conversation out of Jm—even now. He'saman of few words. But
I don't think that istruein hisclassroom where heteaches. When he'sinfront
of peoplegiving atak, he hastheability to hold everyone' sattention--he' sacaptivating speaker!
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im graduated from Brigham Young University onthe 27th of April 2001in Psychology. Heworkedinthe
State Hospital in Provo while Stephanie wasfinishing her degreeat BYU. While we werein New
Zealand on our mission (Jan. 2004-Jan. 2006), Jim and Stephanietook care of our home and someof our
finances, and during thistime, Jm attended Sonoma State University
and got hisTeacher’s Certificatein 2005. Hisfirst teachingjobwas
inForestville, Cdifornia, and now heand Stephanielivein Tempe,
Arizona, near thedistrict whereheisteaching school. Jm, I think, is
just tootiredto talk when he
comeshomefromawholeday
of teaching! I’venever been
inhisclassroom, but | know
he’ sagood teacher just by the
way the studentsrespond to
him when we're at a school

activity withhim. WhenLora
gaveher homecoming address
in Church, shewanted Jmto
bethe speaker with her. Both
of them gave exceptional

talks. Wewerejust amazed at im'sability to hold anaudienceinthe Sy |
palm of his hand. He had such a presence in front of people. We ,g,:.-\ ; ,};‘?'
don't dwaysseethissdeof Jm, soit wasawonderful experiencefor us
whenwedid. Perhaps!’ll say more about Sixth Grade 50’s Dance in
Jimmy and Lorawhen | write Lora sstory, Forestville, CA

but right herel think I'll tell you what awonderful and caring brother that Jim has
beento Lora. Thisstarted from the day shewasborn and continueseven now. He
cared for her as she grew up and now he and Stephanie continueto watch her and
i help her when needed. Thisisthekind of sblinglovethat parentsof bigfamiliesare
447 sothankful for--it'sgood for both the giver and thereceiver.

Jim getting ready for the

Jmwasalso the organist at church when we came homefrom New Zedland, so he
continued to develop hismusical skills. Theonly thing | know that Jim hatesis
finances! Wow, isheever like Craiginthisrespect! Poor Stephanie and Robbyn.
When hegot hisfirstjob, | don’t think he even asked how much they would pay
him. Hewasjust glad to get thejob. Jimmy hasbeen awonderful sontous. We
loveto bearound him and watch hismagicwiththerest of thefamily and with
hisown daughter Yve. Hehasshown
usagreat deal of love and respect. |
probably respect himmost for hisahility
to walk out of aroom when there's | JEES
gossip. He doesn't say anything to
make the gossipersfeel bad—hejust
simply walksout and doesn’t become
a part of it. I’ve been part of that
S ¢ L gossiping sometimes, and | admirethe |~ 1
Yve was my little shadow for way heteachesmeto bebetter inthis
six months before we left for regard. Heteachesby example. | love
New Zealand in 2004 Jmmy somuch!
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“I Believe”

by, Jim (Jeribner
10 December 2006
Yve,

| Bdieve,

| believein the soul, that thereisan eternal part of you and methat will not return to the dust.
| believein aGod, onewith alovethat extendsto meand you.

| believein poetry; the power of theright wordsin theright order.

| believein love. That my lovefor you, my daughter, will last forever.

| believein Zion. Theworld can find away to connect and learn to love each other.

| believein you Yve, that you will move mountains.

| loveyou,

Dad

11 June 1997

March 25" JuliaCorbin wasbaptized. . .| gaveatalk in Sacrament meeting that went really well. |
amredly amazed a how God hashd ped mewith my wesknessesand hel ped turntheminto strengths.
.. Juliaasked me to confirm her. Well, to better explain this experience, | better back up to an
experiencel hadinthe MTC. | read ascriptureinthe MTC from the Book of Helaman, chapter 5, that
describeshow Nephi and L ehi were preaching, and how not only werethey given the power to preach, but
also giventhewordsthat they should say. | thought to myself, “Wow, isn’t that incredible—Nephi and Lehi
were mouthpiecesfor theLord. Becausethey were humble, diligent and obedient, the Lord gavethem the
power and thewords.” | shared the scripturewith my MTC class, and after | shared it, my teacher, Sister
Hansen, promised methat | would have experienceslikethat. Well, that experience happened at Julia's
baptism. Asl laid my handson her head | began to speak. Thewordswhich | spokewerenot mine. The
L ord gave me power to speak and he gave methewordsthat | should say. | wasreally aunique special
experience. | felt very closetothe L ord that day.

| have been given so much. | amespecialy grateful for thesetwo years| have been given tolearn so many
things. | know I’ [l never havethe opportunity again to concentrate all my effortstotheLord’ swork. What a
uniquetimeinmy life. Mostly, | am grateful that | have grown so much closer tothe Master. TheLord has
played suchabig partinmy life, during theselast sixteen months. | have cometo know Him so much better.
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Heisso muchtome. He'smy Savior, Redeemer, theauthor of my salvation. Hehasgiven methejewel of the
Gospd and showed methepathto peaceinthislifeand eternd lifewith him, my family, andloved ones. Hehas
set the perfect examplefor me. Heisafriend. Hehasalowed meto changemy life, asl havelearned to apply
theAtonement to my lifeevery day. Hehasgiven meHis Spirit tolead, teach, enlighten, and comfort me. He
hasblessed me. I’'m pretty far into debt, aren’t I? But it’sagood debt. It hashumbled me.

July 1997

| feel so blessed to have been born to parentswho have shown meexactly what it meansto “take upon you the
nameof Christ.” | wished | had learned tofollow your exampleearlier, Momand Dad. | t seemslikeit takes
melonger to learnimportant lessonsthat it takesmost people. I'mblamingit al on Stickler’s Syndrome.

... I havelearned alot about theimportance of faith, prayer, tria's, and endurance. | havelearned alot about
my weaknesses. . . but I’ mtrying tolearn from my mistakes. | havelearned that becoming atrue disciple of
Chrigt, and earnestly taking hisname upon usisalife-long, every minute of the day process. . . atestimony is
alivingthing. Itiseither growing or receding, and that isredly true. If you ever cometo the point whereyou
feel you can dack on building your testimony, you will losewhat you have been given. .. When | think of
Christ’s statement, “ What manner of men ought ye to be? \erily | say unto you, even as| am,” | can
easly get discouraged, but | am also reminded of my divine potentid andit givesmehope. Andfortunately He
has given me alot of help. 1’ve been blessed with goodly parents, who love the Lord, a great mission
president, the scriptures, the prophet, and most important, the guidance of the Holy Ghost.

March 1997

| asked Joewhat hefelt about hisfamily and how hefelt about being with them forever. Heexpressedto us
how precioushisfamily wasto him, and how being with them forever isall hehasever wanted. Hiswifewas
brought to tears as she a so expressed her great love of him and their children. The spirit wasintense. | have
never understood how the concept of eternal familiesisto people, and how much it meansto meuntil that
moment. My lovefor the Savior and hisperfect plan of salvation grew immensely that night. Therehavebeen
afew occasonsonmy missonwherejust for amoment; | am blessedwithasmal glimpseof eternity. Thiswas
oneof thosetimes. It'sahardfedingtoexplain. For just aningtant, everything tempora andworldly disappears,
andtheonly thing | feel/seearethethingsof eternity. | hopeasl| progressspiritudly, that | will beabletofeel
that way more often. But even though these* glimpses” arefew and far between, they areenoughto let me
know that the thingsweare teaching peopleretruth. Because of thesefedlings, | can say to peoplewithout any
reservation, that God lives, and Helovesus. That Jesus Christ lives, and he performed the Atonement for all
thosewhowill believe. | can say that | know Joseph Smithisthe Prophet of the Restoration, and Gordon B.
Hinckley standsat the head of the church asthe Lord’s Prophet, Seer, and Revelator. | know thesethings.

January 1997

... I can’tremember if | told you, but before her |ast operation, we gave Judy ablessing. Thedoctorswent
into check thetumor they had found, and it wasn’t thereanymore. The priesthood power isreal, family.
That'smoreevident to me now thanit ever hasbeen. I’'m grateful that God hastrusted uswith such agreat
power. Thishasbeen such aneat experience. My testimony of thegospel isconfirmed many timesevery day.

December 18, 1996

| can’t wait to seewhat the next year holds. So many great experiencesyet to behad. It even might beworth
not beingwith my family on Christmas. That’'sgoingto bealittlehard. I'll missDad walking around withthe
video camera, adding hischeesy commentary. And al of our Christmastraditions. | loveyoual.

L}zn ﬂ%ﬁ%@w@%&ﬂ%&%)
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“Why | Believe”
éyﬂg%%%%wué @2%%@&65%@@%7

26 November 2006
Dear Yve,
idsby blood and by marriage, to write astatement/l etter to

our kidsregarding “Why | Believe.” Sohereitis-“Why |
Bdieve” W, | can’'t addressthat question until | definewhat | believe

Gmdmais composing her life history and has asked us, her

in. Hereisashort list of what | believe. | believethereisaGod, our
Heavenly Father, and that he hasabegotten son, JesusChrigt. | believe
that we haveaHeavenly Mother and that our Heavenly parentswatch over us. | believeinthe saving grace of
Chrigt’satonement. | believethat youand | aredaughtersof our Heavenly Father, and that everyoneisachild
of God and should betreated assuch. | believethat thedoctrinesof Christ’sgospel changelives. | believethat
wemust loveandforgiveeveryone. | believethat God created/set thingsin motionto createthisworldwelive
in. | believeinour freeagency, that itisagift from God to alow usto make our own choicesto progressinlife.
| believein eternal progression; that besidesbecoming adisciplein Chrigt, itisevery human being' sprinciple
duty to become better—physically, spiritudly, mentaly and emotionaly. | believeintheimportanceof families
and our duty to each other.

Now, to address Grandma'stopic, “Why | Believe.” Why do| believethesethings? Well, someof itissmple
inmy mind and someof itiscomplex. Althoughitishardfor meat timesto fathom the existence of aGod
because | have not seen him, | know he exists. | just have to look at the beauty of the earth or to the
relationship | havewith my siblingsor into your beautiful facetoknow. | could only havethesethingsif there
wasaGod. | don't believethat such happinesscould existinmy lifeif therewasno God. Not only that, but
| havefelt hispresence aswell asthe presence of Hisson, my Savior. He has healed me and comforted me
when I’ ve needed it; burdens have been lifted, which could be by chance, but | know throughout the depths of
my soul that they weren’t by chance, that it was by the power of God.

| believe God hears our prayersand answersthem. When you were seven months old you had abladder
infection, which turned into akidney infection. Theinfections seemed to have become chronic and therewas
concernthat you may havereflux, meaning your urinary systemwasn’t working correctly. Well wehadtogo
to San Francisco, California, to havetestsrun onyou. And to our amazement and thedoctor’s, everythingwas
fine; no damage had happened to your kidneys. It wasamiracle. | know that you were healed by the prayers
of your grandparents, aunts, unclesand by us, your parents. Thereisno other explanationinmy mind.

Sohow canl not believe, especialy when you seethingsso smply? You love sofredly; you carefor everyone
and everything. You even care about the mean things, likethetroll under thebridgeintheBilly Gruffsstory.
Onenight you and Dad weretalking about the story and how thetroll getswashed downtheriver. Well you
told Dad not worry because Jesuswill savethetroll and hewon'tdie. It wassuch amatter of fact statement,
which came completely fromyour brain. They wereyour words, not ours. We havetal ked to you about Jesus
but not about histrue power. Your spirit, faith and trust underscore my belief.

Although | lack faith in some doctrinesand principlesin the Church of Jesus Christ of L atter-day Saintsand
questionalot of things, thereisonething | never question and that isthat Jesus Christ ismy Redeemer, and that
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Hedied for meandfor you, and for everyone. | know that Christ walked thisearth and that Helivesnow. It
isbecauseof my belief of Christthat | believethethings! believe. | believehisteachings. | believethat Christ
canchangelives. | believeHeisapart of us.

Yve, | loveyouwithall my heart. You havechanged my lifeinaway | never thought could happen. Youaremy
joyandmy light. | fed God'spresencewhen | amwithyou. You aremy beautiful angel sent from God to make
my life better and to help melearn about thelove our Heavenly Parentshavefor us, and the sacrificethey have
made, aswell astheloveand sacrificesof my parents. | loveyou.

Andwithout any further rambling that’syour small insght into my soul.

Love, your mom,

%ﬁéélﬁ[ﬁ

Spencer
Jim
Yve

Stephanie

\'ln C)

Spencer, Jim and Stephanie

with nieces and nephews



Spencer John Scribner

ou' dthink after al thiswriting that | wouldn't have anything | eft to say about theselast two children.

However, never you fear because| still havealot to say. | could write and write about Spencer and

never get past thefirst two years. Heprovided atruly eventful set
or experiencesfor thewholefamily! Never wasthereachildlikethisone.
Tobeginwith, hewassodarncute. | don’t know
if I just kept getting softer with each child, but
Spencer just got under my skin. Just looking at
hiscutelittlefacewould delight meimmensely.
Hehad alow littlevoice, but hedidn’t useit very
often. Asachild, he was a man of few words,
but if you asked him aquestion and the answer
was“ yes,” hewould just lower his chin once
and at the sometimewould blink both of hiseyes.
Oh, | cantill seethisasif it wereyesterday. He
was chubby and like ateddy bear and was so strong. Not just Doug and me, but
everyoneinthefamily wasso crazy about thislittleman/child in our family.

After helearned how to walk, hewould manageto
crawl out of hisbed and crawl inwith usevery singlemorning. We' d aways
wake up with himin bed with us, never really knowing for surewhen hegot
there. Andlikel said, hewas so darn cute, how could we haveturned him
away? That bringsme straight to Spencer’ssleeping habits. | wonder if it
would bevery far off if | said that lessthan

fifty percent of hissegping timewasspentin
hisownbed. Inhigh schoal, hefell asegpon
the couch most of thetime, or else he'd be
doing homework onthefloor intheboys room
and just sleep on the floor. As a baby, we
found him asleep in many strange places. |
went in to check him one night and he had
crawled out of hiscrib and wasadeep ontop
of thedresser. Another timeon thetop bunk,
and yet another on top of thedesk. Most nightswewould read him astory,
hear hisprayers, put himto bed and closethedoor, telling himto stay inthere
and gotodeep. However, wedwaysleft apillow by thedoor. Inevitably, hewould get out andfall adegpon
thefloor right next tothedoor. Somenightswe' d haveahard time opening the door sowe could pick him up
and put himinhisbed. Another timel remember, he crawled up on the back ledge of the car (an old fashioned
car that had ledges behind the back seat) and fell adeep. Perhapsthefunniest onewaswhen hewasoutside
withtheolder boys, and whilethey werefol ding newspapers, hefell sound adeep right onthedriveway inthe
middle of the pileof papers.

Oh, there’'sso muchtotell about Spencer. Maybel’ |l go back to hisbirth—or even alittlebeforethat. Doug
was serving as Bishop at thetime of Spencer’shirth onthe 12 of July 1978. Ralph Hoyal and Bill Ashton
were histwo counselors. Ninemonthsearlier all three couples decided to go on aretreat up the coast to
Mendocino and stay at Heritage House. It'sapretty romantic place. MonaLisaand | cameback pregnant
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(Pat Asnton was already acouple of months pregnant). Sothere
wewereevery Sunday in Church, thethree pregnant wivesof the
Bishopric—all sitting on the back rowstaking care of thefifteen
children between us. Thethree of usbecame closest of friends—
after all, we spent every Sunday walking the hallstogether during
Sacrament mestings. Tothisday, MonaLisahasnever forgiven me
because Spencer arrived three weeks early and Markie arrived
three weeks late, so there's six weeks difference in their ages!
Nevertheless, for severa yearsthesetwo boyswerelike glue—
wonderful friends.

Grandma James Welater redlized that akidney
infection probably caused my labor with

Spencer to start early. Hewasvery small when hewasborn, and went
downtojust five poundsand five ounces before he started gaining. He
also had breathing problemsfor about two days. | didn’t get totake care
of himinthehospital because! wasburning up with fever caused from
someraginginfection. | would gofrom chillsand shakingto burningfevers.
When thefeversbroke | would drench the bed with perspiration. But
when | wasshaking, they’ d haveto bring heated blanketsto get mewarm.
They didn’t know what was causing theinfection so they gave me some
high-powered shots, probably someform of penicillin, that would hopefully

attack any infection. I'll never forget those shots. The serumwasso thick 8 L
that it took about forty-five secondsfor the shot to befully ministered into me (inthe bottom) Ohman, | could
just fed it going into my body and working itsway through my veins—it wasso painful that | just dreaded the
thought of it every timel saw them coming with that needle! But it didthetrick. My labor with Spencer was
alsothelongest | had experienced—it wasn't painful at all (until thelast ten minutes), but just longer. Frankly,
hejust wasn't ready to come. But comehedid. And our liveswere never the same.

A few other incidents happened before Spencer wasborn. When | wasamost
six months’ pregnant, wetook agroup of young peopleto Salt Lake City, and
miraculoudly were ableto seethe Prophet Spencer W. Kimball intheroomwhere
hemeetswiththeTwelveAposties. It wasahighly spiritua experience. Anyway,
he was shaking all the hands, but as he shook my hand, he also touched my
stomach and smiled. That wasone of the reasons Spencer wasgiven hisname.
Another reasonwasquiteinteresting. Craig, only eight yearsold, wassaying the
blessing on the breakfast, and after the usual thingssaid, “ Please blessusthat
we will love our prophet as much as the Nephites loved their prophet.”

WeI, our eyes popped open in amazement, and Doug said to Craig, “ What did you mean, when you said
that in your prayer? How do you know they loved Nephi so much?”

Craig answered, “ They loved him because after he died, they named all the leaders after him—I
Nephi, || Nephi and others.”

It wasthat ssimple. So we asked Craig, “ Then how can we love our prophet that much?”

Hesaid, “ We can name our new baby after him—Spencer.”
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So wethought of the namethat should go with Soence. My brother Tom had lost hisson Johnny just a

year and ahalf after Joyce had lost her son Danny. Jimmy carries Danny’'s name, and we wanted
Spencer to carry Johnny's. Johnny wasan amazing young man at thetimeof his
death. Hewasahorselover just like his dad, and the two of them were
together al thetime—taking care of the horsesor riding in paradeswith
full Arabian costumes. Hewasthekind of boy that would get up early in
themorning and with hisdad’ s snowpl ow, would go up and down the
street and clear the snow fromal theneighbor’sdriveways. | couldtell
you endless stories about thisyoung man. Healsowasdaring like
most fourteen-year-olds, and oneday at school hewasplayingwitha
toy that required alittle gunpowder to get a second lifeout of it. All
the other boys' toysworked whenthey lit thefuse, but Johnny’sdidn’t.
Hepickedit up, and it exploded, and apiece of shrapnel cut right into
theartery of hisheart. Hebled to deathinlessthan fiveminutes. Johnny

was a good boy with a beautiful face and the

g E othat wasthat. Again, it seemed that all indicationsweretd ling uswewere going to haveanother boy.

longest eyelashesyou’ veever seen. Wewereanxious
to have another boy so we could give him Johnny’sname.

Spencer never received apatriarcha blessng liketheother childrendid, but | happened
to take noteswhen hisfather gave him afather’sname and blessing after hewas
born. Doug blessed him that he' d grow up with a knowledge of the Savior and that
he d pattern hislifeafter the Savior’s. To methere saready been somefulfillment of
that blessing. First of al, | think of the second great commandment that the Savior
gave: “ Lovethy neighbor asthyself.” And| alsothink of the story of the Good
Samaritaninthe New Testament. Spencer hasbeen able, over theyears, to gather
friendsfromall walksof life. He sfaithful tothosefriends. Heseeksthemout. He

spends time with them, and gives them of his energy. He sacrifices for them.
Friendships are everything to Spencer. Hisown brothers and sisters are hisgood friends, asare all the
nephewsand nieces. They all loveto bearound him. Hehasfriendsthat travel to San Diego to surf with him
and spend time at hishome. Somehow, he has madethem all feel welcome. 1’1l admit that there have been
timeswhen I’ vefet jea ousof someof thosefriendsbecause of thetimethey shared with Spencer. Weloveto
bearound himaswell. But yearsand yearsago we had to accept thefact that Spencer wasn't just for us. He
seemsto belongto alot of people.

Hisfirst closerelationship started when he was about two or three
yearsoldwithMarkieHoya. Thesetwollittleboyslovedto betogether.
Mark waseither at our house playing with Spencer and Jim, or Spencer
wasat hishouse—wefigured they knew each other inthe pre-existence
and wereonly separated for those six weeksbefore Markiewasborn.
Oneday | needed MonaLisatowatch him. Shesaidto bring him
over, but shecouldn’t bethere. Her housecl eaner wasthereand could
watchthem. | remember fedling alittleuneasy at thetime. | Ieft them
for alittlewhileand then suddenly got nervous. | went back totheir houseto check onthem, but the housecleaner
who spoke only Spanish couldn’t communicate exactly wherethey were. Shefirst of all gaveastory of them
being upstairs, but | searched and they weren’t there. Then she said Grandpa came by and picked them up,
but | drove uptothefarm, and they weren’t there. Now | was panicked, and called Monaand Ralph at work
sothey could get homeimmediately.
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called the police. We searched everywhere. | remember we called Reed Ogden from work to

OI ga'sstory kept changing. Asitwas, shesimply had not watched the boys, and they wandered off. We

communicatein Spanishwiththisgirl. Ralph Hoya put on somejogging
clothesand started running. Hefound them! They had wandered al theway down
to the Brush Creek and were standing right in the middl e of the creek under the
bridgewithwater up totheir chests! They wereonly threeor four yearsold and
could vedrowned so easily. Wewerejust crying when he brought them home
becausewe had searched everywhere. Also becauseof Olga'scontinualy changing
gtories, weweremoreafraid that someonehad come by and kidnapped thechildren.

WEell, Spencer was never afraid of water. We
were camping up a Richardson’sGroveby the
Eel River when Spencer wasonly twoyearsold.
All day long he would stand by the river and throw rocksinit. Hejust
didn’'t want toleavethewater. And sureenough, he’ sbeeninwater alot of
hislife. Hesurfed alotintheocean herewherewelive, and hewent to Ca
Poly for hisuniversity work where hewas ableto surf those waters. He
then got his Masters Degree down at San
Diego State and now worksin San Diego
whereheagain can surf to hisheart’ sdelight.
While we werein New Zealand, Spencer
in Hawaii cametovisit us for afew days, but I’ mafraid

: agood friend and the ocean near thetown of
Raglan on the West Coast of New Zealand
got most of hisattention. We understand that some of the best surf intheworld
can be at this very beach Spencer was at. However, he has yet to explore
Surfer’'sParadisein Australia. Doug and | weretherein 2001, anditistruly
magnificent water. Wewereswimminginit by 8:00inthemorning, andit was
very warm. Nowonder the sharkslikeit!

Matt McOmber and Spencer

A surf boardisn’t theonly kind of board that Spencer can get attached to. Inthe
wintertime helovesto snowboard, and asateenager hewasawayson askate board. Hewasmadefor the
outdoors. These sportshave alwaysbeenimportant to Spencer. Another sport that Spencer really lovesis
soccer. Incaseyoucan'ttell fromall I’ ve said about Spencer sofar, he'sgot hisown spot on that personality
chart of ours. He'saDriver-Driver! You can seeit when he'sout onthefield playing soccer. Hisattention
never leavesthegame. Hepusheshimself aswell askeeping histeammatesfocused aswell. 1t'sfuntowatch
him play. He, immy and Ginawere our strong soccer

playerswhenthey wereyoung but now Craigisplaying
itaswdl. Craigadsolovesbasketbdl, Russisvery good
at racketball and Scott was alwaysastrong swimmer.
Thegirlsworethemsalvesout onthedancefloors. But
Spencer hasthisbig variety of sportsthat heloves.

Wewereaware of thisextremedriveand determination
inhimwhen hewasvery young. Theterribletwoswith
Spencer weretruly TERRIBLE!




than words could describe. Thedestroying part, youwill now hear about! In my mind hewasa

life-saver for Russ because Russ was about fourteen-years-old when Spencer entered this
memorable age of two. A fourteen-year-old findsit hard sometimesto giveloveandtoreceivelove, but all
these feelings of love Russ could express with Spencer better than anyone else. Therewasarea bond
between them just astherewaswith Ginaand Jimand then later with Jmand Lora. Therewasn't anything that
Russwouldn’t do for Spencer. But suddenly adoor slammed so hard and so loud that our house actually
shook. | raninto the dining room and wasfuriouswith Russfor being so out of control. What on earth could
have caused himto lose hiscool likethat? Soinanswer to our big “why?” asweangrily glared at Russ, he
sad,

Wecalled him the Destroying Angel, because hewasin fact, an angel to usthat we all loved more

“Would you rather | have
kicked Spencer?”

We didn’t question anymore.
We understood and were quite
thankful that Russonly loosened
al the joints in the house by
slamming the door instead of
killing Spencer. It wasawise
trade-off. You see, Russcame
into theroom and Spencer had
one of Russ' cats and was
choking himto death! But you
just can’'t kick (or kill) atwo-
year-old no matter how bad his
behavior—especialy when he
appearsto bequiteinnocent in
nature. Thisincident wasjust
oneof abig seriesof incidentsthat
| will now tell you about because
at thispoint inthisbook, wecould
all use some entertainment. We
can all smile now. . . but we
weren't all smiling back then. ..

Just a few weeks before this
happenedto Russ, | dso cameinto
thediningroomandtomy dismay,
Spencer had climbed up on the
tableand managed to empty dl of
my hundredsof dides. They were
al over thetableandfloor. | had
spent aweek putting themin order
by correct dates, events, etc, and
wassothrilled to havethisproject
finished. | just sat downand cried.
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don’t remember the order that theseincidentstook place, but I’ll tell you at | east three of them, which are
definitely unforgettable. Weleft our kidswith Wendy Jorissen for aabout fivedays. Shewasaresponsible
girl, and wetrusted her. Nevertheless, we gave her awarning and repeated it afew times.

“Whatever you do, don’t take your eyes off Spencie for more than five minutes at atime!”

WEell, the very first day we called to check, and we
heard of thedisaster. Spencer went upstairsfor five
minutes, and Wendy hurried to check onhim, and he
was coming out of our bedroom and crawling
backwards down the steps. “ Whew, everything was
okay,” shethought. Then several more minuteswent
by and she noticed water coming out of theceilingin
the dining room right where the chandelier was
connected. Sheran upstairsand found that inthose
fiveminutesthat Spencer wasgone, he' d goneinto my
bathroom, plugged the sink and turned the water on.
Hewasn’t being mdicious, but wasjust playing with
gadgets, | suppose. The bad part about al thiswas
that we had just put new carpet throughout the house.
It wasn't even aweek old. Well, that took somework
and expensetofix.

Thereason we had decided to put in new carpet also had quitea
bit to do with Spencer. Hewasin thekitchen and pushed achair
up to the counter. He climbed on the chair and reached for a
bottle of honey. Heturned it up side down (at least a quart of
honey) so he could drink it, I guess, and of courseit poured all
over him—and the chair and the garbage sack (full of garbage).
Hedropped the bottle, and with honey dripping off him, he started
to walk out of the kitchen, then

downthehdl, thenintotheboys
room. Asusud, theolder boys
could never resist picking
Spencer up and playing
with him. So Craig wasfirst to welcome Spencer into theroom and
pick himup. Heimmediately realized that honey wasall over Spencer,
sowhat did hedo? Of course, hethrew onthe bedto get rid of him.
So honey was all over thekitchen, all over the carpet, all over the
boys' room and all over the bedspread. We cleaned and cleaned
and could never fully get rid of all the stickiness out of the carpet.
Thus, the decisionto recarpet the place!

For such alittletyke, Spencer had thisreputation! My worst moment
wasahead of me. It wasthemorning of the Sunday that Doug wasgoing
to bereleased as Bishop of the Santa RosaFirst Ward. Doug wasaready
at meetings, so | wastrying to get everyone dressed and ready and looking
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perfect, soour last impression asaBishop’sfamily would bepogitive. | got Spencer ready first, and then told
theolder kidsto keep aneyeon him. | had breakfast on thetable so they could each eat beforeweleft. Finaly
| wasready and called them all upstairsfor family prayer sowe could go. They all obediently came, but
someonewasmissing! You guessedit. Spencer. Our eyesall just looked at each other, and together we
panicked and started running in al directionsin order tofind him. Unbelieveable! Hehad crawled onthe
kitchentable, wasdtting in the middlewith agallon of milk poured out, the sugar poured out and the cherrios
poured out. | called up MonaLisaand asked her to come pick up my children for church, and shesaid,

“Why? Thisisthe big day. What are you doing?’

And | very camly said, “What do you think I’'m doing? 1’'m busy washing my kitchen floor in my

black velvet skirt—that’s what!”
Then MonalLisasighed, “ Oh, Spencer. I'll beright there.”

Well, those are times never to be forgotten. A huge part of
Spencer’syoung lifewas spent in Scotland—hisfirst years of
school. Thisiswhereheand Jimlearned to play soccer with
determination because they had to play in snow and rain (but
notice). Nothing stopped soccer practicesor gamesin Scotland.
Atalater time, | will writemuch moreextensively about our life
in Scotland, but | can’t tell about Spencer’slifewithout some
referenceto our timethere. Perhapsthebest thing | candoislet
Spencer explainthishimsalf. He'savery good writer, andfor a
high school assignment wrote thefollowing description of apart
of hislifein Scotland. Thisyouwill enjoy!

The Journey

by(%émuwy Lribner

Thecold, brisk wind blew gently on my red, shivering face
as | waited for my brother to come out with our lunches.
Jimwas eight yearsold and | was barely six. Our house
stood at the entrance of the little town of Ratho. It was
on ahill right next to the old Church, whichin Scotland is

called a kirk.

So the name
of our house
was Kirkton-
hill, meaning
the house on
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thehill by thekirk. It wasawarmhouse, but once we stepped
outside, we were reminded once again that we wereno longer
in California. Jimmy came running outside with the lunch
sacks. Once they were put in both of our gray, plain
backpacks, we started down the driveway.



The driveway from our house was a long one that ended at a
dark steel gate. We walked with our hands tucked tightly
inside our pockets and our heads hidden behind the warmth
of our heavy jackets to keep the freezing wind from hitting
our warmskin. Underneath our jacketswereour official school
uniforms which consisted of dull, gray pants, a plain white
collared shirt, and black and yellow striped tie.

Once we passed through the gate, we began our every day
journey up to school. The weather was dark, cold and bleak,
but we were used to it because there was seldom any sunshine
during the fall and winter months in Scotland.

The journey started at the bottom of the hill where we had to
first walk over an old stone bridge that crossed over a deep canal that ran all the way down from the
city of Edinburgh to the city of Glasgow. After we conquered the climb over the bridge, we started
through the gravel parking lot of the Bridge Inn, where the wind had begun to pick up quite abruptly.

Pushing on up through the gravel, we finally had reached the final stage of our journey—the dreaded
ice fields. By then the wind was at full force against our frail bodies. We looked up nervously and
headed up the field of ice, puddles and frosty grass. Our heavy boots sunk deep into the icy mud
puddles, as water seeped through the small cracks and soaked our socks.

No words were exchanged between Jim and me, for fear of loosing concentration on our footing. One
simple thought drove uson, “ Therewould be warmth and protection in the building after we arrived.”

We came upon the first ice patch and slowed down. We had found out the hard way that crossing
patchestoo fast would surely result in a bruised armor a soreleg. But even going extra slow, we still
couldn’t overcome the combination of what then seemed like gale force winds and slick ice. | would
usually get blown down first, but Jimwould usually follow. We both went stumbling down to the stiff,
frozen ground, groping at each other’s jackets, which only resulted in a much harder fall.

After several falls and recoveries, we trekked up what seemed
to be a never-ending path. We could see our big yellow home
from where we were, but
the memory of the warmth
inside was gone. We
reached the home stretch
of the icy terrain, a steep
dick hill. In order to get
up the hill safely, we had
to grab on to branches of
treesand pull ourselvesup.
Finally wereached theend
of our escapade and for a brief moment, we were overcome with
joy and pride, only to have these feelings cut short by the dismal
realization we had arrived at the one place we least desired to be—

mmy and Spence were our
“little boys” and were always
together in each other’s pictures!
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ow it'stimetotell you how | would describe Spencer today. I ve spent al thistimewriting about him
asalittlechild, and yes, | could go on with more stories, but Spencer isnot alittle child anymore.
Twenty-eight-years-old thisyear! Wow, wheredoesall thetimego? Aswithall of my children, | can

only describe Spencer to you now only asl seehim. Perhapsyouwouldwriteadifferent story. He, likesome
of the others, hasbrought me many nightsto my kneesin prayer with Heavenly

Father. When hewaslittle, it wasfor hissafety. | never didtell you about the
many times hewas saved in dangerous situations, but | did tell you about the
onetimeheand Mark Hoya wandered away. That

wasjust oneincident asayoung child. Asateenager,
the dangerscontinued and | prayed so often (infact,
continually) for his safety. Spencer followed a
different drummer sometimes—different fromwhat
| wanted. | canactually say that wasthe casewith
maost of my childrenat different timesintheir lives—
anddill is. All thesameinfluences, thesame shared
spiritud family experiences, thesamediet, thesame
summer vacations, equal amounts of love and

macaroni and cheese, the samefamily friends, the
same dance lessons in the kitchen, the same
recorded music playing all the time on the tape

player, and the same silly songs sung together for
hoursand hoursaswetravel ed back and forth to Utah, sharing thesamefamily
traditions—yet, al of my children sought for happinessintheir own different
ways. And somehaveevenfoundit.

What | used to say about Russ, | could also say about Spencer: “ You can
lead a horsetowater, but you can’t makehimdrink.” Inthe pre-existence,
thereweretwo plansoffered beforethe great war in heaven. OnewasL ucifer’s
planto force each child back to Heavenly Father’s presence, and thusL ucifer
would begranted al theglory. The second wasthe plan of the Savior’'s—to
give each of Heavenly Father’s children hisown moral agency, whichisthe
ability to choosefor himself. Wasit wrong asamother to sometimes (just
sometimes) think that Lucifer’s plan wasn't so bad after all? How often | wanted to forcemy childrento see
thingsthat wereso clear for meto see. I’ vecried oftenfor all of my childrenat different times. | thought this
sameness ininfluenceswould keep them on the path that | wanted them to go on because | was convinced
that my path would bring them the greatest happiness.

Well, I'vesaid al thisbecause | need totell you that
ralsing Spencer hastaught memoreabout myself and
about lifethan | wasready for. | foundthat loveisa
powerful forcethat continues no matter what choices
our loved onesmake. And despitethedifferent route
that Spencer took, | love him and appreciate the
supremeamount of goodnessthat isinhim. Hechose
faithfulnessto friends, whichissuch agood quality.

Friendslike Eric Wood, Matt McOmber, Matt Davis || ‘a8
and Brian Mead—it’s been fun to see the fine men |}
theseboyshaveal become, just as Spencer hasdone.
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paths. Thereareothers, but thesearethefour | know thebest. Hisfriendshipwith Jimmy isstill very

close. Whenthey'retogether, | till think of them asthelittleboys. They' retill sillly and funandfull of

good timesand puzzleswhen they’ retogether, and weall liketo beapart of this

relationship. Spencer went with usto Tennesseeto pick Jmup fromhismission.
That wasareally good trip together!

g E pencer makes surethesefriends stay activein hislife, eventhough they’ vefollowed quite divergent

Because of Spencer’sgresat drive and determination, heapplied and wasaccepted
to Cal Poly’s School of Electrical Engineering, and during that time of schooling
also managed tofitintherequired hoursof surfing and snowboarding! I'msure
it wasexciting for Doug to have one of hissonsfollow in hisfootstepsasan
electrical engineer. Spencer
graduated from Cal Poly on
December 15, 2001. After sometime
of discouragement with job-
searching Spencer went on for his
MastersDegreein EE at San Diego State and received that degree
in2005. Wewereon our missonin New Zedland at thistime, but
Spencer didn’t go to hisgraduation, so alas, no pictures. During
that time of schooling he also wasdating LisaCastro. They went
together for severd yearsand findly weremarried inthe Catholic
Church at Pleasanton in May 2004.

It was exciting to us a year earlier when they announced their
engagement, but at the sametime—infact, amost the sameweek—
Dougand| received acall to serveasdirectorsof avisitors center somewhere. Elder Didier wasthe Generd
Authority whoissued that call to us, and we explained to him that we had ason that would be getting married
whilewewereon our mission. Well, most of thevisitors centersarein the United States, and Elder Didier
sad,

“No problem—you can easily leave the Center and fly to the wedding for a couple of days and fly
right back.”
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rom the United States asyou can get—New Zealand. It wasno longer an option for both of usto

come, but | was ableto leavefor aweek while Doug kept thingsunder control in New Zedland. Those

thingsthat had to be kept under control will be described at alater date whenwetell about our wonderful two
yearsinthe Land of the Long White Cloud—A otearoa (New Zealand).

Tr& months|later wefound out that wewerebeing caledto thevisitors' center that wasfurthest away
f

| dmost felt likean outsider looking inat thewedding. Now | know what my mother felt likewhen sheflew
homefor my wedding whilemy dad stayed in Australiawhen they wereinthemiddle of their mission. | was
basicdly donein planning my ownwedding, and Spencer and Lisahad to everything without any of our help.
Asyou can seefrom these pictures, they really didn’t need our hel p because they were so capabl e of taking
careof al thedetailsthemselves. Asan outsider | looked at Spencer that day, and al | could think of was
how blessed | wasto havehimasason. Hewassoooo handsomel!!

Everyone, except Christy and Rob, weretherefor hiswedding.
Christy wasin thehospital trying to keep hold of thosetwinswho
weretryingto beborntoo early. Again, al thebrothersand Lora
sang awedding song to Spencer and Lisa. It wasmost definitely,
Oh,What aFedling! Another great memory. Lisa'sagresat addition
toour family. | don't fed likel knew her much beforethisyear, but
| love being around her and talking with her.

Spencer and Lisabecame parentsthisyear to Myles John Scribner.
He' sahappy, strong and fast-learning little boy, and they are both
such good parents. Spencer hashad yearsof practicewith nephews
and nieces, and Mylesisnever lacking for attention from him. He
givesitinevery way hecan. Hecan now jointheranksof great
father sthat seemto be quite prevaent in our family.
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pencer, likeall the other boysinthefamily, was part of themusic program at SantaRosaHigh. He'sa
good singer, and again I’ | say that my biggest thrillsin thislife have been listening to my boyssing
together. (Havel actudly saidthat before?) Loralovesto sngwiththem. Spencer advancedfairly well
onthe piano, but he quit lessons and started teaching himself the

guitar. He'svery good ontheguitar. Helovesmusic.

All the boys are great with children, but when Spencer comes
hometovist, theniecesand nephewscan hardly wait. 1t'seasy to
seewhy. Assoon asheentersthe house, he'sonthefloor playing
with them--rolling and laughing--and the kidsare having thetime
of their lives. HE |l betherealongtimebeforehefinaly comesin
andsays“ hello” totherest of ug!

Onelast thing that | must mention about Spencer. Hehasdways
been avery hard worker. He'screativeaswell. We have many
thingsaround our homethat he'sfixed, worked on and created,
such asthe pond and the playground in our backyard. Helikedto
earnthemoney, but at the sametime, weawaysgot alot of work
for themoney. He' suntiringandisagood finisher. Henever | eft
ajob undone. Hislast achievement has been some extensive
remodeling that he'sdonein hisown homethat they purchasedin
San Diego. Spencer’sawonderful kid! A wonderful son! Heis
definitely hisown person. | haveagreat amount of lovefor him.

No poem for Spence? How can that be?
Well, of course, there’s no poem —
He’s not yet thirty-three.

At age thirty-three I'll write such a tale
Of trips to far lands
Of this super strong male

But if | should wait ‘til he’s fifty and one
I'll tell of his kids

Ten gals and one son

The years add a lot—the stories get longer
The rhymes make them sound
A hundred times stronger

But should I not live to write this all down
I'll just take this chance to firmly expound
How much I love Spence at age twenty-eight
I'll take him as is —'cuz | think he is great!

All my love, Wi
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“What Is Important To Me”
by Q%%waﬁzéa;ﬂﬁww

December 10, 2006

Myles,

how important you areto me, and how grateful | am
that you areapart of my family. That family ismore
than just me and your mother, but your grandparents,

I just wanted towriteyou afew thingstolet you know

auntsand unclesand cousinsalso. Canyou believethat | grew up withthree sistersand four brothers? | am
the second to youngest among my siblings, which meant that | took alot of flack frommy older brothersand
sgters. Thatisokay becausewewerejust youngkids, but aswe vegrown up, thesbiling rivarieshaveturned
into respect, friendship and lovefor oneanother. | havefound thisto beagreat sourceof comfortinmy lifeto
know that | havefamily that lovesmefor who| am. | hopeyou cangrow up and fed likeyou can awaysturn
to mefor anything, and know that you can talk to meabout anything. My life hasbeen far from perfect and
chancesareif you are having aproblem with something, | probably had asimilar problemwhen | wasyour
age. I’'mgoingtoloveyou no matter what, and thereis nothing that isgoing to changethat.

Growingupisn’'t dwaysthe easiest thing, and therearealot of hard choicesto make. | hopeyou havethe
courageto stand up inwhat you believein, and find friendswho will hel p you keep your beliefs, not put them
down. | have been lucky enough to have held onto afew close friendswho have helped me, and have had
great influences on methroughout my life. Oneof thethingsthat hasbeenimportant in my lifeisto not be
judgementa of others. Itissoeasy todismissothersthat don'ttalk thesameway, or have thesame bdliefsas
youdo. | wantyoutokeepyour mind opento different pointsof view and makeyour owndecisions, and | will
domy part by tryingto beapostiveinfluenceinyour life.

| hope you awaysremember to be positiveand laugh alot. You aresuch ahappy kid right now and you can't
believe how much your laughing and giggling warmsmeup. I’ veawaysfdt | had agood sense of humor, and
been apretty laid back person. I’ veadways|ovedto brighten other’smoods and createrelaxed environments.

You aregoing to find that there arelots of people out in theworld whose livesyou can make better just by
making them smileor laugh. | actudly got voted classclowninhigh school. How silly isthat?

Well it is late, and your
Grandmawantsthis|etter
tonight,

| loveyoutons.
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“Why | Believe”

by<§Z&zQ2énZner
December 12, 2006

Dear Myles,

andma Scribner asked each of her
Ildren and their spousestowrite
ut “Why | believe.” Sheasked

me to write something spiritual so that

someday youwould read my passage. As
| thought about thisstatement | redlized that | did not have aquick answer. Furthermore, it wasdifficult for me
to put my ideas and thoughts about my faith into writing. Thereason wasnot because | do not believein
anything. Thereasonwasthat | seldom questioned my faith. | never needed to have clear-cut examples of
why | believed. | amply believedinmy Catholicfaith. When | thought about my unquestioned faithit occurred
to methat my spiritual backgroundisvery different fromyour dad'sfaith. Your dad questioned hisfaithand
Mormonreligionearly on.

Both Catholic and M ormon religions have someof the samebuilding blocks. Faith, hope and charity ssemto
aboundinbothreligions. Infact, many of the principlesin each religion stem from theseaspects. Youarebeing
raisedinafamily wherel practiced Catholicism and your dad and hisfamily practiced the Mormon religion.
Becauseof thisdifference, | thought it would beimportant for you to understand my feglingsabout Catholicism
and my fedlingsabout raising youto beardigiousindividua. Your dad and | discussed thefact that youwill be
exposed to both the Catholic and Mormon religions. Intheend, wewill allow you to makeyour own decison
about thereligion of your choice based on theteachingsyou will havereceived.

| wasraised Catholic frominfancy on. | wasbaptized when | wasjust anewborn baby. | started attending
religiouseducation asapreschool er and continued through high school. My siblingsand | went to massevery
Sunday. My religiouseducation classesingtilled in meastrong faith in God and hisgoodness and forgiveness.
| learned that if we believed in God and led agood lifethen wewould enter heaven. My classestaught meto
treat othersjust as| wanted to be treated. Our teachers aso stressed the fact that we are human and as
humanswewould make mistakes. | wastaught that God would forgive usif weweretruly sorry for our Sins.
Asayoung child, | never questioned thefundamental teachingsthat | learned becausel truly believedinthem.

| amthankful that | wasraised aCatholic because my religion hasbeen apostiveinfluenceonmy life. | hope
and pray that | will be ableto exposeyouto smilar spiritud teachingsthat will haveapostiveinfluenceonyour
life

When your father and | wereengaged | told him that it wasimportant for meto be married in my Catholic
Church. Oneof therequirementsof being marriedin aCatholic churchwasfor usto answer some questions
about our religionsand faith and then talk about our answersto apriest. The purpose of these questionsand
answerswasfor the priest to point out and discuss with usany potential problemsthat might occur in our

marriage.
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During our discussion with our priest your dad stated that he practiced thetenantsof Christianity, whichthe
Catholicsand Mormonsadhereto, but he does not want the structure of achurch. Your dad agreed to have
our children raised Catholic becauseit wasimportant to me. However, your dad believesanindividua hasthe
right to question hisreligion and theindividua may choosenot to practicethat religion. | agreed that thiswas
okay withme.

Myles, youwill haveastrong influence of Catholicismfrom meand astrong influenceof theMormonreligion
fromthe Scribner family. Bothreligionsaregood and solid. Your dad and | agreed that wewould support you
inpracticing thefaith of your choice.

Myles, your dad and I love you very much and wewant the best for you. Wewill guideyouin spirituality but
ultimately thedecisionisyoursto make.

Love, 5%%2%

Spencer, Grandpa James, Jimmy

Jimmy, Spencer and Scott at

Russ” Wedding 1990
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Lora Michelle Scribner

celebrating another birthday—Lora's. She'stwenty-

threethisyear, and | do believel havealot of wonderful
thingsto say about her—twenty-threeyears worth. Everybody
wantsto gpd| her namedifferently, but LORAisan old-fashioned
spelling. Shewas named after Lora Howard, who was my
mother’syoungest sister. | never met her because she died
when shewasonly twenty-threeyearsold. | can’'t evenimagine
how painful that would' ve been for her mother, father, brothers
andssters. Just ayear beforeshedied, LoraHoward had lost
her sister Winnie, and theyear beforethat they had lost their
brother Alan. All threedied of tuberculosis. InAmerica, inthe
thirties, thisdisease wasrunning in epidemic proportions, and
!’10 one red_ly knew how tf) stop in San Francisco just a few days before
itor keepit from spreading. | her 21t Birthday (December 2006)
likeeverything I’ veever heard
about LoraHoward. After her siblingshad died, and knowing that shetoo
had thisdreadful disease, she cameto her mother and said,

‘]"c')day isthe 5" of December 2006—that’sright, we're

Lora with Gina and Shawn

“You know, Mother, don’t you, that I’m not afraid to die.”

My own mother L ucie James came to help GrandmaHoward take care of
Lorain her sickness. Both of them had a dream that night that Grandma
Howard's mother (Grandma Sears) had come to get Lora, so before they
even went into her bedroom to check, they both knew shewasgone. Inthe
top drawer of her dresser they found thefollowing poem:

All you who know me well, when | am dead
Look upon my quiet face that laughed the while it lived.
Restrain your tears and give instead,

A gentle word, an understanding smile.

Oh, if you really love me, do not cry

To see me lying there, my laughter stilled.

Surely you know that | can never die;

I, for whom every day is strangely filled

With some sweet happiness. Gather me flowers
And pile them high for me to come to see.

They will remind my spirit of the hours

Of joy | spent on earth. Think of me free

Of body’s pain, and you wiill find your grief
Changed to an overwhelming sweet relief.

T,

S0, thisisLora’'snamesake. | had wanted for so many yearsto give
thisnameto adaughter. Lora’s middle nameis Michelle, and this name comes from Michelle Jensen,
Joyce' sdaughter. Michelle used to spend summersat our house and wasjust like oneof our ownkids.
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Michelle's awonderful girl, sheserved afaithful missoninLondon,
shemarried agood man, and now she sthemother of threewonderful
children. Michelle, inactudity, looksalot likeLoraHoward. Lora
has other names. Pigglepoo isone. The other is Bear—more
precisaly LoraBear. | think shehasfriendsin collegewho call her
this, and of course, her brothersand sistersand parentshavecalled
her that her entire life. So there you have it,
Lorabearmichellepigglepooscribner. She, likeher namesake, is
a girl whose every day “is strangely filled with some sweet
happiness.”

Loraloveslaughter, shelovesher friends, shelovesexcitement in
her days, shelovesto dance, shelovesto sing, shelovesto play
certain pieceson the piano, shelovesto stay up late, shelovesto
talk on thetel ephone, and sheloves people no matter their nationality,
their age, or their stationinlife. Whenwewereworking thosefiveor
six yearswiththe SingleAdult Programin the SantaRosaStake, Lora
becameclosefriendswithdl of them—and| meanALL of them. When
we started working withthe Sngles, Lorawasonly six or seven-years-
old. She greeted them
al warmly when they
cameto our homefor the
monthly firesdes, and she
hasstayed |asting friends
with afew of them. Two
of her best friends from
that group are Kate
Shallich and Ray
Reynolds—bothintheir
fifties. Whenthegroup
went to movies, Lora
often went with them when shewasateenager. Sheand Ray
often sang together. When Ray remarried hiswife (after aten-
year divorce) and moved to their homein Hawalii, hewanted
togiveLoraamost specia gift for her graduationfrom high
school. Hegaveher agold bracelet with her name printed on
it—it'satraditiond Hawalian bracel et mogt oftengiventoloved
Oones.

L oraalso made good friendswith much older people. She
would' ve loved to have her own grandmas, but Grandma
Jamesdied three years before shewas born, and Grandma
Scribner died ayear and ahalf after shewasborn. That's
whenwegot serious about adopting Grandma Forsyth, and it
was'tjust Lorawho needed her—weadll did. DelmaForsyth
wasvery closeto Lora, but sheloved al the children and was
happy to be our own Grandma
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ora never had a speck of communication
L)probl emwith Delma, eventhough Delmawas

totally desf. Youwould dwaysseethemtaking
andlaughingtogether. Infact, Lorawaswithmewhen
| took Delmaand Cleon on atrip to the Highlands
whenthey cametovisit usin Scotland. Thepicturel
have of Cleon and Lorawastaken just afew hours
before Cleon had a heart attack and died.

Loraalso loved some other older women. Onewas
Rhoda Orcutt who celebrated her birthday with Lora
every year—they wereonly fivedaysapart (but more
than seventy-fiveyearsapart). Another good friend
of herswasBetty Kedler. Lorawent withmesevera
times to visit Betty, and Betty always made her
something special for Christmas—especialy her
Christmascookies. Betty loved Lorasomuch. When
Betty Keeler died, wewent to the hometo visit the
family. Betty wasdtill inher bed. Lorawasateenager
now, but shedidn’t hesitate to crawl on the bed and
put her body right next to Betty’s. She put her face
next to hersand wrapped her arm around her waist,
and just talked to her as if she were dive. She
expressed her great lovefor her. She had nofear of
death and knew they would be together again some

day.
February 2, 1999

How it starts?
Can we recall?
From a chocolate kiss

To a hug in the hall.

For when we look,

Our memories fade—
All those sneaky ways
Our friendship she made.

The jokes turn to love,
The tricks to a kiss—
Her tender ways
That we will all miss.

But while she is gone
She gets us once more,

Though rid of her body

She left memories in store.

Cleon Forsyth and Lora in the Highlands (Scotland)

Graduation from Santa Rosa High in 2002

Like a tiger she fought
And, in the end, won—
With her Father she walks

The mortal life done.

The friend we turned to
Here in spirit instead,

For in this gospel she trusted
And put God at the head.

To a wonderful friend
Who knew what to live for
(and made sure everyone else knew too!)

[ Love You Betty,
Sincerdy,
Q/;fifa %ﬂ%ﬂﬁ;{ @;ﬁeeﬂ/ymm)
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sofredy wasaresult of al thelovethat wasgivento her when shewasborn. Right after Spencer washborn,

| felt worn out and tired from having children. All seven had comevery orderly—every twoyears. | was
thirty-seven when Spencer wasborn, and certainly seven childrenisenough! | wasworn out from the many
medical problemswe had to deal with, and felt quite satisfied with thenumber of childrenthat wehad. Then
my forty-second year came. Thefortiesweresuch good yearsfor me. | had so much energy andfelt heathy
and strong. It’sagood thing because some amazing challengeswere ahead of us. Thefirst challenge—I got
pregnant. Itwasn't really an accident, nor wasit planned. Wejust had thisfedling that if another child wassent
tous, we' d beokay, and weweren’t worried about any physica problemsthat might comewith another child.
My mother wasforty-onewhen | wasborn, so forty-three couldn’t betoo old!

I think 1 should go back now and tell you about Lora'shirth. Perhapsall thislovethat shewasabletogive

| wasstill the Stake Activity Specialist when | was pregnant with Lora, and it wasa roadshow year. We
finished the roadshowsin November, and we had just three weeks before we were going to start into the
production of the Northern California Dance Festival, which included Santa Rosa, Ukiah, and Eureka.
WEell, Lorawasborn onthe 5" of December 1983, and amidst all the pressure, shewasablessing from heaven
to sootheus, to comfort us, and to dow usdown for amoment so we could reflect onthe most important things
inlife. | had been suffering through aserious case of guilt because of the car accident we had when | wasonly
threemonthspregnant with Lora. Atthattime, | feltlikel had made aserious mistakethat nearly cost thelives

of all of us. | even prayed over and over again that the Lord would inflict
some pain on mein exchangefor thepain that | had caused my children. |
asked Him to takemy baby so | wouldn'’t be allowed to beamother againto
another child. | thought | had failed. TheLord didn't grant methat prayer.
Eventhough | had made amistake, | seemed to have nothing but blessings
poured out upon meéfter that. Thefirst blessngwasthelifeof al my children.
The second blessing wasthe birth of yet another child. Aslongasl live, |
could never explainto anyonethe great amount of Heavenly Father’slovel
feltat Lorashirth. It wassototally overwhelming. Heactually loved me!

Asusual, thoselast twenty minuteswhen my one heavy pain started and
never let up wereterribly painful. No matter how often | delivered ababy
quickly, thedoctor could never seemto get thereintimeto givemeany relief

medication! But without the after effects of any kind of medication, | felt

absolutely wonderful immediately after the birth—alittlesorein afew spots
but nothing more. During thosetwenty minutes| remember sayingto Gina,

“Next time, you're hereand |'m there.” (Meaning, of course, that |
was not going to go through thisagain, and I’ d bewatching her deliver a
baby instead of vice-versa.)

Theminute shewasborn, the doctor put her unwrapped gooey body on my
bare stomach, and then put awarm blanket on each of us. It felt sooo
good. Shenever cried except for that tiny littlebit after birth. If | remember
right, Ginawasthefirst oneto hold L ora, and then Christy. Doug rushed
homeand picked up dl five of theboys (none of whom wanted to watch the

birth), and brought them to the hospital room. Each onetook aturnholding
Loraandtakingtoher. It wasmorethan two hoursof dl of ussharing thismoment together beforethe nurses
even took her in and weighed and measured her.
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Chrismasvacationtime, and | never did get to hold her—
except inthe middle of the night, and then Doug and |
would take turns after her
feeding to put her tosleepon
our chests. We never seemed
towant to deep her awvay from
our own bodies. Shewasvery
seldomin abassinet thosefirst
severd months. Someonewas
alwaysasking to hold her and
rock her. Eveninchurch, she
deptinour amsor onour laps.
Inthecar shedeptinabassinet .,
that was like a basket so we : : k
could just carry her in the -~ "
basket while shestill dlept. Asshegrew, she continued to be
physicaly closeto people. Onetime Doug was napping on our bed, and Lorawas sleeping besidehim. She
wanted to get closer, so pretty soon her arm washugging his. Then shecrawled alittle closer and pulled her
body right acrosshisface, and that’swhereshe
wanted to sleep.

! orawasabeautiful Christmasgift for all of us. She never wasmine—not evenfromthestart. It was

WEell, what about today >—she’ stwenty-three
and hasbeen quitegrown up for sometimenow.
She was here in Santa Rosa with her whole
dance team from BY U-Idaho. They were
competing inaswing dance competitionin San
Francisco. We had beds and bedding for
everyone, but | didn’t provideanythingfor Lora
| knew she'djust comeand crawl in bed with
Dougand me. Shedlill likestobeclose. I'm
sure the boys she hasgone with have enjoyed
that part of her
personality! Shewill belovingwifeand
mother—ablessing to her future husband
and children.

Lora's first three years were spent
mostly in Scotland. Wearrived therewhen
shewasonly six-months-old. Shewas
my shadow every singleday whileall the
kidswereinschooal. | didn’t know or trust
anyoneto baby-sit her, so shewent with
meeverywhere. Whenfriendsor family
came to visit, we would travel many : S
places—to many castles, lochs, and fields Lora and Michelle Jensen
of heather—and shesaw it all. It'sjust in Scotland 1986
too bad shewastoo young to remember.
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when shewasfourteen-years-old. Infact, wetook her to France when we picked up Christy from her

mission and together weall saw the French Riviera, Paris, Grenobleand Scotland. 1t wasfun to show
her Kirktonhill and to go through the old beautiful homethat wewereso privilegedtoliveinfor threeyears.
Our oldfriendstheredl enjoyed seeing thesetwo girlsof ourswho had grown
up so beautifully.

g E he had abeautiful little Scottish accent when wearrived back in the States. \Wedid take her to Scotland

Lora stakingwasso delightful whenshe
wasabout Sx-years-old. Shetriedtouse
big and difficult words, but often said a
wrong oneinitsplace, which madethe
sentencevery funny. Some example of
this

“ Scotty wear s braceletson histeeth.”

“Mommy, would you help me get the
little black lizard out of my foot.”

Lorastarted praying. | said, “1’mwaiting for you to start.” Shesaid,
“| already started. Now thistime don’t erupt.”

“1 can still talk with a Scottish accident.”

Shehit her leg on the edge of the car, which hurt her. Sherolled down her
bottom lip and cried, “ It'sjust like breaking an uncle.”

Oneof our favorite quotesof Lora' s(that westill use) is, “ Don’t lell me!”
Shewould say thiswhen shewasvery littlewhen someoneevendightly raised
hisvoiceto her.

The Koehles lived with us for

—
e~

several weekswhiletheir house
wasbeing finished. All their kids
playedtheviolin, and oneplayed the
cdlo. At Churchoneday, shepointed
to Johnny K oehle (theyoungest) and
said, “ There's the boy who plays
the little jello.”

My favorite story waswhenwewere e lj :

ridinginthecar oneday. Previoudy, we had suffered with an ant probleminthe
kitchen, and | had sprayed, mopped and done everything | could to get rid of
theseants. Whilewewereinthecar | noticed that Lorawastaking totwo little
antsthat were crawling on her arm. Shesaid, “ You areso cuteand little. Do
you know that | loveyou.” Andthen shesaid, “I’'m sorry but my Mommy

has killed your mommy and daddy and all your brothers and sisters.”

Page 150



t Christmastimein 1989 Russ brought Kari homefor usto meet. After shewasgoneweasked himif
hewasinlove. Heanswered, “ | don’t know. What isloveanyway?” Wethen asked Lora(who
seemed to know all the answers) to describelove—after al, shereceived enough of it. Shesaid,
[, it's when you really, really like somebody.” | said, “1 think it's got to be more than just
liking.” Lorathought amoment and said, “It’swhen you really, really like somebody with your heart.”

Another fun moment in 1989 was one day when | opened up the mail and said, “ Look at this, another
wedding.” Lorareplied, “| just can’t believe so many people havegrown up sofast!” | said, “Well, at
least Gina’snot getting married yet.” (she had beeninthe missionfield four months). Then Lorasaid,
“Yeah, she's taking a long time to grow
up, just likel am.”

Theyoungest child getsan education early.
Theolder children bring musicintothehouse,
or friends into the house, and they watch
moviesthat arenolonger cartoons. Asaresult,
sometimestheyoungest child hearsaword or
words that they shouldn’t hear, and then
repeatsthesewords. One day, shetook the
Lord’'s name in vain by saying, “Oh my
7 W, wewantedto changethisquickly
so wetaught her to say something elseevery
time she'd fedl like making that kind of
statement. Sofor yearsLorasaid, “ Oh my
goodness, gracious sakes alive!”

Doug
Cecile
Rusty
Gina
Craig
Scotty
Christy
Jimmy
Spencer
Lora

1988
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Loraand Scotty gavebirth tothe Fish Song. They performed thisat Russand Kari’swedding:

“Oh, I Lobster and never Flounder

He wrapped his line around her

And they drove off in his Carp.

Oh, I Lobster and never Flounder

[ Octopus his face in--hell only break her Harp.”

“You know, Huck, I Sword-a fish she 'd come back to me
“What fer, she'll just give you the same ol line,

‘Not tonight, dear, | have a Haddock.”

“Well, I've kept her picture in my Walla all these years.
Do you think she’s kepr my picture in her Perch?”

“Well, we better stop Seahorsin’ around,
These folks look like they re goin’ into a state of Shark.”
“Did you say a state of Shark?”” “I shore did.”

“Frankly, Scallop, I don’t give a Clam!”

protected her. Jimmy particularly took acareful watch of her. Hedidn’t even mind playing with her

hen shehad smelly digpers. For so many years, they protected her, loved her and teased her. When

shegot to bealot older, they still continued to tease her, but it wasn’t so much funanymore. Oneday, | said
to her, “Well, Lora, they ve alwaysloved teasing you,

! oraused to love singing thiswith Craig aswell. These brothers of hersall watched over her and

and you used to like it.” And she said, “ Yeah, but
when | was little, they would tease with love.”

Twomorelittlestoriesof Loraasalittlegirl in Scotland.
When | wastaking her up the stairsto put her to bed, |
said, “Come on, it'stime for B-E-D.” Shecried, “I
don’t want to go to B-E-D, | want to go to E-R-F!”
‘ 1 : (shewasonly three). Another timel wasreading her a
- LAAS’ T S > bedtimestory. | said, “ TherewasaMomma-bear and

“i ;{ " B Ve aPoppa-bear. .” and before| could finish, she blurted

alls N A S out, “Andal ora-Bear!”

\?f" iuw '; o e :
‘~.,f.~‘l~ L S WEell, the person who cared for Loramorethan anyone
4 N s s was Christy. They slept in the sameroom, and Christy

changed her diapersand fed her quite often. They developed areal bond. Infact, Lorahasalwaysidolized
Christy and wanted to have the same spiritual strength as Christy had. That’swhy shewantedtogoona
mission. Shetalked about amissionfromthevery early daysof her life.

Lorawanted to have her Patriarcha Blessing much earlier than any of the othersrequestedit. So at theage of
twelve, shereceived it onthe 21% of April 1996. Many of her blessingshaveyet to befulfilled, but again, it
alwaysamazesmehow well the Lord knowsmy children, and knowstheir potentia long before| ever seeit.
However, Loraawaysseemedto have spiritua strength—never ever questioning sacred things, dwaysknowing
where her beloved grandparentsand old friendswent after they died. Her blessing says,
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“You have been blessed with great faith in the Lord’s latter-day work and thistrust in the Lord will
be a powerful and great blessing to you all thedaysof your life. .. Through thisspiritual preparation,
the time will come when the servants of the Lord will blessyou and call you into the mission field.”

LoraalwayswantedtogotoItaly. Shestudied someltdianin
high school. When wewent to New Zealand, Elder Didier
told usthat L orawould beableto enter themissionfield earlier
thanwhat isnorma for girls. Shefinished her year of collegeat
SouthernVirginiaUniversty, andthenjoined usinNew Zedand
for afew monthswhile shewaited for her missioncall. She
was convinced that if the Genera Authoritiesdidn’t want to
send her to Italy, that surely they wouldn’t want to pay for a
trip back to the United States, so a call to New Zealand,
Australiaor Tahiti would bejust grand. Her call cametothe
Y . Visitors' Centre so webrought it downto her while shewas
;f" : A S gtill inbed. Shesat up, dowly openedit, and read it to herself.
i (N LA % Wasthere somedlight disappointment? Maybe. But with her
Cecile, Lora, Dougat New Zealand Temple & 5,31 humor she said, “ Well, it'snot Italy, but Fort Worth,
June 2004 - Lora took out endowments .
Texas was my second choice!

Lorasmissonwasvery successful. Not because shegot alot of
baptisms, but because of al that shelearned while she served.
So often she would say something like, “Why isn’t there
someone who can just teach me how to be a missionary—I
just don’t know howtodoit.” But no matter how many days
ended with
rejection after
rejection, she
wrote home
positive letters.
Aswiththe other children whilethey were ontheir missions,
Doug and | constantly prayed for her happinessand success.
Right at theend of her mission, shesaw somewonderful people
comeinto the Church. Learning about and living the Gospel
hel ped to save acouple of their marriages. They will bless
Loraforever.

Josh and Cody Ruple and Lora
L orajust makeswonderful andfast friendships. Her patriarcha February 2006 - Texas

blessing says,

“Your association with other daughtersof God will be sweet, preciousand important to your salvation
as you gather around your friends who will be your friends forever, both in time and in eternity.”

| think thispart of her blessingisvery importantto Lora. Shehad afriendship with threeother girlsal theway
through grade school on up through high school. BeccaDavisand Piper Davishave particularly stayed close
friendshipswith her. Moreclosefriendswere madeat Southern Virginia, and when shecameto New Zealand
shegathered (very quickly) somemorelifetimefriendships (boysand girlsnow).
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Sisters at the Visitors” Centre in New Zealand Lora, Becca Davis, Lolly Thompson, Piper Davis

roy (part Maori), Daniel (Chinese), Rachel (Tongan), Justin (Kiwi), Missy (Samoan) and afew sister
missionariesfromAmericaplus Sister Fina i (aSamoan from New Zedland). All of ustogether got the
same letter every week from Lorafrom Texas! Assoon as she came home from her mission, she
formed great friendshipsin the RedwoodsWard and in just ashort time hel ped ayoung Chinesegirl comeinto
the Church. Thisgirl alwaystalksto usabout Lorawhenwe see her. Shetruly lovesher asadear friend.
Now Lora'sback at BY U-Idaho, and just today wastalking to me about her friendshipsthere. For oncelLora
was without wordstrying to describe how shefelt about thesewonderful friendships she had madeinthe
Swing Dance Club. Many have shared the samekind of spiritual experiences, and so their friendship has
becomevery deep, very fast. | think Lorawill awaysmakegood and lasting friendships.

Loraasohasagreat lovefor her nephewsand nieces. Perhapsthispoem shewrote best describeshow she
feds

My Kids

My body sits rigid,
uncomfortably twisted

in unnatural angles,

but,

as my limbs plead to shift
and plastic juts

into my hips and elbows,

I dare not move.

for, how often

am i lucky enough

to have angelic figures
resting their innocence
against my arms?

two beautiful children
sleep in their booster chairs
that have me

painfully placed in between.
but i will not stir.

i cannot wake them.
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i feed on their

energy and warmth that
transfers to my
inadequate soul,

as they put their trust

in my bony shoulders

as a pillow for their

pure dreams.

do they comprehend what a
glorious light

they so unknowingly

shed

under my skin,

so much that i feel the rays
pushing all my fear,
hatred, lust, evil,

out

out

out of my tormented body,
so that beams are radiant

from my every pore.
and i am happy.

happy _
just to ache between their

car seats,
as they sleep,

L1 LAY

I

Maggie, Lora, Bella

and i put my head softly on theirs,

smelling the refreshing scents
of tearless shampoo

and sidewalk chalk.
Please, Heavenly Father,

Lora and

Ethan

keep them safe,
content.

please, let them find
the lives that are
worthy

of their good hearts.
oh, i love these kids.

so, i stay uncomfortably still
for as long as possible,
trying to capture

their essence, and love,

hoping they will not turn
sleepily away from me
on the car-ride

home. by Lora (Heribner
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| guessmost of what | havewrittenissummed upinthe poem | wroteLorafor her twenty-first birthday
whileshewasserving her missonin Texas.

Lora Bear Michelle Piggle-poo Scribner

(21 Years!)

5 December 2004

Just twenty-one years since you came to earth
Everything changed on the day of your birth
All seven kids got to hold you that day

Each one in turn—each had their way.

They kissed you and held you and sang you a song
They all seemed to “soften” when you came along. . .

You always were held by one or the other
By father, by brother, by sister or mother.

If you started to cry, we raced to your side,
“It's my turn,” “No, mine” — Oh, what a ride!

For many a year—more than three, more
than four

You were the one for us all to adore.

We taught you to sing and perform early on —

It’s hard to believe those years are long gone.

| still see you singing in Scotland—age three
You sang about Mary and the lamb

that was wee
You also can dance (and “stop” you will not)
The kitchen’s the place to swing ‘til you're

hot.

When did you change from baby to girl?
As quick as a wink—as fast as a whirl—

I just wasn’t ready—you caught me off
guard

When you ventured from home—to lose
you was hard. . .

Well, it’s like being lost when you up and
leave home

And choices are made that are only your
own.
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You were always determined to do your own thing
Before you were grown, or even a teen—
Sometimes you scared us—we often lost sleep—
Sometimes we’d laugh, but sometimes we’d weep.

Yet always we knew from that very first breath

We were bound with a love much stronger than death.
But bound as we were, we had to let go

And watch from a distance—it was always your “show.”

Your choice to choose the dances you'd dance
The clothes you would wear and styles to enhance,
The music you’d hear, the songs you would sing,

The boys you would kiss (if that was the thing).

Your circle of friends was always your choice,
Though we sometimes raised eyebrows and opened our voice—
But mostly we’'ve loved every one of your friends
All over the globe—through all kinds of trends.

Rebecca, Piper, and Jeff, Moss and Lisa

Troy and Rachel, Justyn, Missy and Nesque,

And then there’s Don Juan (at one time, your beau)
Daniel and Mark and those we don’t know.

A hard choice | know—A Mission to serve

It requires some prayer, some faith and some nerve,

Some patience, some tears, and a bushel of love
For the people, companions and your Father above.

W sitill see you “little,” singing fish songs and such
Just “added upon” with the Master’s Touch.
He’s given you freedom to choose—it’s an art—

And he’s given you POWER to choose the good part.

That's really the gift that is priceless—yet free—
The power to choose your eternity.

You're beautiful, loving and heaps of fun,

A good hearty laugh, and we miss you a ton.
So—yeah—that is it, but that is not all

We'll keep you “as is” with a strong Texan drawl!

All our love on your “21st,”

WMo and Dad

R T\
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nd before | end, did I mention that Lora loves to sing and loves to dance—I| mean really

loves to dance! Right now it's her life. Before she left on her mission, it was also her life.

She'sdone some clogging, and other kinds of dancing, but “ It don’t mean athing, if itain’t got
that swing!” She’'safabulous swing dancer, and she' salso apatient, loving and persistent teacher. She's
taught many othersto loveit asmuch asshedoes. I’ m sure her future husband will haveto know how to
Swing! But she'sequally good at singing. She hearsand can sing beautiful harmonies. She'sevengood at
making up her own harmonies, which | think shelearned how to do (at least partly) fromthePolynesians. |
wonder what the next twenty yearswill bringwith Lora. | hopewedon’t ever losetheold Lora. She'saball
of fireand | loveher!

Jazz Singers at Maria Carillo High School

Dave Goepel,
Russ, Doug,
Lora and
Scott

-

Jimmy, Scott, —
Christy, Bl T

Spencer and =

Lora at Russ’

Wedding 1990
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“Why | Believe”
by Hora @ér%;zew g

December 2005

examination. Thiscan bealittletoo internally focused at times,

but for the most part, questioning our testimonies seemsto leave
an avenue for faith-building experiences. It'sacompilation of these
experiencesthat seemsto flood into my mind while pondering why |
believe. So | hopethisstory isn't too scattered and helps someone
bes desmysalf—Dbut if not, at least | can count on my parents saying how
muchthey lovedit!

-I-he life of a Latter-day Saint seems to always be one of self-

| haveto say that my knowledgethat my Father in Heaven knowsmeand
lovesme, that the Book of Mormonistrue, that Joseph SmithwasChrist’s
mouthpiece called 200 years ago, that we have aliving Prophet (Gordon
B. Hinckley) and Twelve A postlestoday, and that miraclesand the spreading of Christ’ sGospel arefueled by
faithand diligence—all have cometo methrough prayer. Thislist of gospd truths, afew of which| wouldlike
tohighlight, have cometo meindifferent timesof my life.

First of dl, I’ vedwaysknown my Father in Heaven answers prayers. Being probably the most forgetful and
crisessminded childinmy family, I vehad alifetimeof desperate pleasfor alost shoe, my homework assgnment,
apen, aquarter, thekeys, my templerecommend, and now my homework assignment again. Though | seem
to be supplied withinfiniteweaknesses, the L ord hasrepeatedly and immediately shown infinitemercy.

Thefirst big experiencel remember having with building my testimony waswhilel prayed to know that the
Book of Mormon wastrue. | was some age younger thanten, and | remember staying up past my bedtime,
kneeling by my bed, and hoping for some heavenly manifestation of trumpeting angelsand an echoing bass
voiceresonating, “ It'strue, it'strue, it'strue. ..” Nosuchluck, but | do remember feeling good enough
about theexperiencethat, intheend, | waswilling to risk punishment for staying up past my bedtime, totell my
parents, “ | know the Book of Mormon istrue.”

To hear aresonating echoisn't too difficult, for different variationsof thisfoundational scenehasreplayeditself
many timesinmy life. Of course, | dwaysfet great at church. It wasawaysthehighlight of my week, giving
merefuge and grounding in standards established by theinspired primary and young women'’s programs.
Whiletheteenage world around metook turnsgoing crazy with substance abuse and day-to-day deceit and
cruelty, | knew that Church was good and hel ped meturnto my Savior for safety.

A few definingmomentsinthoseyears.

EFY—Especially For Youth Program: Watching avideo with Christ surrounded by little children and
knowingthat | wanted to bethereand that | would striveto get there by living theway Christ wanted metolive.
Girls Camp: Thethemewas, “ If You Can't Sand It, Kneel.” | had agreat experience onenight onahike
toseethestars. Thesky wascovered from horizonto horizonwith clouds, and wewereinvited to exerciseour
faith and pray to seethe stars. Wethen laid on our backswaiting for the miracle aswe shared our testimonies
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of the Gospel. From the moment thefirst testimony began, sky appeared. During the major portion of the
meeting thewhole sky wasclear and the starswereradiant. The moment thelast testimony ended, about an
hour later, the cloudy covering had quickly, thickly, reappeared over every portion of thesky. | gained agreat
testimony of prayer that week.

Defending Proposition 22: Beingan LDSrepublicanina90% liberal high school during apolitical proposition
toallow same-sex marriage didn’t exactly help me stick to my stay ambiguousfour-year plan. Asthe school
newspaper displayed the L DS position ontheissue, my testimony of theredlity of amodern day prophet and
continuing revelation grew tremendoudly. | wasableto testify to one of my best friendsthat “ gender isan
essential characteristic of individual premortal, mortal and eternal identity and purpose,” and that
“ marriage between a man and a woman is ordained of God.” Although my friend was homosexual,
through adesperate prayer for mutual understanding, the Spirit of love that was between ustestified that the
things| wassharing weretrue.

After high school isdwaysadifferent story. Spiritually riding onthe coattailsof family and friendsdoesn’t have
the sustaining power it oncedid, and distractionsare EVERY WHERE. Simple commandmentsof daily
reading of scripturesand praying never seemtofitintheroutine. Black and whiterulesand linesturn grey, and
soon, church attendance can become sporadic and purely social.

It wasat therock bottom of thistimeframethat my once miracle-minded faith seemed ajokeor anilluson. All
that remained wasadesireto believe, and onceagain, | started where | began adecade before—by my bed,
onmy knees, in desperate prayer. Thistime, not only for the acknowledgment of eternal truths, but to know
that my Heavenly Father loved me and could forgive mefor neglecting Him so long and making uninspired
decisonsinthemeantime,

| cameinto that prayer disturbed and foggy and left with apeaceful clarity, knowing that whenwetrust inthe
Lord, everythingisgoingtobe OK. | asoreceived aknowledgethat day-to-day care of our testimoniesis
essential—they grow or decay. Thereisno standing still. Asl practiced repentance, | felt afreeing power,
which grew inrenewed direction through constant prayer and scripture study.

Oneyear later, | again found myself on my kneesinaclothescloset inVirginia. | wasfasting and praying
specifically about Joseph Smith and the Book of Mormon so that | could be converted as Nephi was, with an
ability totestify with boldnessand surety. | had to know if the Priesthood power had beenrestored, if Christ
truly was at the head of thischurch and if the correct authority to baptize wasrestored to the earth. Sinceall
of these questions hinge on whether or not Joseph Smith wasaprophet and if the Book of Mormon, whichis
evidenceof hisdivinecalling, istrue, | again asked if thisrecord was correct. Asl proceededtoread, | was
filled with enlightenment and understanding asthe Book of Mor mon answered specific hardships| wasfacing.
Again, | received apersonal witnessand communication from my Heavenly Father, and | wasready to serve
amission.

That ismy testimony over and over again. The Savior’splan and restored gospel enables us. Whenyou come
with atroubled mind, reading the scriptures, going to church and praying will heal thewounded heart and fill
spiritua voidswith direction and peacethat only Christ cangive.

Now onamission, | feel daily experiencesadding tremendous depth to my knowledge and beliefs. | now cry
out with all my energy of soul and voice: “ Comeall that are heavy laden. Cometo the Savior. GiveHim
your sinsto truly know Him, and follow him through authorized baptism and receive the Holy Ghost,
that He may give you rest!”
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| know it. I’ ve seenthetransformationsof those around me, and my own new heart. Christlives. Heguides
our living prophet today. The Book of Mormon adds its witness of the Savior to the Bible as a second
testimony of Christ’sredity, which answersquestionsto thesoul.

| lovethisgospel, my Father in Heaven, and my Savior JesusChrist. Inhisnameandwith Hishelp, | striveto
declareHiswords. Amen. (December 2005)

The Girls
Cecile, Gina, Christy, Lora
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And. . . The Boys
Doug, Russ,
Craig, Scott,
Jim, Spence
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With their spouses:
Robbyn and Craig
Jenny and Scott
Stephanie and Jim
Kari and Russ
Lisa and Spencer




“Why | Believe”
by %@e/k %ﬁ 7eer

(Written while serving a mission with Doug

in New Zealand from 2004-2006)

r oneand half yearsinthe ChristusRoom
P theVisitors Centreherein New Zealand
I’ ve been listening to testimonies from
peoplefrom Fiji, Australia, New Zedand, Tonga,
Samoa, South Africa, New Caledonia, Scotland,
Denmark, Holland, China, Taiwan, Korea,
England, Colombig, Italy, the Congo, America(including Hawaii) and India. Every story hasbeen different—
thesefiresides have been the most uplifting experiences| think I’ ve ever enjoyed—week after week. My
testimony of therestored Gospd of Jesus Christ hasgrownimmensdly. Every person hasstruggled to answer
thequestion, “ Why | Believe,” and now I’ m struggling with it mysdlf. With every testimony that’sbeen borne,
I’ ve asked myself, “ Howwould | explain my own feelings?” | will try.

In 1985wewerelivingin Scotland, and my oldest sonwasat Brigham Young Univerdity. Hewaspreparing for
hismission, and wasasked to bear histestimony. Hestruggled withit, and wroteit down. That'show | knew
what he said—I found thisscratch piece of paper with histestimony onit. Hesaid, “ | don't know myself that
the Church istrue, but my father knows it’s true, and he's the best and most honest man | know. If he
knowsit'strue, thenitis.”

It'sokay toliveon the strength of someoneelsefor awnhile. | think | didthat for several years. Asavery little
girl, I seemedto know the Church wastrue—the Holy Ghost bore witnessto meof thismany, many times. But
| had not doneanything for that testimony—I hadn’t worked for it. | smply wasborninto afamily wherethe
Gospdl played apart of our every day lives. Weweren't aperfect family by any means, but as| searchmy
early memories, | can remember kneeling asafamily in prayer on Sunday morningsbeforeweleft for church.
We never missed church. During my first six yearsof life, my father wasthe Bishop of theward in Rock
Springs, Wyoming. Then we moved to Utah in 1947, and my father had to stay in Wyoming to keep his
bus nessgoing, but my parentswanted thefamily tolivecloser to the heart of the Church wherewe could meet
and marry theright peoplein theright place—the Temple. For therest of my growingupyears, | only saw my
father ontheweekends. Hehad hisown small airplaneand would leavework on Friday nightsand fly to Utah.
Every evening about five or six 0’ clock wewould listen for the sound of an airplaneto comethrough Provo
Canyon. Soonwe heard it and ran outside to search the skies. Sure enough, therehewas! Hecircled our
houseacoupleof times, tipped hiswingsand wewould wave. Thenwe d hopinthecar andracedowntothe
arport to pick himup. On Sunday afternoon after abig Sunday dinner and somerelaxing time, we' d get inthe
car again and take my Dad back to the airport where hewould fly back to WWyoming. | thought it wassuchan
excitingway tolivel

| remember hearing my Dad tell storiesof hismissionin 1921 toAustralia. We enjoyed them no matter how
many timeswe heard them. | loved Sundays. | loved my friendsat Church, and | loved being with my family.
After Churchwhenwe d walk into the house, therewas alwaysthiswonderful aromaof aroast and potatoes
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intheoven. Sitting around thetable on Sunday afternoon after Church with brothersand sisters, nephewsand
niecesand specia guests—now, therewere Sundaysto remember! My Dad alwayssaid beautiful prayers.
They werereverent (and sometimestoolong!).

My mother told storiesof her life. Weloved to hear them over and over againaswell. Thestoriesthat | loved
themost werethe“miracles.” Which onewasmy favorite? Therewere so many—but to mention afew, there
wasthetimethat shewasat the dedication of asmall chapel in\WWyoming, and Melvin J. Ballard wasthereto
dedicateit. A gloriouschoir sang for thededication. My mother asked Brother Ballard afterwardswhy they
didn’t build choir seats so the choir could be seen, and heanswered, “ Soyou heard it too. Thischapel must
have been built with great sacrifice because what you heard was a heavenly choir.” Thentherewerethe
many timeswe heard about her three younger brothersand sisters. They wereyoung adultsinthe 1930's
when tubercul osiswas at epidemic proportionsin the United States. First of all Alan, 24 yearsold, had his
tonsilsout, and afterwardsweakened. He caught tuberculosisand never got well. HediedinIllinois, but he
appeared at thefoot of my mother’ sbed that evening (shewaslivinginWyoming) and smply said, “ I’mgoing
now, Lucie.” Sheknew hewasgone. Alan’sdeath was hard for the wholefamily, but ten monthslater, the
family wasbeginning tofedl lifeagain. Thegirlswereinajovial mood, trying on their mother’shatsand
laughing and giggling. Winnie, 26 yearsold, washealing fromtubercul osis, but inamoment of laughter, she
started coughing and couldn’t stop. Scar tissue on her lungsbroke and shedied almost immediately. Just the
next year, it wasobviousthat Lora, 21 yearsold, wasnot well. She had atestimony of the Gospel and to her
mother said, “ You know, don’'t you, that I'mnot afraid to die.” Sheknew shewould bewith her beloved
companions. My mother went to her mother’shometo help carefor Lora, but during the evening shehad a
dream that her grandmother had cometo get Lora. Shejoined her mother inthekitchen the next morning and
told her about thedream. Neither had goneinto Lora sroom yet, but her mother said, “ Yes, Grandma has
cometo get Lora— had the samedream.” They both knew she was gone.

Theseand many other storieswere part of my growing up. Experiencing and hearing storiesof miracleswas
away of lifefor me. | think they arethereasonwhy | believe. | learned about God just by listening and
believing. Likemy son, | knew that my mother and father werethe best people on earth—they could not be
deceived, and thosethingsthat cameto themwerered. Thegreat experiencesmy Dad hadinthemissionfield,
the spiritua manifestationsthat my mother witnessed over and over againin her life—theywerereal, asred as
wewere. Without much effort on my part, | knew that God lived, that death was not the end of life, that
familieswere meant to beforever, and that we needed the constant nourishment of God’sword that came
through our activity in Church and study of thescriptures. | knew that someday | would marry inthetemple
and would continueto livethisvery kind of lifethat had brought me so much happinessin my childhood. |
wanted my childrento havewhat | had.

Now I’m sixty-four yearsold. My testimony of the Gospel hasonly strengthened as|’ ve gained apersondl
testimony that isno longer leaning on my parents’ and other great leaders|’ veknown. I’ veread the Book of
Mormon many timesover. | know itistheword of God as| know theBibleis. I’ ve served my ownmission
inAustraliaand have my ownmiraculousstoriestotell of conversionsthere. I’ ve had thewitnessof the spirit
that told methat | wasmarrying theright man. I’ ve prayed for children who have comeinto our home and
blessed our lives. Isthereany womanwho hasgonethrough thisexperience of birth who could deny that God
lives, that the birth of ababy isthe greatest miracle on earth? My husband and | have had trials—achild born
with adefectivefoot, adaughter who had to have akidney removed at five months, ason who needed heart
surgery at four yearsof age, ason who wasborn deaf, but through the blessings of the priesthood wasgiven his
hearing, achild who had apartial cleft palate and who spent fifteen yearslearning how to talk, children born
with poor vision. I’ ve seen God's protective hand in severe car accidentswhen, for somereason, thelivesof
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my children were preserved—not once, but twice. Perhapsthesewere givento usasatest but aswe prayed
for miracles, we expected them to happen, and they did—not alwaysin the way we asked, but miracles
nevertheless.

| haven’t witnessed miraclesinthe sameway my mother did, but | cannot deny that thereisaGod in Heaven
who loves me and my family and who has protected and guided us over and over and over again. But with
everything | havewitnessed, I’ m not suremy fedlingsareany more heartfelt thanthey werewhen | wasalittle
girl leaning on thetestimony of my parents. Inactuaity, | do not know how NOT to believe. | would haveto
deny my very existence and turn against the peoplewho | know to bethebest on earth. | thank my Fatherin
Heavenfor goodnessin my life, for al those who went before me and sacrificed for the sake of the Gospel—
my greet, great grandparentsinWal es, Scotland and England who left their familiesand homeandswhenthey
heard the testimonies of great missionarieslike Wilford Woodruff, who taught them of Joseph Smith andthe
restoration of the Gospel in these latter days. These ancestors of mine had greater faith than | can even
imagine—and why did they leave homeland and familiesto join the Saintsin Nauvoo and Salt Lake City?
Sometimes| fed likethey persondly didit for me—that | might havethisgreet lovein my heart for the Saviour
Jesus Chrigt, for God, his Father—my own Heavenly Father, for the great prophet Joseph Smith, and for
President Gordon B. Hinckley, our living prophet on the earth at thistime, and al'so that | might havethis
forever feeling—thisstrong bond that | feel with my own children and grandchildren and extended family and
friends. | have been soblessed. And | |eavethistestimony inthe name of Jesus Christ, Amen.

Our family in 1984 (just before our first one, Russ, left home)
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“Why | Believe”
by QEZ%wgzz%ghufig?é%%d%wr

New Zedand TempleVistors Centre
Director (2004 - 2006)

bout 700 yearsbefore Jesuswasborn,
Athe prophet | saiah gave usapriceless
glimpseof the purposeof life. Hesaid,
“Whom shall he teach knowledge? And
whomshall he make to under stand doctrine?
For precept must be upon precept,
precept upon precept; lineupon line; herea
little and there a little.” (Isaiah 28:9-10)
Gaining Knowledge about God and his
Doctrinehasbeenadriving forceinmy life, and
| havelearned that it comesby searchingfor it
just one little bit at a time. Gaining this
knowledge of each precept isaprocesswhich
beginswith havingadesiretoknow. If wethen

makeaplacefor thisdesireto grow, it becomes
abelief. Thebdlief turnsintofaith asweactively strivetoliveby it. Thenfinaly, following atria of our faith,
it becomesknowledge. | would liketo share seven preceptsthat form the basisof Why | Believe.

Thissearch for knowledge about God beganfor mewhen | wassixteen. | remember singing inour high school
choir at an Easter sunriseservicein BalboaPark in San Diego, Cdifornia. Therewasadensefog that morning
and only afew people cameto hear us, but aswesang“ TheHoly City,” something touched my heart deeply,
and | wanted to know more about Jesus Christ. So | became activein aCongregationa Church youth group
wheremy parentsoccasionally attended. | enjoyed singing and joined the church choir aswell ascontinuing
withthe high school choir. Still, my quest for knowledge about God wasnot satisfied. Findly, infrustration, |
made an appointment with theminister of the Plymouth Congregationa Church. Whenwemet in hisoffice, |
said, “ | havetwo questionsfor you to answer: ‘“WhoisGod?' and ‘What happensto uswhenwedie?”

Perhapsit was because Reverend Barber had earned hisway through theol ogical seminary on ahockey
scholarship, but | wasvery disappointed with the vagueness of hisanswers. So | decided toforget about it for
awhile

Thenext timethisquest emerged wasin my second year at Stanford University. Eventhough | was pursuing
adegreein el ectrical engineering, the university required usto take coursesinliberal artsincluding English
composition. | wasliving off campusthat year inahousewith five other fellows, two of whom happenedto be
Latter-day Saints. Oneday | wasin abasement study hall with one of my Mormon housemates and decided
towriteapaper about “ Who Godis.” Sincel didn’t know, | madeoneup. | surmised that God waslikea
rancloudandweadl |eft hispresenceasindividua raindropstoliveour lives. Thenat deathweall got together
intherain puddle and evaporated our way back to God. | was proud of my paper so | asked my Mormon
friend, Robert Gwynn, toread it. After readingit, Robert said, “ That was very interesting, would you like
metotell youwho Godreallyis?” Hetook meinto asmall, private room and told methe experience of the
Prophet Joseph Smith who prayed and saw avision of God the Father and His Son, Jesus Christ. Afterwards
| told himthat | appreciated hissincerity, but that | could never believeit. | wasn't ready yet!

Page 166



Two yearslater, my search beganin earnest. A girl from my old church youth group had attended BY U and
had been converted to therestored Gospdl of JesusChrist. Sheintroduced meto the missionarieswho taught
methelessons. When | returned to the University for my final year, | started attending the Palo Alto Ward
wherethe Stanford studentswent to church. Not only wasthisachanceto learn thedoctrine, but | could see
theexampleof Latter-day Saint families. Our Stake President at that timewas David B. Haight, and heand his
family were membersof our ward. | remember two occas ons of being invited to hishomefor dinner, even
before | was baptized. Thus, the first precept of my testimony was, “ By their Fruits Ye Shall Know
Them.” Theexamplesset by thesefamiliesarestill animportant factor in Why | Believe.

After ninemoremonthsof meeting with the miss onaries, reading thebook, A Marvelous\Work and a\Wonder,
studying the scriptures, fasting, praying earnestly, and going to church, | redlized thetime had comewhen | had
tomakeadecision. | wasgraduating from the university and starting anew career, so | needed to get the
spiritual part of my lifeon afirmfoundation. Finaly, sitting onthelibrary steps, unableto concentrate on
anything other than the Gospel, | cametotherealizationthat | knew the Gospel wastrue. | didn’t yet know
much about thelife of the Prophet Joseph Smith, but | knew that the preceptswhich hetaught weretrue. | had
fasted and prayed and the Spirit borewitnessthat the doctrine was correct and relevant tomy life.

The second precept wasthe simple but profound answer to my question, “WhoisGod?” Inthegrove of
treeswherethe Father and the Son appeared to the young prophet, Joseph learned more about the nature of
God inafew momentsthan men had been ableto discover inthe previous 1800 years. Thethird precept had
to dowiththepurposeof life. | knew innately that God would not create mankind without apurposeand a
planinmind. Yet theword Plan doesnot appear inthe Bible. However, it does appear frequently inthe Book
of Mormon, as the Plan of Salvation, the Plan of Happiness or the Plan of Redemption.

Thefourth precept hasto do with the question, “ What happensto uswhen wedie?” Einstein’sLaw of
Relativity explainsthat matter cannot be created nor destroyed, but can only change form between physica
matter and energy. Thus, you strikeamatch and physical particlesarereplaced by light and heat. Thesame,
| reasoned, must betrue of the human spirit. It wasnot created from nothing at our birth so there must have
been apre-existence where our Spiritslived beforewewereborn. Neither could our spirit be destroyed at
thetime of death so theremust bea Spirit World wherewe go after wedie. | supposeat thispoint | believed
becauseof intellect, but | alsofelt the Spirit, so | wasbaptized. A year later | wasservingamissoninAusirdia

Onmy mission, my reasonsfor believing were changing. The basic reason, to gain knowledge about God,
precept by precept, wastill there. Our misson President, Bruce R. McConkie, encouraged Gospd Scholarship.
However, | a'so cameto believein thefifth precept whichisthe power of God to change people’slives.
Teaching and testifying iswonderful, but seeing the Gospd andthe Holy Spirit changeliveswasawesome. The
wordsof theApostle Paul wereringingin my ears, “ For | amnot ashamed of the Gospel of Jesus Christ,
for it is the power of God unto salvation to everyone that believeth; to the Jew first, and also to the
Greek.” (Roman 1:16)

My reasonsfor believing gained awhol e new dimens on through my love for the woman who became my
eterna companion. Her persondity, her faith, and her reason’sfor believing weredl different frommine, but
they werejust asvalid asminewere. Her greatest joy camefrom making other people happy. Her faithwas
built on generationsof faithful saintswho went before her. Slowly her reasons also becamemy reasons. Up
until thispoint, | thought that | a one could determinewhether or not | entered the Celestial Kingdom. Now |
realized that we must go theretogether and, if shedoesn’t makeit, then | don’t either. Thesixth precept was
Celestial Marriage. Aswe help and lift each other, Heaven hasawhole new meaning. Our eight children
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broaden that dimension even more. Granted, we can only teach them and they must decide, but wedo have
to teach them.

Now inthematureyearsof life, thereisyet another reason Why | Believe. Theseventh preceptisthat | have
cometorely upon theLordanswering our prayers. If wedowhat weare called to do, hold nothing back,
and pray earnestly, theLord will blessusinwayswenever evenimagined. | havecometo know theL ord, and
tofeel histrust, by being the person through whom other peopl€’s prayers have been answered.

A short story will illustrate. Welived in Scotland for three yearsin the 1980's on awork assignment. Our
oldest sonwaswith usfor one summer and then went off to BY U. Through our |ettersand occasional phone
calls, we sensed that hewas not being asactivein church ashe should have been. Wewere so far away that
theonly thing we could do for himwasto pray and expect the L ord to answer. Hisroommate, who camefrom
our hometown, wasat BY U for thewrong reasons and our son wasinfluenced by him. At that timewe had
afull-timemissonary couplein the Scotland miss on whom wehad cometo know andlove. Their nameswere
Elder and Sister Butters. When | next had opportunity to makeabusinesstripto Cdifornia, | stoppedinUtah
to spend aweekend with our son. | asked himto take meto hisward, and | worried when hewasn'’t too sure
whereand whenthey met. Throughout the Sacrament meeting | prayed for away to help my son. Attheend
of themeeting | said, “ Let’'sgo meet your Bishop.” Whenwe got to thefront, the Bishop wasbusy, but his
counselor greeted uswarmly. Whenwe met, heintroduced himself asBrother Butters. | replied, “\We have
an Elder and Sster Buttersinour Missionin Scotland.” Hesaid, “ They aremy parents!” With gratitude
inmy heart, | said, “ Brother Butters, | havea deal for you. 1f youwill look after my son, | will look after
your parents.” We both did so, and the prayers of both familieswere answered.

I’dliketo closewherel began. Not only did Isaiah promise usthat we could gain knowledge about God, line
upon line, but Nephi aso added to that understanding. Hesaid:

“ Wb be unto himthat shall say: We have received the word of God, and we need no more of the word
of God, for we have enough! For behold, thus saith the Lord God: | will give unto the children of men
line upon line, precept upon precept, here alittle and there a little; and blessed are those who hearken
unto my precepts, and lend an ear unto counsel, for they shall learn wisdom; for unto himthat receiveth
| will give more; and from them that shall say, We have enough, from them shall be taken away even
that which they have.” (I Nephi 28: 29-30)

| believewe have aloving Father in Heaven who ispleased to grant each one of usknowledge about eterna
truths. Heblessesuswith Hisperspective. Heavenly Father sseswhowearefromthe eternitiesthat preceded
our hirthto theeternitiesthat will follow our death. Heknowsour potential and the blessingswewill receive
if chooseto accept the Atonement of Hisonly Begotten Son. To Joseph Smith hesaid,

“ ... what power shall stay the heavens? ...to hinder the Almighty from pouring down knowledge from
heaven upon the heads of the Latter-day Saints.” (D& C 121: 33)

ThisisWhy | Believe. Thereisno way to prevent God from granting us knowledge to answer the two

questions| originally asked, “Whois God?” and “ What happensto uswhen we die?” Inthe name of
Jesus Christ, Amen.
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