
Neil L. Andersen 
“Young Neil Andersen grew up on a small farm in Idaho. His family raised rabbits, and one of his job was 

to watch over them and keep them safe. When he was seven years old, his favorite rabbit escaped from 

his cage. He looked carefully around the farm for it. He didn’t want the dogs or cats on the farm to catch it 

and hurt it. Little Neil was discouraged. He couldn’t find his rabbit anywhere. Then he remembered 

something he had learned. God will help you if you pray and ask for help. Neil said a prayer. He asked for 

Heavenly Father’s help in finding his rabbit. He suddenly had an idea to look under some boards nearby. 

He walked over quickly and peeked beneath them. There was his rabbit! Neil learned that Heavenly 

Father hears our prayers and answers them! 
 

M. Russell Ballard 

“One of my fondest childhood memories is of my dog.  Mother and Father bought me a collie, and I name him Scotty.  

Collies are smart, but this dog had an uncanny ability to know what time it was.  Every morning Scotty walked with me 

through the park to the corner and left me there to cross the street on my way to school.  He seemed to sense that that 

was as far as he should go.  I lived close to school. And came home for lunch, and every day at noon Scotty was there to 

walk home with me and then back to the corner after lunch.  At 3:30 he was there again to walk home from school with 

me.  He was as faithful a companion as you would ever want to have.  Scotty lived with us many, many years.  He and I 

were inseparable.  He was my protector, and ours was a great relationship.  I was very sad when he died.  I never had a 

brother, but it didn’t seem to matter because my best pal was Scotty.  I hope that other children have pets that mean as 

much to them as Scotty did to me. “ 

 

David A. Bednar 

Knowledge, both temporal and spiritual, comes in steps. My testimony grew line upon line, precept upon 

precept, here a little, there a little (seeIsaiah 28:10)—the way it does for almost all members of the Church. As 

a boy, I recall my mother reading Book of Mormon and Church history stories to me. I felt a sweet, peaceful, 

reassuring feeling that what I was learning was true. This feeling developed into a sincere desire to learn more 

by studying the scriptures. Nothing has had a greater impact upon my life than reading, studying, and 

searching the scriptures in order to gain more knowledge and intelligence. 

 

I grew up in California as a teenager during a time when evil influences, such as drugs and bad music, became 

increasingly popular. Because of the knowledge I had been blessed to receive, I chose not to participate in 

those things. I was preparing to become a missionary and serve the Lord. In the mission field, the knowledge 

that I was serving the Lord (Oct. Friend 2007) 

 

 

 



D. Todd Christofferson 

As a child, one of my neighbors owned a large orchard, and my summer job was picking pears and peaches. I 

would ride my bike over there early in the morning and pick all day. One day, I knew by lunchtime that I had 

picked fewer bushels than usual, and I thought something really bad would happen to me because I was 

behind. So I hurried home on my bike for lunch, hoping that somehow my parents would make it right. I was 

in tears on the way. I remember thinking, “Oh, no, what a terrible thing! What’s going to happen?” 

But when I arrived home, nobody was there. The whole family was gone to one place or another. I thought the 

world was going to come to an end! I had nowhere else to turn, so I knelt down to pray. I asked Heavenly 

Father to somehow save me from whatever was going to happen. Right away I felt a very sweet inner peace. I 

knew that everything was going to be all right, and that I didn’t have to worry. So I dried my tears, had lunch, 

and went back to work. And, indeed, the world did not end—everything was all right. That experience taught 

me that the Lord is willing to hear my prayers. When problems are important to me, He notices. He will help us 

when we have trials, even if they seem unimportant to other people. (Feb. Friend 2006) 

 

  Quentin L. Cook 

I can’t remember ever not having faith in Jesus Christ. I always knew that the Savior lived and that He loved 

me. Those feelings of faith came from my parents, who taught me what was right and wrong, and from 

attending Primary and other Church meetings. 

Although I recall giving talks in Primary and taking part in other ways, some of my favorite Primary memories 

are of singing. I love the Primary songs. I still enjoy singing them. They teach of the Savior and the goodness 

of the gospel. 

In fact, I think one of the most important callings in the Church is the Primary music director. It is certainly the 

calling that has had the biggest impact on our family. ☺  (June Friend 1999) 

 

Henry B. Eyring 

Born in Princeton, New Jersey, 31 May 1933 

Did you know that when Elder Henry B. Eyring was growing up, his branch held Church meetings in a hotel? 

Later the meetings were held in his home. He and his brothers were the only members of the Church in their 

schools. During this time, he learned about standing as a witness for God. He teaches us about being a 

witness. (Dec. Friend 2003) 

Did you know that Elder Henry B. Eyring enjoys watercolor painting and cooking with his family?  (June Friend 

2004)   

 



Robert D. Hales 

Did you know that Elder Robert D. Hales lived in New York State but would spend summers on his relatives’ 

farms in Utah? He learned how to bale hay, ride a horse, and care for sheep and cows. (June Friend 2003) 

Skull Valley, Utah—that was where I spent two summers as a youth. I lived on Long Island, New York, but my 

father, who had grown up on a farm in Idaho, told me, “You’re never going to learn how to work until you 

work on a ranch.” My uncle had a ranch in Skull Valley, and so I, a city boy, was sent to live and work there. 

The first few days I spent on the ranch left me exhausted. My entire body ached, and I wondered how I could 

get through each day. I was discouraged and wanted to go home, but I didn’t tell this to my relatives. 

One day I was moving bales of hay with my cousin, and I was having a hard time because I was so tired. My 

cousin gave me a little push and said, “You aren’t lazy—you just don’t know how to work.” I decided then that 

I’d learn how to work—and I did. And as I worked on the ranch that summer, I came to enjoy it and my body 

thrived on it. (Nov. Friend 1996) 

Jeffrey R. Holland 

Did you know that Elder Jeffrey R. Holland once worked as a paperboy, a grocery bagger, and a service-station 

attendant? (Nov. Friend 2002) 

Did you know that Elder Jeffrey R. Holland loves sports? He played football, baseball, and basketball, and ran 

for the track team. (Oct. Friend 2003) 

I’d like to tell you a true story about a young boy who didn’t have the opportunity of going to school for very 

long. His father died, leaving little money for the boy’s family. One day the boy became very ill with smallpox 

and had to miss a lot of school. 

Slowly his health improved, and he was glad to be able to go to school again. But he was back in school for 

just one year, completing the seventh grade, when he had to stop going altogether. He and his brother then 

had to find jobs to help earn enough money to buy food and clothing the family needed. 

The boy worked very hard, grew up strong, and learned a lot through his experiences. He read books 

whenever he could, and was interested in learning the things he had missed by not going to school. Often he 

would say how sad he was not to have had a formal education. He was a wonderful man and worked hard to 

develop himself. And he kept hoping that someway he could get back to school again. But he never had that 

chance. This little boy who grew up wanting to continue his schooling was my father. 

Because of my father’s experience, he was very anxious for me to have a good education. When I’d say, “But I 

don’t want to go to school,” he’d say, “Then I’ll go in your place. Do you think the teacher would mind? I 

wonder if I can fit into the seat at your desk?”That always made me laugh because I think it would have 

frightened my teacher to see a grown man coming to school, and I knew he couldn’t fit into the small seat at 

my desk. So I would go to school. 

Sometimes I’d complain, “My teacher makes me work too hard.” Then Dad would just smile and mess up my 

hair and say, “I doubt it.” (I’m not sure, but the way he smiled always made me feel as though he wanted that 



teacher to make me work hard. I never could understand why, for I thought the only good thing about school 

were the recesses.) (Sept. friend 1978) 

 

Thomas S. Monson 

“When I was a boy, our family had a home up Provo Canyon—and we still have it—where we would spend each 

July and August. For those two months I was able to fish and swim every day and live like Tom Sawyer or 

Huckleberry Finn. I still enjoy swimming and fishing whenever I can manage the time for them. 

“When I was about eleven, I started a hobby of raising pigeons. I still have some pigeons, and one of my sons 

has also taken up this hobby. I remember showing my pigeons at a state fair on one occasion and even 

winning blue ribbons for them. I’ve always enjoyed raising fancy chickens. Although I have lived in the city all 

my life, I’ve always had enough room to have a few chickens.  (Oct. Friend 1981) 

 

Russell M. Nelson 

“One of the first things my parents acquired for their home was a piano. Mother sent me for piano lessons. But 

at about age ten, I decided that I would rather work in my dad’s office than sit long hours practicing the piano. 

Much to Mother’s dismay, I terminated her plans for my musical career. Of course I have lived to regret that 

shortsighted action. I have since spent many hours trying to teach myself to play the piano and the organ. I 

believe my deceased mother would be happy knowing that I now play the organ at the regular meetings of the 

General Authorities in the temple.” (Jan. Friend 1986) 

Dallin H. Oaks 

His father died when Elder Oaks was eight years old. His mother then decided to leave her children in the care 

of their grandparents and go to Columbia University in New York City to get the additional education that she 

needed to support her children. “It was a very courageous thing for her to do,” said Elder Oaks. “But the loss of 

her husband and then the separation from her three children within a two-month period were too much, and 

Mother suffered a nervous breakdown. “I remember that in the fourth grade I was a bewildered little boy who 

couldn’t do long division and couldn’t spell. Every day we had about twenty spelling words and twenty long-

division problems. Whenever we would correct our papers, I would always miss fifteen or more. Everybody 

knew that Dallin Oaks was the dumbest boy in the room. 

“But after my mother recovered, our family was reunited and we moved to Vernal. There, I had a wonderful 

fifth-grade teacher, Pearl Schaeffer. She is still living in Vernal, and I correspond with her. She helped me 

understand that I was somebody who could achieve in school, and she expected me to do it. She was a good, 

warm, loving person and a fine teacher. My school performance changed almost overnight as a result of her 

expectations and our improved family situation. (Oct. Friend 1986) 

 

 



 

 

Boyd K. Packer 

“Shoes are made out of leather, but banana peels make the best slippers! Dad tells us puns like this one every 

once in a while. He really has a sense of humor,” declared a teenage daughter of this General Authority. 

“He uses humor instead of anger quite often,” 

“Dad really enjoys carving things like ducks out of wood, and then he paints them. He carved a mantlepiece for 

our home showing the Pioneers coming across the plains and some beautiful carved sego lilies down both 

sides of the fireplace. He also carved some waxwing birds that we keep under a bell jar on top of our piano. 

“Dad is also a very fine artist, and did all of the artwork as well as the writing in a recent book. Once he used 

oils, but he usually paints with acrylics. He’s too busy to wait for the oil paints to dry.” ( Nov. Friend 1976 an 

interview with Elder Packer’s children) 

L. Tom Perry 

 “I grew up very close to the Church,” he said. “My father was made bishop of our ward when I was only six 

months old. By the time I was six years of age, our ward was building a chapel. Father would take us all over to 

work on it. I remember that my first job was pulling nails out of boards and straightening them so they could 

be used again. (March Friend 1981) 

Richard G. Scott 

He was born November 7, 1928, in Pocatello, Idaho, a son of Kenneth Leroy and Mary Whittle Scott. At the age 

of 5, he moved with his parents to Washington, D.C.,  (biography lds.org) 

Did you know that Elder Richard G. Scott played the saxophone and the clarinet in a college jazz band? (Aug 

Friend 2004) 

 

 

 

 

 



Dieter F. Uchtdorf 

President Uchtdorf was born on November 6, 1940 in then Mährisch-Ostrau, Czechoslovakia, to Karl Albert 

and Hildegard Else Opelt Uchtdorf. He was raised in Zwickau, Germany, where his family joined the Church in 

1947. When I was 11, my family moved to West Germany. My father and my mother ran a laundry to make a 

living, and I was the laundry delivery boy. I saw some shiny red bicycles, and I wished I could have one to make 

my deliveries. But I needed a heavy-duty bicycle to pull the cart with the laundry on it. I rode around pulling 

that heavy laundry cart before school and after school. It was hard seeing the other children play. But everyone 

in our family had to work hard, and I was an important part of the family business. 

As I grew older, I learned about the blessings of doing things that at the time you don’t realize are important 

and good for you. When I was very little, I came down with a lung disease, but no one knew it at the time. 

When I grew older, I joined the air force. The doctors saw spots on my lungs. Because of the hard work of 

pedaling that heavy load, somehow my body had healed itself. I had built up endurance. I had built up 

strength. The doctors said that the disease took care of itself and that I passed my physical. Otherwise, I 

wouldn’t have been able to become a pilot. 

 

 


