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The day school was out at the begin-

ning of each summer, our family went to

our ranch in Wyoming. It was there, with

my parents and brothers and sisters and a

few cousins mixed in, that I learned about

family loyalty; love and concern; birth

and death; that one must finish a job once

it is started; and, to quote my father,

"There are only two things important —
the family and the Church."

One year my father was waiting for

us as we arrived. He said he had a big job

for my brother Clay and me to do that

summer. I was about twelve at the time,

and my brother was two years older.

Pointing to the field by the side of the

house, my father said, "Do you see all of

these lambs in that field? I'll share the

money we get for the ones you raise when
we sell them in the fall." Well, we were
excited. Not only did we have a signifi-

cant job to do, but we were going to be

rich! There were a lot of lambs in that

field— about 350 of them. And all we
had to do was feed them.

However, there was one thing that

my father hadn't mentioned. None of the

lambs had mothers. Just after shearing,

there had been a violent storm that chilled

the newly shorn sheep. Dad lost a thou-

sand ewes that year. The mothers of our

lambs were among them.

To feed one or two baby animals is

one thing, but to feed 350 is something

else! It was hard. There was plenty of

grass, but the lambs couldn't eat the

grass. They didn't have teeth. They
needed milk. So we made some long, V-
shaped feeding troughs out of some
boards. Then we got a great big tin wash-

tub, ground up some grain, and added

milk to make a thin mash. While my
brother poured the mash into the troughs,

I rounded up the lambs, herded them to

the troughs, and said, "Eat!" Well, they

just stood there looking at me. Although
they were hungry and there was food in

front of them, they still wouldn't eat. No
one had taught them to drink milk out of

a trough. So I tried pushing them toward

the troughs. Do you know what happens
when you try to push sheep? They run the

other way. And when you lose one, you
could lose them all because others will

follow. That's the way with sheep.

We tried lining up the lambs along
the troughs and pushing their noses down
in the milk, hoping they'd get a taste and
want some more. We tried wiggling our

fingers in the milk to get them to suck on
our fingers. Some of them would drink,

but most of them ran away.
Many of the lambs were slowly

starving to death. The only way we could

be sure they were being fed was to pick

them up in our arms, two at a time, and
feed them like babies.

And then there were the coyotes. At
night the coyotes would sit up on the hill,

and they'd howl. The next morning we
would see the results of their night's

work, and we would have two or three

more lambs to bury. The coyotes would
sneak up on the lambs, scatter the herd,

and then pick out the ones they wanted
and go after them. The first were those

that were weak or separated from the

flock. Often in the night when the coyotes

came and the lambs were restless, my dad
would take out his rifle and shoot in the

air to scare them away. We felt secure

when my dad was home because we knew
our lambs were safe when he was there to

watch over them.

Clay and I soon forgot about being
rich. All we wanted to do was save our
lambs. The hardest part was seeing them
die. Every morning we would find five,

seven, ten lambs that had died during the

night. Some the coyotes got, and others

starved to death surrounded by food they

couldn't or wouldn't eat.

Part of our job was to gather up the

dead lambs and help dispose of them. I

got used to that, and it really wasn't so

bad until I named one of the lambs. It was
an awkward little thing with a black spot

on its nose. It was always under my feet,

and it knew my voice. I loved my lamb. It

was one I held in my arms and fed with a

bottle like a baby.
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One morning my lamb didn't come
when I called. I found it later that day

under the willows by the creek. It was
dead. With tears streaming down my
face, I picked up my lamb and went to

find my father. Looking up at him, I said,

"Dad, isn't there someone who can help

us feed our lambs?"
After a long moment he said, "Jayne,

once a long, long time ago, someone else

said almost those same words. He said,

'Feed my lambs. . . . Feed my sheep. . .

.

Feed my sheep' " (John 21:15-17). Dad
put his arms around me and let me cry for

a time, then went with me to bury my
lamb.

The Savior's lambs

It wasn't until many years later that I

fully realized the meaning of my father's

words. I was pondering the scripture in

Moses that says, "For behold, this is my
work and my glory— to bring to pass the

immortality and eternal life of [all man-
kind]" (Moses 1:39). As I thought about

the mission of the Savior, I remembered
the summer of the lambs, and for a few
brief moments I thought I could sense

how the Savior must feel with so many
lambs to feed, so many souls to save. And
I knew in my heart that he needed my
help.

You wonderful young people, from
what we've observed, you're not un-

like our lambs. You, too, are hungry—
hungry for things of the Spirit that will

make you grow strong and keep you safe

from the coyotes that are out to destroy

you. You are capable and willing to do

your part in building the kingdom when
you are taught how. And we want to help

you.

We know that you need someone to

love you, someone to listen and under-

stand. You need to be needed. You need

opportunities to come together in a safe

environment, a safe fold so to speak,

where you can share with one another and
develop wholesome friendships based on
brother-sister relationships rather than

romantic involvement. You need oppor-

tunities to experience the joy of sacrifice

and service, of caring for and loving one

another as our Savior loves us. Within
the gospel we have what you need, but

you will need to reach out and accept it.

Youth, prepare now

It would have been far easier to save

our lambs if the mothers had been there to

feed them. Young women, you are the

mothers of tomorrow. Young men, you
are the fathers. Together, you are the par-

ents, the teachers, and the advisers who
will help nurture and feed young lambs
and lead them home. Prepare yourselves

now for that sacred responsibility. Study
the scriptures. Develop your God-given
talents. Learn all you can about the world
around you that is clean and good. Pre-

pare yourselves to enter the temple of the

Lord and be worthy to receive the ordi-

nances and blessings by living, teaching,

and sharing the gospel.

Your Heavenly Father knows you
and cares about what you are doing. He
wants you to fulfill your divine mission,

then come home and bring your family

and friends with you. He wants you to be
happy. Be on your knees daily and talk to

your Heavenly Father. Share the happy
times. Talk about what's hard for you.

Like my father, your Heavenly Father

will understand. He'll be there to walk
with you and to comfort and protect you,
for he has promised to those who seek
him, "I will be on your right hand and on
your left, and my Spirit shall be in your
hearts, and mine angels round about you,

to bear you up" (D&C 84:88).

With a shepherd's loving care

Our prophet, President Benson, has

said, "The symbolism of the Good Shep-
herd is not without significant parallel in

the Church today. The sheep need to be
led by watchful shepherds. . . .With a

shepherd's loving care, our young
people, our young lambs, will not be as

inclined to wander. And if they do,

the crook of the shepherd's staff, a loving

arm, and an understanding heart will help

to retrieve them" (Regional Representa-

tives' seminar, 3 Apr. 1987).
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Parents, priesthood leaders, teach-

ers, advisers, be "watchful shepherds";

and you, our noble youth, band together

in the strength of the Lord and lead out in

righteousness. Reach out with loving

arms and understanding hearts to those

who are weak or wandering. Help bring

them back to the fold, where they can

learn of the Good Shepherd and grow
close to him. And please choose carefully

the paths you walk, for others will follow.

That's the way with sheep.

Of our little flock, we saved only

one-third. And what of the Savior's

flock? He has said, "Feed my lambs. . . .

Feed my sheep."

This I know: He needs our help.

With more people to help, more lambs

will be saved. A simple fact, but true. Of
this I can bear testimony in the name of

Jesus Christ, amen.

President Hinckley

Thank you, Sister Jayne Malan, for

that very touching and impressive talk

and testimony.

We should now like to hear brief

testimonies from Elders F. Arthur Kay
and John Sonnenberg, who have served

as members of the Seventy called five

years ago and who have served the Lord
so very well and faithfully.

Elder F. Arthur Kay

Seeing God's power at work

My beloved brothers and sisters, this

is indeed a challenge and an opportunity,

a privilege that I had not anticipated and

yet one of those great opportunities to do

that which I have been called to do for the

past five years — and that is to bear wit-

ness of our Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ.

These five years have been filled

with experiences that have further taught

me what I had learned in the previous

forty years while serving in various

capacities of leadership in the Church —
and that is that God does hear and answer
prayer, that there is power in the priest-

hood, and that by that power and author-

ity to act in his name great things happen
in the lives of people.

I have in mind today a blessing given

to someone precious and close to me who
was told by her physicians that the child

she was to bear would unquestionably

have Down's syndrome; an abortion was
recommended. She refused, and in the

next few weeks calls from the hospital

and others came encouraging that the

little fetus be aborted. Finally, in despera-

tion, she called her doctor and said, "Get
those people off my back. This little child

will have a right to life regardless of its

condition." She had been given a priest-

hood blessing by her father and had been
promised that the little child would be
normal and healthy. When the little child

involved was born, so it was. Today she

is an unusually beautiful, bright, charm-
ing child.

I have thought how many times in

her life she would have had cause to

reflect had she followed that counsel

which was contrary to that given her by
her father.

I recall that not too long ago I be-

came acquainted with a precious young
woman named Sharon living in Brisbane,

Australia. She had cystic fibrosis and had
in the last few years spent nearly as much
time in the hospital as she had in her

home. She was downcast and desperate,

feeling that God had forgotten her and
that there was no chance for her. But a

priesthood blessing told her to trust in the

Lord with all of her heart and lean not to

her own understanding and promised that

He would guide and direct her. And then

came the words that somewhat frightened

him who was pronouncing the blessing:

"Sharon, there will come in your lifetime

medical advances which will correct the

problem and alleviate the challenges that

you are facing."


